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I Tested My Wife




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.





I Paid for her Extra Night




I

 dropped my head and exhaled, defeated. I spilled sideways out of the hard-edged closet onto the carpeted floor gasping and relieved just when I heard the distinctive brief electrical buzz of the hotel room door lock. I froze a moment then scrambled back inside, just clearing my fingertips from the gap between the closing panels when the air pressure dropped with the swooshing open of the door.

The next sound I heard was one of only many from that night I will probably never forget. It was Dell,  my wife, laughing, but not the way I knew her to laugh, all loose and loud. Instead, she was coy and demure, like someone more excited and nervous than amused.

I spent 30 minutes cramped inside that tiny dark space feeling utterly stupid taking that guy up on his ridiculous bet. For half an hour, I was folded in two and sore in the back, and certain I’d been royally had. Yet there was no denying the $1,000 wad of Franklins I could feel bulging my pocket. It had been at least 20 minutes since that guy Marc had last texted me from a bathroom to say he and Dell were about to leave the Johnstown brew pub. That was supposed to be the cue my wife was indeed planning on bringing him back up to our room. But the place was only five minutes away.

"Well come on in then!” I could hear Dell say quickly in the hushed tones of conspiracy. She chuckled again with a brief little chirp. I couldn’t see anything yet, even though the calming floor lamps and headboard backlight had come on. I could hear the door hiss and snap closed, I could hear her purse’s metal clasps land on the dresser, and I could hear the muffled carpet sound of her heels being kicked off. A tortuous minute passed before I got irrefutable confirmation he was actually out there, in my hotel room, with my wife.

“Just gonna . . . “ I heard Marc’s unmistakably older, confidant-man voice. I closed my eyes and sighed and leaned my face against my arm where it propped against the edge of the inside of the closet. It was happening exactly the way he said it would, and exactly the way I agreed to help stage it. But hearing a strange man in the close intimacy of my wife’s and my hotel room left me stifling gasps nonetheless.

He had bet me $1,000 that he could take Dell to bed. He even let me hold it. It was the most bizarre hotel bar conversation I’d ever had. But I knew Dell and I knew it would be the quickest thousand bucks I’d ever make. It was mine even if she didn’t invite him up to our room, which was obviously going to be the case. It was just a matter of settling things to agree with him that I should get up there and hide in the room if he texted me that she was bringing him up.

I had already texted Dell while they were out together that I was still going to be in a strategy session when she got back and that “for sure” it was going to go all night. “I’ll just sleep on the floor of the room we’re using up here,” I assured her.

“When do you think you’ll come down?” she checked with me from the food truck they were apparently eating at.

“It won’t be till after the morning sessions,” I told her. That would lead her to believe she had the room to herself till 10 next morning.

“Are you positive?” she checked again.

“Yes. You having a good time with Marc?”

“It’s okay,” she said. “Missing you.”

Hearing Marc’s voice now in the suddenly close space of our quiet hotel room, the door locked twice, alone with my wife who had just turned the lights down and put on some favorite music, gave me ambivalent feelings of being both an unwelcome intruder and a GOAT detective.

“Don’t be getting any stupid ideas now,” my wife said to him. “Married property here,” she laughed. But it was again in that nervous, squeaking way. She never used hotel closets — it’s where the bugs lived she said. So I was safe when I was finally able to see her. She strolled between the foot of the massive bed and the doors of the closet to throw her jacket on a chair by the balcony door.

Marc’s broad shoulders next blocked my entire view. Dell must have been surprised he was right behind her when she turned around, because I heard her go “Whoop!” and laugh again.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she said to him, but it wasn’t in the tone of someone offended or defensive. Her voice was high and wavery and quiet. She sounded, oddly, excited, not pissed. I could only see the back of Marc’s head, but I could hear what sounded like the soft, wet sounds of lips kissing. No fucking way, I thought. Even when I could clearly see inches from my face my wife’s fingers, long, elegant, painted pretty matte pink, wrap around the back of his neck and move up into his hair to scrunch and gently tug, I still thought, No absolute fucking way!

I heard that high wavery tone of hers again. She said, “Okay, so you’re a good kisser, I figured that.” And then there were more smacking sounds evocative of a more vigorous, sloppy, and passionate kind of kissing. Her wedding ring flashed at me in the dim light, before her hand drew down his back, slowly and grasping all the way.

She pulled him away from the closet doors with her hands wrapped around the bottom of his waist before tumbling backward when her legs hit the foot of the bed. She squealed like she was surprised, but it was fake.

Marc stood with his legs pressed against the bed and I could see from behind as he let his jacket slide down his arms to catch it and toss it on the other chair at the big windows. In front of him I could make out the lying back body of my wife. I could also see her heels lift up and wrap around his calves, before slowly sliding up and down the back of his legs, going even higher to massage the back of his thighs.

“I’m pretty sure Garret is going to be pissed if he finds out you brought me up here,” she said.

“I’m sorry that I forced you,” he replied, and she chuckled like it was such a secret, delicious little inside joke.

“Do you like trying to come on to recently married women?”

“Is that a Coco de Mer?” he ignored her question.

“So the older, distinguished-looking gentleman who kisses nicely also knows his luxury lingerie brands, does he?” I could see her elbows work in front of him where she laid back, as though she were undoing buttons down her front, but he blocked my view. There was no mistaking it though when she chirped in that nervously amused kind of way again and I saw her arms flop down on the bed straight out to her sides. “Do you like it?” she asked him in a cute, innocent and  tiny voice.

Her legs had climbed further up behind him so her heels now locked together and pressed into his lower back. He had begun to massage her knees that clasped him at his sides. I could also see his arms move down in front of him, and then her dress, a cerulean blue wrap skirt, pile up around her hips.

“Can only really be fully appreciated as a matching set, don’t you think?” he said in a low, sonorous tone. Nothing about what I was seeing and hearing was anything like what I previously thought my wife could be like. She was playful and creative, she had to be in her gig as a graphic designer, and a good one with big commissions coming in lately.

But she was conservative sexually. She often mentioned how friends at college 5 or 7 years ago were so reckless and risky with sexual encounters, and how she never wanted “to do things like that,” because it was so unsafe. She talked about that a lot more lately.

And now here she was, uncharacteristically to the extreme, sprawled on a hotel room bed with a near-stranger staring down at her, undoing her dress in front of him. She chose to join me on my work trip to the big state-wide party convention in Portland and get some work done “someplace different” — she could do it anywhere with her computer and an internet connection — “just for a break.”

“Are you trying to get into my panties?” she tsked-tsked him. I could see her long, chocolate mouse hair flow out across the duvet as though she was rolling her head side to side. But I could also see her elbows at work again, and her fingers reach around his sides and back, tugging the tails of his shirt up and out of his pants. “So many buttons!” I heard her sigh, again with fake impatience and a little smirking chuckle.

Dell played sports, she didn’t play at being a sexual kitten. Not with me and not to my knowledge with anyone before me. If I hadn’t visually confirmed it was her when she came in, or knew her voice so well, there would be no way I could be convinced this was my wife.

I could tell his shirt had fallen open from the way the tails hung at his sides. His hands were down in front rubbing something up and down slowly and deeply, and it wasn’t himself. By the look of her shoulders and elbows that I could just see from around the sides of his back, she was also rubbing something up and down — his bare chest and stomach, I had to conclude.

I heard her nearly whispering voice, “Off please.” I saw his shirt stretch as though tugged. He pushed his shoulders back and his shirt slid down his arms. He caught the tip of a sleeve in his fingers and tossed it over to the chair where it landed a moment before sliding to the floor.

“Mine too,” she said softly. I saw her feet plant on the bed with her knees up as though she were lifting her ass off the bed. “Just so you can see the set, as you said.” He bent over and tugged like he was retracting a cord. She laughed and tossed and finally I saw him hold her entire blue dress in a bunch and aim as though about to shoot a basket with it. “Place it over the back of the chair, I can’t get it creased, Garret will notice.”

Marc stepped back, turned, and went to the chairs by the windows. And that is when I viewed my wife for the first time that evening. I was looking at her where she lay on her back on the bed from her feet up. Her knees were up and her legs were slightly parted. One arm was flopped lazily out to the side, the other bent to lay her index finger between her matte desert taupe lips. Her face was turned to the window as she passively watched Marc take care to unravel her dress and spread it out, crease free, over the back of her chair.

She was wearing extremely fancy black underwear that I didn’t recognize. The bra, a full-cup lacy affair, had nearly transparent cups with strategically located designs over the middle. Her panties were the same style, with a narrow diamond shape of satin material over the middle suspended in a field of transparent shaded material, held there by several ribbons as tiny as her bra straps.

Aside from that she was only wearing a thin silver chain around her neck with a cross that laid between the soft, creamy mounds pushed up by her bra.

When he came back to the foot of the bed, she said, “Pants” in a whisper. He was right in front of me, this guy she had only met the day before, in a cafe where she was hanging out. I myself only met him earlier in the day at noon, at the protest demonstration we’d organized at the legislative building. We’d both met him unawares of each other, and it was only when we both waved at him from where we sat at the hotel bar that we realized we both knew him.

She laughed in that cute, innocent way again, more to herself it sounded like, than really out loud. I could see her dig her heels in the bed and drive herself sliding up toward the pillows. I saw her hand rise, her single index finger poke up and slowly curl. She was beckoning him to come up onto her.

Marc knelt on the bed and walked toward her on his knees. Her own knees, pulled up, flopped sideways the moment his hands touched them. He dropped down onto his elbows over top of her. I saw my wife’s arms first rise over him and then settle down under his to wrap tightly around his lower back. His head lowered into the sea of hair where she spread it out like a fan across the pillows. I could hear that sloshy, wet sound of kissing again, and I could see her heels again first playfully drag up and down on the back of his calves, and then, as she brought her knees further up, into his thighs as far up as his ass.

“Just kissing,” she said.

Her hands pushed down to the waist of his shorts as their two bodies moved against each other like a slow-motion flag in a gentle summer breeze. At first her fingers travelled over the top of his shorts, but then they explored inside the waist of his shorts, before finally diving down boldly inside. I could see her fingers rise and fall where she had begun to massage and squeeze his bare ass beneath.

Her breath was short. “Promise, okay?” she whispered.

My heart was pounding and my breath was difficult to regulate. I pressed my eyes to the crack and stared eyes wide-open. I had also, unexpectedly, become incredibly hard. I tried to ignore it, but there was no denying watching my hot wife make out nearly naked on a bed with a virtual stranger, though something I had never fantasized about, was making me horny beyond my ability to restrain myself. I was ashamed, but I couldn’t stop myself reaching down the front of my own pants and squeezing my cock.

My wife’s fingers moved deftly to tug kittenish at the waist of his shorts and she cooed and purred in a playfully protesting way until he pushed himself up above her on his straining toes and elbows. She used her own toes to catch the waist of his shorts and, laughing like a little coquette, she tugged and pulled his shorts down and off his legs, and even used her toes to toss them aside onto the floor by the chairs. He sank back down between her opening, welcoming legs.

“You didn’t promise yet,” I could barely hear her sigh before she moaned inside more deep, passionate kisses.

My wife wasn’t a virgin when I met her, of course, but she hadn’t been with many men. We never really talked about it and I had never in my mind even imagined her with anyone. In the gentle yellow-toned diffuse light of the tasteful, understated hotel room, on the expansive bed with the art-deco headboard backlit and beautiful, my wife’s long fingers played at scratching fingernail-drawn circles in the ass of a man fully naked lying between her long, toned legs, with soft, beat-heavy music droning quietly on. It was a vision for me both shocking beyond scandalous, and arousing beyond anything I’d experienced in real life or in porn. When I could hear amidst the tunes my wife’s sweet, soft moans and purrs and titters and whimpers, I could not resist opening my pants and letting my poor, hard and trapped cock out to give in and stroke it.

There was no doubt Dell was pushing things, though she liked to always put it in terms of her being taken by him. “You should get off me now, you big lug, you know I’m a married woman!” She wiggled her marriage ring on her third finger in front of him and giggled. She also pushed him over so he rolled on his back, but she didn’t waste time rolling with him all the way until she was on her hands and knees, her shoulders poking up and her head and hair falling down. Her knees spread around his hips like melting butter. She bent low and kissed him. Her hips as slowly as a hydraulic press lowered so that my view of his bare cock and balls and ass became eventually entirely replaced with my wife’s sweet panties tightly stretched around her ass.

She suddenly sat up and rocked back on his thighs. I could see her elbows from behind retract and move as though she were handling something close to between her legs. I could see his shoulders and elbows move too, and I knew the man had reached up to her body and was massaging her breasts inside that delicious and new bra of hers.

“We said only kissing. Guys like you think you can get anything you want, don’t you,” she said. Her arms slowly moved up and down, up and down, up and down, driving me more mad with each stroke she gave his cock. The motion was mesmerizing. “You don’t even care that I’m married, do you.” I heard her inhale in a gasp and emit a tiny grunt. He must have twisted her nipples through her bra because I recognized the effect.

“And that’s not just kissing a little either,” she exhaled heavily. She chicken-winged her arms and I watched her pianist-like fingers work to unclasp her bra in the middle of her back. She dropped her shoulders and the straps fell down and off her arms. I could see her profile when she turned to aim her throw to land her bra on her chair.

“You probably think I’m going to do it with you all the way, don’t you.” He remained silent the whole time. She shook her head of hair at him and laughed a tiny bit. “Well don’t get your hopes up!” she hissed, but it was obvious she was speaking through a smile. “I would never do that.”

She squirmed and wiggled, sliding her ass down his legs until she was straddling his ankles. “Catholic girl, you should know,” she said up to him, just before her head ducked down between his legs. It was the second time I heard soft, wet, squishing sounds, but they weren’t kissing this time. My cock quivered it was so hard.

I could see her luscious shimmering hair moving in rhythmic waves over his lap and stomach and I could see her ass slowly poke up higher and her back arch down lower right in front of the gap in the panels behind which her husband gripped and stroked his cock hard and slow, his breath quavering, his jaw dropped wide, and his eyes peeled wider.

Isn’t a man supposed to stop this sort of thing? Isn’t a husband supposed to come barging in swinging or shooting? I told myself it was because I’d bet him, that I had at least to respect the honor of the wager, but I knew even then, I didn’t want to stop it. I was enjoying it too much.

With a sucking and popping sound, my wife’s head pulled off the man’s cock and she pressed it against her cheek and licked it and kissed it. “Do I do it good?” she asked him softly and innocently.

“Pretty good,” Marc said, with a devil’s grin.

She poked her tongue at the slit in his head. “How can you be so sure Garrett isn’t coming back down?” she asked him, just before sinking her soft pink lips down over his shaft again, not waiting for him to answer. She pulled back off with another sucking and popping sound and twisted her head sideways to drag her pink wet tongue up the shaft from the base to the top. “What if he comes in when I’m actually fucking you?” she said.

And there it was. For all her talk about how she’s Catholic and doesn’t “do that,” and how they’re just going to kiss a bit, she just admitted, right in front of her husband, that she was going to fuck him. But what caught my ears more was how she used the word “fucking.” She never used that word, not to my knowledge. The whole night was like witnessing someone you think you know actually become someone not only entirely different, but completely opposite in every possible way.

“You sure don’t talk much in bed for a guy who talks with such a silver tongue out of it,” Dell said before rolling back and sticking her legs straight up. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her cute panties and pulled them up and off. She got back up on her knees and walked to the edge of the bed to carefully toss her precious underwear onto her chair. She walked back to him on her knees and casually threw one knee over his hips. She pressed her palms down onto his chest with her arms locked straight. She dropped her head and curled her neck to bring her hair off his face below her.

“Guess you think girls like me fall for the strong, quiet type, huh?” she said in a mock challenging tone to him. From behind, I saw her back move as she slowly arched. I could see her perfect round ass subtly curl and uncurl where it hovered above Marc’s still hard and big cock. It glistened from her saliva.

“We’re not going to do it, so just relax,” she said, hitting “relax” with a sigh.

I saw him raise his hands to her chest again and start massaging her, squeezing her bare breasts.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea to do that,” she said down to him in a low, quiet voice. Her ass curled in harder. Her knees bent deeper. I could see from my place in the closet only five feet away her slightly protruding pussy lips hanging down between her thighs. She was glinting she was so wet there.

“I said you’re going to be in trouble,” she warmed him again in a half-whisper. Her knees bent further and her hips curled deeper. Her pussy lips swooped and quavered an inch above his straining cock. “We’re supposed to be just kissing a bit,” she barely got out before her voice broke in a simper.

He squeezed her harder and she rolled her head back momentarily and moaned plaintively. “I’m not responsible for what’s going to happen,” she groaned as though in pain, “if you don’t stop,” she added in a soft whisper, “doing that to me.” Her wet, engorged pussy lips touched the tip of the head of his cock and she pulled instantly away with an inhaled gasp and she shivered. Strings of her wetness and his pre-cum stretched between them.

Her breath got short and sharp and her moans turned to high-pitched whimpers. She lost strength in her quavering thighs and her hips dropped down again so her pussy lips touched and this time stayed touching the head of his cock. “I can’t do this,” she whispered loudly. “I’m a good wife,” she jerked out with her stomach crunching. Her pussy lips slowly engulfed the mushroom head of his cock. “You’re such a bad man,” she chuckled once to herself in a near cry, before releasing herself completely and sinking all the way down with a release of breath so long and so loud, it sounded like she had bottomless lungs.

“Garrett,” she breathed hoarsely when her pussy touched his pubis and her elbows buckled and her head plunged down into his neck and shoulder. “Isn’t going to be happy about this,” she peeped out seconds later.

She kept her chest pressed to his with her back arched and she pushed her face deeper into his neck. Her back undulated and curled and her hips pulled up and ground down. Her whole body vibrated. I could see Marc’s cock emerge from between her tight grasping pussy lips covered in her generous lubrication and become enveloped inside her again as she pushed her hips hard back down over him.

She pumped herself against him breathing hard into his neck where her face stayed buried under her undulating mass of hair. He pushed her up and she flopped backward, grasping and grabbing at him frantically. She ended up with her head drooping over the foot of the bed while Marc rose over her body with the back of her knees hooked by his biceps and her thighs pressed with each of his thrusts into her chest. Her knuckles whitened where she twisted them in the sheets of the bed. Her hair hung to the floor from her upside down face looking right at me, were it not for her eyes being closed. He jolted her, the bed, and the whole room, it seemed like, he rammed himself between her legs so hard. She cried with each of his heavy landings.

He helped her up, pulling her arm hand-over-hand and they laughed together at how ragged and drained she had become. She pushed up and landed her feet on the floor and turned to kiss him where he had nestled against pillows piled against the headboard. She skipped off lighter than air, turning over her shoulder as she swung herself around and into the bathroom. “Glass of water for you too, hard-working man?”

She came back with two glasses prancing like a proud pony and brought his drink to his lips, cradling his head in her hand to assist him, laughing lightly and biting her lip. “I think you’re going to need to keep your strength up,” she said, curling lips inside her teeth and squeezing her legs together like a child needing to pee. But it wasn’t pee she needed.

She noticed her delicate panties had slipped to the floor and went over to put them back on the chair. That’s when she first realized the curtains had been open the whole time. Here is another example of how this was so not my wife. She wouldn’t miss closing the curtains even if it was just to change clothes. Also, if she did, she’d yelp and run hiding. Tonight, she only pretended to cover herself with her arms over her breasts and hands over her bare pussy, standing with one knee curling over the other, stark naked in front of the completely open floor-to-ceiling windows.

“Do you think anyone can see us?” she asked toward the window straining to see all around that there wasn’t much out there to see back in. She took a million tiny little steps back to near the door and turned off all the lights, but turning back on the backlights behind the headboard. She went back the same way between me and the foot of the bed.

“Come on!” she said to Marc with high-pitched excitement. She used her weight to laboriously push the sliding door open. She bent over with her arms in front of her breasts again and poked her head out left and right. “It’s warm out,” she told him over her shoulder.

She went outside and I could just barely see a part of her ass and legs and back where she was leaning over the balcony railing completely nude. She seemed so casual about it, so accustomed to it. But she couldn’t have been — I’d been with her virtually every moment of our lives together. “Pour us some of that wine,” she said over her shoulder to Marc still inside.

He came out in his robe, but he didn’t tie it. She turned around and leaned her ass against the railing behind her. He fed her a sip of wine the way she had fed him his drink of water and he sat down in one of the chairs out there. He pulled it up close to her and looked up. He said something I didn’t hear and she squealed and said “That’s definitely not what I meant by kissing!”

But he pulled his chair up closer still and she lifted a bare foot to one of his armrests. She hooked her index finger to her bottom teeth and pulled her cascade of hair aside to see down between her legs. Marc had gulped a swig of wine and leaned between her legs. She yelped and laughed and squeezed her thighs together. He had let a mouthful of warm wine from his mouth gush out over her pussy.

She turned hard right and I could tell without seeing that she was blushing. But she also put her foot back up on the armrest and looked down. “Again,” she said, like a kid on a ride.

Marc began to eat her out. She curled and writhed against him and gripped his hair in her fingers and tugged and pushed his head roughly. “Oh fuck!” she breathed out hard. “You better stop,” she again pleaded with him. She was unable to talk after that. She began to inhale in tiny, short, sharp repeated wheezes, each one higher pitched and shorter than the last. Finally, with her lungs full, she could only make tiny dying sounds, before hoarsely exhaling her entire lungs out, ending in a whimpering moan and a deep breathing inhalation. “Oh fuck!” she whispered loudly. “That was incredible.”

She came back inside scolding him, saying in a sweet, laughing voice, “All you ever want to do is fuck me, don’t you,” and she made tiny screams and yelps like she was trying to get away from him. But she was also holding his hand in hers, pulling him close behind her.

He caught up to her right in front of the closet doors. He caught her wrist in his hand and he turned her away from him and toward me where I was glaring through the crack, pressed with fear against the back wall of the closet, wanting to hide away but unable to tear my eyes off what I could see.

My wife had planted her hands against the closet panels on both sides of the gap and had bent over in front of Marc. Right in front of me, she hung her head and swung it over her shoulder to look at him through her messy thrown hair. “What are you going to do now, you attacker!” she said in a guttural, thoroughly turned-on voice. She was wild, she was uninhibited, and she was so female.

He grabbed her by the hips and she hung her head, breathing hard, moaning, and simpering right in front of me. I came forward in my closet space and pressed my eye to the gap. Her forehead was pressed against the gap right in front of me. A half inch of closet door panel separated us. I was able to smell her sex — she was pungent. I was able to see down her neck and back, writhing and twisting like some slowly electrocuted snake.

I slid down and looked up into her face. Her eyes were clenched shut and her face contorted like she was being tortured. She was silent except for simpering sounds coming from her throat. She was grimacing as though in pain. Her breasts dangled and jostled. I knew Marc had penetrated her again. She cried out and arched her back so deeply her face came up parallel to mine and if I pressed my tongue through the gap I’d have licked her lips.

He fucked her hard like that. Her body arched further until her forearms pressed into the panels. Her chin and lips squeezed through the gap at me. I pressed my own lips into the gap opposite her and nearly did lick her lips. Her chest pressed into the gap too, he was ramming her so hard from behind.

Dell began a long and loud gasp, her breath filling my mouth and face, and her head rolled back further. She whispered as though to herself, but right against my face but for the panels of wood, “Oh my fucking god . . . . So good.” She had had another orgasm nearly against me. “Mmmmm,” she groaned as long and deeply as an animal. “Baby, you do something else to me,” she said, but it wasn’t to me.

Without any strength left, she twisted around and fell to her ass. She didn’t say anything but she opened her mouth wide and beckoned him forward with her tongue curling the way she had earlier beckoned him with her finger.

Marc leaned his forearms on the closet panels exactly where she had earlier been leaning her arms, and he brought his hips closer to where she sat on the floor below him. Her hands scratched hungrily up his legs starting at his ankles and she dragged them hard over his thighs and ass and pulled him by his hips hard to her face. He shoved his cock, still wet from her soaking pussy, into her tiny mouth and she moaned again, muffled and filled with his cock.

Her one hand pushed and squeezed his waist while her other hand wrapped around his cock and pumped him in time with how he fucked her mouth shoving his hips hard against her face and against the closet doors where I stared out the gap.

Both Marc and I looked down at where his cock slid in and out of her hand and lips, bulging her cheeks, making her moan and cry. Marc fucked her mouth just as hard as he had earlier fucked her pussy. She seemed untroubled by it. I didn’t know. Marc began to breath harder and moan but she only grabbed his ass harder with both her hands, her fingers digging deeper into the flesh of his ass and hips, pushing him, encouraging him, not letting him pull out of her.

Yet another thing she never did at home.

He began to contort and groan and, losing the strength in his legs momentarily, his cock popped out of her mouth and his ejaculate flew across her face in a stream before she chased his cock with her mouth and pushed hard and deep around him. A gob of his cum flew through the gap and hit my cock just as I had lost control and began to cum too. My ejaculate also flew through the gap into my wife’s hair and onto her upturned face she held, smiling with eyes closed, up to him, catching more of his cum on her face, neck and tits.

Dell laughed giddily under his streams of cum, licking her lips and pressing her face to his cock. More of my cum shot through the gap and landed across her opened lips and she drew it in with her tongue and swallowed and curled back further still in ecstatic gasps of pure pleasure. She giggled and looked down and smeared his and my cum where it landed on her tits and nipples and she massaged it into her skin. “So much!” she marveled and laughed.

She pulled herself up using his helping arm and she nuzzled against his chest, she kissed him wherever she could, and she meandered tightly against his nude body with hers, guiding him to the bathroom. I heard the water of the shower come on and I gave it a few minutes before risking darting past the door she left open, and making for the front door of the room, and out.

I glanced as I passed. They were embraced fully together, her head back, her feet up on her toes, her hands entangled in his hair, kissing him deeply, fully, and long on the lips. His hands caressed her ass softly. At the front door I paused. I heard Dell’s voice. “Can you stay tonight?”

I opened it carefully and slipped out. I organized the hotel rooms and I knew a couple that went unused by our delegation. I had the fobs and went to sleep in one of them, alone, confused, and shaken. And then, I grew hard again remembering what I saw and heard, and I could not resist jerking myself off all over.

It was a three night meeting at the hotel. Marc texted me mid-day and we met secretly in the back of the darkened restaurant.

“You okay?” he said.

“Not talking about it,” I replied. I couldn’t look in his eyes. I passed his envelope back to him, now twice as thick as it was when he slipped it to me. “That should do it,” I said.

“Nothing to say?”

“Not to you. Thank you, and good night,” I said, and I got up and left the restaurant. I went out for a long walk for the whole hour of the break. The afternoon sessions were a complete blur to me. I could not focus on any word, I couldn’t follow any speech. I had no idea what I was voting up or down. Finally, I told my table I needed a break and passed my voting card to another delegate.

I texted Marc from the meeting hall. “Need to talk. Same table.”

When he sat down in the back of the restaurant with me, I said nothing, I only nodded. I reached into my breast pocket and pulled out an ATM envelope. I pushed it across to him. He picked it up and didn’t even check how much was in it before slipping it into his pocket.

“She already give you her phone number?” I asked him.

He just nodded. “Let’s make a plan,” he said with an air of resignation.

I texted Dell. “Hey baby,” I wrote, “I hope you’re getting some work done.” I knew she wasn’t at all. “Looks like another session that’s going to go very late. I’ll just stay in the room up there again tonight rather than disturb you.”

“Oh baby, are you sure?” she wrote back. “Getting lots done. Very productive. Are you sure you can’t come back tonight? Missing you hugely!”

“Don’t think so,” I said.

“Well okay, guess I can find a way to keep busy!” she wrote.

Mere seconds later, Marc pulled his phone from his pocket. He opened it but he didn’t even check where the text was from or what it said before he showed me the face of his phone.

“Round 2? Let’s do dinner someplace special! Pick me up in my room at 7?” she wrote him right back.

Marc turned the phone to himself. He looked up at me. “I’ll text you probably around 8 to tell you we’re heading up.”

I pushed my tongue into the corner of my mouth and sighed. My head tilted and I nodded fatalistically. “I’ll be in position,” I said. I rubbed my forehead hard and I twisted to catch the server to indicate two more scotches.

That’s when Dell and I caught each other’s eyes. We both blanched but she was unable to not come to the table. She was carrying her computer “Was just going to work a bit over a lunch.”

I turned toward Marc. “You remember Marc, don’t you, Dell?” They’d met two days earlier in a cafe.

“Yes!” she confirmed stiffly. “I do.” She waved at him from where she stood but it was nervous and coy.

“Sit down,” I said to her. “You can finish mine,” I said, “it’s still coming but I’m not really hungry — had the bread!” I pushed a chair out with my foot. “I have to get going to the meeting hall in a couple minutes anyway.” I turned to Marc who was being quiet and casual. “I’m sure you don’t mind!” I said with a laugh.

My wife asked a few dutiful things about my meetings and I asked her a bit about the work she was doing and we both answered with evasion and obfuscation.

“Have you seen the rooms here?” I turned to Marc. “They’re really nice, big, lots of furniture, great balconies, too.”

“I did, in fact, yes,” he replied. “They’re very tasteful.”

“You show him?” I turned to Dell. I was enjoying teasing her. She looked down and away and turned red.

Marc jumped in. “She let me walk her up when we got back from the pub.”

“Oh hey,” I said to her. She was being painfully quiet. “We got a couple of more rooms than we needed. Why don’t I go up right now and get my stuff out of there and take one of the rooms a floor up for myself. I mean,” I chuckled looking back and forth at both Marc and Dell, “I’m not much company anyway when I am up in the room, you can’t even see me, I’m sure!” I laughed. “That way, honey,” I said directly to her face, “you can have the room to yourself the next two nights.”

“I thought tonight was the last night of the conference?” She was soft-spoken and nervous. She was studiously not glancing at Marc.

“We can give delegates an extra night so they can enjoy the city and take their time getting home. I can just add a night to our room no problem.” I pulled out my car keys and pushed them over to her. “You come home when you want, I can get a lift back to Salem tomorrow with the party president, we need to talk a whole lot anyway.”

“Are you sure?” she said with sparkling eyes she tried hard to avert, and she gathered up the keys into her tightening fist.

“I’ll even add a spa visit for you, use anytime.” I turned to Marc. “Perks of being the chief organizer.” I turned back to Dell. “It’s always for two so don’t worry about that —  just use as you wish.” I caught her glancing at Marc finally. I knew the spa with him would roil her imagination. The hotel let couples go together. It was a honeymoon-specialty hotel when it wasn’t hosting political conventions. I heard the couples part of the spa was very romantic . . . .

I left them at the restaurant together. After I went up to move my stuff to the other room, I swung back down past the restaurant and peeked in as I passed. I saw my wife hanging onto Marc’s shoulders. She had swung around to the closer chair. She was holding his jaw and kissing him.

I texted Marc. “Treat her well,” I said. “I don’t have to see anymore. Just bring her back to me in one piece.”

He texted back a bank account number for me to transfer funds to. “Extra night,” he added. Of course I paid. I imagined not seeing and hearing, but knowing, would be even more exhilarating for me. Her new heights of pleasure roiled me.





Fee for Service




I

 rolled my truck into the driveway with the engine and lights off. It was one in the morning and my wife Zoe was a light sleeper. I teased open the front door to keep from waking her. She had texted me two hours earlier to say this guy Marc was okay to drive her home from the jam.

“That’s good,” I wrote her back, “because it looks like I’ll be up and down the mountain with the helicopter a few more times.” I was called away from the old band jam for an emergency rescue. “Probably not back till after 6.” But we ended up wrapping early when the weather changed and they sent us home. I didn’t phone or text her.

I slipped off my shoes and crept down the hallway past the bedroom to the bathroom to change and shower up. I was surprised to see dim light flowing from  under our bedroom door. Happy she was still up, I was about to poke my head in to say hello when I heard a startling sound. It was Zoe and she had inhaled with a high-pitched voice, like someone scared by a show. Only she did it over and over.

I paused to think of a funny thing to do, but then I stepped away and leaned on the wall on the other side of the hall from the door. It was Zoe’s giggle that stopped me in my tracks. What kind of show makes someone scared and giggle at the same time?

Then I had a thought: Was she masturbating? I didn’t want to surprise and shock her, so I carefully stepped back the way I came.

The door was open half an inch. I noticed, backing up, that the dresser mirror was visible through the crack. Unable to resist peeking around to see her, I found the angle to show the bed,  and I quietly moved forward, craning on my toes to see down into the side of the room opposite the dresser.

There was nothing to prepare me for the exhilaration of seeing my wife’s head pushed back into her pillows, her blonde waves of hair thrown over her face, and her eyes clenched, her mouth open, and her head back toward the headboard in such deep, raw sexual ecstasy.

I pressed closer to see her beautiful body, her bare breasts pushed up with her back arching, her knees up and wide open, and her fingers, almost white-knuckled, twisting and pulling on the bed sheet.

It took me about three beats to realize something besides her hands had to be doing that to her between her legs.

My wife was as innocent as they come. I wasn’t her first, but I might as well have been for all the experience she had before me and for all the talking about it she did, which was nothing. Zoe was straight and narrow, she was Health Safety at a small restaurant chain, and she lived by the code.

I didn’t mind that our sex was strictly vanilla over the two years of our marriage. I had enough thrills in my work as a helicopter pilot.

I pressed my head carefully against the doorjamb but was only able to see down to Zoe’s stomach. She was writhing and twisting and arching like crazy. Her panting and gasping and sharp inhalations were driving me mad. Her head thrashed side to side and her hair flew. Her high pitched squeaks were becoming louder and higher like she was getting very near something.

I grew super hard in my pants just hearing and seeing her like that. It was like nothing I’d ever seen or heard before, not with her, and not with any woman, and unlike her, I had been around.

I toed the door open a crack more and pushed my eyeball up to the gap. That’s when I saw it. The back of a man’s head buried between my wife’s legs. His hands were wrapped around her naked hips, holding her down, making her spasm all the more violently.

I swung the door open a few more inches and leaned my head through. He was oblivious and Zoe, with her eyes closed, was none the wiser too. When he reached up her body and dragged his fingernails down her skin to land on her breasts and twist her nipples, her legs flopped wide open onto the bed and her hips bucked and pushed up against his face, throwing him off her pussy. I got a good look at the guy’s profile. It was Marc, the guy we both met only that evening at the jam. The guy she said who offered to drive her home.

I retreated and stepped back again and leaned against the opposite wall to think through what I had seen and heard and make up my mind about what to do. But my head spun and my vision darkened. The sound of Zoe panting and gasping and nearing, obviously, a powerful orgasm, was more than I was able to tolerate, and I needed to retreat further just to clear my thinking.

The living room was no better. Zoe was getting louder and I could even hear her fists pound the mattress. I needed to get out of the house altogether and escape back to my truck. I closed the front door as gently as I had earlier opened it, only now it wasn’t to enable my wife to keep sleeping, it was to keep her still cheating, at least long enough for me to plot my next move. It was nothing I’d even been remotely prepared for.

Zoe was a stunning woman, especially in her business outfits and work makeup. Guys up and down the corporate ladder  couldn’t leave her alone. Zoe’s the reason I understood a little of what it was like for super-hot women — it just never stops with the guys.

I banged my head on the steering wheel and tried to get the vision of Marc’s head twisting and bopping between my wife’s legs out of my mind but it was no good. I remembered that Zoe kept a pack of cigarettes in a container under the chair on the porch for the odd time her and I might want one.

I found it and, thinking better of being on the porch in case one or the other came out, I went around to the side of the house. That’s when I heard the sweet sounds of gorgeous Zoe again, only now, she was crying out loud in a way I’d never heard her. With sex, she moaned a little bit, only at the end, and usually, in my suspicious mind, it was just to please me and make me cum faster. What I heard from under the two inch gap of the open window a little further along the wall was a woman in the full throes of the climax to a wild sexual encounter.

I clenched my eyes and covered my ears, but I was unable to stop myself from dragging my back along the wall, side-ways step by side-ways step, closer to the window and the dim golden light that flowed out of it from between the three inch gap in the curtains.

I turned and faced the window, but from a crouching position under the ledge. There was only one way to describe what I could hear. A hot woman getting fucked hard and good. She was having the kind of fuck you never forget. And she was doing it with a guy she’d only met a few hours earlier. None of it made any sense. It was like something you’d do when you’re 20 and single.

I slowly pushed myself up until my eyes were level with the sill. I could hear much more clearly there — the bed legs were bouncing on the floor, the headboard was banging the wall, and the springs were sounding like they were ready to go. I could hear the slapping sound of flesh pounding flesh, and even the sloppy, gushing sound of thoroughly soaked sexual organs being mashed together hard and fast.

I lifted myself two inches higher. What I saw surprised me all over again amidst a night of total shockers. It wasn’t Marc slamming my wife into the bed in this epic fuck. It was my wife, on top of the guy, who was slamming him so hard she made the bed dance loudly. The flesh slapping flesh I could hear so clearly was from her rising and falling on his hips, dropping her ass so hard into his thighs she made him recoil into the bed and bounce back off to ram himself into her from below in time with her wild and abandoned cries.

If I had any doubts any longer about what I was seeing, they were thoroughly banished by what I could see between her legs from behind. Marc’s glistening cock straight up and large, disappearing and reappearing from inside my wife’s pussy, her pussy lips engorged and pink, sucking around his shaft and milking him for his ejaculate.

She leaned over him and swooped her long hair out of their way so she could, sweaty and panting, kiss him on the mouth, but her moaning was hard and deep and the jolting of their bodies was ferocious. Their lips grazed each other’s and their kiss was messy and I saw my wife chuckle before licking his mouth and his face.

I was mesmerized. But she saved the best for last. Zoe never let me cum inside her. She didn’t use birth control and she didn’t trust condoms and we both agreed it wasn’t the time to start a family yet. To me it was obvious Marc was getting close to cumming. Zoe usually pushed me off at that point (she was very seldom on top of me), and jerked me into some clothes or at worst her cupped hands before tearing off for the bathroom to clean up.

Marc was beginning to really pound back up into her. His hands were all over her tits and their mouths kissed and licked whatever of each other they could find. Zoe too was sounding like she was in the final gasps of a mother of an orgasm. Maybe that’s why she was unaware that Marc was so close too, I don’t know.

But that doesn’t explain why she stayed on him all the way through. He came fully and loudly inside her. She too erupted with a guttural and loud orgasm. But she kept riding him, kept curling and uncurling her hips on top of his lap, still held him down below her. I could see even from outside the window gushes of Marc’s cum, mixed with Zoe’s pussy wetness, rushing out of her lips and down his shaft still buried deep into her, and over his balls and over her legs.

When he finished pounding spasmodically up into her and she also stopped shaking and grinding and gasping on top of him, she didn’t pull off him or take off for the bathroom. Instead, she eased herself off and rolled onto her back beside him. They laughed and touched and kissed and even cuddled before she finally, reluctantly, rolled off the bed and went, not to the bathroom, but to her closet, where she brought out some small towels and proceeded to wipe him up where he slumbered, before finally making her lazy wobbling way to the bathroom.

I always parked my truck over the far side of the shed and Marc wouldn’t see it when he came out. I waited there for him to leave before I planned to come in again. I decided I would play ignorant for now and take my time figuring out what I was supposed to do with what I saw and heard.

I know in movies guys immediately burst in and shoot everybody dead. I felt shame for sure, but I didn’t feel violent or even very angry, which surprised and confused me. I needed time to figure out what I was feeling. Because only one thing was obvious to me at that point. My cock was rock hard and it wasn’t dying down. Now why would a guy get turned on from watching his hot wife fuck another guy?

I realized a lot of time passed and Marc hadn’t come out yet. His car was still sitting out front of our little house. Just as I climbed out to go investigate, the front porch light came on. I ducked behind the tool lean-to among the blackberry bushes and watched. Still time passed before the door finally opened. What were they doing? At last I saw Marc step out, but Zoe came out after him, holding his hand, and when she stepped onto the porch, she steered him into the wall and pressed herself against him. She was only in her bathrobe, too. She kissed him for what seemed like five minutes.

He made it down one step of the porch before she made him turn again and kiss her even longer. In the end, he turned around and she hopped on his back and he carried her to his car and dumped her backward inside. Her robe fell open and her legs were bare. She was squealing and shrieking so much I worried about the neighbors.

I went around the other side of the shed and watched the front of his car. She climbed on top of him in his seat and seemed to be stroking his cock between them. Finally, laughing and kissing, she was able to say goodbye to the guy and make her way back inside.

I waited about 10 minutes before I started up my truck, rolled out, and drove back in noisily this time, lights on and engine revving. I slammed my door hard enough to hear all around, and clomped up the steps and banged my keys into the door just to make sure.

The lights were all off, even in the bedroom. I looked inside. She was sleeping — or more like pretending to sleep, because there was no way she was asleep ten minutes after that action in the driveway, and certainly no way after I came in so noisily. But to see her lying there, you’d swear she had been out to the world all night.

A couple of guys from the old band were in from out of town and were staying over at Steve’s house the whole long weekend. We actually thought we might get to lay down some tracks and get a recording or two under our belts, just for old time’s sake. That’s what Marc was doing there — he was a friend of one of our old bandmates, and he was a producer. He even had a full-on recording studio at his home.

I went back over to Steve’s without Zoe close to 10 Saturday morning. That was when we said we’d all go out and get a breakfast and talk seriously about which old songs we should try to record.

It was awkward at the diner. But to his credit, it was Marc who broke the ice. “Hey Monte, buddy,” he gestured to me across the long table. “Let’s go sort something out, me and you.”

He made it sound casual, like he needed to discuss with me something no one else cared about, like my drum rhythm or volume or set up or whatever. He even threw his arm around my shoulder and made sure everyone heard him compliment my musicianship on the way out the restaurant door.

But when we got outside, he turned deadly serious. “Monte, I hate to tell you this and you’re going to want to hit me over it, and I’m going to let you, because I deserve it.”

I stopped and turned toward him square on. I measured him up just in case I might want to take a good satisfying swing at his face.

“I was with your wife last night.”

I nodded slowly with my eyes locked on his. “I know that.”

“No, I mean, buddy, we, ah, did things.”

I wanted so much to make him squirm, to make him fill with shame, to make him grovel for my mercy. But I could not find the feeling within me. It just wasn’t there. All there that was there, was something that felt like elation by proxy. That feeling I used to have ten years ago in my early 20s when I was touring with the band and playing bars all over the west, when I’d score with the hottest chick in the club. The next day, I’d be walking around like I had clouds for shoes, and I’d have to remind myself, oh yeah, I got fucked by a total hottie last night!

That was the feeling, weird as it is to say, that I had that Saturday morning. I would be filled with elation, I’d even be inexplicably smiling broadly at my old friends over breakfast and I’d be confused what I was so happy about, before I’d remember what I saw and heard the night before. And before I could feel anything about my wife cheating on me, I’d feel instead this ecstasy about how good my wife felt last night, how loud she moaned, how deeply engulfed in total sensual pleasure she sounded. And then I remembered how her body looked naked and writhing, twisting and spasming on the sheets, and the way she arched and grimaced. Most of all, I’d remember my wife’s orgasms and I’d be filled with this deeply satisfying warmth myself.

I looked at Marc square in the eyes. “I know you did. I caught you. I came home early.”

Now it was his turn to nod slowly back at me. I was expecting him to be confused or to be suspicious about my motives. I thought he’d look at me like I was some kind of weirdo. But instead, he looked sideways as though composing himself before looking me right back in the eyes. It felt like a kind of Wild West standoff for several seconds.

“If you want,” he started, before saying something I wasn’t sure I heard right. But I did. “I can do it again with her, and you can be closer, like in the next room, or even in the closet. Get a better view.” 

I snorted and looked away and shook my head, grinning with disbelief. I wanted to say a lot of things, but I just spoke instead without thinking, and what came out my mouth was the last thing I would have guessed would come out.

“You mean tonight?”

He nodded. “We could make a plan up right now. Just so she’s not suspicious.”

I tried to conjure up disgust or contempt, but I couldn’t derail the idea. “Guys are staying over at Steve’s. I could say I am too, say we’re doing great, we don’t want to stop, we’re going to lay tracks all night, I’ll stay over, I’ll say.”

“Good, good. And I’ll tell the guys I’m tired and not needed there anyway, my work comes later. And I’ll go visit your wife again.”

“You realize what I’m asking you to do, right?” It was more myself I was asking than him.

“Hey, buddy, listen, no one can judge. You know how I know other guys think about it?”

“You do this a lot, do you? Sleep with other guy’s wives?”

I meant it as an insult. But he answered me like it was a straight up question. “Yes, but usually it costs them something like a thousand-dollar bet, or just a straight up . . . . “ He searched for the word.

“A fee.”

“A fee for services, yeah. But I’m not going to charge you anything, of course. Not for the first time.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

He thought long and hard about how to reply, like this above all was the hardest thing to talk about. “In my experience,” he said, still looking off in the distance, “men somehow can classify it in their minds more clearly, more separately maybe is what I’m trying to say, when they pay me.” He looked back at me. “I’m not hitting you up for money for my sake. You already invited me to take your wife again. I don’t need the money, you can believe me on that — I’ve got royalties rolling in I don’t know how to spend. I charge you for your sake. Trust me. You’re going to want to do it that way. It means . . . .”

“It means I control it. I own it.”

“Exactly. Bingo. That’s it. You control it. You also stop it when you want to, not when I want to or when she wants to, although I have to warn you, your wife will be opened up in a different way after this, especially after the second time.”

“I know, I heard it last night.”

“Then you know. She’s feeling, what, something that . . . . “

Again I was able to finish his thought. “Something that I was able to fully feel when I was in my twenties.”

“That must be it, right? And maybe for the ladies, they didn’t feel as safe or as secure back then, not all of them, they were more careful. But now, she’s what?”

“30.”

“She’s 30. She’s married to a great guy. Her career is solid. House, nice car, maybe family plans?”

“Sure.”

“Sure, right? She’s feeling that secure and carefree way you felt as a guy when you were in your 20s. She just got there now. She wants to have some of that non-committal fun. That’s what I am. You remember those girls back in the day you just knew they were going to be cool about it, they weren’t going to get attached or take an interest in how you were living your life? They just wanted to play and move on?”

“Of course I remember those — a non-stop string of them when we were on the road. Some of my best memories.”

“That’s all I do. I’m just that person for the ladies. The married ladies. The ones who didn’t get to have any fun, but who are, for whatever reason, feeling like maybe they can now.”

“You ever get shot at or beat up?”

“Never. Like I said, I usually pose it as a bet, that way, the honor system keeps a lid on things. And I can tell you, no guy on the planet is going to bet a man he can’t take his wife unless he secretly wants to see it happen. That’s bankable, trust me. They want to lose — they understand right away it’s a fee.”

“But you took my wife without making that arrangement first.”

“I did. And I don’t do that very often. May I be frank with you?”

“I think we’re having right now about the frankest conversation I’ve ever had in my life.”

“Right, right. Well, two things. One is, I met you and I met her, and, this is not a judgement on you or anything, but you both came across to me as textbook cases. I can promise you this: I knew I could approach you with the bet, and that you would take it, and that, watching things unfold on your couch or even in your bed, you would enjoy it, you would enjoy your wife’s pleasure, through her. I know you would. I am not surprised you watched and you didn’t stop it.”

“I’m not agreeing or disagreeing. What’s the second thing?”

“Your wife, buddy. Hoo-wee. I’ve been around some pretty hot young women, but your wife, she’s on another level. It’s not just the look which is top level too, but her personality. She’s funny, she’s smart, she’s sharp. She’s a lot of fun to be with. I envy you. I actually couldn’t resist her. But I want you to know — that’s one of the signs. She wanted to cheat, but it wasn’t a bad thing, if you get my meaning.”

“So how’s this supposed to work? I pay you a thousand bucks to fuck my wife?”

He nodded this way and that and frowned. “You put it that way, it sounds so . . . transactional. But I guess that’s what it is at bottom. Only it’s the other way around. I fuck her, and after, you pay me.”

“Why that way?”

“Satisfaction guaranteed. Besides,” he said, looking off in the distance again, “most guys, they stick another thousand in the envelope, if you know what I mean.”

“They want to see it again,” I suggested.

He just nodded.

“Let me ask you something.”

“Anything. You’re the customer.”

“Why not make it all above board? Why does it have to be the husband catching the wife cheating, the wife thinking she’s cheating on him?”

He smiled at me. “This is a proverb from Africa. The western Sahara. What does a man who has absolutely everything there is, not have any of? They tell this one there because they had such man about 700 years ago, Mansa Musa. He’d be worth maybe something like $10 trillion in today’s dollars. What didn’t he have any of?”

“I don’t know, regrets?”

“Ha, good one. No, the proverb says, a man with everything doesn’t have desire anymore. Desire is the thing that drives us, not the wealth. The wealth just pumps the desire. That’s why when guys get a billion, they work even harder for the next billion.”

“What’s that got to do with Zoe?”

“If you arrange it all, if she can have it freely, and you can watch it freely, then nothing is denied, nothing is stolen, nothing is won. You know that sound you heard your wife making last night?”

“How could I forget it?”

“That’s not just physical pleasure. That’s wanting something that’s denied, and scoring it. For guys, that’s always there, they’re always feeling like any sex they get is a conquering. Girls either give it to them or they don’t. For girls, they’re not socialized the same way. Now she’s married, she’s got a respectable career, she lives in a small place, she has long-term friends. Now its denied to her. Now it’s cheating. Now it’s got the flavor that you enjoyed in your 20s — it’s something she has to strategize about to get. That’s all I do. I come into the picture posing in a sense the way girls posed to you back in your 20s. I make sure they get the vibe off me that I either give it or I don’t. I make no pursuit of them — I play the girl to them feeling like the guy, out to score something they aren’t allowed to get.”

“How long you been doing this?”

“I make hit records. I study this stuff. I know a little bit about desire, denial, and winning. It’s all rock an’ roll, brother.”

We went back inside the diner. I texted Zoe. “Hey, we’re really hitting some good old fashioned vibes here,” I wrote. “What if I stayed over at Steve’s, we’re thinking we’re going to keep this rolling all night, get the whole album laid down.” I turned my phone face down.

It buzzed a moment later. “I guess you should,” she said. “Sounds like fun.” It wasn’t like her to agree to something like that so readily.

I saw Marc flinch as though his phone buzzed. I saw him check it and look at me. He nodded.

On a whim, I wrote my wife again. “Hey, maybe you should come over to stay too.”

She wrote back quickly. “Not sure I’m up for it. Just going to spend the night watching shows and hit the hay early. When you think you’re back tomorrow?”

I decided to give her a good long visit. “Not till late afternoon tomorrow at the earliest.” 

Marc and I had exchanged texts outside just so we could keep the plan tight. I wrote him, “What did she say to you?”

He sent back to me her text: “Hey baby, why don’t you come over tonight? Coast is clear . . . all night long. Say, 7:30?” He texted me a moment later: “What did I tell you . . . “

I wrote him back. “How do I sneak into the house?”

He was quick with a reply, like a pro. “Her and I will get out to buy some things to eat and drink. You’ll be within sight and see us go. That’ll be your chance to get set up where you think is best.”

The fucking guy, I thought.

The closet by the front door, I figured, gave a good view through the crack of both the living room and kitchen. And when he moved things to the bedroom, I already told him about the mirror and how the door should be left open about three inches. But there was also outside, too. I’d make sure the bedroom window was up a bit and the curtains were parted.

I put a chair in the closet. I mean, why not be comfortable? I also decided to put binoculars in there too. Even though the couch was only about 15 feet from the closet, maybe I’d want to see some close-up action. I did one more thing as well. I didn’t video record things, but I did set a sound recorder up to catch the audio. The audio was what really grabbed me.

Around 8:00 I told the guys I was heading home — had a headache. Marc had texted me that he and Zoe were headed out. “About half an hour,” he said.

I was ready by 8:30 in the closet. Sure enough, my wife came in the door and she wasn’t alone. Nor was she her usual reserved and quiet self. She was laughing, she was hanging off him, and she was being loud. She seemed drunk, except for the fact she didn’t do that. 

She lead Marc to the couch and told him she’d be right back. When she went past the closet doors, I could smell her perfume. I could also see how she got ready for him. She looked like she was made up for a night on the town. And what she was wearing was completely unfamiliar. She had a lot of clothes, she had to for work, and she was a very sharp dresser, as Marc had noted. But this was over the top. She had a wrap-style deep red dress on that showed one thigh almost right up to the top, and it dipped so low in front, you could see her bra. White, art-deco-patterned. She peeked at him over her shoulder right in front of me and finger-fluttered a tiny wave at him and scrunched up her shoulders. I’d never seen her so excited.

Suddenly my phone buzzed. It was her. “You sure you’re going to stay out all night till tomorrow afternoon?”

I wrote her back. “Yeah, why?”

“Because I have a surprise for you and I don’t want you coming home early to spoil it! So promise me you won’t come home until I tell you it’s safe!”

She was good. It was a perfect cover story. “I will text you at least an hour before I head home and it won’t be until something like 4, I promise.” She’d have to come up with something to make a surprise about, but I had just given her what she needed: total freedom all night and well into the next day.

She went past me again on her way into the living room where Marc was passing the time. She had lost the dress and entered in only her bra and panties, plus her gorgeous, just-done hair, rings and toe rings and anklets and bracelets and necklaces galore, and a face made-up for letting a guy love getting sucked off. She was also wearing tall lacy pumps. She stood at the entrance and lowered the lights. “You like?” she said to him, turning around in front of his admiring eyes.

“Not bad,” he said.

She giggled and scurried across the living room to the couch and propped herself right into his lap facing him.

She ducked her head down and kissed him on the mouth with her fingers driving through his hair and dropping down to the back of his neck. She pulled away from him and said, “I was thinking about you so much.” She slid off his body and began to tug and tear at the front of his pants. “I was researching today. I want to show you what I learned.” She opened his pants and pulled at his legs to strip him entirely.

She knelt back down between his knees. She laughed up at him all sultry and slutty-like and I could see through the crack she was licking his cock from the base to the tip and down again. She closed her lips around the head and popped off him again noisily. “Want to know what I can do?”

“Sure,” he smiled at her.

My wife laughed and rose up taller over his lap. Her head dropped down between her poking shoulders and I could see, slightly from the side, his cock disappear between her tight, frosted lips. She didn’t stop at just taking his head inside her mouth. She kept sliding down all the way down his shaft. Then she pushed his hand on the back of her head and singled to him to do that to her.

I was stunned. She really was a slut! He pushed her head and she moaned with such deep and enthusiastic approval I could feel my own cock strain against my jeans. Still she went down further, gripping his thighs in her hands and bracing her curvy and sexy shoulder blades. When she had kissed her lips to his pubis around the bottom of his cock, she pulled off and gagged a bit and coughed and wiped spit from her lips and laughed again loosely and full of lust.

“Baby like?” she beamed at him.

“They teach you that on YouTube?”

She chuckled. “Not exactly, but I practiced for you with a cucumber.” She went down on him again. The sounds of her moaning and groaning on him made me reflexively shut my eyes it was almost too much to listen to. That was so not my wife.

She took his shirt off and kissed his chest and all over his stomach and took him in her mouth again. She looked up at him as she stroked it against her face and eyes and hair. “I just love your cock!” she said to him. “Are you going to fuck me all night long with it?” she asked him in a cute innocent voice. She had never talked dirty with me. She had barely even used the f-word in any context before. She laughed and licked his cock and sucked on him more.

She stood up and pulled him by the hand. “Come,” she said. “We need to bolster you for a big night.” There was no denying who was driving things. She lead him to the kitchen and turned around with food in her hands to feed him. “Close your eyes,” she said. “Tell me what it is.” She put cubes of cheese and bits of sausage and olives and capers and caviar in his mouth and laughed and spilled things and poured wine in his mouth from her mouth.

He picked her up and turned her around and dropped her onto the counter. She kicked her legs and squealed. He reached slowly up her legs and tucked his fingers under the waist of her panties. She instinctively lifted her hips to let him peel those off. She continued to feed him tiny spoons of caviar, and herself too, even as he came closer to her between her legs. She casually wrapped her thighs around his waist and locked her heels together in the small of his back.

He entered her even as she studied his mouth where she was pulling a spoon clean from his lips. She shuddered as his cock pushed into her, and she gasped. She put the bottle and spoon down and slowly leaned back until she was laying across our kitchen counter, still with her legs tightly around his waist. Her arms and hands and fingers stretched out like a cat, reaching for him, wanting him, drawing him to her and into her.

He pumped his cock into her wet and grasping pussy like a pile driver. She groaned so loud and low, I swore she had become possessed. When he pulled out, she shrieked and gasped. He was good, I had to give him that. I don’t think I had it in me to work up the kind of technique this guy had. He plunged himself back into her so hard and deep her body jolted across the counter. She needed to wrap her fingers around the edge of the counter to keep from being shoved off the other side. But also to pull hard to drive her own body back against his, to push her pussy over his long, steely cock.

She came off the counter and danced over to her phone and put the Bluetooth speaker on to some of her favorites. Hip hop — another thing I didn’t know about her. She pushed him back into the couch and stepped up onto the coffee table in front of him. This was a different woman than the one I had been married to the past two years. She writhed and squatted and undulated for him. She reached around and teased him with her bra clasps, before dropping the straps and pressing the loosened cups to her tits.

She let it fall. She kicked her shoes off and then reached out for help with his hand to step from the table to the couch, standing over top of him with her feet down both his sides. She looked down at him and opened her pussy with her delicate, painted fingers. She leaned her knees into the back cushions of the couch and brought her pussy, all clean and shaved, carefully to his mouth.

He leaned his head back and reached up between her legs to take control of her ass. I could tell his mouth touched her pussy because her head rolled back and she emitted another of those gasps and inhalations I had heard so much the previous time. She even wrapped her hands around the back of his head and pushed him, shoving her hips forward into his face at the same time.

Between us, she had never demanded anything in bed, had never asked for anything, had never specified any particular like. To see my wife not only taking charge, but demanding things, shoving the man around, pushing her hips into his face and using him like that, it was not eye-opening, it was eye-popping.

She pulled off him and began to squat down in front of him. She landed her ass on his thighs and held his face in her hands, her fingers wrapped tightly around his jaw. She positioned her pussy hovering above his straining cock.

She kissed him hard and roughly. She said close to his face, “Think you can just come in here and fuck me again, do you?”

She lowered herself further so that only heat separated her nearly dripping pussy and the quivering head of his cock.

“What if I tell my husband the great  record producer seduced me, not once, but twice?” She twisted her face and kissed him hard with her tongue probing deep. I could see strings of pussy saliva stretch between her lips and his head. “I’m a married woman, don’t you know I can’t fuck guys like you?” She kissed his neck and lowered her pussy so that his cock touched her lips. “No matter how much they might turn me on?” She lowered herself so her pussy stretched around his head before pulling back up and off. I could see his cock glisten where she coated him with her.

“You think married girls like to be fucked by guys like you, is that it? That we like to cheat and get away with it?” She lowered herself more, so her pussy grasped to half way down his shaft, before she pulled up again, moaning and whimpering. “This is married pussy you’re fucking, mister,” she said, plunging herself down on him all the way. She groaned and threw her head back. “And I’m going to tell my husband,” she barely could speak, holding on to the back of his neck and rising and falling on his lap roughly and sloppily.

“You shouldn’t be here,” she said, riding him harder and faster. “And if you cum in me, I’m going to tell him.” She was nearly crying. Her moans had metamorphosed into near-screams. “I’m cheating on him and he’s going to be so mad.” She bounced in his lap so hard the house filled with the sound of their skin slapping, even with the loud heavy tunes filling the place.

She began to sound again like she was on the verge of an epic orgasm. She fucked Marc so hard I was amazed she could move her lithe body like that. Then she said something that stunned me, and probably Marc too. “How do you know my husband isn’t watching right now,” she cried out. She leaned back and bucked violently in his lap, reaching behind her and bracing her hands against the coffee table.

She began to inhale and gasp like she was in the final throes. Marc grabbed her by the waist and pumped her body on his cock like he was jerking off with her pussy. She bellowed so loudly, I was glad the music was up. “Maybe he’s even in the closet over there right now,” she gasped between tiny screams.

I stood up and pressed my eye to the crack.

She began to convulse hard against Marc. “Maybe he’s going to come out right now and catch us cheating,” she screamed as she fell off the cliff.

It was too much and I shoved the doors open and stumbled out. How she knew was impossible to guess. But as it turned out, Marc and I had covered our trail good enough. When she saw me stagger out of the very closet she was looking at upside down, she screamed in terror, leapt off Marc’s lap, and dashed around madly grabbing clothes, his and hers, to cover herself with.

She flew past me and into our bedroom, slamming the door shut loudly. I surmised that it had just been dirty talk. She didn’t actually think I was watching. Marc and I stared at each other in what was perhaps the world’s most awkward moment.

I turned the music down and poured out three drinks. Marc asked if I thought he should go, but I didn’t think so. After a while, I tapped on the bedroom door. I said, “We both have things to confess, I guess.”

I left her there and went back to the living room. Eventually she came out wearing a bathrobe. She curled up on the couch as far from Marc as she could, and pulled her legs up under herself. I remained in the big chair facing them both.

“You knew?” she said in a tiny voice, unable to look at me.

“I asked him to,” I finally replied.

She looked at me confused.

“Not the first time. I caught you the first time. But I discovered it didn’t make me upset.” I breathed in and out long and hard. “I guess I kind of liked seeing it. And so I asked him to do it with you again.”

She looked shocked at Marc. He nodded.

We had it all out then and there. We had drinks too. And then, after two hours or so of talking it all out, she said, “Well, what, would you like to watch me fuck him and at least get your money’s worth?”

My breath was short and my cock was hard. I had to say, “Yes, but.”

She tilted her head. “But what?”

“I want to go back in there. I like peeking. And I would like you to pretend you don’t know I’m there, just like it was.”

She stared at me a long time. Finally she said, “Well, off you go then.” She gestured to the closet. “We were going to spend all night together.”

“I know,” I said, getting into the closet.

“Probably in our bed all night,” she added.

“I know,” I said. “The mirror.”

She nodded. “Right, the mirror.”

I closed the door. She and Marc sat looking at each other a long while. She pinched her lips together with her finger and thumb and quietly considered him. Then she shrugged, and said, “Well, where were we, I guess,” and she stood up, she dropped her robe, and she straddled his lap all over again.

Just for me, she fucked the guy and she came too, not just once either, and not just on the couch. I was able to get into the bedroom closet when they moved things in there. I watched and listened to my wife fuck a man all night long.

And even in the morning, I was woken up still cramped in there to the beautiful sound of my wife enjoying wonderful sex, and it made me so aroused I jerked myself off again, timed to the sound of the man shooting himself into her.

Now I pay Marc a thousand bucks every few weeks to come over and fuck my wife. We still pretend I don’t know, and she still pretends I’m not watching. We even studiously don’t talk about it. She never knows when it’s coming because I control things. But when it does, she’s always surprised, she’s always excited, she always loves to dress up for him, and she is always fulfilled in the most satisfying way possible.

But nobody in the band knows.





He Wanted to Lose the Bet




O

 nly when I got down on my hands and knees and ducked my head inside the guest-room fireplace, could I see around the edges of the metal divider to the other side of the fireplace, and the darkened living room beyond. Facing that fireplace set back a few feet and filling most of the field of vision was our big old comfortable couch. On one end of that couch sat Marc, slumped, legs open, beer in hand, his chin lifted to watch the screen that was hung on the mantel. And on the other end, past some antique pillows and a thrown blanket, tittered and squealed my 26 year old wife Sandy, hugging tight a pillow to her chest.

“Marc, oh Marc, look at that one!” she flung her arm over the expanse between them to tap his leg. She poured back her beer and moaned her approval. “Oh my god,” she looked over at him, tearing her eyes away from the screen but peeking back through her fingers splayed over her eyes, “I want that but Linc would kill me!”

Marc drank and nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah, yeah,” he droned. “Could do that for you custom.”

“No way! Could you?” She looked at the screen and pulled herself along the couch to sit closer to him, to better study the home interiors filling the screen with him. Sandy shook her head slowly and skeptically at him, and Marc, at the same pace, nodded back at her with a correcting “can-do-maybe” frown.

“Look!” she leaned her head closer to his with her face still glued to the screen. He used his raised hand as a pointer but she grasped his finger and folded it away into his palm for him and when he tried to point again, she wrapped her hand around his fisted fingers tightly and kept a stronger hold of him. “Just like that,” she said, turning to him and leaning her face even closer to his. “Sandy wants!” she breathed at him pseudo-sexually. At least I thought it was pseudo.

He turned his face to look right back at her and smiled wryly. She still held his fist in her tight little hand, and her thumb moved slightly to rub a finger of his. Their faces stayed close together perfectly silently for far too long. I squinted at her through the gap in the black metal. Sandy? Flirting? It wasn’t possible.

She only broke the stare when she finally dropped his hand. “Don’t think I don’t know what you’re thinking and that is one thing that is not going to happen.” But she dropped his hand, I couldn’t help notice, onto her bare leg and let it stay there, ignoring it as though she didn’t notice. How could she not notice his hand on her leg? Why would she just leave it there like that?

They were watching a Netflix show about century or older houses and what people do to fix them up and restore them with modern amenities and standards. That would be our house — a huge old farmhouse on land returned to the conservation authority, its surrounding fields restored to the marsh wetlands and wooded stands that there used to be. It was an incredible place, but it had problems.

I wasn’t officially “at home” that night. An emergency spill supposedly happened in my region and I was called away to do some water testing in a huge number of little creeks and streams, or so I said to Sandy and Marc, leaving them alone in the house, “maybe all night,” I said. “I’ll text when I’m an hour from home — probably won’t be till morning though.”

I met Marc when a friend brought him to our poker game the previous weekend. Now I was spying on my wife and him, making sure she didn’t cheat on me so I’d win Marc’s $1,000 wager. I knew she wouldn’t, obviously. But Marc insisted I watch as part of the bet. He had to be at least twice her age, possibly even 30 years older than her. Of course he was going to lose, and in so many ways. For an easy $1,000, I was prepared to watch uncomfortably as my wife rebuffed each and every one of his so-called moves. I’d seen her parry with the best of them, and she was never off her guard. Sandy was one tough young lady.

Marc squeezed her thigh and Sandy intoned quietly still with her eyes on the screen, “Stop that.” But still she didn’t move his hand off her. When he did it again, she still left it there but turned to face him. “Does that get you off somehow, touching a married girl like that?”

“It kind of does, yeah,” Marc nodded.

She kept facing him. “What am I supposed to do, slap you or tell Linc on you?”

“You could do both,” he replied in a helpful-sounding rising tone with maximum facetiousness. He already knew nothing would come of telling me — he knew I was there watching already. He kept squeezing her thigh, moving his hand up and down, rubbing her there, but also looking at the screen, the both of them ignoring what was going on between them.

Sandy ran her tongue along the underside of her top lip and finally said, “You’d have to do worse than that to cause me make a federal case about it, but you probably don’t have the balls to try something that bad.” She raised her chin a bit and turned to wag her face at him. She cracked a tiny crooked smile at him too. She loved the challenge, I could tell.

But so did Marc, as I knew. He watched his hand in the dim light of the big quiet room as he dragged it up her leg, over her short pleated skirt, over her hips and her stomach, and up over her crop-cut sweater and finally even up over the generous mound of her breast. When he got there, he squeezed gently the same way he had squeezed her thigh, and he drew his eyes slowly up to hers.

Sandy puffed air out her nose, hung her head with a sweep to the side, and smiled knowingly, catching her tongue in her teeth. She looked back at him with her eyebrows raised, but her hands remained limply face-up on the couch at her sides. “Okay, that’s bold of you, I’ll give you that. I didn’t see that coming.”

“Do you mind it?”

“Of course I mind it,” she replied in a tone as though it were a conversation about dinner.

“Come closer.”

“This is close enough, thank you,” she said, but she nonetheless slid closer to him so that the knee of her bent leg that remained tucked under her ass touched his leg.

Marc began to tug at the neck of her sweater, pulling it up her back. “I don’t think that’s a very good idea,” she said. He kept pulling. She said, “I don’t think so” again but she also raised her arms over her head to allow him to pull it up and off her body. “I don’t know what you’re attempting to prove.” He dragged the backs of his fingers one by one over the front of her black shimmering satin bra. They both looked down and watched.

“You’re not stopping me,” he said.

“Do I need to? Isn’t it enough that I told you I was happily married?”

“I don’t know, it’s like I can’t hear you,” he shrugged.

“It’s maybe nice, but it’s just wrong, okay?” She shook her head and crossed her arms over her chest and blew exasperation out her mouth. She turned her attention back to the screen but neither of them were noticing the homes too much anymore. I was dumbfounded with my head on a swivel in the fireplace.

I watched utterly fascinated from the other side. Sandy was saying the right things, but I couldn’t figure out why she slid closer to him, why she raised her arms to let him slip her sweater off her, and why she was letting him touch her all over. Sandy was as strong as they come mind and body. She never hesitated to call any guy out for so much as whistling at another girl. She was on her sexual harassment committee at work. She filed complaints without hesitation.

Marc tugged at the edge of her skirt. “Don’t be ridiculous,” she said. He tugged again. “Why do you need me to take all my clothes off anyway? Does it give you some kind of cheap thrill? Does it make you feel powerful?” She turned to him with her one leg draped over her knee bouncing rapidly. She stabbed his eyes with hers. I actually worried about what she was plotting.

“I think it does, yeah,” he nodded.

“Well thank you for your honesty, at least. It’s refreshing. But my skirt is most definitely not coming off. I don’t trust you to keep your hands to yourself.”

“I won’t touch.”

She rolled her eyes and guffawed. “We’ll just see about that! Who hasn’t heard that before?”

“Test me.”

“As if.” She looked at him hard. “You wouldn’t be able to restrain yourself. You’re too weak.” 

“I can, I’ll show you.”

“I know your trickery, ok?” she said to him, but coyly, with a grin. I couldn’t tell where she was coming from. She was sounding serious, but her little smiles, the way her tongue kept coming out to touch her lips, the way her eyes glowed when she looked at him. I looked like two different women, one the Sandy I knew, and this other one, a Sandy I definitely did not.

“No one’s here,” he said.

“I am!”

“So tell yourself to look away.”

She laughed at that and covered her mouth to hide that she was smiling.  She pushed herself up and faced the fireplace and me, hidden behind. She made to look as though she were just watching the show more closely. But she unhooked the clasp at the hip of her short skirt, and with a deeply thoughtful expression on her face, she bent her knees slightly and wiggled her skirt down her ass and off her legs. I squinted again but harder. What the fuck was she doing?

She slowly spun around and placed herself between Marc and the screen, facing him. “Ok, satisfied?” She put her hands on her hips.

“I can’t see the next house,” he said, craning with exaggeration to see around her.

She laughed at him for that and sat back down, crossing a leg back over her knee and collapsing her arms over her chest and returning her gaze above me and the fireplace to the screen above. They both watched in silence for a while.

Finally she turned to him and regarded him with a slightly crooked smile. “So you think you can just sit there and not even try to touch me, do you?” He didn’t answer her, but comically, again, he shushed her and waved his hand at her and pointed to the screen like he was interested in the houses only.

She chuckled again but then reached behind her back to undo her bra clasp. She collapsed her shoulders and let the ribbons fall down her arms, picking up the cup with her finger and thumb and removing it from her body.

“You’re being tested you know,” she said. She reclined into the soft back of the couch and slinked down so her legs extended out and her back curved into the cushions. She watched the show intently too, but then she began to massage her breasts and even to twist and pinch her nipples.

“You don’t mind, do you?”

“You’re not blocking the view,” he shrugged. She grinned. My wife always had a bit of a teasing streak in her, but I wouldn’t have guessed in a million years she would be stripping herself in front of a stranger like Marc. Pulling on her nipples and massaging her breasts like that was simply beyond anything I could imagine, regardless of how beautiful she looked.

“Just remember you’re not allowed to touch.” She raised her legs up and pulled her panties down off her ass and up her long legs, stretching them with a shot off her toes. She kept her eyes on the show as she covered her shaved pussy with one hand, her other still rubbing and pinching her breasts.

Marc didn’t touch, but he did look over. My wife, splayed naked beside him, writhed in the couch and emitted tiny moans, closing her eyes. I never saw her masturbate — I did it for her a number of times, but she was too shy to do it for herself in front of me. I got the impression she never did it in front of anyone before me too. But somehow, for some reason, without even being asked to, she began to do it in front of Marc. I pushed myself closer to the metal barrier and popped my eye out at her, unable to believe what I was seeing. He hadn’t actually touched her naked skin, but that $1,000 was not looking as secure as I had earlier believed.

It was hard for me to accept that she would do this to me — or at least, it was hard for me to be caught accepting it. I had little idea of how I was supposed to act with my wife cheating in front of me. I mean, I was spying. And not only that, things had already gone a lot further than they should have, and I wasn’t stopping it. I was staring at it. My wife was not an innocent flower. I never felt like she needed me to fight her fights. And even though Marc got all her clothes off already, he wasn’t actually guilty of much. She lead the way.

“Isn’t it impolite to leave one person without any clothes on?” she said to him. Marc watched her hand between her legs slowly and rhythmically rub herself. She had propped herself into the arm of the couch opposite him.

Marc thought a moment then shrugged. He got up, turned to face her, and began to undo the buttons of his shirt. I leaned into the fireplace and cranked my head around. My wife was languidly feasting her eyes as passively as if watching a show. Her hand moved slowly between her legs. She brought her other hand back to her breast and massaged it, rolling her nipple in her finger and thumb.

Marc dropped his shirt off his back and stood still.

“Keep going,” Sandy almost whispered.

He undid his pants, drew down his fly, and pulled his pants down his legs. He stood before her in only his shorts. She looked at him with her eyebrows raised sternly and looked back down and up again to his eyes. He got the message and dropped his shorts too.

He settled back into the arm of the couch opposite my wife. He brought his legs up facing her and she did the same thing, both of their knees flopping out on top of each other.

“How many times do you masturbate in a month, do you think?” she said causally to him.

He reached between his legs and wrapped his hand around his cock. It was growing hard and long. “You mean how many times a week?”

She smirked and poked her tongue out and wet her lips all around. “Just how many times,” she said impatiently to him, her eyes lidding over. I craned up and saw that she was slipping a finger inside herself.

“Three, four, five, maybe,” he said. He stroked out his fully erect cock. “You?”

“I’m half your age,” she ignored his question. “Do you think there’s anything wrong about a young girl naked in front of you masturbating with you?”

“And a married girl as well.”

“Yes,” she breathed more than said. Her eyes closed and she scrunched her hand in her crotch and bit her bottom lip. “Married as well,” she said nearly inaudibly.

“You look incredible,” he said.

“Do you like this?” she asked.

“That you’re a much younger woman or that you’re a married woman?”

Sandy rolled forward and landed on her hands in knees in the plush cushions between them. She knelt up and took his knees in her hands and pressed his legs open wide below her. She fit her body between his legs and shimmied forward until her hands were resting on the arm of the couch to either side of his head.

Marc raised his hands to grab her, but she slapped his wrist lightly. “No, keep doing what you’re doing.” She was whispering. I pushed my head further into the fireplace. I nudged the metal plate and realized it moved. Carefully I was able to shift it sideways. I suddenly had a much wider view of things with my whole face filling the living room fireplace. My wife raised her young body up over Marc’s face so that her breast hung down just over his mouth.

“No touching,” she reminded him. She grinned.

Marc lowered his hands and continued to stroke his cock with one hand, his other arm settling bent under his head, propping him up further.

Sandy lowered her face to his face and darted her tongue out to lick his lips.

“Thought you said no touching,” he said.

“I’m not the one taking advantage of someone else’s young married wife. Different rules for me, didn’t you know?”

She planted her mouth on his fully and reached down below her to wrap her hand around his hand and pumped his cock with him.

She walked back on her knees a bit and leaned down his body. It was dark and quiet. I could hear my wife’s breath.

“Do you think married women who secretly have sex with other men are very, very bad?” She sank her lips around his cock when his hand stroked down, and when he brought his hand back up, she pulled it off his cock and replaced it with her own. She went down on him fully and completely before coming back up and off him. “Hmm?” she insisted on an answer.

“It depends on a lot of things,” he said.

She dove back down on him, the sound of wet sucking slushy sounds filling the room. “Like what things,” she said, raising first one knee and then the other, placing them outside his legs, beside his hips.

“Does the husband know about it and not stop it? Does the husband encourage it? Does he maybe even set things up so he can watch it?”

She laughed and squeezed his cock and pushed her mouth tightly down on him and sucked hard and fast on him several times. “Do you know husbands like that? Have you met any?” She walked wiggling on her knees up his body. She raised a knee and brought it outside his arm, and then brought her other knee outside his other arm. She said it like it was a flat out impossibility.

“I do know men like that,” he nodded slowly, now looking up at her over her abdomen, her stomach, and her breasts.

My wife looked down at him over her breasts. She brought her hair in a rope away from her face and carefully edged her pelvis closer to his face. She raised herself on one heel and curled her hips forward.

“Not buying it. Why would they do that? Aren’t they supposed to get jealous and mad and leave her and take everything and burn the house down and shoot the other guy?”

“That’s one type of man.”

She edged her pussy lips forward till she almost touched his lips with them. “You’re not allowed to touch,” she said down to him. I could see her golden ass undulating in front of his face. When he opened his mouth and drew his tongue up her soaking slit, she gasped and dropped her head back. “That’s not all men?” she asked him speaking through a grimace.

His hands rose up behind her and grabbed her ass lightly to squeeze and massage. “It may be that all men think they are supposed to be like that, but in my experience, very few actually are.” He closed his eyes and pressed her ass so that he could lick her more fully. She pushed her hand down the back of his head and curled her fingers in his hair. “And many of those only do something like that,” he went on, “because they think they have to, but they don’t feel it.”

“I expressly told you not to touch,” she breathed hard, pulling her pussy finally off his mouth. But that didn’t last long. He pressed her ass hard and forced her pussy back to his lips and tongue. She went willingly. “How do you know one type of man from the other?” she breathed hard and deep. Her hips began to shift and vibrate against his face.

“I ask them if they want to bet I can’t fuck their wife.” He buried his face in her pussy roughly and ran his tongue wildly around her.

“What are you talking about?” she almost cried out loud. Her hips bucked like her body wanted to fuck his face. I was increasingly agitated about how far Marc was going with this particular kind of pillow talk. I had to hand it to him. He barely did anything and he got my wife naked and shoving her pussy in his face, not to mention the way she sucked his cock. I had begun to lose sight of the facts, so incredibly beautiful was it to watch my wife lose her control and even her own rules, swept away by a  guy with some sort of magic powers.

“Just that. I just ask them. Bet me one thousand dollars I can’t fuck your wife.”

She pulled herself back from him and wiggled on her knees again till she was past his arms and now squeezed her knees into his hips. She reached down below her pussy and held his cock in her hand. “And they just say yes?”

“Oh no,” he sighed, watching her grip his cock. “Most of them are not interested. I think sometimes I can tell who would be, but I’ve come to learn that I can’t predict it at all.” He held her breasts and rubbed them and ran his thumbs over her nipples. Both of them had forgotten all about her “no touch” rule by then.

Sandy heaved in the chest and twisted her lips around her mouth. She squeezed and stroked his cock below her pussy, and her body dropped down further and further. “I’m trying not to, you know that, don’t you?” she said in a quiet, high innocent voice. She looked down between her legs and simpered at the sight of his cock so close to her pussy. “So what, they actually bet you?” She lowered her hips more and gasped.

“No, never just like that. I put my thousand in their hands. I tell them they can hold both our wagers.” He ran his hands over her waist and up her neck and over her jaw and face and she frantically chased his hand with her lips and tongue, trying to catch him and suck and kiss him. Her hair flew wildly around her face.

I don’t think my wife had ever been out of control like this before. I didn’t know how I would stop things even if I wanted to. I couldn’t tell what was worse, her cheating on me, or me spying on her. I mean, it’s not like she started cheating and then I came on the scene spying on her. I was the one who was spying first, and she came on the scene to cheat in front of me as I had arranged it. My head was muddled. It didn’t help that Marc was skirting closer and closer to actually spilling the beans with her about his and my deal.

“That’s either a stroke of pure evil or pure genius,” she said. “They feel the money. It’s always the money.” She opened her mouth wide and exhaled deeply. She touched the head of his cock barely to her wet lips. “I told you we are not fucking so don’t try,” she gasped.

“It’s the opposite of what you think,” he said to her, dragging his fingernails up her back and over her neck. “They feel the money, yes, but then they realize how insignificant it is. It makes them think how easy it would be to pay if they were to lose.”

“I don’t understand,” my wife almost squealed. She arched her back and reached with both hands behind her to caress his balls and cock behind her ass. Her breasts stretched in front of him and he grabbed them and squeezed. She panted. “Why are they betting if they think they’ll lose?”

“I make them watch,” he said. “I make it part of the deal, I tell them it’s to avoid a dispute. They need to witness it so we don’t have a disagreement about what happened.” He held her slim, toned stomach in both his hands.

She fell forward again onto her hands she landed on his chest and moved back and forth rapidly over him so his cock, hard and straight, pushed up and touched her pussy she dragged over it. “You make them watch? They agree to watch?”

“I make it as though it’s all about the bet, the money, but it’s not about that.”

She was panting deeply and hard. She reached again between them and held his cock right under her pussy. She drew it around her lips and sank down slightly so that part of the head of his cock was inside her soaking lips. “What’s it about?” She sank down a little bit further. “I can’t help it,” she squeaked at him. “I don’t want to fuck you,” she said.

“It’s about this,” he said, gasping himself. She leaned over his face and kissed him on the mouth sloppily. She whimpered as she lowered her hips a bit further, taking his cock inside herself a little deeper.

“I think I might have to fuck you,” she breathed on him.

“This is what they pay me a thousand bucks to see.”

She sank down all the way on him and rolled her head back to release a deep, long, bellowing moan. She swooned her head over his face and began to rise and fall with her hips, coating his cock, sucking it deep into her pussy, pulling up and plunging down on him again. “I don’t understand why they pay to watch you fuck their wives.”

“It’s not the fucking exactly,” he said. He wrapped his hands around her ass and squeezed and slapped her. She yelped and fucked him harder in response.

“What could it be if not the fucking?” She rode him like waves washing the shore, and sank on him as deeply as she could. “Like you made me do to you.”

“I didn’t make you, you wanted to, you had to.”

“I did,” she moaned out loud.

“That’s what they pay to see,” he said, also groaning below her. He gripped her hips and pumped his own hips up into her hard.

Sandy gasped and groaned with the bump and ground her hips down into him in response. “He pays to see me want it, to need it?”

I stopped jerking my own cock a moment, feeling the blood rush to my head with their love-making conversation coming closer yet to him calling me out.

“They pay to see sexually expressive passion in their wive’s faces and in their bodies.” He bumped her again and she yelped and fought him back by crashing her own body back down on his harder.

“You’re going to make me cum, if you keep doing that,” she said down to him, licking his lips and panting all over his face.

That only made him plunge himself up into her with renewed vigour.

“Does he want to see me orgasm on you?” she said in the small of his neck, near his ear. She was whimpering and sucking inhalations in high pitched nearly silent cries. “Because that might happen,” I could barely hear her gasp against his ear.

He didn’t answer her but he didn’t need to. She gripped his shoulders and her whole body shivered. She gasped loudly like someone falling and she quivered like grass in a wind. She collapsed on top of him and smiled and cooed and twirled her fingers in his hair. “I can’t believe I did that,” she purred.

Marc stood up and pulled her around so that she was over the opposite arm of the couch. He hauled her ass up where she knelt and she fell down on her chest and elbows. He gripped her hips where he knelt and she looked over her shoulder at him. Her eyes rolled up and her mouth dropped open when he entered her from behind. She reached and gripped his wrist where he held her tightly on her hips. He rammed her so hard her body jolted and her neck snapped, but though her eyes were glassy and her hair flew, she kept her eyes on his eyes behind her.

‘You can’t cum inside me,” she moaned at him. She sounded like she was getting closer again.

He pounded against her ass so hard the smacking sounds filled the house. She pushed her chest and side of her face down in the cushions and raised her ass even higher. Both her hands reached down her sides and her fingers stretched to claw at his thighs and pull him more rapidly and harder into her. She groaned loudly like some sort of nocturnal animal in heat.

“Going to cum!” he squeezed out through his teeth and he slapped his body into hers with even harder thrusts.

She didn’t let go of him though, and I could see her nails cut into his skin. He tried to pull back but I saw her arm muscles flex and her whole body crunch to shove herself back on him and keep his cock inside her.

“Cuming,” he warned her again.

Still she dug deeper, now thrusting harder back against his hips than he was thrusting against hers.

“Oh fuck,” he cried out, and he stopped moving altogether.

She rammed her body hard and fast back against his hips and grimaced and groaned. Her hips curled and uncurled and she pushed hard against him, slamming his kneeling body behind her. She screamed and wailed. His cum gushed into her pussy and still she rammed herself against him. I could see strings of it running down from her stomach and she only kept shoving herself harder agaisnt him. She knelt up and twisted around to reach behind his neck and pull them impossibly into a kiss even while she still pushed her ass against his stomach and kept her pulsating pussy wrapped tightly around his spurting cock. I saw her body shiver again and heard her gasp deeper yet.

She fell from him and rolled over on her back and covered her face with her hands. She crossed her legs together and twisted away from him. She reached for the blanket under her and yanked it up and over her body.

Marc flopped back against the opposite arm of the couch. After a long while, she spoke softly to him, her eyes almost directly at mine as though there was a fire in the fireplace she was staring at. “Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why does he want to see my sexually expressive passion?”

Marc’s eyes searched the floor and the far wall. Did she know I was watching? Did he give it away? Was he waiting for me to come out and say something?

“It’s feminine. They don’t have that experience. So they get to enjoy it through their wives.”

“I don’t understand anything.”

“They’re never seduced, they’re never taken, they’re never penetrated.”

“So why don’t they just say that?”

“It’s not possible, is it. Society. Rules. Expectations. That would be too feminine to say you want that. ”

“Linc would never let me sleep with another man,” she said, her eyes almost looking right at mine in the darkness of the metal plate between us.

“No man ever really would. That’s why it’s all framed as a wager. As a money thing. As a matter of victory or losing a gamble. A thousand dollars is just significant enough for them to excuse themselves for arranging for their wives to cheat on them. It’s okay in their eyes, in the eyes of this world, to wager and try to win a thousand dollars. It isn’t okay to watch a man try to take your wife, and to see their wife, who they know isn’t a cheater, fall for the man and get taken by him and do nothing about it. Because it’s in the frame of a bet, and something they helped arrange, they’re off the hook for stopping it. Which is what they really want – the ability to safely let it happen and watch it all without having to be a man.”

“How is it done, tell me how you do it.”

Again Marc looked at the walls and the floor as though searching for a way to escape. “After they agree to the bet, we just set up some means where I will be alone with the wife, where they might get called out on an emergency or something, maybe after I’m invited over for dinner. And the husband will make clear to the wife that he will definitely be out all night.”

“So she knows she won’t get caught.”

“So she knows she won’t be caught. And it’s important that he brought the man to her, and that he makes clear to her he is leaving the man alone with her.”

“Why is that important?”

“It’s not that their wives are cheating on them that makes the man lose his mind in a fit of jealous rage. It’s that he doesn’t control the situation. It’s a fearful thing losing that control. So it’s necessary that he bring the man. It’s necessary that he leaves the man alone with his wife. He is essentially paying the man to take his wife and he instinctively knows this. And of course I insist that he is always present. I tell them it’s to ensure we agree on what happened, but the real reason is so that they are there on the scene and can choose to end it anytime they wish.”

“Do they ever come out and end it?”

“No they don’t.”

“Is that the end of it?”

“No it isn’t.”

“What happens then?”

“Usually? I mean, that is the end of it, yes. I meet him after and he gives my stake back plus the thousand that he owes me.”

“Don’t they renege?”

“Never.”

“They never fail to pay up?”

“They almost always pay again.”

She rolled over and propped her head up on the arm of the couch to see him more clearly. “What do you mean?”

He looked at her sympathetically. “They know from the moment I mention the bet that they are essentially paying me to do it with their wives. They know deep inside their wives will do it. And when we meet up to pay, there is no longer the pretense of a bet — she already did it, what is there to wager on? But they want it again, don’t they. So they typically give me my thousand back, they give me the thousand they owe me, and they hand me another thousand, and we make a plan for how to play it out.”

“They all do?”

“Not all, but most. It’s never my idea. They always come up with it. I make them pay me up front for the all the other times.”

“All the other times?”

“I have some clients I see regularly in this manner.”

“Oh my god you do not!”

He only nodded.

“Why pay up front after the first time?”

“Because then, they control things. It only happens when they pay. They can stop paying and make the whole thing stop. They own it that way.”

“But the wife, maybe once bitten, twice shy, you know what I mean? What if she’s now ripe for another experience with someone else?”

He again drew his eyes down along the edge of the wall and the floor as though again searching for an answer. “Well that wouldn’t be safe, would it.”

She stared at him with eyes squinting. “How would it be different than what we just did?”

He paused. “The wives,” he began. “You know how I said the husbands, they know their wives will do it?” She nodded, still squinting. “The wives . . . . “

“Yes, what? The wives what?” she curled her neck and brought her head up off the pillow.

“The wives, in a similar sense, know their husbands are watching, without knowing really. It’s a play. He pretends she won’t do it, and she pretends he’s really not there, that he really left. But deep down she knows he is watching. That’s why she does it. He’s there, she’s safe. It’s a game.”

“Why, if they all know, is it still in secret, secrets inside secrets?”

“We keep more things hidden to ourselves than to anyone else, don’t we. The secrets allow us to go on in an intact world, she knowing she isn’t really a cheater, and he knowing he isn’t really being cheated on.”

We never talked about it, Sandy and I. When I got back, she acted as though it was an uneventful evening.

“Hey,” I said to her over coffee one morning a few days later. “I’m supposed to attend this conference next weekend. Boss can’t make it, something up with his kid. He asked if I could cover it for him.”

“Oh yeah?” Sandy sipped and stared at me over the edge of her cup.

“I leave Friday around noon.”

“When do you get back?”

“Saturday about noon.”

“One day?”

“Oh, no,” I corrected myself. “Sunday at about noon.”

She nodded doubtfully. “I thought Marc was coming by to take some measurements and have some materials delivered for the reno Friday evening.”

“Yeah,” I said to her over the rim of my cup. “You can handle that though, right? Just let him in, basically.”

“Yeah, uh-huh,” she nodded. “I can do that.”

There was a long pause as we both read news on our phones.

“You said Sunday right? Not Saturday?”

“Yeah, Sunday for sure. Two nights.”

“About noon Sunday you’re back?”

“I’ll text when I’m close, but pretty sure it’ll be really close to noon.”

“Okay then!” she smiled.

“Okay then,” I agreed.

She smiled at me deeply. When I went to the fridge for cream, she texted someone on her phone. And when I sat down again, so did I.




He Won the Bet, and My Wife




T

 he patio-door curtains billowed inward from the lake breeze every few seconds. When they did, visible on the couch was my wife, Mattie, holding her arms over her chest and her light sweater to her front. She had just lifted her top off, and though she leaned over and squealed and hid herself with widely-grinning embarrassment, it was already a lot more than I could ever imagine was going to happen during my “unexpected” absence that afternoon.

As the game on the TV wore on and even ended, a lot more was set to take place, none of it in any way understandable, predictable, or even remotely believable to me, before that day.

I could hear Marc and Mattie talking, or at least him talking, and Mattie shrieking, laughing nervously, getting red in the face, and making other coy and flirting sounds. “No!” she squealed with laughter. “I hardly think so!” she cried with grinning disbelief. “He’s going to be home soon!” she countered him with scolding, but smirking, head-shaking. She “tsk’ed-tsk’ed” him so much and rolled her eyes so often, you’d think he was an impish kitten. But he wasn’t that at all. He was a mid-50s or so guy I met at the bar earlier in the week. A guy who I thought nuts at the time because he bet me $1,000 he could seduce my wife.

“Those are the most magnificent breasts I think I’ve ever seen,” I could hear Marc say, which, as a line, made me cringe and shake my head. I grinned to myself and patted his thousand dollars in my pocket having as much as spent it by then. Not that any line would ever work on Mattie, but a line like that would never work on anybody. She did, mind you, sport fabulous, upward-thrusting, big breasts. I watched guys on the sidewalk and in the grocery store walk blankly into their own wives’ backs they were staring so intently at my wife’s chest.

Mattie was definitely the “Look but don’t touch” kind of hot girl. She might have secretly enjoyed being the object of attention like that, but she always spoke of it as something to shake one’s head at. In fact, most of what passes under the heading of “sex” was something to shake her head at. She enjoyed it, I think, but it always seemed to be almost by accident, like she was surprised and embarrassed by how it made her feel — on those occasions when she let herself feel it. It was hard to know, because she hated talking about it.

When Marc asked her, “Do you mind letting me see under your top?” I thought for sure the afternoon was over and he’d be shown out. I knew Mattie at least as well as that. But what I noticed each time the curtains billowed out of the way was that he wasn’t looking down at her chest. He kept his eyes instead on her eyes even when he was talking to her about her tits. It seemed to trigger something different in her.

Much to my amazed ears, she said, “Okay, but just one peek.” Mattie? What?

“Just one,” Marc agreed with the glinting eyes of a sneak.

My wife bit her lip and looked around behind her toward the billowing curtains and sun-filled windows. I ducked away just in time. I could see her from her back. I saw her drop her arms from her front, and toss her sweater aside, facing him full on, topless. It was more than one peek.

Let me explain how unbelievable that development was. Mattie went to church every Sunday. She wore her tops usually done up to the neck. Her experiences with sex before marriage involved nothing more than underwear petting, but it was hard to know because she talked about sex so infrequently. I think once before me, she might have kissed the head of a cock of a guy at school. Before we married, we had sex, but it was stiff, nervous, and scary for her. Even after almost two years, it was strictly vanilla, though she had learned to have fun and enjoy it on odd occasions when everything was perfectly right.

With me leaving her alone in our apartment with an older stranger, everything was perfectly wrong. Or should have been.

Here she was instead dropping her arms from her bare chest and pushing aside her sweater, turning toward that perfect stranger all alone with him to show him herself with only her pale blue full-cup satiny bra covering her. Her face was down but her eyes were watching his through their tops, through strands of her straw-blonde hair that fell over her tall forehead.

When Marc finally moved his eyes off of hers, and down her face, over her neck, and down to her “magnificent” chest, I saw her lips, tightly pursed and nervous, twitch into a tiny self-satisfied smile. She looked down at her own breasts with him, then back to his eyes and to his face that she was able to study, he was so fascinated by her chest.

She seemed to have all the time in the world to allow him to freely gaze. It was like watching a wild animal eat from someone’s hand and just as unbelievable. There was no insistence, no begging, no pleading. He asked her once, he waited for her to think about it, and then he patiently allowed her to show him herself on her own terms. This didn’t seem to be my wife any longer.

“Do you like my bra?” she asked him in a low, quiet voice, as thought that were the object of his attention.

“I love your bra, where do you buy from?” he asked.

Again I rolled my eyes and cast my gaze out over the neighboring building and the lake beyond as if to find someone, anyone, out there who would agree with me that this guy had the corniest lines.

But Mattie instead was all demure with him. “Just someplace online,” she said with that grin again, but pulling on the shoulder straps and even resetting her pillowy breasts inside her cups. She wiggled her shoulders and chest up at him and then laughed again and curled over and snatched back at her sweater to cover herself up. Her face filled with red not for the first time.

“It would be nice for me, you know, if you just relaxed, leaned back, if we kept talking like we were, only without your top on, just like this. I like it.”

“You’re only going to get ideas!” she protested. She was putting him off but it was what she didn’t do that caught my notice more. She kept holding her sweater to her front, not actually putting it back on.

“I got ideas the moment I first met you, nothing’s going to change that,” he grinned like a fox.

She thought that was the funniest thing she ever heard, that stupid reply. My eyes bugged out though when she casually reached behind her to drape her sweater back over the arm of the couch. She folded her arms over her bare chest and crossed one leg over the other and leaned back into the couch a cushion away from Marc. Topless. And trying to ignore that fact.

She was wearing her blue-with-white dots pencil skirt and bare feet, having kicked off her sandal pumps when she came in the door to find me and Marc just getting the game on TV.

“Do you like doing sales at the Marina?” he asked her as though they could be completely casual about my wife sitting there with him with her sweater off.

She nodded and answered trying so hard to act as natural as he was, but she broke down again and squealed and leaned way over to collapse her body on her legs and hide her face in her hands. “This is so weird!”

“Maybe you’d feel more at home if you took your skirt off too then,” he said. “You do have panties on, don’t you?”

She shrieked again like he was the world’s funniest jokester. “What do you mean, at home? I am at home!” she cried with her cheek sideways on her knee, looking up at him. Her laugh was so nervous. But again, she wasn’t making moves to get dressed.

“I mean more like feeling yourself. Your deep, inner self, you know?”

“What, you think I have to be nearly naked with a man to feel like myself?” She turned quickly serious.

“I’m going to make a guess, can I make a guess about you?”

“What about?” She continued considering him with her face down and sideways on her own legs.

He took that as a yes. “You’ve never experienced being nearly naked in the afternoon in a living room, sunlight streaming in, lake breeze blowing in, people out there on the boardwalk so close you can hear them . . . .  Have you.“

“Of course not,” Mattie answered him right away,  but in so low and serious a voice, I almost couldn’t hear her.

“With an appreciative man to admire how you look after your body.”

“What would that prove? That I’m just a slut like all the other girls?”

“Is that what taking off your skirt for me would mean?”

“I can do whatever I want, it’s my home. Like you pointed out.” She lifted herself up again and looked out the windows. I ducked down. “What does it mean to you if I took off my skirt then?” she said to the outside. I noticed that she was giving him all the look he wanted at her bare top.

“I’d only just enjoy myself. I’d like that, you sitting there with your skirt off. That’s all. I’d just like it.”

She bounced her heel off her other leg with her arms still crossed over her nearly bare chest, her fingers, long nails painted matte aquamarine, tapping on her bare upper arms. She looked again out the curtains where they flipped and curled with the breeze. I knew the look. It was her deeply thinking look: should we get Chinese or pizza? Should we book it to Cabo or Cancun?

She kept on with the tapping fingers and bouncing heel just like a cat with her flicking, thinking tail, and she looked back over her shoulder to Marc who just sat there patiently as always with the look, I realized, of a wolf, not a fox. “You don’t get to touch,” she said in a threatening tone. My mouth fell silently open.

“We can talk about that a little later,” the bold bastard replied. How far was he going with this? How could I tell him he already won?

She popped her eyes out at him and drew her face away in a large swoop of disbelief. But she also busied her fingers at her hip, undoing the tiny button at the waist of her skirt, and then, looking at him and stopping before laughing full on like it was her teasing him, she pulled the tiny zipper there all the way down. I rubbed my eyes and pushed my face into the gap in the sheet metal of the railing. What was she doing?

She put on a casual, relaxed face, even as she lifted her hips from the cushions of the couch and struggled to push and pull her tight skirt down over her ass and legs, and off her feet. She folded it like she was alone and it was laundry day, and draped it too over her top and the arm of the couch.

She sat back, resumed lightly swinging her leg crossed over her knee with her heel bouncing off her shin, and her arms crossed and her fingers tapping. She looked over at him and said, “What?” She was full of pretended innocence, trying to make-believe that sitting in just panties and a bra one afternoon was a perfectly normal thing for her.

I was trying to be angry, but I was confused by how incredibly hot she looked on the couch in the middle of the day, sitting there bouncing her foot and tapping her nails with some kind of expression on her face that came from somewhere I don’t think she’d ever been before. My wife was feeling things, try as she might to hide them. How did that sly bastard get the clothes off a woman without touching her, something that doesn’t even happen in her matrimonial bedroom in total darkness?

To me, the thousand dollars was already his and I was ready to go back inside, come down the hall, and send him home — and sit Mattie down for a very long and serious talk. It was certainly far more than I could ever imagine would happen even if everything was done perfectly right by Marc.

But with the sun beginning to yellow and fade, the events inside my living room were just getting started. It quickly went past the point where I could stop it.

“I could use another beer,” Marc said to her, making no move from the opposite corner of the couch he sank all too comfortably into.

Mattie dangled her foot and stared at the can he wiggled to show her it was empty. “Fridge is over there,” she said.

“I’m uncomfortable helping myself. It’s your home, right?”

She looked sideways at him through slitted eyes, knowing full well what he was trying to pull off next. “You’re uncomfortable are you? Does a nearly naked young and married lady sitting on a couch with you make you uncomfortable, Marc?”

The way she said his name, I felt a twinge of something.

“You are awesome looking,” he offered back by way of defense. “So yeah, you make me a little uncomfortable because of how stunningly hot you look.”

She considered a moment longer and, just when I thought things were over, that she was going to pull up her skirt and put her top back on and sent him on his way, she instead pushed up, shook her head at him as though he were being stroppy, and walked purposefully through the narrow space between the couch and coffee table so that she would have to brush against his legs as she passed.

She took his can from him — and not without, I also noticed, dragging her fingertips and fingernails over his fingers as she found his can. She enjoyed giving him a close up look, even a feel of her nearly naked body. Marc had uncovered something in my wife I would never have guessed was there.

I stayed low beneath the top of the balcony railing so no one would look over from the other building and wonder what I was doing out there. Why was I so interested in watching our living room from the outside?

Because that’s where I left my wife alone on some made-up excuse about a washed out road up in the bald hills that needed an emergency road grading. And it’s also where I left Marc, an older guy I only met at the bar a few days earlier. This was all his idea. He wanted to bet me $1,000 he could score with my wife. He even gave me his $1,000 stake up front. He also wanted me to watch, just to make sure I felt confident he wasn’t going to do anything that made my wife uncomfortable, but also, “So there’d be no disputing what took place.”

What was taking place was nothing that I could ever have imagined would happen. I didn’t know this Mattie, she was no longer the shy, timid wife I married two years earlier. Marc was right: she had never stripped down in any other place but the bedroom and bathroom, and in the bedroom, it would only have been long enough to dash from the bathroom to the sheets to hide under in the dark with curtains closed at night.

This Mattie was doing a weird thing in the kitchen in the daytime dressed only in sexy bra and panties bending over in front of the open fridge as though locating the beers in there had suddenly become some difficult task. “Do you want a Craig’s Covered Wagon or a Throttle River IPA?” she called back to him without turning or standing and with her ass, round, beautiful, and presented straight toward him, I couldn’t help noticing, in her very hot light blue lacy lo-rise boy shorts.

I crawled over the two close railings while she was on the far side of the room to land on the living room balcony hidden behind the curtains, but closer to see and to hear what I was not believing I was seeing and hearing. Mattie even slowly wiggled her ass at him as he took his sweet time deciding. When he still didn’t answer, she didn’t shift, but she did twist around to look over her shoulder at him. “Hmm?” she asked, and it seemed to me she even raised her ass up a little more at him. “Having trouble deciding what you want?” she cooed with a mischievous smirk. Where did she get that from?

“Whatever you think I should want — I don’t know your local brews here,” he said.

“I’ll introduce you!” she chirped up.

What happened next is something I can’t ever etch from my mind, and nor, I have to be honest, do I exactly want to. Mattie came back with a can of each for him. The way she walked toward him was flirty, sensual, and assertive. His eyes gazed freely over her naked body and she did nothing to stop him, instead moving slower to allow him a longer, lingering look.

She came back to him the same way between the couch and the coffee table, only this time, she stepped over his legs with only one foot before turning to face him standing in front of him, her legs now down both sides of his legs.

She pulled the tab on the top of one can and then defiantly brought it to her lips and leaned her head way back. It caused her to jut her stomach and chest out toward him. She even put her other hand on her hip to make a point. When Marc drifted his gaze down the front of her body, she only seemed to push herself more toward him, her knees pressing into the leading edge of the couch cushions.

Even though she had just said there would be no touching, he proceeded to wrap both his hands around her thighs and grip her like she was some product he was sampling.

I thought for sure this time she would slap him, that she would pull away, that she would dress again send him out. But instead, as I watched from the open curtains with my heart pounding and my breath short, she bent at her knees, dropped them to the couch to either side of his hips, and sat her cute round ass down on his knees facing him. She brought the can to his lips and leaned all the way over to the back cushion to watch from his side as she carefully poured some beer into his mouth. And she giggled.

He opened his mouth to let her, his hands riding up and down her bare thighs as high as the fabric of her panties. So much for the no-touching rule.

“Whoops,” she said, “I spilled some on your shirt.”

He looked down because she hadn’t. And then she did spill some, deliberately.

“Guess that’ll have to come off,” she said in a small, sorry-not-sorry voice. He only raised his arms, and she did the rest, yanking and pulling his sweater up and off him.

She sat back on his legs and tilted her head as though considering him, and then placed her palms flat out on his big chest. After a few seconds, with his hands casually roaming up my wife’s bare back up to her shoulders, she said, “How come you don’t want to touch my tits?”

“You said not to touch.”

She reached behind her back and with deft, long fingers, unhooked the clasp and shook the straps down her arms and off. She looked away from him as she folded her bra over. She looked toward the arm of the couch and leaned way back on his lap to toss her bra there, on top of the rest of her clothes. She nearly caught me staring from behind the curtains. “You seem to be disobeying me anyway,” she said turning back to him. “Do you think a girl likes to be touched when she quite clearly said not to touch?”

She leaned back letting his large hands around her shoulders support her as she reached for the other can of beer. She opened it and again jutted her chest to  drink from it. Now her bare breasts stretched within inches of his face. She looked at him, leaned in close, and lifted his chin with her finger. She came to kiss him and before he knew it, she was passing a mouthful of beer from her mouth into his mouth.

He gurgled but recovered and only some spilled out from between their mouths. She laughed and quickly bent down to lap with her tongue on his neck and his chest, even as far down as his stomach where rivulets of spilled beer ran.

She came back up kissing all over his neck, his jaw, and his chin and lips. “So what do you like better?” she spoke softly with her sweet mouth right against his. He was about to talk but she pushed her tongue into his mouth and kissed him longer, her fingers twisting into his hair on the back of his head.

She pulled away and sat back on his lap with her shoulders open as though to proudly display her breasts to him. When he took them in his hands, there was no protest from her. She looked down as though to watch him play with her tits. But as she played this game with him, I noticed as well that her arms fell busy between them. When I shifted my view, I could see what she might be doing, though it made no sense and it was beyond my comprehension.

I shifted again and lifted myself higher even at the risk of her suddenly turning around and busting me. She was undoing his pants and pulling down his fly. “What if I touched you right back?” she said to him in a voice suddenly breathy and deep. “How would you like that, huh?”

She dropped her mouth open in a mock challenge, but she also grinned at him. The tip of her pink tongue poked and touched her top lip as she struggled to pull his belt tail free. She hadn’t been looking at him fondle her breasts at all, she had been looking at his crotch, at her own hands opening his pants.

I was losing my mind out on the balcony. I stood straight up at the risk of being seen by others and turned to stare down at the ground 8 floors down before coming back to look through the top of our window. My wife had fished Marc’s cock out from inside his shorts and was in the process of wrapping her fingers around it, one at a time. I saw her mouth drop open and her eyes go down. She had put on lipstick after she came home, after she met Marc. She used a frosted light pink. My own cock had become as hard as Marc’s looked in my wife’s hand. She slowly licked her lips all the way around and looked at him and inhaled sharply with nervousness. I could see in her ribs her deep and uneven breaths.

“No kissing either,” she said in a new-found sultry, gravelly voice. She lifted herself up on her knees and leaned an elbow into the cushion beside his head. With one hand she stroked his cock, long and slow, rubbing her palm over the head. With her other hand, she cupped and squeezed her large breast in front of his face, angling her erect nipple right in front of his mouth. “You better not,” she said to him barely able to talk through her own jagged inhalations.

He managed to sit still and stare up at her, with a smile. My wife then deliberately brushed her nipple over his lips and she giggled. “You have more self-control than most men,” she said to him. He kept his hands on her waist and his eyes on hers, looking up at her. She fed her breast into his mouth again, pushing softly and slowly to fill him with it. He opened wide and sucked on her.

She gasped and caught her breath and pulled herself back out of his mouth. I noticed that she had begun to stroke him faster, more unevenly, below her wavering hips. He pulled off one tit and sucked on her other one and she fed it to him more eagerly yet. I could hear her attempts to stifle her whimpers.

She shoved both her hands down between their bodies. “I know exactly what you want, you know,” she said to him. She looked down at his cock poking up rhythmically from between her palms where she caressed and squeezed him. Her mouth opened again and she looked back up at him with her eyes drooping as though her veins were filling with helplessness.

“You’re making me do it too,” she said to him. She began to wiggle and her knees dropped slowly down the front of the couch to the floor in front of him. “I don’t like to do this,” she said, her eyes locked on his erect cock in front of her face. She squirmed her body between his legs and brought his erection against her skin, pushing it against her cheeks and eyes and forehead. She licked the underside of it with her tongue poking out of her pretty little pink frosted mouth. “It’s very wrong and you know it,” she said gutturally. “I’m married,” she nearly whispered, before opening her mouth wide and pushing her lips down over the big bulbous head of his straining cock. She whimpered in a muffled tone and pushed further down on him so his cock filled her mouth so full, I could see her cheeks puff out from it.

She came up and off him and stroked it and licked it and kissed it. “Why do you think this is okay to do to me?” she asked with innocence in her voice and eyes wide open. She didn’t wait for his reply before rising higher on her knees, raising her shoulders above his lap, and pushing her mouth down over his slick cock with a loud, muffled moan. I could hear on the balcony the slushy sucking sound of a woman eagerly sucking off a man.

She didn’t come off him again, but instead bobbed on his lap, her hands reaching up and groping his chest and shoulders and wherever else she could frantically grab him. Her head twisted on him like a corkscrew and her moans were rhythmic and deep and loud as though it was her getting it good from him and not the other way around.

The sight of my slender, tall wife, completely naked but for her panties, on her knees with her shoulders poking up and her head of hair bobbing rapidly in the lap of a man splayed on our couch was almost more than I was able to take. Her muffled cries of pleasure with his cock poking the back of her throat nearly made me cum in my pants without even touching myself.

Marc, though, just relaxed. He sank even further down and back into the couch and played in her hair and stroked her cheeks. She lifted off him again and kissed his cock and laughed and said, “Am I doing it good?” in that breathy, sultry voice. She suddenly got up on her feet and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her pretty panties and squatted to pull them down and off her toes one foot at a time. She tossed her panties at his face and chuckled. “Bet you didn’t think you’d have those thrown in your face, did you.”

Little did she know that he pretty much did bet on something like that. And that her husband would be paying him $1,000 for his trouble to do it to her too. But for me, the revelation of a totally different woman inside my shy, innocent and conservative wife was well worth the money. Also, I was going through my own self-revelations. There was no denying to myself that I was more turned on watching my wife fumble around with Marc than watching any porn I ever saw.

She stumbled back and pulled at the bottom of his jeans until he raised himself and allowed her to pull his pants all the way off. She came back to him and chuckled, pulling his underwear off the same way. She threw those over her shoulder and stepped back up to him, using her knees to wedge his legs apart. She leaned over him and planted her hands on the back of the couch on either side of his head and began to kiss him with even more passion than she had before. I noted that both of them were completely naked now.

Even while not breaking the kiss, she slowly eased her knees back onto the couch on either side of his hips, and she lowered herself down on his lap. I could just see between them. She began to raise and lower herself in his lap with her pussy appearing to drag up and down against the length of his stiff cock. My mind screamed, “No fucking way!”

It was impossible to see what I thought I was about to see. But when I moved to the other window to see around the other curtain, I just caught sight from behind of his cock standing up behind her ass, and then her pussy lips, raised and twerked out by her arching back, touching the tip of his cock. I literally shook my head. “No. Fucking. Way,” I repeated.

I watched them kiss and I saw her smile as though to herself with her frosted lips still against his lips, her short straw-blonde hair messy against his forehead. And then I saw her mouth drop open, her neck fall back, and her eyes flutter closed and heard from deep in her chest a low, dark gasp. I darted to the other window. I was just in time to see his large erect cock become enveloped by her grasping, soaking pussy lips as she lowered herself slowly and ceaselessly down over him until I could see no more cock at all, only her ass sink down onto his legs. He was inside her completely. She was actually fucking him.

Her back curved in and her hands moved around the back of his neck where her fingers clasped. She leaned way back on him and raised herself again, showing me his now glistening cock emerging from between her legs, all the way up to the bottom of the head, before she exhaled loudly, rolled her face even higher up toward the ceiling, and plunged her body back down on him. She uttered “Fuck!” loudly and drawn out as she did so. It was a word I had never heard spoken by her before.

Marc’s hands wrapped around her ass and squeezed. She looked frantic to both kiss his mouth sloppily and still be able to breath and gasp and cry and moan. She raised and lowered herself on him hard, thumping her hips down onto his, grinding herself on his erection, and twerking her waist in and out, using her pussy lips to suck at his cock. She smiled at him and tried to say something but failed and dropped her face into his neck, pumping her body against his. “Fuck that feels good!” I could hear her cry out into his shoulder as she bit down on his skin.

I stared away unable to watch. It was both painful beyond anything I’d ever seen, and at the same time, exhilarating to the point of making me feel I might have a heart attack, and that I didn’t care if I did, it was so hot. But her shrieking brought me back to the window, pressing my face against the glass.

Marc had stood up with her still clinging to him, with her still sucking his cock deep into her dripping pussy, and he turned them both around. He laid her down under him sideways on the couch. He proceeded to pound his body into her so hard I became worried that he would break her, that he was hurting her. But the sounds she was making were not those of someone being hurt. She let her head droop off the side of the couch and propped one leg over the back of the couch, her other one digging heel-first into his lower back, pushing him, pounding on him, urging him to fuck her harder, deeper, faster.

She cried out like someone falling off a cliff. He rammed himself into her so hard the couch bounced on the floor. She cried out, “Oh my god!” and I could see her fingernails dig deep into the skin on his back. I could also see her chomp down on the skin of his neck. Her body jolted so hard from his heavy fucking, her moans were loud enough to reach the ears of people strolling the lake path.

I closed my eyes I couldn’t watch. It made it worse to only hear. My wife orgasmed in a way that made me think that maybe she had never actually before, with me. It was scary, deep and hard. She sounded like a woman possessed, like some sort of demon speaking in a hairy voice through her throat.

Marc pulled out of her flaccid body but Mattie grabbed at him and pulled him forward and pushed his cock, all wet from her pussy, into her mouth. Nothing made any sense at all. She sucked on him moaning and crying and grabbing his ass hard. She pulled off of him just as his cock spurted at her face and she steered it at her tits and neck before pushing her mouth back over his still shooting cock until it filled her mouth and dribbled out between her lips and ran down over her chin and neck.

I collapsed on the balcony and hung my head. I peeked again because I could not stop. Marc had fallen down on top of her and they had begun to neck again, this time with time and ease, the way lovers to. I stared wondering what had happened to everything I knew about Mattie. She suddenly pushed him up with a laugh and stood, reaching behind her with her trailing hand to pull him up behind her. She looked over her shoulder like a woman with ideas and lead him to our bedroom.

I hopped over the railings to the other balcony and could see through the two doorways just in time to see the bathroom door close behind them both. I came quietly through the patio doors and came close to the bathroom door in our bedroom. The shower was on. I could hear the occasional laughing. But then nothing but water — until I heard my wife’s voice again, or I should say, that demon possession voice that had taken her over.

I took chances and crept closer to the bathroom door, even opening it the slightest crack. I could see barely through the fogging glass of our shower stall. When my eyes made out what I was seeing, I realized that she was bracing herself against the glass with one hand and had one leg over his shoulder, where he knelt on the shower floor facing her. He was eating her out, licking her.

I went back to the living room. The couch was a mess, cushions everywhere, pillows and clothes strewn all over. It looked like what it was: the scene where two people fucked each other like mad.

I heard my wife orgasm again from the bathroom, loud and echoing out of the shower stall. When I heard the water finally turn off, I hurried out the apartment door and went down the elevator to the parking lot and my car that I had moved to a different spot in case she came out and spotted it.

The deal was, I would come back home when Marc texted me that he was safely gone. It was almost dusk when I came in the front door.

“Marc gone?” I ventured.

She was in the kitchen making something. “Oh yeah, long ago, he left shortly after you, long gone.” She smiled and turned back to the oven. “Gone gone gone,” she assured me.

“What you do all afternoon?” I tested her.

“Who me?”

She was the world’s worst poker player. “Anyone else here I might be talking to?” I teased her.

Her eyes darted around like there very well could be. “No!” she protested far too strongly. “Just, I don’t know, read, or something.”

“You have a shower?”

She was dressed in her robe, her hair still wet. “Just feeling hot I guess.”

“I guess,” I said. I went into the living room. It was all made up again, perfectly. Except for one tiny detail. Her panties were on the floor under the couch, barely visible there at all. I chose to ignore it.

Marc texted my phone and I took it on the balcony, marveling at how I had just a short while ago stood there shaking, watching Mattie get fucked harder than she might ever have experienced — although I couldn’t be sure of anything in her experience anymore.

“Bar tomorrow?” Marc wrote me. It meant, give back his thousand and add another thousand to it. I looked down at the lake path and out across the shimmering lake beyond and thought long and hard. I had the previous two days tried to imagine what I would feel if I actually saw my wife do things, or let things be done to her, with Marc.

I tried to imagine even what those things would be. But try as I might, I couldn’t even imagine her letting him kiss her or touch her anywhere. I couldn’t imagine my wife being sexual in any way with another man. It wasn’t disgusting or enraging to me. It was just impossible to see. I couldn’t imagine any kind of conversation or situation where it would even get started.

But now, having seen what I clearly saw, I didn’t have to imagine, as impossible as it appeared to be. I went through the possible reactions and couldn’t find them in myself. I wasn’t feeling betrayed, or angry, or jealous or even hurt. I tried to even pinch my skin to test if I had that capacity anymore, and I certainly did. Watching my wife orgasm powerfully on the lap of a stranger with his cock tearing her inside out, didn’t give me anything to feel except for one overwhelming reaction: absolute, total, complete, and nearly debilitating horniness.

And it wasn’t the horniness to fuck. It was the horniness to watch my wife get off like that again.

I stared into my phone and thumbed it alive. Marc’s text was still sitting there on the screen. I wrote him back and shoved the phone in my pocket and went back inside. I came up behind Mattie and hugged her tightly from behind where she leaned over the counter. I kissed her neck and could still smell the sex all over her body.

“What’s going on?” she asked, letting me touch her, kiss her, but unsure why I was showing such amorous interest.

My phone buzzed. It was Marc writing back. “Saturday night then. Make a plan.”

I had earlier texted to him, “Double or nothing.”

I nibbled at her ear from behind. “It’s just, I might have to be out of town Saturday, overnight too.”

“What? Why?”

“That job today. It’s going to need a permanent re-doing. We just got an emergency job done today — won’t stand up to the first rain.”

She turned around within my hug and kissed me on my cheek. “Oh, poor man!”

“Oh, and,” I said. “Marc has to drive me up, but he has to use my truck. Can he come back later Saturday and drop my keys off to you?” I kissed her cheek back. “Maybe even, I don’t know, take him out for a meal, you know, to return the favor?”

She pulled me against her closely and patted my shoulder blade. “Take him out? Sure, I can do that.” She hugged me longer. “Overnight did you say?”

“Mm-hmm,” I said. Their little trip to a restaurant would give me a chance to get back inside and set up for the show. My cock stirred hard at the thought.

“About what time Sunday?”

“When I’m getting back?”

“Yeah. How long do I have with him?

I don’t know if she realized she slipped but like the panties, I chose to ignore it. Her fingers clasped and released my skin as though she flinched at making the error.  “Probably 12,” I said. Then I corrected myself. “Make that one, for sure, no sooner than one in the afternoon.” I slipped too. Wouldn’t a husband tell his wife a time home that he would be no later than? It was too obvious I was giving her a time to finish fucking her man.

Saturday couldn’t come soon enough. It turns out, it couldn’t come soon enough for Mattie either. Marc was to come get me at 2. Before he got there, Mattie spent over an hour in the bathroom. When she came out, she was done up like a girl going out to the clubs. I tried not to embarrass her and stare but it was hard to look away, she looked so hot.

“What!?” she said, and she slipped passed me with embarrassment. She got the door. “Hey Marc!” she said. “I didn’t think you were going to come up!”

“Hey, you know what?” I suddenly blurted out. “Turns out, I can drive myself up in my own truck, there’s a guy up there who can look after the grader. You don’t have to drive me, Marc. But I got to get going right now, so why don’t you two still go out for dinner?”

Mattie looked at me both confused but also excited. Marc nodded slowly, adjusting to the changed plan.

“I just need to grab a shower before I go and pack a bit, why don’t you two get going and I’ll see you Sunday, about one.”

“Exactly one, right?” Mattie checked with me.

“Exactly one, yeah,” I agreed.

I went into the bedroom toward the bathroom as Mattie and Marc made their way down our hallway together to the front door. She was dressed in a short, red dress with a sharp white collar and tall, spiky sandals. I leaned out to catch them leaving through the door just in time to notice her grab his hand in hers and squeeze. She couldn’t even wait to get out the door.

I went to the balcony and looked down. His car pulled around in front of the building before he got to the road. I could see down through his front window to Mattie’s legs where she had pulled up her dress already, almost to her waist, and to Marc’s hand, already grabbing her inner thigh right at the top. And I also saw my wife’s hand cupping his crotch as he drove. It looked like a hot date.

My cock grew hard and I got busy moving things out of the way in various closets. I already knew how the date would end.
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 lara tossed her phone to the far end of the couch. “Gonna be later,” she texted her husband Cy. “You know traffic.” She nuzzled her nose into Garret’s neck and exhaled. She did try, didn’t she? Biting her lip with resigned guilt, and with her graceful thumb and finger pinched delicately on the tab, she tugged his fly down as slow and as inexorable as a rain bead down a window. Her phone pinged back but she didn’t hear it. She chattered her teeth and writhed her shoulder against him to burrow her tiny hand inside his pants to extract him as carefully as a precious glass sculpture. She wrapped her cool palm around him and marveled at the engrossing heat and stiffening firmness filling him. “Mm . . . ” she moaned closely against his ear. “I guess that means I’m a bad girl?” she half-whispered, half-moaned with her eyes fixated on his mouth.

That was in answer to Garret’s question nearly a minute earlier. He puffed air out his nose, smiled briefly, and slid his hand under the edge of her merlot-red wrap pencil skirt far enough to encounter the floral-textured fabric she wore underneath. He turned his face to hers and their tongues met and quarreled, but their lips hid the fight. He ran his fingers under the edge of the fabric all the way around behind her before reaching between her cheeks to find her two tiny, smoothly-shaved pillows between which he pressed, gently, his middle finger. She was hotter there than him, and wet, and open. He touched the spot his fingers exposed by spreading her lips, and found her hard there, too. She squirmed, she vibrated a moment, and she exhaled. “So bad,” she gasped. But she also spread her legs.

She pulled back away from him and sank deep into the arm and back of his exquisitely soft couch caught in the dim flickering nighttime blue light of his screen, still playing a show they had lost track of. She chuckled and bit her lip again and raised her hips to slide her skirt off her ass. She lifted her feet and pointed them to drop her sandals, pressed her knees together, and raised her legs over her head to push her skirt all the way up and off her body. She rolled off the couch and stood in front of him. She beckoned with all eight fingers curling toward herself and he pushed himself up to join her. They stood against each other and undid each other’s buttons on their tops and laughed and kissed and held onto each other. She pushed his shirt off his big, broad shoulders, and he opened her top and pulled it down her arms extended behind her and off her torso. She darted a kiss several times at his bottom lip. He reached behind her and unclasped her. She pressed herself against him at first to hide herself shyly, but then she slid her body down to dispossess him of his pants and then his shorts to even things up. He he held onto her shoulders for balance to step out of them.

She squatted against him to remove hers too. Fair was fair. “Cy wouldn’t expect anything less,” she scrunched her shoulders up.

When she came back up, kissing everywhere she wanted, they wrapped their arms around each other’s bodies and pulled each other tightly together. She rested her cheek on his chest and felt him down there pressing harder into her belly. She reached between them and took him between her thumb and finger and moved up and down his length slowly, tightly.

When he slowly sat back down, she followed, pressed against him, and she went further down, onto her knees. She shook her head so her chocolate-brown hair danced over his stomach and thighs. Her fingernails, painted pale peach, seized his waist with deep digs. Her lips, frosted strawberry, touched the head. He exhaled and rolled his head back deep into the cushions behind him. She went down in one unrelenting push far enough to leave a strawberry kiss imprint around his base. She came back up and leaned toward him with a guttural, almost menacing laugh. She gripped him and pressed him against and between her mounds and she rose and fell on her knees pumping her chest around him. She poked her tongue at it each time it emerged from the tunnel she formed by squeezing her hands around them. “Do you agree?” she said to Garret in her best innocent little girl voice.

She crawled up into his lap and pushed them together into his face. He licked one and then the other and she sighed and arched and rolled her head back. Liberated moments ago from the chains of expectations, she now reveled in new-found, if still illicit — in most people’s opinions — freedom.  She rose up and twisted to reach behind herself and steady him, aim him. She drew the tip around and around herself like stirring a honey pot. And when she let go of him, and when she sank down on her knees and felt him pressing, insisting, forcing her wider open, he came, ultimately, to fill her deeper than she had expected. She gasped and threw her head over his shoulder and buried her tiny cry of pain into his neck where she had originally started. His hands held firm her waist and she bit on his skin. “Oh shit Garret,” she moaned against his ear. It was going too far to dismiss as a little harmless flirtation, probably, she thought, but only for a moment. She yelped and squealed in his shoulder because she was being so bad even she couldn’t quite believe it.

He pushed her off him, manhandling her in ways she hadn’t been before and hadn’t expected of him either, and he stood up and pushed her back down into the spot he had been slouching in. She allowed it — what was she going to do, having stirred the tiger? He towered over her and leaned his hands into the cushions above her head and he pressed his hips forward. She lifted her knees and guided him back home. Locked together again in the deepest sense, she draped her knees over his shoulders and squeezed her thighs tightly around his neck. He filled her again and again, reaching places that made her gasp and exhale and see stars. She reached over the back of the couch with both her hands to keep from being pushed into oblivion by his insistent ploughing and made the sounds of someone being repeatedly stabbed, yet never quite dying.

He abruptly pulled out and stepped away from her splayed body and laughed and strolled through to his kitchen with the swagger of someone in complete control of himself and his girl. He poured glasses of wine and caught his breath. She sauntered in behind him because she was unchained and walking around naked and half-finished was her new normal. She squeezed herself between the counter and his hot, hard, naked body with her ass pushing against his still hard, dangling member. The back of her head and her hair brushed against his chest and shoulders.

After a sip and with his hands resting on the polished cement to either side of her and his body leaning hard against her back, she twisted around tightly against him to face him closely. She kissed his mouth and he wrapped his hands around her ass. She giggled when he pulled her up onto the edge of his counter. Why not that too? She spread her legs and locked her ankles into the small of his back. When he entered her, she rolled her head back, hung on to his neck, and cried out like someone falling off a cliff. She had never had someone like Garret, and she had never been like this with anyone. If she was going down as a cheater, she was going to take a memory to savor.

He plunged into her deeper than he had on the couch. She reached between their bodies and wrapped one finger tightly around his cock like a ring as it pulled out and pushed in her. They both looked down to watch his hard, slick cock plunging into her grasping and sucking pussy. “Oh my god,” she whispered hoarsely. “Good . . . “ she breathed. It was so raw dirty, so tribal, she thought.

He picked her up and she clung to him twisting around to see behind her where he was taking her. He laid her over his round cherry-wood kitchen table and she pulled her knees up and tugged at his hips with her grasping fingers. He rammed her so hard the table skidded over the floor and pounded against the wall.

He pulled out and staggered backward to lean hard against the wall trying to catch his breath yet again. They both laughed with utter exhaustion, he looking like a painting with his muscles draped over his frame like ropes, and she sprawled over his table with joints so spread she was a rag doll. She rolled off the table and took his hand in hers and walked on the balls of her feet out to his balcony. She turned and leaned her back against the railing and lifted one foot up on the Parisian-cafe wrought-iron chair. She pulled at his cock till he gave it to her again, shoving her against the black aluminum railing even with the next building and layers of buildings beyond all lit dimly in squares here and there from others still awake. It made her cum to think how very bad she was.

She pulled back from him and slid down against the railing and pulled the chair around. She sat and leaned her head back. He stood in front of her and entered her mouth. She urged him to. She squeezed his ass and she moaned on him, sounding as though it were her pussy he was still fucking instead of her mouth. When he rammed her hard and repeatedly and finally went over the edge, it was she who sounded as though in orgasm. He filled her mouth so much she pulled away and let his cock spurt its gobs of cum at her face, her neck, her chest, and her tits. She took him back in her mouth and sucked him till he completely subsided. She used her tongue to clean him and giggled and tapped his shoulder and skipped lightly as a fairy back past him, back inside, and to his shower.

When she came out, he was still on the balcony, having dozed on the recliner naked. She kissed his slumbering cock and then his chest, and finally his lips. She said, “Bye, bye, you little fucker.” She giggled and he smirked without being able yet to open his eyes. But he did lazily wave — it was all he could manage to do.

Clara closed his condo door quietly and stepped softly to the elevator in bare feet carrying her sandals.  When the gliding box arrived, she pressed a button to take her up. Stepping off, she travelled down the hall checking over her shoulder for anyone up at that late hour who might catch her, and she worked her key into her door like a safecracker silently working a combo.

Inside she stepped careful and closed the door softly, only releasing the knob when she knew the tongue had clicked into its hole . She placed her sandals and removed her top and her skirt, then her panties and bra, and folded them over her arm and tossed them into the tiny laundry alcove. At the bedroom door, she gently nudged it open an inch and put her eyeball to the space. Satisfied, she opened and closed it quickly. She crossed the floor like a cat burglar. At the edge of the bed, she drew down the covers as though in slo mo. She carefully sat, then she lowered herself sideways, and finally she retracted her legs and feet up inside and under the covers. She carefully and slowly folded the cover over at her chin, and finally lowered her head to the giving pillow with a long, deep exhalation.

Cy, her husband, rolled over, wrapped his arm around her bare stomach, kissed her back between her shoulders, and mumbled, “Trouble sleeping again?”

She held her breath with her mouth dropped open. Finally she said, “Mm-hm.” She felt him press himself against her back. She reflected on how it was a completely different feel than when Garret did it but minutes ago. Cy wrapped his big paw around her hip and pulled himself tighter against her. She turned over her shoulder and said, “Are you trying to do something?”

“Thought maybe it would help you sleep.”

She thought about it with her tongue tip touching her top lip, but she wasn’t given long. His cock was already hard — and why would that be? He opened her legs by pulling her top leg over his hip, and before she had a chance to answer, his cock entered her. She was still open, flaccid and wet from the beating she had taken earlier. He brusquely pushed into her and filled her with an abruptness quite different from how Garret made love to her.

She reached over her side and held on to his arm. He grunted and jerked himself and she lowered her chin and scrunched her eyes and counted. He bounced her body off his from behind and buried his face between her shoulders. He came inside her quickly enough and slowed his fucking to an eventual stop. His cock, retracting naturally, eventually drooped out, and his cum ran over her leg and onto the bed.

She pushed herself up and went to the bathroom to wipe her crotch down, not for the first time that night. She came back and resumed her position on her side. “Better?” she said to him. He was already asleep.

In the morning, Cy was up first. Clara delayed as long as she could coming into the kitchen. He was waiting for her when she finally struggled in. He had a cup poured for her already and gestured to the stool at the small round table by the windows.

“You know,” he said, looking into his cup. “I was up too, last night.”

“Oh yeah?” she replied, turning away to bug her eyes out at the cupboards.

“No really, sit with me,” he nodded at her with a grim face.

“I’m fine standing,” she shrugged. She leaned against the counter edge keeping her back to him. It was the same as that installed in Garret’s and that brought infuriating, badly timed memories back to her of being pounded good and sore by him.

“Just,” he said, “didn’t find you anywhere.”

She stared distantly sideways at the far wall.

“I went for a walk.”

“Outside? Alone? Middle of the night?”

“Sure. I could have.”

“Only your coat was here.”

She faced him and crossed her arms over her chest. “You gonna make detective one year, I know it,” she said in her best Cockney accent.

“I’m serious,” Cy said.

“I can see that. And I’m insulted, you know, frankly.”

Cy considered her with squinting eyes and tilted head.

“I’m going for a walk. I need some space.”

“You do that,” he said, draining his cup.

She grabbed her coat this time, after pulling on some clothes, and headed to the elevator. Once on, she paused with her finger on the lobby button, before sliding up to press 3. Again.

She leaned on Garret’s door before she rapped on it with her knuckles. He looked at her questioningly around the edge of his open door and she sighed and rolled her eyes and rolled in more than walked when he edge it more open.

“I’m in trouble,” she said to him, slumped on his wall with her coat fallen from her shoulders but still clinging to her arms.

“What happened?”

“He knew I wasn’t in bed last night.”

“I thought we were taking too many chances.”

“But baby,” she threw her arms around his neck. “Such beautiful chances.”

He held her by the waist and pulled her against him. “Maybe we ought to cool it.”

“I think we have to do more than cool it. We have to end it, baby.” She reached down and squeezed his crotch. She tilted her head sympathetically. “Maybe.” She laughed. “But really. I’m here to say, it’s over.”

He rocked against her and leaned his face down to kiss her. She stretched up to him to kiss him back. She rose on the balls of her feet to reach his mouth more completely and she moaned there against him. She pushed her hand down the front of his loose house pants and gripped his semi-flaccid cock in her hand. “We can’t do it anymore,” she stated with certainty. But she also pulled the front of his pants down and wrapped both hands around his enlarging cock. She twisted her lips and pursed them but she also looked down at his cock. She shrugged and curved her brows and whispered, “Can I though? One last time?” Before waiting for an answer, she slid down the front of his body and parted her rosy lips to take his cock back in her mouth and to close her lips tightly around it. She moaned like she’d just tasted the most delicious thing in the world. She pulled off him, looked up, and said, “Fuck Garret.” And then she sucked him with vigor and abandon. 

When Garret stepped back, she rose up against him and kissed him deeply on his mouth. Together they rolled against the wall until they fell through the doorway into his bedroom. She laughed full of lust and greed. She tugged his t-shirt up and off his body and with impatient frustration she pulled his pants off him. She fell back onto his bed and opened her legs wide and rubbed herself.

“Thought we just said . . . “ he said, crawling in beside her and laying on his back.

She whipped her clothes off and, nude, climbed up over him onto her hands and knees. “You think too much.” She took his cock, now hard, fully into her mouth. She came off again and gripped it like a joystick. “You’re not supposed to think at a time like this.,” she laughed. “I’m certainly not.” She plunged back down on him with such voraciousness her hair whipped his stomach. She cried with his cock in her mouth like someone muffled while choking to death.

When she came back off him again, she looked like a woman possessed by spirits. She gleamed in the eye and smiled crookedly with bared teeth. She knelt on top of his hips and reached behind herself to grip his cock and aim it. She lowered her pussy’s engorged and grasping lips around his cock and she continued to twist backward until her hands gripped his ankles and her nipples pointed to the ceiling. He wrapped his hands around her waist and she moaned like a demon and rode up and down on him like a contortionist. And like that she had an orgasm and before she recovered, he filled her with his, too.

She rolled to a sitting position on the edge of his bed and buried her face in her hands. “Garret,” she groaned. “He thinks I went for a walk just now to clear my head. He just accused me of doing what I just did even though I denied it, sort of.” She flopped back still with her face buried in her hands. “Fuck am I going to do, Garret?”

She shrugged and got up to put her clothes back on. “I don’t know if I can quit you.” She kissed her fingers and brought the kiss to his slumbering cock nestled safely between his legs where he lay on his bed against his pillows.

“You’re a rule breaker, Clara,” he said staring out his window at the morning light. “They must have a lot of words for that type in the anthropology department. What are you called?”

“Recusant,” she nodded with a satisfied frown.

“Disruptor we call you in the video game biz.”

She leaned against the wall opposite his bedroom door. “Both necessary for growth and renewal.”

“If a forest must sometimes burn for the saplings to get a chance at the sun, someone has to play the role of fire-starter.”

“What’s the equivalent in a marriage?”

He looked over at her through the tops of his eyes. “Harlot?”

“Thanks.” She inhaled and set her jaw. “Okay, wish me luck.” She flashed her palm at him. “I can do a lot of things, but I can’t lie. I’m going up to face the music.”

“You serious?”

“I’m serious. The wife of a locally prominent lefty politician is fucking a first-person shooter and ultra-violent video game maker. In the words of the handlers, this is a scandal you want to get ahead of.”

“Nobody knows, Clara.”

“Garret,” she breathed as though to calm herself. “I’m the wife of the congressman, the daughter of the former governor, and the granddaughter of the former six-term senator. I’ve been around enough campaigns to know, everything always gets out. You’re exactly the reprobate Cy has been building his campaign against for ten years. We fuck on the balcony outside.” She opened his eyes to his without lifting her head from the wall behind her and she smiled. “You fuck like a demon and you’re cute as an angel. But you’re naive.” She pursed her lips and sighed. “Bye Gar.”

As though lost in thought, he let her go without saying anything back.

She came back home and slumped in the kitchen chair. Garret was on the balcony on his phone but he quickly hung up and slid the door open and shut it to join her. He slumped in a chair opposite her. They stared at each other until she snorted, took a deep breath, and rolled her head all the way back. She slowly brought it back to face him. “Okay,” she stated flatly. “I’ve been having an affair.”

He nodded and protruded his lips. He brought his fingertips together and studied them closely. “Garret.”

“Garret,” she nodded.

His masseter bulged enough to make his ear twitch. Otherwise he didn’t move. “Once?”

She looked distantly into the corner of the kitchen and shook her head slowly. “Nope,” she said.

“Why?”

She pursed her lips but kept her eyes, now bulging, locked on the corner of the floor. “It was a mistake, I think, at first.”

“A mistake,” he noted.

“Yeah. A mistake. I met him when the strata council was going through all that shit over the building envelope. You sent me, remember?”

“January.”

“Yeah. You didn’t want to go, you thought you’d influence things too much, being the congressman and all.”

“And you started there?”

She laughed and stopped and stared as though recalling, not without fondness. “No.” She sat up and leaned forward toward her husband. “But he makes video games. I’m an anthropologist. It turns out, people who make games about civilizations and wars and shit don’t know anything about how these things come about, civilizations, and wars, and shit.”

“I’m not getting you, Clara. When did you fuck him?”

“I deserve that. I do.” She nodded. “Okay.” She cleared her throat. “When we introduced ourselves, everybody on the council did, he and I sort of hit it off. He loved the idea of learning about what I do, and I . . . “ She paused. “I don’t know, Cy, I am attracted to transgression, I always have been. It’s what I do, I like transgressors.”

Cy rolled his hand with his impatient stare bulging his eyes for her to get to the point.

“We drank in his place. We had deep philosophical conversations about human motivations. He kissed me and tried to make me explain it, and I kissed him and made him try to model it, and one thing lead to another, and well, here we are.”

“When do we get to the part where you fuck him?”  Cy was stoic.

“I can see why my dad likes you.” She nodded. “Of course, he’s going to blow a fucking gasket when he gets wind of this.”

“Get to the fucking part, Clara.”

“Easy tiger, I’m working up to it. Get me a drink, would ya?”

Cy as much as jumped at the cabinet over the fridge. He poured out three fingers of whiskey and pushed it in front of Clara and gave himself four. “Talk.”

“Jesus, Cy,” she frowned at him curiously. She sipped the drink. “Like what, you want to know what happened in the whole ‘one thing lead to another’ thing?”

“You’re kissing. Where? On his bed?”

“Jesus, no, fuck! What is the matter with you, Cy? It doesn’t start on the fucking bed. It might end there but it doesn’t start there. Jesus on a fucking cross!”

“His couch?”

“You seem fairly lost in the forest not seeing the tress exactly Cy.”

“So show me the trees.” He gulped his drink dry.

Clara retracted her jaw and stared at his empty glass a long moment. Finally, she said, “Okay, partner. I’ll give you the dirty details.”

He jumped again and snatched the whiskey bottle from the counter and refilled his glass. Clara tapped the rim of her glass and he topped up hers, too. She considered him closely as he screwed the cap back on. He finished and folded his arms on the table but then dropped them in his lap. He shivered his head like an actor trying to recall his lines. He rolled his hand for her to go on.

“Sooo,” she leaned toward him over her glass. “Like, you want to know how he touched me? How he undressed me?”

Cy only nodded like a child impatient to accept candy.

“You okay, Cy?” she said low and intimately to him.

“Go on!” he shouted. “Just get to it! Skank! Slut!” He slapped his face and smiled curtly at her. “Sorry,” he said in a more constrained voice.

“That’s okay,” she nodded toward him. “New territory for us all, right?”

“I am begging you, Clara.”

“He kissed me and I was startled, I have to admit. I kissed him back though just to show him that this was going to remain science between us, it wasn’t just him ravishing a girl.” She looked at Cy who nodded eagerly. “This what you want, Cy?”

He nodded frantically. She noted his hands remained in his lap under the table.

“The fuck,” she muttered to herself. “So,” she started again. “It became a competition like, him kissing me and me kissing him, both of us trying to show dominance or something, right, cause that’s how my head works, I’m an anthropologist, right? And I know when there’s a supremacy challenge going on, I’ve spend time in the wild.”

She tapped her glass and tipped the bottle to her again. “I stood up in front of him and I took my top off — I had a bra on, it wasn’t that bad. But I was making a point. I told him he couldn’t resist grabbing at me because of what my tits represent. And he did. He surprised me. I thought he would try to show me up and resist a little. But he put his hands on me and well, Cy, you know, I’m sensitive there and the way he just gave in, I don’t know. The chemicals kicked in. I let him take my bra off. It still felt like science. I sat on his lap because it was dumb to be standing there with him reaching like an orangutang. And it was a mistake, Cy, I swear to god.”

She looked up at him from the glass she was staring into. He wasn’t responding. Instead, his eyes were closed and his arm was visibly moving. She licked her lips and creased her brow.

“Sooo,” she continued. “I wanted to even the playing field, or at least that’s what I called it, but also, he works out, right? I mean, it’s private, we’re adults, you were so busy back then, you still are, and I’m not saying there was a reason or anything, but I lifted his t-shirt off of him because I wanted to see him.”

She considered Cy again. He nodded at her small and frantically. “He took my bra off and I thought that was crossing a line but I didn’t want him to have an edge doing that so I took my jeans off. I know it doesn’t make sense here and now, but it did then. I didn’t expect anything, I was just asserting dominance.” She drank. “So if I was in nothing but my panties I thought he should be on equal footing, so I told him to get rid of his pants. And he accidentally or otherwise took his underwear off with them and sat down and didn’t care that he was sitting there naked in front of me. So I took my panties off too.”

Cy breathed hard.

“You okay with this?”

“Go on!” he whispered sharply.

“Well, baby, this is where it gets kind of,” she paused. “Dirty.”

“Uh huh,” he said, his eyes still clamped shut, his arm still moving.

“Well,” she started again, slowly pushing her chair back. “So what happened next was,” she droned, bending over and peering under the table. Cy had his hand inside his pants and was clearly stroking himself. She came back up and stared into his face. “Being a hungry harlot, and quite a slut, really,” she bit her lip. He breathed deeply. “Seeing his cock like that just lying there begging to be sucked,” she looked askance at him. His arm moved faster. “I was overcome with emotion, there was nothing in my mind but pure animal lust, and I went down on my knees in front of his big, hard cock.”

Cy pushed his chair back. He was no longer hiding the fact that he was terribly aroused.

“I took his cock in my mouth, Cy,” she said.

He only nodded, rapidly and with his mouth dropping open.

“I opened my mouth, Cy. I was wearing my pink lipstick.”

“Oh fuck,” she heard Cy utter.

“I wanted his cock in my mouth so bad, Cy. I stroked it and felt it pulsate in my hand and I wanted it so badly.”

“Did you fuck him on the couch?” he squeezed out.

“Slow down, Cy. I haven’t even taken him in my mouth yet.”

“Oh fuck,” he palpitated.

“You know how I love cock in my mouth. So I took him, Cy. Deeply, all the way till I could press my lipstick into his pelvis.”

“Oh shit!” he cried out.

“I sucked on his cock and it made me so wet, I didn’t want to waste him in my mouth, so I hopped up onto the couch.”

“What did you do then?”

“I knelt over top of his lap, Cy.”

“Did you fuck him then, Clara?”

“I did. I wanted to. I had to. He made me so fucking wet, Cy. His cock felt so good and big and hard. There was nothing I could do. I tried to stop myself but I was unable to, I just had to have his cock in my pussy Cy.”

“Oh fuck Clara.” He had pushed his pants open and down and was openly stroking in front of her.

“You should have seen how wet I was for his cock, Cy.”

“How wet were you, Clara?”

“I was dripping for him, Cy.”

“Oh my fuck.”

“I fucked him on the couch. I rode him. I lowered my pussy on his cock and I screamed on him, Cy, he made me cry out and I writhed on him, I fucked him harder than I ever fucked anybody.”

“Clara!” Cy shouted. His ejaculate shot on to the table and the floor and all over his stomach and legs. He took a breath and then he quickly left the kitchen and closed the bedroom door.

An hour later she tapped lightly and opened the door. He was sound asleep. She crawled into bed next to him.

The next day, a Sunday, they didn’t talk about it. But toward the evening, he said to her, “If you want to go for a walk, it’s okay with me. Just,” he stopped and looked away.

“Just what, Cy?”

“Just,” he stammered. “Just maybe tell me the things you saw on your walk when you come back.” He looked away with profound embarrassment.

“Do you mean,” she lowered her head and shook it slowly. “Do you mean, on my walk down on, like, the fourth floor, for example?”

“Whatever,” he said.

“I don’t know if,” she paused. “I don’t know if the fourth floor is open right now,” she shrugged, not sure how to proceed.

“You can check or whatever, is all.”

“I’ll let you know, how about that?”

“Yeah,” he said. He turned to his computer screen and got busy with constituent emails.

Later, she stepped up to him where he worked at the big table in the dining room. She was wearing an ocean-blue summer dress and blue suede ankle boots with cute peek-a-boo toes. He gazed up her body. Her cinnamon-blonde hair was ironed into soft waves. Her eyes were shadowed in azure and her cheeks were toned with chestnut. Her lips were painted in nude rose. She reverse-clasped her fingers together in front of her lap and twisted on her toes and looked sideways and away. “Just going for a walk,” she said. “Down to the fourth floor,” she added in a tiny, unsure voice.

Cy turned on his swivel chair toward her. “It’s open?”

She bit her lip and looked all the way around behind herself. “Yes,” was all she managed to say.

“What’s under that?” he asked.

“Cy!” she squealed and she covered her face with her hands. But he only sat and stared. She inhaled and rolled her eyes. She toyed at the edge of her dress with her fingers and slowly walked it up her thighs. She lifted her dress over her panties. She was wearing floral-textured cadet blue boy short panties.

“Show me,” he said, after taking that in and now pointing at her chest.

She sighed and rolled her eyes again but she also undid her buttons. She opened the top of her dress and looked up and away. She was wearing a matching lace full cup bra. “Okay?” she said in a tiny voice. She did her dress back up.

“A special night?” he asked.

“Kind of,” she twisted on her toes.

“What’s the occasion?”

She rolled her eyes and blushed. She stepped a foot forward and rolled her ankle. He looked and shrugged. She pursed her lips and, red as a beet, she bent low and touched the tiny gold bracelet around her ankle.

“What’s that?” he said.

“It’s an anklet,” she emphasized.

“And?”

“Look it up,” she said, and she leaned over, kissed him on the forehead, and spun to walk away with her heels lifting high enough to almost touch her ass. “Don’t wait up,” she said.

He frowned and typed “anklet on woman meaning” into his browser. He waited a second and then fell back in his swivel chair. “Holy fuck,” he said.
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