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Propped up against the headboard on the hotel room bed pretending to be absorbed by the news channel, I surreptitiously watched Clara get ready through the open bathroom door. She had on a new matching set of dusty pink floral-patterned full-cup lace bra and low-riding hipster panties with a delicate scalloped edge around her legs. Her hips were pressed into the edge of the bathroom counter and her waist was bent enough to bring her delicate face close to the mirror where she flicked her wrist to do her lashes dark and long.
“When do you leave?” she said, knowing without looking that I was there.
“I think seven should get me to the airport in time,” I said.
“So sad.” She tilted her head to consider her face and searched the counter for her eyeliner.
“Par for the course,” I sighed. “It’s why I’m paid the big bucks, I guess.”
She stepped back out of the bathroom door still holding her eyeliner at the ready near her face. “I can go back with you, I don’t mind.”
“You have to stay — there’s no refund now. You have to get the whole experience, at least one of us gets to.”
She dropped her head sideways sympathetically and pulled a pursed grin. “Aw sweetheart. I’ll tell you all about it.”
“All,” I said. “And I’ll hold you to it.”
“When’s your friend’s reservations again?” She went back into the bathroom and drew her eyes darkly.
“Seven. Same time.”
“Are you sure he’ll be a good boy when I’m alone with him?” She stopped and caught me in the mirror and grinned.
“Blake knows the village like nobody else. I know you’ll be in good hands. I totally trust him.”
“Yeah but,” she replied close to the mirror, “can I.”
No she couldn’t, was the correct answer. Blake lived permanently in the ski village — he opened a high-end art gallery and was doing great. He’s the connection that got me the great deal for the weekend at the resort to treat Clara with all the spa, massage, pedicure, and manicure trimmings thrown in.
He’s also the reason I planned to have a surprise emergency issue come up back in town at the office, causing me to need to leave her alone up there — with him. He thinks I’m losing my mind imagining Clara is cheating on me. It was his idea, or so he thinks, that he test her for me.
“No holding back,” I said.
“Are you sure you know what you’re saying?”
“If she’s going to cheat on me, I have to know how far she would go. I don’t want to be wondering if it was just a half-way flirt.”
“But Derek,” he grimaced at me. “You may have to live with the result.”
“Listen,” I said to him, “I just want you to know. If she does it with you, I’m not going to be crushed, okay? I know it’s likely 50-50 just being in her early 30s. Being hot, being intelligent, being independent, etc, etc, I know it’s a lot likelier than that. I already think she does it here and there just for fun. I just want to know for sure.”
“It could really fuck you up.”
“You don’t know my reasons,” I said to him with a warning tone of voice.
“Your call, I guess,” he clinked my glass. “But I’m going to say she doesn’t.”
“And I’m going to say she does,” I nodded at him.
“She is hot,” he said under his breath as Clara came into the den wearing black satin shorts and a cream-colored loose halter.
“What you boys cooking up?” she said disinterestedly, plopping herself down on the opposite end of the couch from Blake and folding a leg up under herself.
“Betting on the game,” I nodded.
“Whatever he’s betting,” she kicked her foot into Blake’s leg, “I’ll take the opposite bet. He always guesses wrong.”
The idea was to go up like Clara and I planned. Once there, I would have the damned reason to have to return, leaving her there. She wouldn’t go up without me, but once up there, she might agree to stay without me, especially after a dinner with Blake.
“He knows the village inside out,” I told her when we were getting ready. “Best restaurants, best nightclubs, best hills, best everything,” I told her. “He’s going to show us a really good time up there.”
“I hope so,” she grinned with excitement. “We deserve it! Working so hard, not going anywhere for so long!”
“You deserve it so much,” I said to her nodding.
“Are you sure this is okay?” Clara said coming out of the bathroom. Her face was deadly hot. She had dressed in an off-shoulder black lingerie-fabric jumper with cream-toned ankle-strap sandals. It’s what her and I planned for her to wear when it was me who was going to take her out to the clubs, with Blake. “It’s just me and Blake now,” she said quietly, looking down at all of her bare legs.
“You look incredible,” I whewed under my breath.
“It’s too sexy for just a friend — I should only be like this for my husband.”
“I don’t mind you going out looking like that.”
She looked at me long and hard and swung her leg around on her foot raised up on the balls of her toes. “Maybe you should mind,” she bit her lip demurely. She climbed onto the hotel bed on her hands and knees and walked herself over my feet, over my legs, and over my torso. Her breasts hung lightly brushing my chest, her knee pressed lightly into my pelvis where she slowly brought it up and down off the bed to rub me, to grind me, and her hair fell lightly over the top of her head and brushed over my forehead. “A man should not send his wife out looking like this,” she groaned huskily nearly against my lips with hers. The scent of iris and mint rising up from her chest intoxicated me.
She kissed my lips and moaned against my neck. “I got myself all squirmy getting ready,” she looked up at me with both guilt and playfulness on her face at the same time. “Maybe hubby can enjoy me just a little bit like this before he has to leave me all alone,” she grinned and reached down to squeeze my groin. “Would you like a blowjob honey?” she said with an exaggerated innocent tone. It was a line from a video game she knew I got off on and she snickered as she pulled my fly down.
She smiled to herself as she travelled down my body because she knew she didn’t have to ask. I pulled myself up to lean higher on the headboard and watch more closely as my wife, in that black subtly-sequined outfit, raised her ass up and lowered her head down between my knees. She had just applied a fresh coat of matte peach lipstick that she now proceeded to smear down the length of my shaft. She almost got all the way to the base before she coughed and came back up, stretching saliva strands from her mouth to my cock and her hand.
“Almost this time, baby,” she grinned devilishly and wiped her mouth with the back of her arm. “Look,” she said full of coyness and innocence. She waved my cock at me, showing me the ring of her lipstick around it. “You’re just too big,” she said with exaggerated innocent eyes, and she plunged herself back down on me and proceeded to blow me relentlessly. She knew I was rising up off the bed and gripping the sheets and thrusting my head backward into the headboard, but she kept on with her hand and her mouth like a motor up and down on me. She moaned she was so excited about making me do it in her mouth this time — it wasn’t often she did. Tonight she was feeling randy.
I exploded in her mouth and she tried to get all of me but it was too much and she came off, she cupped her hand under her mouth and squealed as she rolled off the bed and ran to the bathroom. She came back to find me still sprawled and nearly asleep. “Don’t miss your flight, baby,” she slapped the bottoms of my feet and she checked herself in the mirror, pulling her strands of hair down along her face. “Walk me to the restaurant then you can go,” she said. “Make sure your man Blake is there before you abandon me.”
We rode the elevator down with my wife’s feet straddling my feet, her pelvis grinding my pelvis, her hands locked around my neck, and our lips locked in a long kiss. She finally pulled away and said in a low menacing tone, “That did nothing to calm me down.” The doors swished open and we found Blake in the lobby facing the elevators and already waiting.
We all approached each other in the middle of the lobby. “Cool,” I said. “So, guess I’m off. Look after her well,” I said to Blake with our eyes locked on each other’s.
“You know I will, I aim to please,” he said with a pleasant enough smile. “What can I say,” he said to Clara, “I’m proud of my town, I love to show it off.”
Clara let go of my hand and stepped and twirled at the same time and landed beside Blake and took his hand in hers. She looked directly at me with her deadly dark-lined eyes. “”I’m going to pretend I’m like really with him so I don’t get any unwanted attention, are you going to be okay with that?”
“That’s probably a good idea,” I said with some trepidation.
She squealed, she turned them both around, then twisted to blow me a kiss over her shoulder. “Don’t get jealous if I don’t text you tonight,” she grinned. She stepped quickly and grabbed his hand in both her hands, walking with her body as tight to his as she could. Blake twisted around quickly and popped his eyes at me and puffed his cheeks. I watched them exit the hotel and head up the street past the windows, together tightly as a newlywed couple, my wife excited, Blake being cool, and neither of them looking again at me again.
I went back up and cleared out. But I was only going next door. I ensured we were booked into adjoining rooms, only Clara and Blake didn’t know that. I made sure the lock between the rooms was stuck open with tape and just to make sure she didn’t check herself, I showed her when we were still there that the door was locked. I settled into the next room and looked out over my balcony wondering if any of this was a good idea. The ol’ Careful what you wish for phrase rolled through my mind like a bad song.
I changed into my hoody and jeans, donned the rest of my half-ass disguise, and went sauntering up the sidewalk on the other side from where the reservations were for dinner. The effect on me of seeing my wife having dinner at a fine restaurant with another man made me begin to regret the whole plan. But after Blake and I made a bet on it, to call it off now would leave me embarrassed in a way I could not accept. It might sound absurd, but giving Blake the forfeit win would pain me more.
They were sitting in the window and I spied a corner of the counter of a cafe across the street that would allow me to stare over at them unseen. She was laughing, she was reaching over and grabbing his forearm to get his attention, and she was tugging on strands of her hair. She was maintaining eye contact with him the whole time. She even tapped him under the table on his leg when he was telling her something extraordinarily funny. And she left it there, too.
This was something I wasn’t prepared for. In all my imagining, I only saw Blake coming onto her, Blake advancing things, Blake flirting, and my wife, in my mind, was a passive recipient, a two-dimensional cut-out figure that I completely overlooked as an agent in her own story. I thought I’d have to swallow hard watching my wife maybe give in to the wiles of a player like Blake. Instead, my heart pounded and my throat constricted watching my wife take the lead and push things forward. I bet Blake that my wife would cheat, but that wasn’t my real suspicion. I only did that to make him take the bait and deploy the plan, knowing he could turn down a bet no easier than I could.
What was the effect on me? What was it that I was feeling, watching that hand of hers hidden under the table tapping and squeezing his thigh as they shared something hilarious? Watching her pull and twirl her hair? Seeing her tease him, stick her chest out at him, even stick her tongue out playfully at him? It was as though I was injected with a drug. My head felt light and my blood felt fast and thin. I salivated. It was as though, watching my wife flirt and clearly become aroused, I could feel what she was feeling. I could feel the sensuousness of her touch, I could feel the excitement in her blood, I could feel the temptation, the urgency, the desire in her mind. It was clouding my judgment, and I had to look down and catch my breath when I realized it must have been clouding her judgement too.
They were so quick about finishing up and leaving, I almost lost track of them, but it hardly mattered. I already knew the nightclub he was taking her to because Clara’s and my weekend had already been completely planned out, before I regretfully had to leave. Blake got her and himself into the club ahead of the line-up, of course, but I had to wait. When I finally came in, I headed up stairs to the loft with my head down and my hoody up. I stood at the railing in as dark a corner as I could find but search as I might, I could not spot either of them. Just when I began to question if I really did see them go in the doors, I caught sight of Blake coming down the dark hallway from the back where the washrooms were. He sat at a table I had a good view of — but there was no Clara. Not until a minute or two passed, and she came out the same hallway that Blake had come out of before. The way she re-joined him at the table — the way they grinned at each other like co-conspirators, the way they flashed eyes at each other, the way my wife immediately slinked down and sideways against him and dropped her arm around his leg and hung her hand on his knee, twisting around only to smile up at him and say nothing, made me wonder if they were in the same stall down that dark hallway.
When a favorite song came on, she leapt up and insisted he dance with her, stretching out her arms and pulling both his hands until he came up. She twisted around and held his hand behind her in both her hands. My wife loved dancing, that was why the nightclub was a necessary part of the planned weekend. But to see her pull Blake out with such enthusiasm make me pull my jaw crookedly. When I saw her throw her arms around his neck and pull him tightly close to her, I realized: everything I was seeing was my wife working on Blake, and there was virtually nothing going on that was Blake’s initiative. I wasn’t just seeing my wife with another man, dining romantically, walking down the sidewalk closely together, and dancing, which was hard enough to see, I was seeing my wife flirt, seduce, and encourage a man.
Had she been warning me? Did she try to tell me that she was feeling that way? My wife was a careful, risk-averse, conservative girl. She was an editor — she had to be careful with everything all day long at work. I wanted her to have a weekend where she planned nothing, where she didn’t have to wonder about the price, and where it was all about feeling good — the spa, the manicures, the pools. It was designed to be all about her, and that was the reason why it had to be out of town and away from people we knew, away from our home town, and away from anything that looked or smelled like work.
I kept telling her it was for her, that I wanted her to not think for a weekend, to not be responsible for anything, just for once. At best I thought I would be happy to see her relax, laugh, enjoy being dressed up and flirted with, and maybe feel good, maybe feel like a bit like a fantasy. I moved along the railing and looked over nearly directly down on them. She was leaning hard against his chest with her head, both her arms over both his legs, twisting around frequently to smile, talk, and laugh with him as they watched the DJ and the professional dancers on the stage. She was certainly having a good time. She would barely let Blake catch his breath before she pulled him back onto the dance floor. And what were they doing down the hallway to the bathrooms at the same time when I came in?
This time she began to dance pressed against him. She turned her back to him and stuck her butt out, rubbing it up and down on his hip and thigh. She turned over her shoulder and pulled her hair over her face to tease him with a sexy look, before doubling over laughing, but only briefly, before coming back up and reaching high over her head and behind herself to pull his head with her fingers locked behind his neck. It was an outrageous display even for that club, but especially for Clara who, while a great dancer, usually refrained from such exhibitionism. I felt like I was watching a different person, as though my wife, alone, out of town, away from work and responsibilities, was giving air and time to some hidden or recessive personality that lurked inside her. Had I let something out?
To see that hidden personality come out of her made my knees shake. Blake had wrapped his arms around her body and clasped his hands over her stomach. I’d watched him before, over the years when we were both single, and he was restrained tonight by comparison. It was my wife who was becoming overly sexually expressive. She twisted around on her toes and kept her hands around his neck and his hands around her body, to come to face him pressing the front of her whole body against the front of his. “Holy fuck,” I murmured and I stood up and looked away to make sure I wasn’t looking like some perv glaring down at the hot, sex-simulating couple. But I looked again. My wife’s head was back, her hair was dangling, and her mouth was against his. It took me a beat or two to realize or to admit to my glitching mind that she was kissing him.
I nearly fell over the railing. My breath was short and my heart was weak. I gripped the railing convinced I had made a terrible mistake. I had opened my wife up to something that she had, or so I had good reason to believe, kept closed. Would it ever be closed again, or had I changed her? Of course I didn’t — it was arrogant for a husband to think he operated his wife so robotically. Yet the longer she kissed him, the more they ceased to actually dance together, the more their hands moved up and down the back of each other’s bodies, the more I realized she had changed. Whether that was my perception, blind before then, or her reality, unleashed by my subterfuge, I couldn’t tell. She raised herself on her toes to bring her mouth to his ear and I saw her hand slip between their bodies where I could tell she was squeezing his balls. She smiled as she said something secret to him and he grinned too. They came apart and headed to their table too quickly for my slow-moving brain that felt stalled watching my spellbinding wife.
They didn’t take their seats. She grabbed her things and he grabbed his, and they made their hurried way to the door. I ran down the stairs and waited a second before stepping out and ducking my head. They were on the sidewalk, stopped and necking. Before I came to my senses, Blake, ever the smooth operator, seemed to reach for a door before there was even a cab pulled up. I stepped out from the shadows along the wall and watched the cab leave with my wife’s head in the middle of the back window, and Blake against the door. And then I saw her head drop below the window.
I was not so lucky with a cab and came into my room next door to my wife’s room fifteen minutes later, quietly and keeping my lights off for good measure. I could see under the joint door that a dim light was on in my wife’s room. I carefully brought my ear to the door. She had music on, too, softly. I didn’t hear anything for the longest time and I began to suspect that normalcy had returned. My wife had fun flirting with Blake, she had a thrill kissing him and making out on the dance floor with him, but when it was time to go home, she must have said, “Thank you, I had a wonderful time,” and sent him on his way. Of course I was going to lose the bet — I always do. I shook my head and chuckled to myself. We are talking about my wife, Clara, after all. My imagination might get carried away, but I knew my wife. There was no way she’d be one of those kinds of women.
I kept my ear pressed to the flat wood of the door and smiled to myself. I can be such an idiot, I thought. I breathed with relief and checked the shakiness of my leveled-out hand. Steady. I checked my heart rate with my finger to my neck. Calm. It was hot, I had to admit with raised eyebrows, watching her play around like that on the dance floor. Seeing her sit with him and lean up against him. Watching her dine with him romantically, tapping his leg, squeezing his thigh. Her eyes had sparkled so brightly and her smile looked so vivacious. Watching her get ready, not knowing it wasn’t going to be for me, was enticing. But imagining she was ever going to do anything more than dance, kiss a bit, play around and tease? I once again, I concluded, had let my paranoia get away from me. I shook my head and puffed a knowing puff of air out my nose. That was my wife, alright. She teases well. But that’s all: she teases.
I was just about to peel my ear off the door and turn in — it was late. But I heard a brief laugh. I put my ear back and listened like a robber to a safe lock knob. Had I misheard? Was it a sound from another room? Was it the AC or something else making a mechanical sound? No it was not — I heard the low, husky tone of my wife’s hushed voice, followed by more chuckling. Was she on the phone? I know she wasn’t given to talking to herself. She talked more, she laughed more, and then there were no sounds again. The next thing I heard made me gasp. It was a male voice. It was also brief and it was also followed by a chuckle. It was unmistakably Blake’s voice.
I pressed my ear again harder to the door. My wife laughed, Blake laughed, she talked, he talked, and silence followed again. Only when I listened closer, I realized there was a sound. At first I screwed up my face because it sounded like someone eating noisily. What could it be? That familiar heavy heart beat, the drying throat, the shaking limbs returned. I heard the bed thump and the rustle of what could be sheets, or was it clothes? I came away from the door and breathed to calm myself. There was no mistake: she invited Blake in her room, and they weren’t chatting or watching a show and they weren’t just getting a nightcap drink. They weren’t eating noisily either, I realized. That was the sound of people kissing.
I put my ear back against the door. I could hear again sultry, low snickering and then something that sank my stomach. I heard my wife moan. But it wasn’t a clear moan, it wasn’t a loud moan. It was dampened, it was muffled. If I didn’t quite figure it out right away, she helped me understand. She moaned a lot more, and it was all muffled even if it was rising in pitch, and it was accompanied by the sound of suction. Wet suction.
“Fuck,” I nearly accidentally groaned out loud right against the door. I came away and staggered around my floor with my hands on my knees. I went back to the door and pressed my ear again to it. She was talking again, or rather, laughing. But soon came the sound of the wet suction again, and the muffled moans all over again. I knew exactly what was going on, even if I was unable to visualize or to believe it. But my mind exhausted all other possibilities.
If any doubt remained, it was Blake’s voice that dispelled it like blown-away smoke. “Oh yeah, baby,” he groaned. Now in what scenario would a man say such a thing in that way to a woman if it was not as my racing mind feverishly imagined?
Suddenly she laughed and I heard the bed thump noisily and the sound of rustling. They talked and settled down again and I soon heard nothing at all for the longest time. Perhaps they had had some fun, and now were going to sleep. I even half-expected to hear the door to her hotel room open and close. But Blake was not leaving so soon. I heard what at first sounded like my wife hiccuping once. About four or five long seconds after came another single hiccup, only not. It was drawn out. Soon, my wife was emitting those tiny, drawn-out hiccups every three seconds or so, and each one rose in tone, reaching a higher and higher urgency.
My mind once again sought an explanation that was anything but what I knew I was listening to. But also once again, the audio evidence playing cleanly through the door laid bare to my imagination what was going on a few feet away on the other side of the wall. My wife followed a string of short, sharp inhalations with a long, loud exhaled groan. And then the short inhalations began all over again, ever rising, only to break with the same long, loud groan.
I closed my eyes tightly and I gritted my teeth. It was really happening. But was I angry? Was I despondent? Was I crestfallen? My wife was being eaten out by my friend, and I felt nothing like that at all. What did I feel? Aroused, for starters. My cock was raging so hard I had to whip my pants off or risk breaking the damned thing against my closed fly. But also, I felt sensuous, I felt excited, and I felt like a different person. Not me, as a different person. I was doing that weird telepathy thing with my wife again. I was feeling her feelings, knowing in a direct way that she was feeling like a different person, that she was letting loose from her responsibilities, that she was escaping if only for a night or a weekend her usual risk-assessing self, and she was giving herself permission to be concerned with one person, herself.
My lights were out and the door was half hidden by corners in the walls. I could open it without anyone on the bed seeing it. The real risk came if I wanted to peek around the corner. But I had already checked when I was alone in the room. As long as the lights were low, the door was buried in a deeply shadowed corner of the room. It couldn’t have been more perfectly set up for a man like me, perving through the door on a couple like my wife and my friend.
I opened it. Yes, a man like me would certainly have thought of a little can of oil spray for potentially squeaking hinges. It opened absolutely silently therefore. But I had to think: even if I was busted, all I had to explain was booking the room next door, and busting through what should have been a locked door. Surely, my wife would have something a bit more to explain, although I would be hard-pressed to nail Blake too much. He could simply tell her I dared him to do it, that I asked him to do it, that we bet over the issue. Yes, she would still be guilty of engaging with him in bed. But the issue would be far from clean.
The sound and the air changed. I could smell their bodies and I could hear everything now, every tiny smack of lips and tongue and every beat of fist into bed. Her moans were the moans of a wife being eaten out by a friend, but far more powerful than that was the sensation of those moans being those of a hot 33-year-old woman aroused to a peak and writhing and stretching on a bed in a hotel room with a man who, I had to give it to him, knew what he was doing.
I closed my eyes and pressed my back and head hard to the wall. I slowly inhaled and let it out with my jaw dropped as widely as possible to obscure the sound of my own breathing, even though I could be sure they weren’t aware of anything. I rolled sideways until my shoulder was on the wall and I twisted my head sideways so my nose touched the cool paint. Carefully I leaned forward. One eye cleared the corner of the wall and picked up the foot of the bed.
The lighting was dim as though only one bedside light was on. The top bed cover had been kicked to the floor below the foot of the bed. The sheet and blanket were bunched toward the foot. I stopped there and inhaled and exhaled again before holding my breath. I leaned out again and this time, I saw the upturned bottoms of men’s feet. Blake’s I presumed, flat as though he was laying on his stomach.
I leaned further out. All of Blakes nude body was sprawled over the bed. I looked further and stopped dead. Women’s feet — Clara’s — were propped on Blake’s shoulders. I breathed steadily and leaned further out. Her knees were bent and his arms were wrapped around her thighs. His hands reached up to cover, to squeeze and massage, her breasts. It shouldn’t have been a shock but it was to see my wife completely naked in bed with Blake, also completely naked. In one small corner of my mind, I held out hope that they were watching a movie, or that they might be kissing with clothes on. But no, Blake was eating my wife out and she was contorting and squirming under his touch.
I was unprepared for it. I was no sooner just getting used to the vision of my wife in that position with another man, than I was frozen as she arched hard in her back, pulled the undersheet clear out of the mattresses, and crunched so hard in her abdomen, her entire upper body lifted off the bed. She made no sound, she didn’t breathe, and with her head nearly backward to the headboard, she went rigid as death. I dropped my jaw and frowned because I didn’t understand what I was seeing. She seemed to be stuck in that pose for too many seconds and I forgot that I was trying to be sneaky. My whole head hung out from the corner of the wall. Still she froze except for a shivering that seemed to move up and down her whole body. Finally she cried out so loud, I pulled myself back around the wall and actually escaped through to my room as though she’d instantly raise alarm with the hotel staff she was so loud. I had never heard her before like that. They say you can tell a woman isn’t faking it when it sounds ugly. She sounded something awful it as so good.
She was laughing soon again. I creeped back through the doorway and leaned carefully around the wall. Now Blake’s toes were pointed to the ceiling and when I leaned further out, I saw the bottoms of my wife’s feet. Her body was rocking back and forth on his. I leaned further out and I saw his cock rigid as mine, which was a lot, pressing against the back of her ass. She was rubbing herself on him. I watched like a torture victim subjected to so much, nothing hurt anymore. She rocked forward and his cock simply caught the edge of her pussy, and as though she didn’t know it was there, when she rocked back, it slid inside her. I knew it did because she made that long, drawn out groan again, and then she laughed. Blake’s cock was deeper in my wife’s pussy than my cock had been in her mouth earlier that night.
I stood half around the wall and felt dumbfounded watching my wife ride him with her hands planted on his chest. She ducked down to moan and kiss him and he flipped her over. I pulled back around the corner and when I heard her moan more loudly, I snuck a peek again. Blake was kneeling and her hands were wrapped around his thighs. She was on her back with her feet were planted on his chest and shoulders. And his hands held her uplifted hips. When he leaned forward against her, her body curled and raised up and her knees pressed down against her breasts. I could see them from the side. His cock was shiny with her glisten, sliding in and and out of her.
He pulled out and I disappeared. When she was making her sounds again, I peeked. Now she was on her back but her legs raised on her toes with bent knees, and she was on her shoulders and neck and head, but with her body and hips lifted high enough to take him deeply where he knelt between her strained, spread legs.
They laughed, she squealed, they got water, and when the talking stopped again and her high-pitched inhalations started again, I peaked around one more time. My wife was rolled over onto her stomach and Blake knelt straddling her ass, and she raised herself on her elbows to bellow toward the foot of the bed. He was jolting her rudely. My wife rolled over and pushed him backward until she was sitting on his lap with her feet around his neck, teasing his mouth with her toes. She reached behind herself and pressed her hands into his thighs to lift herself up and down on him.
The fucking was endless, it was fun, and it was enthusiastic. It went on and on. Finally, my wife bent over deep with her back toward him where he lay propped up against the headboard. She raised and lowered her ass and took his cock deep inside herself slowly compared to how they’d been earlier. I didn’t know she knew the reverse cowboy. He slapped her ass and she yelped. But she didn’t stop when he pressed her hips and when he made the sounds of someone getting too close. He tried to warn her and he tried to push her but she dug in. I stood there like a hanger with empty clothes on it watching as my friend’s ejaculate gushed from my wife’s pussy. I slumped, spent and bewildered.
I slipped back to my room and gently closed the door. I could hear them laugh, I could hear them run around and clean up, even take a shower. I fell asleep when it sounded like they fell asleep. I didn’t hear the door open — Blake stayed the night. I was awoken an hour or so later — again my wife’s cries filled the room. Her bed now bumped the wall directly behind my head. There followed laughter, more clean-up sounds, and the sound of nothing again — back to sleep — only to be interrupted yet again an hour or so later with what sounded like even more vigorous fucking yet again.
Unable to take it anymore, I went home. My wife returned a day later.
“Good time?” I said cheerily when she came into the kitchen.
“Greatest,” she grinned.
I nodded. “Blake treat you well?”
“He’s the best!” she nodded.
I slumped over the counter and thought hard about what I’d done. Clara came up to me and hugged me from behind. “Aw, come here!” she said like it was mere cheering up I needed. She kissed me and bit my ear. “Thank you,” she whispered.
I didn’t know how to interpret it. Was she telling me she knew what I had set up for her? It couldn’t be. She must have still been pretending it was all about the spa treatment I planned for her.
Blake and I settled up but we said nothing to each other about it at all. He was no doubt protecting me, not knowing I saw everything.
About two weeks later, my wife joined me on the couch. “I was thinking of taking another weekend up at that resort.”
“Oh?” I was caught off guard.
“Blake says he can get me a really good deal.”
“He does, does he?” I didn’t know they’d been in touch.
“Uh-huh.”
“Just you?” I asked, knowing it was a ridiculous assumption. It was merely my way of reminding her she was forgetting about me and checking with my calendar.
“You won’t like it,” she said, scrunching up her nose. “And now that I know it, I’m fine going up alone!” She leaned over and wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me as though I had already agreed.
“Alone? Really?” I was doubtful and confused.
She pressed her lips against my ear and breathed noisily. It reminded me of those sounds she made behind the wall. She whispered, “Blake doesn’t mind looking after me again,” she said, and she got up and flitted away.
 




Books In This Series

A collection of 10 intriguing short stories about wives becoming hotwives, and husbands becoming cuckolds.

Cheating wives and spying cuckolds 1
 




Books By This Author

Written All Over Her
 
If Isaac can somehow make himself understand that it’s not about him, it’s about her secret dream world — the kind we all need — he just might be able to give his wife the ultimate gift . . .
Night of the Hot Girlfriend
 
JT started to touch Tamara so Vince could record what he felt watching his girlfriend and his best friend. But things didn’t stop where they all just assumed they would . . 
She Crumbled
 
But he kept a key to the room, and saw it all from the closet. It turns out, his wife wasn’t the obsequious and nervous wilting flower he thought she was . . .



cover1.jpeg
I TREATED.
my wife






