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I Bet a Man He Couldn’t Take My Wife




“

 
I

 
’

 
m pretty sure I don

 
’

 
t think so, Mike.” My wife Trish turned her back to my best friend. But he was as persistent as a dog and tried to hook his finger under the exposed black bra strap on her shoulder. It was dark and quiet except for the show they were watching. She shrugged her shoulder to escape his tentacle-like grasping fingers. He tried to wrap his hand around her waist and when she gently pushed it off her without looking behind her, he only made it land on her leg. She was wearing jeans. She pulled her leg up on the couch and tucked it under herself. He walked his fingers up her back. She sighed and leaned forward. He played in her blonde ponytail, twisting his fingers in it lightly, and she shifted herself further down the couch.





“

 
Callum won

 
’

 
t be back for two hours,” Mike said.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s hardly the point, Callum,” Trish said not taking her gaze off the screen. But she talked in low, soft and secret-keeping tones.





“

 
I can

 
’

 
t help it, Trish,” he said, letting his fingertips graze the back of her exposed neck.





She shivered a moment but was able to quickly stop herself frozen. She spun around and captured his fingers in her soft, elegant hand.

 
“

 
What is going on, Mike?” She made as if to throw his hand aside but she didn

 
’

 
t let go. He tiny little fist wrapped tightly around one of his fingers.





“

 
I

 
’

 
ve always been crazy about you, Trish. I jerk off imagining you.” He said it the way another person might compliment her cooking.





“

 
Since when,” she said. She spoke as if it was an illness he suffered.





“

 
High school, to be honest.” He managed to squirm his hand back to the edge of her leg and scratched at the denim of her jeans on the outside of her thigh.





She looked down and watched his one escaped and straining finger.

 
“

 
This is crazy, Mike. I

 
’

 
m married to your best friend.” She still didn

 
’

 
t let go of his finger. Nor did she push his hand away from her leg where he kept scratching at her in a tight little circle.





“

 
Let me at least kiss you, I

 
’

 
ve dreamed of it forever.” He put on his best lost puppy dog expression.





“

 
Are you going to behave yourself?”





“

 
Promise. I won

 
’

 
t do anything you don

 
’

 
t want me to.”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t want you to do anything at all, starting with kissing you!”





“

 
Just a kiss — it

 
’

 
s hardly wrong.”





“

 
It is wrong, Mike. It

 
’

 
s a kiss.”





“

 
Depends on how long.”





Trish shook her head and pursed her lips and sighed again.

 
“

 
It starts with just one tiny kiss,” she shook her head. She also closed her eyes lightly and raised her chin. She protruded her lips and said,

 
“

 
So come on then,” in nearly a whisper.



Mike pressed forward and took her face in both of his hands and took so long to bring his lips to hers, she opened her eyes to check and shut them again when she saw his eyes were closed. He brought his lips to hers and began to kiss her. It was more than she expected and she recoiled from him, but not before spending a fraction of a second or two with her shoulders falling forward and her neck falling back. She pressed her hands into his shoulder gently and lifted her face away from his.



“

 
That

 
’

 
s all you

 
’

 
re going to get,” she whispered. She curled her lips, at once savouring the unexpected deliciousness of Mike

 
’

 
s kiss, and attempting to hide any reaction to it at all.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s not going to help keep it down,” Mike said also in nearly a whisper.





“

 
Keep what down?” On her face broke an expression of having asked something she shouldn

 
’

 
t have. She closed her eyes and clenched her teeth as though to brace herself.



But Mike said nothing. Instead, he gently pressed his hand on the back of hers, and then gently nudged it into his lap. She snorted and shook her head, but Mike placed her hand on his crotch. It fell there as though naturally cupping what she found, warm and hardening.



She didn

 
’

 
t pull it back right away.

 
“

 
I can

 
’

 
t possibly do what you want,” she whispered again so quietly Mike almost couldn

 
’

 
t hear her.





“

 
How do you know what I want?”



Trish finally removed her hand and looked down and back up at his face and tilted her head with a scolding look. But it was mixed with a bit of smile, too.

Mike held his jeans with one hand with the other unzipped his fly. He undid the button and parted his jeans. Before Trish could say or do anything but gasp and cover her face and most of her eyes with both hands, Mike had produced his semi-erect cock.



“

 
Mike!” she cried in whispered horror.  But her eyes looked once, twice, and a third time — before staying down, when he wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked it out.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t do this, Mike!” she pleaded with him, her eyes bulging.





“

 
Just touch it once,” he said, ignoring her revulsion.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re out of your mind,” she replied.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s the harm in touching it just once?”





“

 
The harm is, I

 
’

 
m a married woman, Mike!”





He responded to her also in whispers, as though I was anywhere nearby to hear.

 
“

 
So it

 
’

 
s not like it

 
’

 
s your first time, then.”





“

 
Almost,” she said, snorting.





“

 
What do you mean?”





Trish curled her bottom lip in and bit it. Her hands fell from her face and landed on the couch cushion half way to Mike

 
’

 
s exposed lap.

 
“

 
I only ever touched Callum

 
’

 
s before.”





“

 
You

 
’

 
re kidding me,” Mike said.





“

 
Not kidding,” she replied. She kept her eyes on his cock as he slowly, lightly, stroked up and down on it.





“

 
Girl who looks as hot as you, and you never did before Callum?”





“

 
People always think girls like me must be doing it all the time. But I saved myself.”





Mike looked at his cock.

 
“

 
Is it bigger than Callum

 
’

 
s?” he asked her.





“

 
Mike!” Trish pleaded again. But she did so with a wide grin. She laughed and turned away, pretending to be interested in the show again. But her hand clenched into a fist as though resisting something.





“

 
Well is it?” Mike pressed her.



She looked back and her hand crept like a crab up to the edge of his leg. One finger poked out and its pink painted nail scratched at the denim up and down very subtly.



Mike picked her hand up in his and brought it to his mouth and kissed it two, three times. She watched him bring his lips to the back of her hand and she exhaled.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s nice,” she whispered. He separated her first finger from the others with his tongue and he curled around it, snake like, drawing it between his lips, and he sucked it into his mouth. He bobbed his head down and engulfed it, rubbing his tongue lightly on the underside of her finger, stretched out and rigid in his mouth.



Trish watched with suspicion as her finger disappeared between his lips, but she did not retract her hand. Instead, her lips parted slightly and her eyes widened. She inhaled sharply before Mike finally and gently pulled her finger out from between his lips. She exhaled deeply and clamped her eyes a moment.



“

 
You

 
’

 
re afraid of it, aren

 
’

 
t you,” Mike said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m not afraid of it,” she corrected him.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m just not doing this. Because it

 
’

 
s wrong. And because I love Callum.” But she watched his mouth and she stretched her finger out again, touching his lips, and pushing her finger back into his mouth. She sank it in all the way and her breathing became so deep and laboured, her chest rose and sank.





Mike took her wrist in his hand gently but firmly, and he pushed it down against only token resistance to his lap. He wrapped her hand around his cock under his own hand.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t be afraid of it,” he said.





She watched her hand take his cock.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not, I said. I

 
’

 
m just not going to do this.”





“

 
I haven

 
’

 
t had anyone touch me like this in a bit of a while,” Mike said. He pulled his hand away from hers slowly, letting it decide for itself to stay.





Trish looked up at him through strands of hair that had fallen over her face. She pursed her lips and shook her head because she was doing what she said she wouldn

 
’

 
t, couldn

 
’

 
t. But as though by instinct, her arm lifted and dropped, and her hand, wrapped around Mike

 
’

 
s cock, rose and fell.

 
“

 
This is so wrong and you know it,” she seethed at him.

 
“

 
I told you this wasn

 
’

 
t going to happen.” Her hand continued to pump slowly. She looked down between his legs and watched her hand work on his cock. Her tongue involuntarily protruded a moment to wet her lips.





“

 
Let me try something,” he said, and he took her hand off his cock and back up to his mouth. He opened it — she let him, mystified by what he had up his sleeve — and he flat-tongue licked her entire palm right up to her fingertips.





“

 
Ew!” Trish protested out loud, but Mike brought her hand back to his lap and wrapped it more tightly around his cock. He raised his hips so his cock pumped inside her grip, and when he let her go, she kept her hand in place, tight and wet. Her lips twisted around themselves and her head drooped. When Mike stopped pumping his hips, she pumped his cock for him. Her breathing became laboured and her wetted her lips again.





“

 
This is wrong,” she said as though to herself.

 
“

 
We should not be doing this.” She drew closer, dropping her head down between her beautiful shoulders, her eyes wide, her lips parting.



Mike closed his eyes and leaned his head back. A moan of pleasure escaped his throat.



“

 
No Mike,” she whispered to quiet for him to hear.

 
“

 
I can

 
’

 
t.” She watched her hand draw up and push down over his cock. Her thumb covered the head of of his cock and she rubbed his pre-come around it.





“

 
It feels dry again,” Mike said.





“

 
Do you want to lick my hand again,” Trish asked him softly in a low, naughty tone.





“

 
You should just lick your own hand,” Mike said without opening his eyes.





Trish did so, wetting it all the way up to her fingertips like he had showed her, but when she gripped his cock again, he sighed.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s still too dry,” he moaned.

 
“

 
Maybe just lick it,” he suggested.





Trish didn

 
’

 
t protest this time. She didn

 
’

 
t recoil and she didn

 
’

 
t sneer. She just stroked his cock slowly and lightly, staring at her hand wrapped around it. She had become thoughtful. Mike put his hand on her neck and drew it out, pushing the loose fitting shoulder of her oversized sweater off one side. Trish pulled her legs up and adjusted herself and got on her elbows and knees between Mike

 
’

 
s legs. She spit on his cock where she held it in her hand and she drooled more onto it when she held it firmly and still. But then she tucked her hair to one side, ducked down, and brought her tongue out to lick the side of his cock, all the way from the base to the head. She wrapped her hand around it and stroked again. Mike just stared as one would a wild animal curious about a trap.





She sat up and crossed her arms over her front and in one motion lifted her sweater off her head.

 
“

 
Knowing you, you

 
’

 
re going to spurt all over this and I won

 
’

 
t be able to explain the stain. He just bought me this for my birthday,” she shook her head at Mike and fixed him with squinted, angry eyes. But she also ducked down, not waiting for his reply, and pressed her lips and tongue to the side of his cock, holding it against her mouth with the palm of her hand. When she kissed it lovingly all the way to the top, she circled the head with her lips — shiny, pink, and moist — and keeping them pursed in an

 
“

 
O” shape, she pressed down, still tucking her hair to the side, until his cock entered inside her mouth.





She sank down half way and swirled her tongue around the underside. Mike pushed his hands into her hair. She lifted off, came up half way to say,

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s all you

 
’

 
re going to get,” before Mike pushed her head down with both hands and shoved her back onto his cock, this time all the way till her lips, glistening and full, pressed his pubic bone.



She came back up violently coughing but Mike only let her catch her breath and shoved her face into his crotch again, causing her to gag and heave. But Mike pressed his hips up and held her head tightly in his hands. He began to pump himself through her tight lips and into her mouth.



Trish came off him again gagging and breathing hard through flem and coughing spit. But she also took a look at his hard cock and pushed her own face down back onto him. She reached under him and grabbed his ass in both her hands and pumped him into her mouth. Mike held her head but he didn

 
’

 
t have to anymore. She took him as deep as he could go and moaned on him, and whimpered with Mike

 
’

 
s cock stuffing her to the throat.





Trish began a steady rhythm, swirling her head and gripping his cock, sucking on it like her life depended on it. Mike reached around her shoulders and tried to press his thumbs into the waist of her jeans. She slapped and scratched at his hand, but she didn

 
’

 
t disengage her high-pitched moaning mouth from his cock.





“

 
At least let me enjoy the view,” Mike said.



Trish suddenly leapt off Mike and stood up. With grave disapproval, she undid her button and squared to peel her tight jeans off her ass, finally kicking it off both her feet. Now in only bra and panties, she just as quickly leapt back onto the couch. But as she settled back into position, Mike struggled against her until she was forced, already with his cock buried again between her lips, into a position opposite to him, kneeling on the couch beside his face.



Mike grabbed her ass hard in both his hands.

 
“

 
I can

 
’

 
t tell you how often I just stared at this ass of yours,” he said.





She raised her face from his cock and continued pumping it in her fist, but just long enough to say,

 
“

 
You think I didn

 
’

 
t notice?” before she engulfed it again, a whimper escaping where her lips were not altogether sealed around his shaft.





Mike pulled at the waist of her panties and slipped his fingertips underneath. She again slapped at his hand. She came up off his cock and said,

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s not yours,” before she hungrily went back down to lick and kiss his shaft, and feed it again into her mouth, to swirl it with her tongue and suck on it hard enough to cause nasty sounds.





Mike kept pushing though, he kept pulling and poking, getting his fingers and then his hand inside her panties. She shook and she tugged and she wiggled, but she couldn

 
’

 
t stop him, not with her mouth stuffed with his cock, moaning and whimpering in his lap. Mike clamped his two hands around her toned thigh and eased it carefully but insistently over his head and gently placed it so her knees were spread to either side of his face. She only ground down on him with greater vigor, gripping his cock in her tight little fist, and squeezing her lips around his shaft. Tears emerged from her eyes.



Mike pressed gently on the dimple in her lower back just above her panty line. She wanted to say no, but his cock filled her mouth. He pressed and she tried to press back. When he tapped, she lowered her hips. He tapped again and she relented — she brought her hips down to his face. He nuzzled the damp front of her panties with his mouth, his chin, and his face, and she began to moan loudly in higher reaching pitches, and she pulled on his cock with her mouth, wanting him in her deeper. She ground her pussy down into his face.

I could not believe what I was seeing. It wa difficult to remain still and quiet in the hall closet, peeping through the crack in the door Mike and I left just a little open. At first I was trying hard not to laugh. But the more things progressed, the more my heart pounded.



Trish was working late at the hospital. Mike was over watching the game with me. We

 
’

 
d been pouring a few back when he began going on about Trish

 
’

 
s ass, her tits, her face, her eyes. She was all those things, but she was also extremely conservative to the point of being uptight about anything sexual besides the missionary. Mike kept saying he couldn

 
’

 
t believe she would be like that,

 
“

 
No way with a body like hers!”





There being a football game on and several drinks into things, the matter of a bet wasn

 
’

 
t long to coming around.

 
“

 
I bet I could get her to blow me!” Mike laughed.





I laughed too.

 
“

 
Buddy, she barely blows me — and only when I beg. Swear to god. She doesn

 
’

 
t like that kind of thing much.”





“

 
She likes it — she just doesn

 
’

 
t get a chance to say it.”





“

 
Dude,” I warned him,

 
“

 
You going to have to back down.”





“

 
Let

 
’

 
s make it interesting,” he kept on.





He knows I don

 
’

 
t easily back away from a bet, especially straight odds.

 
“

 
You can

 
’

 
t win this one.”





“

 
Put up, brother,” he said, proffering his hand.





I shook my head and tried to look away from his hand. But I failed — I knew I

 
’

 
d win, I had to win.

 
“

 
Hundred bucks says she won

 
’

 
t.”





“

 
The way you

 
’

 
re so certain, you should go for a thousand.”





“

 
How we going to do this? You get like two hours to try?”





“

 
Two hours seems fair,” he nodded.

 
“

 
Ought to do.”





“

 
Let

 
’

 
s see, that

 
’

 
s $50 an hour for me — not bad for passive income.”





“

 
Imagine me though, bruh. $100 bucks and a blow job from the cutest sweetheart this side of the Alamo.”





“

 
Dream on, buddy,” I said.





“

 
Now, you can

 
’

 
t be here,” he pointed out, and he was right.





I scanned around the room and spied the hall closet. I nodded my head in that direction.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll be in there,” I said.





“

 
You gonna watch this, then,” he grinned.





“

 
Won

 
’

 
t be anything to watch besides you getting turned down pretty flatly, bud.”





“

 
Okay,” he nodded.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
ll see.”





“

 
I

 
’

 
ll pretend I got an emergency call at work,” I said.





“

 
No, you should already be gone before she gets here — I don

 
’

 
t trust your shitty ass lying. She

 
’

 
ll know somethings up.”





“

 
Okay. I

 
’

 
ll text her before she gets home that I had to go.”





And that

 
’

 
s how the night was set.



Mike massaged her round ass and she moaned loudly, coming off his cock just long enough to cry out, catch some breath, and dive back down on him with extra energy. He pushed her panties aside and revealed her glistening, nearly dripping, pussy.



He didn

 
’

 
t get a chance to touch or kiss before she leapt off him again. But she only hooked her thumbs in the waist and whipped them off, leaving them in a tiny twisted and wet heap on the floor.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t want these all stained by you either,” she hissed. She crooked her arms behind her and unclasped her bra, shoving her arms straight out in front of her for it to slip off and to the floor.





“

 
In case I stain that too?” Mike said. She only laughed with evil intent and climbed back on the couch. This time, she carefully spread her legs and watched as she aimed her now bare pussy down onto his face. Satisfied she had herself back grinding on him, she gobbled up his cock with even more abandon.



Trish spiralled her mouth over his strong, thick cock in the opposite direction to her hand, also twisting up and down on him. Her ass rose and fell over his face as she humped his mouth. She cried out with his cock shoved deep inside. Her hips began to curl and uncurl on his face. His hands grabbed her ass and she pushed harder down onto him.

I pressed my eyeball to the crack in the door. I could not believe that that was Trish sixty-nining with Mike. She had always been constrained. She controlled herself, she never let go, she hardly even orgasmed, always stopping herself out of fear it was something strange, or just the urge to pee. My Trish — she was too inexperienced, too naive, to be doing what I was plainly seeing her do. Her body looked divine rising and falling, writhing on Mike like that on the couch. Mike had won the bet and then some. He won as far as I was concerned when she took his cock in her hand. I was willing to pay him double when she kissed his cock and licked it.



But this? She was squirming in ecstasy, grabbing his cock and stuffing it in her mouth — and what was more, she undressed and shoved her pussy all over his face. I had no idea. I was entranced by this new woman. I was ready to end it if there was a safe way. I hadn

 
’

 
t thought things through to that point. I figured that with any break in the action, I could slip out the door and pretend to be just coming back in, giving a big knock and taking my time so they could get decent again. I certainly didn

 
’

 
t want to be found out knowing what was going on.





With my eyeball pressing through the crack in the door, I waited impatiently for Mike to find a way to end things. All he had to do was go to the bathroom, she would surely follow suit afterword, giving me my break. He knew I was in the closet, he knew I was having to endure watching what he was doing with my wife. Things had gone way over the line. But I guess I never set rules, I never drew a line. I just didn

 
’

 
t think things would ever get to the point where a line could possibly be crossed. I mean, this was Trish we were talking about, for fuck sakes.





Mike began to push her ass down from his face. She clamped on like she didn

 
’

 
t want to stop sucking on him. I had to admit that Mike was getting one hell of a blow job. But he pushed her harder and even though she moaned in protest, he began to pull himself from her mouth, squirming up from under her against the arm of the couch.

 
“

 
Yes,” I thought,

 
“

 
it was high time to end this bet.”



Trish pulled off his cock with saliva strings hanging from her pummelled mouth as she looked over her shoulder looking both pretty and slutty at the same time.

But Mike seemed to have other plans. He kept pushing up until he curved around to land on his knees behind Trish who he held in place with his firm grip, so that she was still on her knees and elbows in front of him. He took her hips in his hands and wriggled up behind her on his knees.



She began to struggle free of his grip on her hips.

 
“

 
No, Mike,” she cried.

 
“

 
You can

 
’

 
t.”





But he didn

 
’

 
t say anything. Instead he hauled her hips up higher to match his height. She let him — despite her protests. She wriggled and she waved her ass, but she also went down till her chest pressed into the couch and her back arched nearly in a semi-circle. Her ass wiggled high up in the air in front of Mike, and he wiped his hand on her sopping, dripping pussy.





“

 
No Mike, no,” she whimpered, but she also added,

 
“

 
Be gentle.” I could see her face land sideways on the cushion and her hand twist in its fabric even before he took her. She was readying herself for him. She looked over her shoulder up and behind her ass and one more time she said,

 
“

 
You can

 
’

 
t.” But she also pressed her ass toward his hips and arched her back down even further. She reached behind herself and gripped his wrist where he held her waist. She didn

 
’

 
t take his hands off her body — she pulled him.



When Trish and I first met, it was several months before she let my anywhere near her pussy. I teased and I cajoled every tiny step out of her. She was nervous but with just enough excitement to let me take her, slowly, carefully, to next levels. She kissed my cock. I kissed her pussy. I bought a tiny vibrator for us to experiment with, but after the first time, when she was ashamed thinking she had peed, it sat unused, though sometimes talked about.



She had recently found that she enjoyed getting on top of me and bounding on my dick. She got shy and embarrassed when I reached up and played with her tits, or pulled her down to me so I could suck on them. She couldn

 
’

 
t deny the pleasure of that sensation, and asking me to suck on them was the first thing she had ever demanded of me by way of selfish sexual pleasure.





To say she was a neophyte in bed would be an understatement. She more than made up for it, in my mind, with her looks, her makeup, and her clothes, however. Even if I only usually got to fuck her missionary, she loved spreading her luxurious hair out over the pillows to frame her face for me, and she loved getting ready for our

 
“

 
date night at home,” putting on makeup for me after showering, doing her hair, and perfuming her breasts and pussy for me. She was stunning normally.





But to get ready for

 
“

 
bed-bed” as she called it, she went further than the hottest chicks getting ready for the clubs. We didn

 
’

 
t do much when we got there, but her attention to detail kept me perfectly satisfied. It was a great night when she was inspired to roll us over and go on top of me. It took an injury to my back to give her the idea the first time. I was able to count on one hand the number of times a similar inspiration filled her since.





Mike handled his cock behind her ass and I could see her pussy was glistening and open, even throbbing. Her whole body gyrated and trembled in front of him. He gripped her waist in both of his hands and she whimpered with her neck twisted around, her hand on his wrist.

 
“

 
No,” she said,

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t.” But she backed her own hips up. His cock pointed, but she moved onto him. She sank back and slowly, relentlessly, engulfed his thick, hard cock with her sucking pussy lips all the way till her ass bumped his stomach.





Mike let go of her waist and put his hands on his hips. He didn

 
’

 
t move at all. My wife pushed and pulled and began to slam and ram against him. Her fists twisted in the fabric and her eyes clenched. She pushed herself hard back against him faster and harder, so hard the unmistakable flapping sound filled the room, and my ears.





Mike slapped her ass hard and she yelped but only began to fuck him in reverse all the harder. She cried out loud and began to swear:

 
“

 
Fuck me,” she gutted out between clenched teeth.

 
“

 
Oh fuck!” she cried. When Mike once again grabbed her hips and thrust for the first time back against her, she truly began to lose it. She pushed her ass up higher and began to suck gasps so high pitched she sounded like she was terrified. I thought I saw her — had helped her — orgasm before with the vibrator. But this was nothing like that. She stopped breathing and clenched every muscle in her body. She went rigid and her face took on the expression of a silent scream. When she did release, she groaned so loud I worried about the neighborhood.





She came down whimpering with surprised sounds but not for long before Mike began heaving himself into her harder again and she rose up a second time, surprising herself all over again, before losing her breath and nearly shredding the couch cushion. She stayed in that state longer the second time, and Mike threw himself into her so hard I worried he was going to break her. Then I heard him lose his breath and I saw his body go rigid. I watched as Mike ejaculated into my wife

 
’

 
s pussy, hard, long, and deep.





It was too much for me. I didn

 
’

 
t even know I had reached inside my pants and had been clenching and releasing my cock the whole time. When my wife orgasmed, I had to stop for fear of erupting in my pants. When she came a second time, I could not stop myself. I came powerfully and expended myself all over inside. I moaned too, but nobody out there would have heard me — they were both too far gone themselves. I nearly fainted I came so hard watching my wife get fucked for once so good.





Mike pulled out of her and I saw his ejaculate gush from my wife

 
’

 
s worn out and red pussy. It ran down her thighs and onto the couch. They didn

 
’

 
t seem to care anymore. Trish rolled over and flipped herself so she was lying right side up beside an exhausted Mike. She kissed him tenderly around his mouth and lightly stroked his arm. She pushed herself up and darted like a fairy on her tip toes away, but returned with towels to wipe Mike up.





I texted her on my phone from the closet.

 
“

 
On my way, babe,” I said.



She got the text and rushed Mike back into his clothes, and darted to the shower. I finally crept out of the closet.



“

 
Bro,” Mike said, deep and regretfully.





“

 
We

 
’

 
re not talking about it,” I cut him off. I sent hm home before Trish came back down.



But the following weekend, guess who got another emergency call to go into work?





I Paid a Man to Test My Wife


There’s a deep dark corner of the parking garage below my wife’s gym where no one goes. It made for a perfect spot for a stake-out in my car ready to follow her and Dillon, the guy I paid to test her.

That’s right, I paid a guy to test Jody. I wanted to see if, given the opportunity, she would cheat on me.

Dillon was definitely her kind of guy: both an artist and a fitness freak, and about 5 years older than her 27 years. I met him over beers after one of my bike events and certain things he said put a worm in my brain. Before I really thought about it too much, I made a deal with him to try to talk up my wife at her gym and see if she would take off with him in her car. Of course she wouldn’t do that, right?

What I didn’t plan for was creeping around a pillar in the dark spying on her and Dillon in her car right there, in the garage below her gym. By then it was the third time they “ran into” each other and Dillon’s update suggested she just might be thinking about sneaking off with him.

We only lived a few minutes away and I was able to get into position before they came down together and emerged into the garage. She came out smiling and laughing with Dillon carrying a painting he was loaning her. She had a friend in real estate and thought she could help stage a house, but also help her new friend Dillon get his paintings seen.

When he loaded it into the back of her SUV, they ended up talking a long time standing at the rear of her car. It looked like a very engaging conversation. Then she came around the passenger side and opened his door. She looked tentative and shy about gesturing to him to climb in.

I started my car when she started hers, but again they took a long time talking before her white reverse lights came on. I had to agree with her, the guy was charming and interesting, really fun to talk with. That’s how I got into this mess in the first place.

Finally she backed up and I edged forward to begin the discreet tailing. But instead of going out toward the street, she rolled slowly toward my end, toward the dark and vacated corner of the lot.

I turned my car off and slumped down in my seat and prayed she didn’t recognize my license plate. I peered over my dash when I heard her car turn off. She parked facing the wall in the most hidden way possible. It was quite an effort she was making to just talk with a guy.

I could see their silhouettes against the concrete wall out the other side of her front window, and I could see when they were talking and when they weren’t — like when they appeared to be leaning into each other too close.

Was my wife kissing the guy? It was impossible to imagine. I knew I was just being paranoid, but I had to get him to test her just to get the craziness out of my head.

I eased myself out of my car leaving my door a crack open to make no noise and made my way closer to her car by moving from one large square pillar to the next until I was close enough to see through the driver side back seat window from about 10 feet away.

I was mortified. Jody’s smile was full of wonder and half-crooked, and her eyes were smoky and half-lidded. Her arms hung limply over his shoulder and her hands fell over his back. And then I saw it: she tilted her head back and circled her lips. I must have missed the first brief peck that accounted for the look of wonderment on her face, because the kiss I saw was that second-type kiss, the full-on, “I’m in” kind of kiss that, when you’re watching, seems to never end.

That was enough for me. Jody failed the test and I was ready to text Dillon and tell him it was enough. I leaned my back into the cold pillar and pulled out my phone and took one more look over my shoulder. They were talking but it was the chattering of intimacy, it was so close. Then I saw movement and even her face and eyes dart around in the manner of someone checking for others’ eyes. I ducked and eased my eyes back out from the hard edge.

It was hard to separate what I was really seeing from what my enraged and smoking imagination feared I was seeing. She was looking down and smiling as broadly as someone laughing, and it appeared as though her sports top was pushed up around her neck. I knew that that couldn’t be, but something was going on in her front seat.

There was one more pillar that was right beside her driver side window. If I could make it to that one unseen, I’d have a very direct view into the front seat from behind. Dillon’s arm was moving in a seemingly rhythmic way and I knew I had to get closer when I saw Jody’s head fall back with her eyes closed and her mouth wide open. Her window was open an inch and I’d have to be careful to move silently if I wanted to be sure I was seeing correctly.

I made it of course, and immediately regretted sneaking up that close. The kissing was all I needed to know that Jody would cheat — was cheating — on me at the first opportunity. The first opportunity that I knew about, anyway, because I created the opportunity. But what I saw through the back window and into the front seats left me stuck for moves.

Her top was indeed pushed up off her breasts, and Dillon’s hands were moving rhythmically over them, massaging her there, even twisting and pulling on her nipples. From 10 feet away, seeing Jody stretch her head back was one thing, but to be virtually right next to the car and to hear her groans of sexual pleasure through that one-inch gap in her window was something I was unprepared for.

Jody is a reporter who covers a lot of the local sports scene. She’s in the locker room of the hockey team after every home game and gets around to the pro soccer and baseball games too. She’s often doing regular guest spots on a sports talk show from inside the biggest sports lounge. She’s around guys a lot, and they don’t always even have any clothes on, especially the highly attractive pro-athlete ones.

I’m alright with it, of course, but any normal self-respecting husband with a wife like that — very hot, long highlighted cinnamon blonde hair in layered waves and made up like she’s going to a wedding every day — is going to be wracked with suspicions even in the most solid of marriages.

The one saving grace for me was how she spoke of and demonstrated a near total lack of interest in athletic guys, in any way other than material for interviews. They were her job, nothing more. What I knew she had a thing for, though, was the opposite — quiet, penniless or nearly so, artistic guys with integrity in their search for truth and beauty above money and fame.

I think when she was in college studying creative writing, she had a boyfriend who was the quiet art student type and maybe she holds a candle still for the guy, I don’t know. I made money, he didn’t. That might have been the clincher back then three years ago when we tied the knot.

Dillon was her alt-type, which is why I turned our bizarre conversation around to me paying him to test her fidelity. He was obviously fit and looked after himself. But he was also a painter sticking true to the dream even though he was in his 30s by now.

I could hear my wife moan and even breath, when I got down in a squatting position right under her window. The car bounced a bit and I heard shrieking and laughing and cooing sounds. I quickly made my way to the opposite side of the pillar, but when nobody came out and I didn’t hear anything more, I peeked again.

This time I could only see Dillon. If I didn’t already know what I knew, I’d have imagined he was a dude chilling in the passenger seat, maybe even getting some zz’s. His head was back and there was music now. Where did Jody go?

I crept close up to the back door and waited. I could hear under the music tiny, muffled sounding moans. I slowly raised myself until my eyes were over the lower edge of the window. Still I could see nothing but Dillon relaxing. I pushed up further, and that’s when I saw it: the slowly bobbing, gently cork-screwing head of my wife, her long lush hair swishing back and forth over his lap. The muffled moans were hers, and her mouth was full.

There was the possibility of her claiming a momentary mistake in being busted kissing him in her car in the dark end of the parking garage. But his cock in her mouth? That’s as busted as busted gets. I closed my eyes and pressed my back hard against the back door of my wife’s SUV and breathed deeply three times. What would I do, stand up, put my face in her driver’s window and rap the window with my knuckle? Stand a foot back and shout something? Lean way over the front windshield and smile like a madman? Maybe go over to the passenger side so she sees me when she looks up? Pull the door open and start punching the guy?

I decided I’d go with my gut and play it as it comes. I spun around, took a step, and stood straight up at the driver’s window. I raised my closed fist to rap the glass and I pressed my face forward. I paused in that position. She had risen from his lap and was smiling and talking to him with her soft, full lips an inch from his, also smiling, of course. Down below her hand, long deft fingers, turquoise painted nails, stroked his rigid tall cock slowly. I must have cast no shadow because even though I filled the window neither of them noticed me.

I paused and I listened.

“It’s so hot,” she was cooing to him with such a deeply guilty smile it rocked me. He wasn’t saying anything, or if he was, it wasn’t loud enough over the music.

“You’re turning me on too much, you know that?” my wife said to him. “I not going to be able to get enough of you,” she groaned and she fell back down into his lap. I could see this time her tongue come out and wrap around his cock, before her lips fitted tightly over him, and slid down. She squealed with his cock shoved all the way in.

She had rolled her body and now knelt on her seat and leaned over the console between them. Her breasts hung down and brushed his leg. He reached under and gently massaged them. Her ass, round and smooth in her black tights, rocked and wiggled behind her arching back. She’d dropped her sandals off her feet to the floor of the car, and I could see her toes curl and strain as she sucked and licked at him.

I sank back down without doing anything. How could I? It wasn’t that long ago I was enjoying the same things, making out with a chick in the front of my car, maybe not in a parking garage, but that was a small difference. I knew Jody never did do many things like that. From high school and through college, she was closely watched by her parents, but they didn’t even need to. Jody, hot as she was, usually was too nervous around guys to do anything, and just habitually rebuffed any guy’s attempts at getting to know her.

She said to her best friend once, not knowing I was around the corner and able to hear them talk, that getting married was more a relief than an excitement because it meant she didn’t have to do “the dating thing” anymore, and the ring would forestall any more men trying to come onto her. Or at least most of them. . ..

I could hear through the crack in the window higher levels of excitement including little surprised cries. I slowly lifted up again. She was still sucking on his cock, but his hand and gone down her bare back and slipped inside her leggings. I could see by the lumps his hand made that his fingers were between her butt cheeks. Her hips were swiveling more forcefully and higher up over the seat.

I stared dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe Jody would cheat — she had no reason to. As I watched, Dillon’s hands slapped at his window and the seat, and his legs shot out straight. His head rolled back and he grunted loudly. I could tell he was about to cum but Jody, who never wants to taste it or catch it on her face, wouldn’t let up. I almost tapped the window so save her knowing that Dillon didn’t know that she hates cum in her mouth.

Instead it was me who stood and stared paralyzed as Dillon shot spurt after spurt into her mouth that she kept closed tightly over his cock, even with his hips rising up off the car seat and his thrusts pushing up so hard and fast, her face was jostled. I stared even as she smiled and giggled with his cock still in her mouth, letting his cum gush out around his cock and her lips.

She lifted off of him and more shot at her neck and chin. She only laughed. It was stupefying. She laughed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and tugged down her top to put away her tits. I scrambled to the pillar and then the others along the back wall until I got to my car.

I slunk down in my seat waiting for her to leave first. A few minutes later, I saw Dillon climb out and make his way to the doors and to the elevator back up to ground level. My wife’s car came on again, backed up, and sped off right in front of me. In a few months, I started up and drove off too. I’d make up something about stopping in at the bike shop on the way home.

“Oh hey, honey,” I said when I came in.

She was in the kitchen snacking. “You just get home now?” she asked me with surprise.

“Bike shop,” I said. “You hit the gym?”

“Every Tuesday.”

“Good time?”

“It’s a gym,” she smiled passively at me. I was shocked by how lackadaisical she was, having just sucked off a man with that smile wrapped around his cock to the point of making him cum in her mouth.

I still couldn’t bring myself to confront her over what she’d done. I wanted to convince myself it was because I was biding my time and keeping my powder dry for the best timing and effect. But the truth was, I froze. I watched her at the counter scrolling her phone holding a sushi roll in her hand. The same hand, the same turquoise-painted nails, that only an hour earlier stroked a man’s cock.

“Going to be overnight at a hotel next weekend — usual meetings.” I was involved with the paramedic’s union and we had meetings slated to run so late Friday, they usually just put us up in the hotel overnight so we were able to get right back at the meetings Saturday morning.  Except what I didn’t tell her was, I backed out for this one.

She looked up with a mix of doubt and delight in her eyes. “What time Friday you go in?”

“Like around 4. There’s a reception and dinner speech first.”

She nodded like a person thinking. “What time Saturday are you coming back home?”

Could she be more obvious about it? All she cared about was how long I was out of the house. “Same time, about 4.”

“24 hours,” she nodded at me. But her eyes were looking at something mid-distance between us. “They don’t even let you come home for lunch or anything?”

She was clever. “Never. Wall to wall meetings. And I can’t give up my delegate card.”

“Well anyway, you could text me if you need me to bring you down anything, that way you don’t have to leave at all for sure.”

She really wanted to make sure, didn’t she.

“I really can’t get away. But it’s just 24 hours. I mean,” I sniggered, “how much trouble can anyone get up to in 24 hours? Right?”

She shrugged with a paltry smile. I couldn’t tell if it was a sheepish guilty smile or an attempt to restrain the beaming grin on the inside.

I phoned Dillon later that night from the garage. “Need you to try again,” I said.

“Uh,” he replied, mystified. “Pretty sure you saw what was going on there.”

“Did you see me?”

“Dude!” he chuckled. “You were totally standing up glued to the window watching her.”

“Well I’m not sure, I need you to try again.” There was obvious hesitation. “I’ll pay double,” I threw in.

“It’s not the money, dude,” he came back. “But that is appreciated.”

“What is it?”

There was some moaning and groaning before he was out with it. “You going to be watching again?”

“Of course, man, I got to be sure before I go off half-cocked.”

“You going to stop things or you just going to let them go again, no matter where they go this time?”

“I might not be able to stop it, I don’t want her to know I was watching. What’s the problem?”

“Well,” he hesitated. “She just texted me earlier saying there was a new gallery opening we could go to on Friday, and then she sort of hinted we could end up at your house after.”

“She did, did she,” I chewed the inside of my cheek.

“She did. And she was pretty out there with the ideas.”

“Like what?”

“Like I think you need to plan to stop things because they might not stop on their own, if you know what I mean.”

“You just take things as they come, I’ll decide what and where it stops.”

“Well don’t be all mad then if you see me, you know. . .. “

“See you what?”

“Dude I’m trying to tell you, she’s talking like she’s going to, you know.”

“What?”

“I think she wants to fuck me, dude. Okay?”

“Again. You let me decide where this stops.”

Friday afternoon I came home a bit early to pack a bag and get my toiletries. I usually left for work Friday morning with that already, but I decided to arrange to check in with Jody at home one last time before I left the house to her all night. Of course, it wouldn’t be left to her alone, but she didn’t know that.

I was glad I did. I found her in the bathroom in her underwear putting make up on. I nudged the door open with my foot. “You going out tonight?”

“Oh, yeah, just hooking up with a friend to take in a new gallery opening. You know how I’m trying to break into arts reporting.”

That much was all true. But she was wearing some new pair of panties I didn’t recognize, and they were sweet-looking. Satin mahogany-red boy shorts and matching triangle bra. She’d done her hair too — marvelously. She always did her face magnificently but she seemed to be really taking care that afternoon.

“You going out clubbing or you going to some art show?” I laughed.

She rolled her eyes and pushed the door shut with her foot. “Nothing wrong with looking good,” she shook her head. “Never know who’s going to be there.”

I knew who was going to be there. Dillon. He had to be, I paid him up front for the service.

I just happened to be at the cafe across the street from the gallery they were going to. I wore a baseball cap low over my eyes and hunched my shoulders over sitting on a stool in the window.

They showed up at 7. Jody looked incredible. She had on a short sleeve A-line skater dress and high pump sandals. She looked vivacious. She looked more alive and animated than I’d ever seen her. She wasn’t holding Dillon by the hand, but she was touching him, steering him, pulling him and pushing him every chance she got. I watched when she whispered in his ear and they both laughed, and I watched when she tipped wine from her glass to his lips.

When they came out into the dusk, they were holding hands. This time, there was no hesitation getting into her car. I was already driving past. She was giddy. I sped home and rushed inside, leaving the lights off. We never used the hall closet, it was all winter storage. I cleared a space out earlier and even adjusted the hang of the sliders so a sizeable gap opened up between the folding doors. I made it comfortable in there for me, just in case it was a long night.

Jody and Dillon came in only a few minutes after I got myself safely inside. They were still chattering loudly and animatedly about the art and the people at the opening.

“We home alone then?” Dillon asked. He knew I wasn’t supposed to be there, and that I really was. He was covering.

“Yep!” Jody replied cheerily. “All night. Vin’s at meetings till tomorrow afternoon.”

“Okay, interesting,” he said.

She laughed in that knowing way. “Excuse me a moment?” she said to him. I craned my neck to see just the back of her in the kitchen. She returned with a bottle of wine and two glasses. She set those down and then flicked on the dimmer floor lamps and turnout out all the other lights. She also put some nice music on.

“You don’t mind do you?” she asked him all innocently. “Just nicer this way, don’t you think?”

“Sure thing,” he chuckled.

She at first appeared to be lowering herself into the chair but she corrected herself and landed on her folded leg on the end opposite to where Dillon was sitting. She leaned over and chuckled and held the bottle over to him. “Will you do the honors?” To reach, she shifted herself toward the middle of the couch, closer to him.

They talked art and artists and what they like and what they’d seen in other galleries. Jody was hanging on everything he said, laughing at all his lame jokes and throwing her head back and smiling and twirling her fingers in her hair.

She moved closer to him when she went to refill his glass. And then I saw her lean her hand on his leg to make a point she couldn’t wait to make, but then leave it there. She patted him there when he was talking, she was so excited. And then when they both abruptly stopped talking, rather than chuckle in the sudden awkwardness, Jody pressed both her hands into both his legs and pushed herself up over him to bring her face close to his face, and to kiss him.

It was a brief kiss, but it was followed by again a much longer make-out kiss. Dillon put down his wine and I could see his hands travel from the front of her face around under her hair to the back of her neck.

“How’d you know about that?” Jody lightly squeaked.

“What?”

“I can’t stand that,” she said, full of breath and in a suddenly deeper voice. She also drooped her head forward to give him greater access to her neck.

She came back up and kissed him hard. Then she pushed up and stood over him, her feet outside where his feet were planted on the rug. “I have something to show you,” she said.

He draped his hands over the back of the couch and leaned his head back in the cushions. He slumped down and his legs stretched out. He decided, it would appear, to relax and enjoy things.

Jody’s elbows came up and I realized, watching through the crack from behind, she was undoing a thousand tiny buttons down the front of her dress. I pushed my eye nearly out of the closet. At the very worst, I expected Dillon to come onto her and for Jody to try to rebuff him but maybe getting swept up in the excitement giving in a little bit. I thought at most there would be a little bit of fooling around.

After what I saw in the car in the parking garage, I was prepared for more of the same. But I realized that Dillon was right, she was pushing things a lot further and faster than I anticipated.

She dropped the dress from her shoulders, laughed teasingly at him holding it around her chest before ducking forward and letting her whole dress slide down her body and off her legs. She twirled slowly around in front of him, her legs still opened around his outstretched under her, with her hands on her hips, dressed only in those delicious mahogany panties and bra. She looked incredible.

“You like?” she asked in a light, lilting innocent voice, as though it were a real question.

Dillon stared as though he didn’t expect things to go this direction this fast either, or maybe he was just stunned at how incredibly hot she looked.

“Is that a yes?” she said softly, lowering her knees onto the couch cushions against the outside of his hips. She smiled because she didn’t need an answer. She lowered her face to his as he raised his to hers and they kissed again, this time softer, longer, and tighter.

Dillon’s hands reached around her waist and then I watched as he drew them up the back of my wife. She wavered under his touch and squeaked and moaned on him, her hands gripping the back of the couch and her toes, painted like her fingers, curling and uncurling behind her where she knelt over him.

She sat back and began to undo the buttons down the front of his shirt. “I’ve never done this before,” she said to him. She meant cheat, at least I hope that’s what she meant, but Dillon made a crack about playing on the couch and she laughed and flung his shirt open. He sat forward and she continued to pull it off him and toss it aside.

She stood up and pulled him up to face her. She stood against him and they kissed long again. It was a terribly romantic date. She undid his belt and then the button in his jeans. She tugged down his pants by wiggling back and forth into a squat in front of him. She stood back up and pressed her fingers into his bare chest. “Sit” she said.

He fell back and she tittered and climbed back onto his lap where she swooned over him and they kissed more.

“Never?” he asked. Was he checking for my benefit?

“Never,” she moaned, between kisses. She also reached down between their bodies. She chuckled with resignation and pulled him up again. “Come on,” she said, and when he stood, she tugged down his shorts and removed them too. He was now naked. She pushed him back onto the couch.

I craned to see through the crack in the closet. My wife sat on his lap again and I could see her elbows slowly move up and down. I believe she was stroking his cock.

“Why now then?” he chanced to ask.

She pushed herself off his body and melted down to the floor between his knees. I could see his cock in her hand, until she lowered her face over it. Then I watched her hair wave as she bobbed on him. She came back up, stroking it and pressing it to her face, licking and kissing it.

“I honestly have no idea, you know?” She seemed to answer him honestly, as though what she was doing at the very moment, nearly naked in her underwear on her knees and stroking and sucking a man’s cock, was as big a surprise to her as it was to me.

“I never thought of myself as someone who ever would do this,” she said, her head ducking down again to wrap around his stiff cock and take him deep in her mouth. “You just got me so excited the other day though!”

She sucked him harder and I watched her back wave and her shoulders rise. She was enthusiastic about sucking him. It was maddening but it was also, I had to admit, incredibly hot to see my wife so sexually aroused and so sexually in control too, driving things instead of being the passive recipient.

She pulled herself up and landed in his lap again. Dillon’s hands wrapped around her back again only this time he deftly unclasped her bra. She pulled away from him with a giggle and collapsed her shoulders to let the straps fall down her arms. The man then leaned forward and pushed his face, his mouth, into my wife’s beautiful breasts.

She moaned and twisted on him, as well she might, because as I well knew, she was ultra-sensitive to touches and kisses on her breasts. She didn’t seem to mind at all getting all that much more naked, sitting on a man already completely naked on our couch. I again thought about the timing of busting her, but chose, or was forced by my own paralysis, to wait it out.

She began gripping and stroking his cock between their bodies again and started panting noisily.

“But you must have met other men that sort of turned you on?” Dillon kept up with the questions.

She stood up and puffed air out her nose at him before squatting with her knees pressed together and hooking her thumbs in the waist of her panties and pulling them down her long-toned legs. She left them on the floor where they fell and she climbed back into his lap.

I realized now they were both naked and when she again started stroking his cock it was against her nude abdomen. “I guess I never acted on it, I guess I never had a chance to. I don’t know. It’s not like I’m unhappy with Vin, or lonely, or anything like that.”

“Maybe it’s like when guys cheat on wives. They never really have a good reason like that, they just do it because they can.”

“Is that what this is?” she asked in a breathy, panting voice, as she lifted her hips from his lap. I could see between her parted legs her long fingers pulling up and pushing down the length of his cock. “Is it because girls can now?”

She wiggled forward on her knees and aimed his cock below her pussy lips that I could see in the dim light in the gap below her butt.

“And they don’t face as much a consequence if things go sideways. They have jobs and money now.”

“I certainly do,” she sighed. She lowered her hips. I could see her draw the tip of his cock in little circles around her lips. “I’m so wet!” she exclaimed to him as though it was a big surprise. I could see her wet her fingers and coat his cock with herself.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Dillon checked one last time. He knew I was watching. He was probably alarmed that I didn’t stop things. What he didn’t know was that I had taken my cock out. I had to stroke myself. Watching my wife express herself so freely and sexually was the biggest arousal I’d ever experienced.

“I think my body is deciding for me,” she barely breathed out. She lowered her hips and let go of his cock. She wrapped her hands around his neck and sank her pussy down over his cock. I could clearly see from behind as it disappeared inside her. She gasped loudly and even squealed when she landed on him, her pelvis ground into his.

She wrapped her arms around his head harder and she immediately began to buck on him fast and deep. She fell back from his body with her fingers still entwined behind his neck and her elbows straight out. “God, Dillon, this feels so good!” she cried to the ceiling.

He rolled her over and propped her against the arm of the couch. Her legs opened and rose up above his sides, and I could see his white ass plunge down between my wife’s legs, pointed straight up to the ceiling. She cried in a jolted voice with each thrust he threw into her.

She rolled under him and he hauled her up by the hips. With her head over the arm of the couch and her hands hanging on tight, he rammed himself into her from behind. She cried and moaned with a fully satisfied, fully free, expression of total lust.

I remembered my earlier experiences, when I was free and everything was possible, and I remember the feeling of fucking with someone new. I understood how she felt, even if I knew I was supposed to be angry about it or betrayed. She was cheating on me, but the only thought I had was, Oh hell, let her have this one. She never got to experience free, careless fucking back in the day.

I also had another feeling too, though. The sounds she was making, the body language of complete surrender and abandonment, the forceful pursuit of her own pleasure, showed me a sexuality that was beyond anything I’d ever experienced myself, and certainly beyond anything I’d seen her experience with me. I felt myself aroused not just the way I might watching two people fuck, but it was as though I was infected with my wife’s own overwhelming sexual arousal. I was living through her the pleasure of being fucked so thoroughly and so deeply.

I could see her face looking directly at me, with her eyes clenched shut and her mouth dropped open. As much as Dillon was gripping her hips and pounding himself into her from behind, she was, I noted, shoving herself back at him just as fast and hard.

When he began to cum, she didn’t stop. She didn’t pull him out. She only seemed to push herself against him harder. She cried in so high a pitch it didn’t sound like her anymore. He slammed so hard into her the slapping of his hips into her butt filled the house above the music.

He collapsed from her and fell out and she rolled over and padded out of the room directly in front of me. I could see another man’s cum run from her pussy. She came back with a towel soaked in warm water and she laughed and tittered as she wiped him up and herself too.

She pulled him up by the hand and with widened eyes and pursed smile, she lead him, both still naked, to the kitchen where they raided the fridge and fed each other things and laughed out loud. The evening wasn’t apparently done. She lead him again by the hand trailing behind her down the hall to our bedroom.

I came out of the closet and looked over the clothes lying all over the living room floor. She was so sure I wasn’t going to come home, she didn’t even bother hiding anything away. I snuck down the hall a few feet. The bedroom door was open a crack and she had on the bedside lamp. I listened carefully, trying hard to make no noise.

They talked and laughed and then I heard nothing at all. I chanced to peek and saw them in bed kissing. I leaned against the wall and again struggled with what to do. I rolled my head back and my mind raced.

All that blew away like clouds in a wind though when I heard again the high-pitched voice of my wife as though surprised. I twisted around and peeked through the crack in our bedroom door again. She was riding him. His hands squeezed her breasts. The sheet fell from her shoulders and down to her ass just as I stared in. The way her back moved and her hips curled, it was something I knew I would never forget.

I slipped out and took a room at a motel. I rented a bike to go on a long solo ride all the way around the lake and stayed away until 4 precisely. When I came in, the living room was tidied up with no clothes laying around. The kitchen was clean. I went to the bedroom to put away my things. The bed was made with new sheets from the laundry.

I found Jody on the back porch sketching.

“Would you like it,” I said to her, taking her hand in mine, “if I was at meetings again next weekend?”

“Would I like it?”

“If I was at a hotel all night, again.” I stared at her. I knew she was struggling to hide her reaction. It wasn’t fair of me. “Jody, I know what you were doing last night, with Dillon.”

“We went to the gallery!”

“I know you came back here, and I know he spent the night.” She looked terrified. “But I want you to know that I didn’t want to stop it. I didn’t want to bust you. I actually think it’s okay.”

“Stop what? Vin, what are you talking about?”

She was still trying to deny. “I know you screwed Dillon. I’m telling you I’m okay with it. It’s just sex, right? I understand that.”

She looked skeptically at me, her head turning sideways. She wasn’t sure if I was joking and she was about to give away a terrible secret by accident.

“Seriously, I know about the car in the parking garage after gym last week too.”

“Vin!”

“Jody, it’s okay. I did a lot of that before we got together, and I know you didn’t get to. I know that’s all it is. Right? It’s just opportunity.”

She looked long and hard sideways at the wall before she ducked her face and brought her eyes up to mine through her beautiful fallen hair.

“You know?” she asked in a tiny voice.

“I do.”

“All of it?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re okay with it?”

I was. “I am.”

She pulled me to her and wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me tight against her. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You could say you want to have another date with him Friday.”

She pushed back from me. “But you know what’s going to happen,” she said. “Again,” she added in a tiny voice.

“I do, but it’s okay. It’s recreational, right?”

She pressed her face sideways against my chest. “Yes,” she agreed.

“You looked so incredibly hot when you were getting ready for him Friday afternoon, when I caught you in the bathroom.”

She blushed. “You noticed.”

“How could I not, you looked crazy delicious.”

“It was fun getting ready for him,” she said in a tiny mouse voice.

“Do you want to get ready again for him, Friday?”

She bit her lip and looked down but she squeezed my hand. “It’s incredibly hot that you’re encouraging me to say yes.”

The one thing I couldn’t bring myself to tell her, just yet, was that I wasn’t really going to be out of the house.





I Lost the Bet but Gained a Hotwife


I made a terrible mistake. I made a bet with a guy that he couldn’t make out with my wife at a nightclub.

I have no idea what I was thinking. The guy, Cecil, was this 30-something actor I knew from the community theatre gig I ran and was well-known in theatre circles as a pure-bred stud. Thea, my uber-hot 28-year-old wife, was painfully shy around strangers, especially hot guys — though she’d never admit that.

The whole subtext of our skiing holiday weekend was a plan for her to go on a night out with friends to the resort nightclub without me so she could try to spread her social wings a bit.

I ran into Cecil by surprise outside the chalet we were staying at and found out he happened to be up there too, acting in some show.

“Hey,” I said to him after we chatted a bit, “you like a little wager now and then, don’t you?” I teased him — everybody knew the guy was a deadly poker player and ran books on every sport going, backstage.

“I live for it mate,” he grinned.

I never knew him to once turn down a bet, given fair odds. “How’s this one: my wife is going to The Magic tonight with a couple of friends.” I was supposed to go to a poker game while Thea was going to the club. “Two hundred bucks says you can’t get her to make out with you.” I still have no idea why I would just blurt that out.

“Wait, your wife?” He turned his face away like he was already expecting to be smacked just for thinking it.

The fact is, I didn’t know what I thought might happen or even how he’d react. To be honest, the whole idea was new to me the moment I said it. But weird as it sounded even to me, I couldn’t stop myself from following through.

“Not going to be mad at you, just want to see if you can do it. You’re legendary, man!”

“I don’t know, bro, sounds pretty sketchy.”

I pulled out my wallet and showed him a picture of Thea.

“Fuck me,” he said. He took it from my fingers and held it closer to his face. “That’s seriously your wife?”

“She’s a video game art designer, too,” I added for good measure.  After that, he was easier to persuade. The idea was, for $200, Thea had to fully kiss him for “significant” time on the mouth either on the dance floor, at the tables, or even in the bathrooms — we shook hands on the honor system. Real gamblers know cheating kills the thrill.

I felt the bet was safe. In my mind, Thea would be flattered and excited by this stud’s constant attention on her all night and it might even give her some confidence. But of course she would never end up giving him anything like a kiss. Not the Thea I knew and loved, anyway.

I hatched a plan on the spot to skip the poker game and perch myself in the loft above the floor in the club watching her from the dark. What I wanted to see — what I figured all that I would see — would be Thea getting shy and nervous, and maybe at most, returning his flirting a little bit, and really just have a good time.

She could dance well, so I figured I’d watch her dance with Cecil, see her tug and twirl her hair, smile and be all demur and make eyes at him, and call it a night. She’d have the thrill of a secret fantasy and the confidence-boosting lift of a night of fun flirting with the hottest guy in the room. It was a favor to her, I thought, to start getting her out of her shell.

Boy did I miscalculate. By the time we headed home from that infamous weekend in the mountains, my wife wasn’t just opened up, she was an entirely different woman. And if truth be told, I was never the same after that weekend, either. We had a very different relationship after that.

But back then, looking down over the railing to the middle of the dance floor and watching, as both their bodies pressed tightly together, both grinning like goblins, my wife Thea and that stud Cecil getting way closer than I had in mind, I began to have doubts not just about winning the bet, but about whether I touched off something I shouldn’t have had any business touching.

When, in the strobing light and throbbing bass they began full-on kissing for easily over one minute, I knew I already lost, obviously, but I also had a sickening suspicion that much more had been put on the table than I realized. When they also started feeling each other up, his hands astonishingly allowed by her to travel over her tight short dress up over her breasts, even, and squeeze her gently there between their bodies that barely concealed his moves, and her hands equally trespassing down over his ass, squeezing him there and even sliding down between their hips, pressing and reaching, I was mesmerized. It was like I had opened a long-sealed bottle I didn’t even know existed. Only one thought coursed through my brain like vapor infecting me, and it wasn’t a thought I had predicted I’d feel if things went, as they had, sideways: I had to see more.

But Thea was with her friends and nothing more was going to happen in that environment. At home in bed, she told me how much fun she had, how much she danced, the funny things that happened, and everything else about her big night out. Except for how there was a guy she danced with half the night, and necked with, and felt up, and got felt up by. None of that was mentioned at all.

When I secretly met up with Cecil the next morning to pay him his due reward, I didn’t release my grip from the cash when he grabbed for it. Instead, I smirked at him and said, “Double or nothing?”

He held the other end of the cash but stopped pulling. We met eyes, both of us angled to each other squinting with skepticism. “What’s the play?” he asked full of suspicion.

“You get her to invite you up to our chalet today. You do that, I’ll give you $400 — let’s say you have to be up there for at least an hour, no just in and out.” 

“How’s that going to work?”

“I’m going to be out all afternoon, won’t be back till 5.” I agreed to do an acting class for seniors up here. “Thea is going to be alone the whole time.” I barely thought about it, but the plan formed as I spoke it. “Her and I will have lunch in the pub. You make yourself obvious to her at the bar. I’ll leave early, leaving her alone at our table. You come over to say hi and work your magic. If you get her to bring you back to our chalet, you win. Easy-peasy.”

“And what happens once I end up in your chalet?”

“Hey, I’m not an asshole, man, I got my reasons for doing this. I’m not going to come at you for anything that happens. Full permission. Scout’s honor. I’m pretty sure you won’t get up there, but just in case you do, make sure you’re out of there by 5, so we don’t have to run into each other.”

“This is crazy man.”

He was right, it was crazy, but even though Thea surprised me with the enthusiasm she showed for making out with Cecil on the dance floor the previous night, I still didn’t have serious reason to worry about what would happen up in the chalet even if she did bring him up in my absence. She was most likely to get him playing video games with her if I knew my Thea.

Me, I’d be crammed in the closet that gave a view through the crack to the couch. If, on the odd chance she brought him up, I wanted to see her flirt. I wanted her to get some time with hot men and not fall apart with shyness. I wanted to see her break through her shell.

I have to be honest, though. Ever since spying on her necking on the dance floor, the thought of Thea, quiet, conservative, and innocent Thea, inviting a man up to our chalet knowing, or at least thinking, that I would not be around all afternoon, kind of turned me on. The weekend was all about busting her out of old patterns of never taking risks, so if she invited him up, even just to play video games alone with him, it would be a remarkable evolution for her. That would be a great weekend, a mission accomplished.

It would be especially so if she did it in secret from me. But that was just my own idle fantasy. She was highly unlikely to invite him up at all, and if she wanted to, it was impossible to imagine she would do it without telling me all about it, full stop. I turned my phone to silence and snickered that she’d probably write me a thousand times about going up with this guy. Although, in the back of mind grinded a little sand in the ointment. She didn’t tell me anything about the guy at the club.

As for Cecil’s concerns about what would happen up there, I could afford to be completely dismissive. “Nothing,” was the total, 100% certain answer. I was amused at how the confident, swaggering actor-stud worried something might. He didn’t know Thea, I guess.

As things turned out, it was me who didn’t know Thea, and it cost me $400 to learn all about her. But it wasn’t just her I learned about — I discovered a different me as well. In retrospect, I guess it was worth the $400.

When everyone was in place, I got up from our tiny table and walked directly in front of Cecil where he sat on a stool at a bar in the middle of the pub. I knew Thea would be watching me and thus would notice him. Just as I passed him, he gave a smile and nod of recognition to her behind my back. Bingo. I glanced around quickly and caught Thea hiding a grin and a little finger wave she had returned to him. The hook was sunk.

I came back and with alarm told her I got the time mixed up and was running late for the class. She still had food and drink to finish, so had to stay. She was less disappointed than she’d normally be, I noted. I went out and hung around on the sidewalk as though window browsing a few moments next door. When I leaned back and peeked through the window, sure enough, Cecil was just sitting down in my still-warm chair, bringing his drink with him. Thea blushed and smiled, but she gestured for him to sit. She smiled downwardly and pulled strands of hair over her face. But her foot twisted and curled below the table.

I made my way back to the chalet and piled into the closet, bringing my phone with me to pass the time. Cecil was to text me when the jig was up and he realized he would not be able to get invited up. That would supposedly give me time to get out of there before Thea made it back. I gave it about 45 minutes at the outside before my phone vibrated.

Imagine my surprise then, when only about 10 minutes after I set myself up seemingly uselessly in the closet, I heard the key rattle in the front door. I was pretty sure she wouldn’t have invited him up, so my first reaction was to be pissed at Cecil for not alerting me and now trapping me in my own place.

But I misjudged. The first thing I heard was her lilting, nervous laughter, and then his voice, followed by the sound of our door closing behind them both. And then the deadbolt being thrown. And then the inside door lock being turned as well — the one that could not be opened from the outside. There had been zero texts from her.

She showed him to the couch and offered to get beers from the fridge. She put on a show but turned the volume off. She opened her computer and put on some music instead. I wondered when she was going to get out her game controllers. But she came back with two cans of beer and plopped down on the opposite end of the couch from him with no hint of playing games.

“Nice place don’t you think?” she said, gazing up and around the two-story tall ceiling.

“It’s great,” he said, draping his arm on the back of the couch and turning to lean toward her. Fucker wastes no time, I thought.

In my mind, I fantasized all the different ways he would smooth-talk her and coax her and cajole her into a kiss, and all the ways she would blush and turn away and delay things and try to put him off.

But that wasn’t at all how it went down. As soon as he smiled wryly at her, she turned her face to his and closed her eyes and parted her lips. They were necking full on within a minute of walking in the door. I was fascinated and appalled at the same time.

It turned out my reaction was premature.

They’d put their coats and shoes at the door and he was dressed in a snappy collar shirt and expensive jeans. She was dressed in a tight pink high-collar top with a black zipper that slashed at a bold angle across her body, and faded torn jeans.

She shivered and inhaled sharply through her tight lips, but she only cradled his elbows in her palms when his hands went to her shoulders. She was inviting the contact, she was not giving him any resistance at all. When he stroked his hand across and down her body trailing the zipper tag in his fingers, she jutted her chest and squealed with delight. Her mouth dropped into a deep smile and her tongue tip darted out to brush the bottom of her top lip. She was showing herself off to him!

Had Thea been taking acting lessons? Because none of that was the woman I knew as my wife. She would never undress in the living room anywhere, and certainly not in the middle of the day, and especially not with any curtains open. It hardly requires adding that doubly-especially would it not happen with anyone but me. But her eyes widened like a cat when the nip comes out and her back arched toward him the same way. I had prepared myself for my wife kissing the stud again, like on the dance floor at the club. I had not prepared myself for any clothes coming off.

She was wearing a pale-blue satin full-cup bra that played beautifully off her languid waves of sandy blonde hair that fell in layers over her shoulders and cascaded down her now bare chest. I was squirming with distress a few feet away in the cramped dark closet, but the only discomfort my wife showed in being stripped topless with a stranger in our chalet was how she bit her lip, looked down at herself, then back up at his eyes through her strands of hair fallen over her face.

She played the lost little girl. She tilted her head sideways like she didn’t know what was happening or had anything to do with it. It was a mark of submission, I well knew, being an acting teacher. She was offering herself to him. I clawed the inside of the closet door. How could she, I wanted to scream, but even in my own mind, that voice was drowned out by another voice that hammered at me: How could I have set this up? I paid a hot guy to try to seduce my wife. What was I thinking?

I craned my neck and crammed my one beady eye through the crack in the closet door. My breathing was hard and my chest hurt. She shifted herself where she sat on her folded leg and pulled herself closer to him on the couch before setting about as though attending to duty, undoing his shirt buttons with a nonchalance that fascinated me. She had shaken her top down her arms behind her but did not seem in the least shy or nervous about being topless in front of him in the bright winter daylight streaming through the massive windows.

She was not even engaging in distracting small talk. In fact, she reached for her phone on the side table, stretching back in front of him, showing her whole tight, toned and delicious nude torso off to him, to find her phone and crank the music up louder than would allow them to talk. She seemed to marvel at his body like an object of art when she undid all his shirt buttons and pulled back the panels to press her palms into his chest and stomach. Did I buy my wife a toy?

I had the weirdest sensation. I began to feel like an intruder in our own chalet the way Thea and Cecil started to get into it on the couch. They got down with each other the way familiar boyfriends and girlfriends do, with none of the nervousness, the awkwardness, the small talk or the furtiveness. It was as though having danced together the previous night, all preliminaries were already done with, as though they might have even arranged the date themselves. If I wasn’t otherwise aware, I’d be suspicious they already were lovers behind my back. Thea acted like she had planned for it. She certainly didn’t require any of the coaxing I had imagined would fill the afternoon, if he even came up at all.

Thea amazed me. I had her down as a passive recipient of attention. She’d be pushed and she’d demure. She’d deflect him but maybe be privately flattered. She would never tell me, but she would be secretly pleased with herself, and maybe a little more confident everywhere in life, at meetings at work, interviews going forward, that sort of thing.

I was utterly confused about who that woman was I watched on the couch. She laughed, threw her hair back over her shoulder and pushed up on to her feet in front of Cecil. She stretched out both her arms and fluttered her fingers at him, beckoning him to lean forward. She gripped his hands and leaned back to pull him up to stand in front of, and against, her.

Together they removed each other’s clothing. Gob strung from my lip I was so dumbfounded by her. She undid his pants reaching down between them and slinked her lithe, snaking body down the front of his bare chest and stomach, moving seductively on her hips in time to the music all the way down till she was nearly squatting in front of him. She pulled his leg up to get his pants off his foot. She came back up with a self-satisfied smirk and licked at his lips and kissed him deeply again, her hands driving around the back of his neck and her fingers locking together there.

It was his turn next and she even helped him undo the tight button of her jeans. She wiggled and laughed when he tugged hard to get them off her butt. She was wearing pale blue satin panties and looked incredible. He fell back easily when she pushed him lightly and as he slowly sank down onto the couch, she kept her lips pressed to his and her body against up against his body. She ended up straddling his lap and leaning down between her raised shoulders to kiss him more. I could hear beneath the music light little moans.

Cecil pulled her bra down and sank his mouth over her small bare breast. She leaned her head back and gasped at the ceiling. When he reached behind her to unclasp her bra, she also lifted half off him and tugged at his underwear. He lifted his hips and she pushed the waist down and used her feet and toes to push what remained of his clothes off his legs.

To gaze upon the near nude body of my wife in the streaming winter shafts of blue-sky sunlight renewed my spine-tingling admiration of her body. To watch her back writhe and twist and her hair swish and tumble, made me sigh in awe of her. But then to realize she was moving her body, smooth, tight and lean, over the naked frame of a known stud spread out below her, made me shudder with disgust — but disgust at myself, not her or him. I took things further down the road of perdition with myself: I undid my pants and took out my cock. I had to. It was already raging painfully hard.

I could see from my angle through the crack in the doors that she was moving in his lap like little waves of a lake lapping at the shore, bringing the front of her panties up against what had become his own raging hard-on sticking up between his legs. She alternated between smiling deeply and grimacing and groaning. No words were spoken, nor could they be with the music so loud in there. I saw her hands become fidgety and her lips waver between smiling at him and losing control from the feelings that were overcoming her. She gingerly and with trembling hand wrapped her fingers around his cock, then began to tug at it almost instinctively where it arched up between them. It was like she couldn’t help rolling it against her delicious, taut stomach. She sighed in short, rapid bursts. Little tremors coursed down her back.

Finally, virtually the first words all afternoon were spoken between them. “You can do anything you want to me but you must not fuck me, alright?” She said it full of short, halting breaths. She pulled on his cock and rubbed her palm around it the head of it. His hands ran down her back and she twisted and torqued under his touch, and she moaned and giggled too.

His fingers slipped below the waist of her panties and she lifted her hips without hesitation and pulled up one leg at a time to allow him to take those off too. She bit his chin and repeated herself to him, “You just can’t fuck me, okay?” He didn’t say anything.

I was losing my shit and squeezing my cock to keep from ejaculating. I wasn’t sure I’d even ever heard Thea refer to it as “fucking” like that. What had she become? What did I turn her into?

She pressed his cock against herself down there, flesh to flesh, with her hips thrusting forward so his long, thick shaft touched her pussy lips.  She shivered and bit her lip. “I told you. You better not go inside me.” He still didn’t reply. She raised herself on her knees and lowered herself back down slowly, pressing the head of his cock a little harder against her lips down there, mashing his shaft against herself, moving up and down in time with the loud beating music. “Nuh-uh,” she said to him playfully, and she shook her head “No” at him, but smiled crookedly, evilly. She giggled. She was teasing him, but it was her who was breathing in short, sharp, audible gasps.

I was dying. I was nearly unable to hold myself upright on my violently shaking legs.

She raised herself higher and gripped his cock directly upright below herself. She rocked on a heel and lowered her hips till her pussy lips, glistening wet, nearly touched the arching head of his cock. “You better not,” she sing-songed to him playfully. She brought her large, gaping smile to his mouth and kissed him ferociously.

Cecil took control of her by the shoulders and pushed her down as he came up over her so that she flopped sideways on the couch beneath him. She yelped but she allowed herself to be manhandled. He moved down between her legs, pushing her ankles so her knees came up. She squealed and cried, anticipating what he was planning on doing to her. When he touched his mouth to her lips below, she flung her head back and arched her back hard. Her marvelous breasts stuck up into the air and her arms fell out sideways in a pose of utter submission to him. She writhed as he kissed and licked her. It was an incredible sight. I’d never seen such sexual pleasure expressed in a body.

I considered stepping out of the closet at that point. Things were headed to a place that couldn’t be undone. I could just send Cecil out, maybe even pay him his $400 right in front of Thea. I considered straight up telling her it was a test and that she failed.

But there was a terrible and unexpected issue that kept me paralyzed in the closet, unable to stop what was clearly going to happen. Much as I was appalled to discover that I was a husband whose wife cheated on him, I was also — disgusting as it is to say — furiously turned on watching her succumb to Cecil. I tried to feel angry and I tried to feel jealous. But instead, only the feeling of “lucky” kept coming up. So long as I didn’t bust her, my crazy, spinning mind calculated, maybe I’d even get to see the rest of this on the couch, and even more events in the future. How can a guy think that way?

My wife’s lithe body squirmed on the couch and she thrashed and grabbed at the fabric with her tightly twisting fingers. Her legs raised up and kicked and she pulled her head up to watch him go at her between her legs. I’d had myself some intense sex back in college. But what Thea was going through right in front of me was epic. She was having fun.

I wasn’t sure if she ever had such free, unrestrained, sexual fun like that before, and I was sure, she’d never got that way with me. Was it because she was safe in a marriage that could she could let herself have fun? Was it because behaviors and feelings were prescribed within the sanction of a marriage, but in the lawlessness of infidelity, nothing was defined, and so new feelings, new behaviors, were there for the pickings? I knew actors grew when they were allowed to improvise off-script. That’s where they found new emotions and new ways to project them, be it a twisted wrist or a half-scrunched nose. Only in the illicit realm of cheating in a marriage, had Thea discovered the sexually expressive woman inside her.

She closed her legs around his head and groaned tightly from deep in her chest. I didn’t know what I was watching until she stopped breathing and moving altogether for several seconds. It was a monumental orgasm she was experiencing, and that I was witnessing so intimately with her from inside the closet. It felt like I was having it with her. She fisted her hands and pounded the cushions, violently flinging her head in a silent yell side to side before exploding in a total exhalation, rising with a deep stomach crunch to clasp his head hard between her legs and hands. “Oh my god!” she cried out with utter exhaustion, before laughing loosely like a drunk.

She flopped her body all over his and ended up pushing him onto his back and lowering her body over him again until she laughed like a devil up at him before sinking her pink lips down around the head of his cock. She took him deeply. But she didn’t last long before she pulled off and crawled back up over his lap. She pressed her hands at the end of her locked arms into the couch arm behind his resting head and leaned down to kiss his lips, her long, luscious hair spreading around their faces.

She rocked her hips above his cock and played at his lips with her teeth. She lowered her hips and I could see the head of his cock brush the engorged and virtually dripping lips of her pussy. Again she warned him, but more breathily and perhaps even to herself more than to him. “You better not,” she moaned. “Not allowed,” she whimpered.

Her hips wavered and lowered. The lips of her pussy touched the head of his cock and spread around the top. “I told you you can’t fuck me,” she simpered at him, but she also lowered her hips more and her pussy now engulfed the entire head of his cock. She pulled back up and off him and waved her ass up in the air, kissing him sloppily. “No, no, no,” she teased him.

Then suddenly she curled her spine, ground down on her knees, gripped his shoulders, and sank her pussy hard and deep in one fell swoop down to the base of his cock where her wet pussy lips mashed hard into his pelvis.

“Oops,” she breathed against his face. “Guess I failed,” she said, pulling back up and plunging back down on him. I nearly fell out of the closet. She began to rapidly vibrate on him, fucking him so fast he shot his head back and clenched his eyes trying to hold on. She began to scream and cry and beat her body against his so hard his grunting was jolted and the couch cushions flopped in unison.

I only realized she was having another orgasm after she was already lost in it. She’d never orgasmed from intercourse with me. With Cecil, she was sloppy, loud, and fully animalistic. She sounded surprised when she climaxed. Still Cecil held back. She fell off him as though without bones and he rolled her over and pulled her up by her hips in front of where he kneeled. He entered her from behind and she let him like she was a rag doll with no strength.

It was like nothing I’d ever had with her, like nothing I’d ever seen in porn or otherwise. When I saw her face, sweating and matted with her hair, turn to look back at him over her arm, her whole body slamming back against his just as hard as he slammed himself into her, and saw her smile sweetly at him even as her head was jostled hard, reveling in her ability to share her body with him, I shot my wad against the back of the closet door and staggered my knees against them, opening them slightly before I fell back against the back wall.

I had to lay in there collapsed on the boots and shoes disgusted with myself and covered in cum on my hand and leg, as Cecil finished himself off into the pussy of my wife, and as they cuddled and nuzzled afterward.

She pushed up finally and pulled him by the hand to the ensuite bathroom and I cocked my ear and heard the shower come on. There was laughter and squealing and silence and groans from inside. I slumped against the wall and slowly banged the back of my head. When the water turned off, I slipped out the front door and made my sorry way down to the bar.

I dragged myself back at 5 unsure what I’d find or what to do or say. When I came in, I found the chalet empty. There was a folded note on the coffee table. All it said was, “Enjoy the show?”

I sank down onto the couch, the very place she was fucking Cecil so madly just an hour before, and I hung my face in my hands horrified. Did she know I was watching the whole time? Shame filled me.

My phone buzzed. It was her. “I made Cecil tell me everything, so don’t blame him,” she texted.

When she came in the door, she hung her head and eyed me warily. “How did you know?” I asked her sheepishly. What else could I say? I could hardly pretend to be mad. If I didn’t like it, why didn’t I come out of the closet?

“I didn’t know, until just now. When Cecil was trying so hard to get me to kiss him on the dance floor at the club, I made a joke about my husband paying him to try to seduce me.”

“No way.” I felt drained.

“Way,” she pushed on, defiantly determined to get everything out on the table no matter how much I squirmed in agony.  “And because I accidentally guessed what you did so accurately, he was freaked out and admitted it — just like you did right now.”

She jutted her jaw and planted her hand on her hip. “I didn’t believe him though. I thought it was just another joke. So I told him to prove it by showing me the money the next day.”

“But I didn’t pay him.”

“No you didn’t. Instead, you doubled down, didn’t you.”

“He told you that?”

“He had to. I made him.”

“How did you guess I was watching?”

She twisted on her foot and pulled her mouth to the side. Her fingers twisted up with each other. “I wanted you to be,” she admitted. “But there’s something else.” Her whole demeanor changed.

“I’m so sorry that I put you in that position.”

“No, it’s not that.” She looked embarrassed now and dropped her face. “I wasn’t going to do anything with him of course, he and I were just going to sit there and drink beers and play games and split the money you paid him. He told me all he needed to do was be up here for one hour. I was only planning on playing a big joke on you, imagining you sitting in the closet the whole time while we drank all your beers and played your favorite games.”

“But that’s not what happened.”

“No it’s not. I don’t know what came over me. But the second we got into the chalet, I just felt this other thing sort of take me over.”

“But you knew I was watching.”

“I pretended you were watching, I didn’t know yet.”

“What are you saying? Nothing would have happened if you didn’t think I was in there?”

“Nothing was ever going to happen. I only even kissed him on the dance floor to bug you, to make you lose your shit after I made him tell me you bet him he couldn’t make me kiss him. I didn’t kiss him because I liked him or wanted to screw with him. I did it to play a joke on you.”

“If I wasn’t in the closet . . . “

“If I didn’t think you were in the closet? There’s no way I would have done anything! I only brought him up because we were going to have a laugh on you.”

“You looked like you were really getting into it.”

She looked down shy and embarrassed again. “I know. I guess I was. I mean, I wasn’t planning on it, I was just going to kiss him again to bug you. But then, I don’t know, I just wanted his shirt off, and then we ended up taking everything off, and I tried so hard not to do it!”

“It looked and sounded pretty intense.”

She took a long time to respond. But when she did, she reached out for my hand and squeezed my fingers. “It was,” she nearly whispered.

“I came in the closet,” I told her.

She screamed and covered her mouth. “You did!? No way! Oh my god! You’re a perv!”

“Yeah well you’re a cheater!”

“You paid me to cheat!” She flashed two hundred dollars in my face.

“Wait, I didn’t give him his payout yet.”

“He gave me two hundred before we even got to the chalet, because we already planned to hang out so he would get his $400 from you.”

“He never planned on screwing you either?”

“No! We laughed about how we were going to screw you. It wasn’t supposed to happen.”

“Just so you know,” I started after a long pause between us, “I’m not angry.”

“Well you better not be! You sent him to me!”

She was right of course. “Are you angry with me for doing what I did?”

“I wanted to be,” she said. “But I couldn’t find it in me. I mean, I should be mad right?”

“I don’t know anymore, Thea. I mean, I should be pissed at you too, but I just can’t find it in me. I mean, what you had, it looked so good.”

She bit her lip. “It was good. It was better than good.”

“Don’t rub it in!” I cried in faux pain.

She wrapped her arms around my waist. “No, don’t take it that way. He’s nothing I’d want to be with. I didn’t even want to have to talk to him.”

“I noticed that. You had the music up so loud.”

“It’s just like, say you put me on a ride at a Crofton House theme park. Yeah, I I mean, the ride is a thrill you can’t give me, I know you too well. You’re not a new roller coaster to ride. I loved the new ride, but I don’t want to live on a roller coaster.”

I chewed the inside of my cheek. She pressed against me and ran her hand up my back. “I loved watching you, you know.”

She twisted her lips and ran her eyes across the floor. “Maybe we can do it again.”

“What are you saying?”

“Maybe just that ‘Let’s go skiing this weekend’ could mean something else from now on.”

We came back up to the chalet three weeks later. By the first night, I was hanging over the railing in the loft of the club waiting to see the man she picked to dance with.





I Bet Them Their Wives


Transcript of Episode 11 of the podcast, “You Kill Me,” with hosts Abel Simard and Cain Simard. First broadcast August 5, 2021.

Abel — Hello and welcome to episode 11 of “You Kill Me.” I am your host Abel Simard, along with my brother and co-host Cain Simard. Cain, I believe you brought with you another great cuckolding story to tell us today. 

Cain — I did. And I have a very rich story to tell too, Abel. I really loved this couple. I really feel they went together through a deep and genuine transformation. They both discovered entirely different people inside themselves, I truly believe that.

Abel — Well, that sounds exciting! Let’s get right down to it. Tell us all about who we’re going to meet in this episode. Episode 11! Can you believe we’re already up to 11 episodes?

Cain — 11 indeed! That’s a lot of sexy tomfoolery!

So in this episode, I want you all to help me begin to paint the picture and see in your mind’s eye this 33-year-old paralegal at this downtown office in a big city — not going to tell you which city because, as always, we diligently protect the identities of all involved, but you get the picture. Urban professional through and through, a child of the city. Sophisticated, smart, and bright, sharp eyes.

So this is Di. I would have to say the outstanding characteristics of Di that hit you when you first meet her, and this is aside from her astonishingly good looks and her impeccably professional style, is her intellectual bend of mind. She loves a deep, philosophical exploration kind of conversation, I discovered.

Abel — Interesting, enticing, even, but as always, you have more to say about her, don’t you.

Cain — I do indeed. Di may be quite successful at work, but she suffers insecurity in a general way, I would say, not just at work, but with her husband, with her future, all of it.

Abel — You mentioned the husband just then, let’s cut to what he’s all about, shall we?

Cain — Okay then. The husband — that would be Clem. He’s a tad older than her, 35 to be exact. Clem is a professional photographer as it turns out. He shoots a lot of professional sports games, depending on what’s in season. I’m positive you’ve seen his work any number of times, and he’s actually captured a couple of truly iconic images. But like usual, I’m not going to tell you what they are, because as we never do on You Kill Me, we do not divulge our subjects’ true identity for obvious reasons.

Abel — Indeed, and we even made up their names, didn’t we.

Cain — These people’s names are not actually Clem and Di, that’s a true fact, Abel, but nor are our real names Abel or Cain, either, while we’re on the topic. Fake names all around! But for our episode today, that is going to be their names.

Abel — Okay, what drives Clem?

Cain — Okay, well I found Clem to be a very passionate guy. He believes in what he does very deeply. He has a long-running volunteer gig working on trail maintenance and creating new trails in the hiking areas around where they live.

And I would say also that he is stable, if I had to pick one word. Stable.

Abel — A very stable genius?

Cain — (laughs) Yeah, no, stable yes, genius? Not so much. He takes things too seriously I think. I don’t mind saying this because we are using fake names, but he’s, I guess the word is, um, dull.

Abel — Oh dear,

Cain — Yes. Unfortunate affliction to suffer with.

Abel — Alright, so tell us how things went then. Where does this story pick up.

Cain — As usual, my tale begins with me lurking around like a total creep the way I do, drifting around malls, on shopping streets, getting involved with meetups and groups, looking for my subject, who, as always, is going to be a corruptible wife.

Abel — But of course you don’t mean corrupt!

Cain — I mean it in the biblical sense . . . .  Corruptible as in, she might have a wandering eye.

Abel — More than a wandering eye, I suspect, being the subject of one of your tales!

Cain — True indeed!

So as often happens, I got side-tracked into pursuing another great passion of mine in the middle of my hunt, having come across by happenstance an excellent used bookstore.

And that’s where I spotted Di. She had come in to spend a little quiet Notting Hill time browsing among the books during her lunch break from her legal office around the corner. I didn’t know this at the time of course, I’m filling in the details that I eventually came to know about later when we spent a little quality time together.

Abel — She sounds very intelligent.

Cain — Yes, and she looked the part, too. Young, very slim, very well-dressed like I mentioned. An expensive look, if you know what I mean, even if she may not have actually spent a great deal of money on her outfits. She had a naturally good eye for style, I guess is what I’m saying. She was very eye catching, and eye keeping, if I can put it that way.

Short hair, a messy wavy bob cut, sandy blonde with darker roots. She had on that day a turned-up collar untucked long white shirt buttoned to the neck, and black narrow cut satin pants with platform sandals all sequined up. She looked great, she looked totally urban-chic.

But it was the way she stood that grabbed me. Feet apart, knees so locked straight they looked nearly bent backward, and one arm bent at exactly 90 degrees holding an open hard cover in her palm face up, her other hand flipping the pages. She had on extremely cute, thick black-rim rectangle glasses. Her lips were painted desert suede I would say.

She just looked so put together, But I couldn’t help noticing she exuded a hint of insecurity under it all, ironically. It was the way she held herself so precisely. The way she dressed so precisely. It was studied. She was projecting confidence so much, you could sense it was not natural to her, that if she showed any at all, it would have to have been manufactured.

I pegged her to be over 30, but not by much. She turned out, I learned later, to be 33, so almost right on.

Abel — Why did you guess over 30 but not much as you put it?

Cain — She was in a professional career, so yeah, she had to have spent a few years to get there. But it was the look of her — she could hear the clock ticking. You know it’s not always the baby clock, it’s not always your mother’s clock! She could hear, you could tell, that clock of youth slipping by without having had a chance to sample the goods. It’s more the Pink Floyd clock, if you will, the one where you wake up to find ten years have got behind you.

It starts at about 30, that ticking. And I guessed early 30s for her because she still had the startled look of the person new to that ticking sound. She sighed, you see. She sighed when she slipped the book back into its tight little space. Fingernails painted glossy mauve by the way — like I said, so very, very together! But she didn’t allow herself to buy the book. An unnecessary extravagance, maybe. A hint of not being able to allow herself what she truly wants, you see?

Abel — You notice everything, all the little details. And she was married, of course.

Cain — She was married. Yes. That’s what I do, I look for the married ones. In her case, it was made plainly obvious. Big diamond. Maybe big cubic zirconium given the husband’s occupation, but the emphasis was on visibility.

So she obviously loved being married and wanted everyone to know that. That was the insecurity hint I mentioned earlier. She found her safe place with her husband. She probably ran to it when it was first proposed.

And now, a few years tucked into that safe harbor, she was maybe feeling steady enough, older, wiser, less naive to the point where, she maybe wanted to step her foot back out into that wilder world that she had run from. But of course, now she’s married, and marriage traditionally doesn’t allow that, does it. She took the deal when it was offered, and now, grown up, the clock ticking, she wishes there was maybe not so much an escape clause, but a pause clause.

Abel — A pause clause. That’s a nice way of putting it.

Cain — So having identified my subject, I of course deployed my usual methods for discovering the identity of the husband, methods I won’t be mentioning, as we want to avoid being shut down here at You Kill Me, but suffice to say, I learned about him.

Abel — This is Clem of course.

Cain — Clem, yes. Tall guy, fit, very outdoorsy look to him. Big broad shoulders, like a guy who grew up swimming a lot. Sports photographer as I said, and in a minor way, famous for it.

I discovered he’s very passionate about trail maintenance and creation, and it didn’t take me long to volunteer for his group and find myself heading out into the hills where we were to pick up a trail head and start the job of assessing what needed to be restored.

It was the third outing where I finally got working with him with our shovels in a muddy patch. After we got to know each other a little bit out on the trails, I said to him, “Married, are you?”

“Yep, he said,

“You’re wife know you’re out here playing in the mud again?”

He laughed. “Di loves using the trails, but she’s not so much into digging them out of the swamp!”

We both laughed. I made my mental note: Di it was. “Hey, it’s great enough there’s that overlap — and that must give you pride, hey? Digging a trail that your wife hikes on. It’s magical when you share passions like that. Where you two meet?”

We were shoulder to shoulder pressing our boots into the top edges of our spades and suctioning the heavy loads of mud out of the crook we were dredging. “Online. The whole trail thing was what we first connected over.”

“Oh, cool! Sounds like you’re really close.”

“We’re close but we give each other space, you know? Me, I’m not going to spend a whole day hanging around used bookstores.”

“I don’t know, Luke, maybe you should, you never know who she’s going to meet in one of those cozy little rooms.”

“Oh I think I know my Dianna,” he leaned on his shovel to rest. “Pretty sure she’d be incapable of anything like that.”

“Like what?” I played stupid. We sat on some rocks for a moment.

“Fooling around on me,” he looked over at me and grinned.

“Don’t think she’s the type?”

“Trust me, she’s not the type.” He scanned the landscape and looked up at the height of the trees.

“One hopes, doesn’t one.” I planted my seed in his ground.

He tilted his head and stared up at me. “More like one knows, I think.”

I stared right back at him. I knew his imagination was already turning. I said, “No, forget it.”

“Forget what?”

“Nothing, not going there. Not again.”

“Not going where?”

“Forget I said anything.”

“What am I forgetting?”

“It’s just a story, a thing that happened.”

He chuckled at me. “Come on, buddy, you can spill.” He was maybe thinking I had a wife who “fooled around.”

“It’s embarrassing.”

“Hey,” he said, arcing has hand over the hillside. “It’s just us out here, nothing you can’t say to me.”

“Alright,” he twisted my arm. “Crazy story. So, I knew this guy and we got talking, sort of the same way you and I are right now, and one thing led to another, and I guess I’m a gambler at heart, I like betting on the craziest shit. I lived with these 3 other guys in college and we just about bet on everything. So anyway, long story short, we end up making this bet that I can’t, you know, seduce his wife.”

“What the fuck? Are you serious?”

“I am serious. The guy was so sure, we put a thousand dollars each on it.”

“Well what happened?”

I shrugged with a grin.

“No fucking way!”

“It went down, I’m here to tell you.”

“How was the guy sure you scored on his wife?”

“Part of the deal was, he was hiding in the place, watching, so there’d be no disputing.”

Luke leaned back and laughed heartily. “You got to be kidding me! You fucked the guy’s wife, and he has to watch it, and he’s paying you a thousand bucks for it!”

“Told you, man, crazy story.”

It took only about ten more minutes of digging in the mud for Luke to bite the bait. He said, “Hey, you ever do that kind of thing again, bet a guy about his wife?”

I paused like I was deciding if he was trustworthy enough to tell. “Actually, as a matter of fact, yeah.”

“No shit.”

“A few times.”

“A few times? No shit, hey? Anything ever go totally sideways?”

“Never.”

“The guy always pays up the thousand dollars?”

“Always, but can I tell you the real kicker?”

“There’s more!” He laughed again, but it was forced this time.

“Most times, the guy pays me another thousand bucks.”

“What the fuck?”

“Yeah. He pays me to come over and do his wife again.”

“With him watching?”

“With him watching.”

“Where like?”

“Could be on the couch in the living room, maybe the den. Sometimes it’s all over the place — some guys’ wives really cut loose.”

“I mean where is the guy hiding?”

“Oh, right. I don’t know — the closet in the hallway, a spare room, one guy was on a balcony looking in through the curtains.”

“No shit.”

“Yeah, I’m not making this up. This is all true.”

“No I believe you. You ever lose the bet? Does the guy ever win?”

I looked hard at him because I knew he was putting himself into the picture. “Not once. Not yet.”

He very slowly sank his spade into the mud with a grin on his face and his empty gaze into the middle distance. “Hey,” he said, and I knew exactly what was coming. “How do you set it up? What, you just shake on it?”

“I trust the guy. We make a plan about how to get me in their place, how to introduce me to their wife so she feels safe.”

“How do you know the guy’s going to pay?”

“They always do.”

“How do I know you’re going to pay if you lose, because I know for a fact you would go down for the count with Di!”

“I pay you now,” I said to him. “You hold the stakes.”

“What, you would give me a thousand dollars right now, let me hold it? You barely know me.”

“I trust people, maybe it’s a fault of mine.” I reached into my pocket and showed him a rolled-up stack of hundreds.

“What, you’re paying me right now? We’re making a bet right now?”

“If you want.”

He stared at the wad and rubbed his chin. But like they always do, he reached for it, fingered it as though checking, like that was the main issue at stake, whether it was exactly one thousand or not, and he slipped it into his pocket. “So when does this go down?”

“Well lets finish our work here, we’ll go get a beer after and we’ll figure out a plan together.”

I noted he worked the rest of the hour with a certain level of re-charged vigor. That’s how I know the watching part is what seals the deal — it’s what makes them ready to lose the bet. It’s what makes them hope to lose the bet. They’re paying me to fuck their wife in front of them, but they get to believe they’re betting she won’t. They feel innocent.

Abel — Okay, so now the hook is sunk as you say. Take us to the night in question!

Cain — He comes up with the plan — I always make sure the guy does all the thinking. I lead him, I point out pitfalls, but I let him own it entirely. It’s got to be that way. It’s got to be him controlling how and when his wife is going to get fucked.

So in this case, Luke’s going to have me over to look at the maps and satellite views and show me how his group determines where to go with new trails. This is the connection with the wife, with Di, because she’s an avid trail walker, so he’ll bring her in on it as someone who talks about it from a purely user point of view.

He’s a photographer, so he’s going to get a call, supposedly from a colleague, who begs him to cover the opening of a game for him because the colleague is running late. So he has to leave me home alone with his wife for what should be 30 minutes or so. It’s got to be a short enough time that nobody thinks it makes sense for me to just leave.

But once he’s supposedly at the game, the colleague turns out to be unable to make it at all, so he’s going to be out for the next four hours. And we always make sure the time is dead certain, he must assure his wife he isn’t coming home under any circumstances until that time. That is crucial.

Then I distract her and he doesn’t leave at all, but instead slips into the closet he predetermined was the best one, and which he made comfortable for himself earlier.

Abel — So now he’s in the closet, and she thinks she and you are home alone.

Cain — That’s it, we are on. Go time baby!

So we keep working over the maps and looking at the screen together. She gets the text later that says he in fact isn’t coming home at all for four hours now, and that’s when she asks me if I want to stay anyway.

“I mean you don’t have to go just because Luke isn’t here.”

“I’ve got nowhere to go, you know me, I’m a vagabond.”

“I don’t know you actually,” she stood up from the kitchen table and went to the fridge. “You want a beer? I’m having a wine.”

“I’ll take a wine if you are.”

“Excellent. So I don’t think Luke has known you for long, are you new in town?” she asked coming back to the table.

“I am, but I already found my favorite used bookstore!”

“Oh no! You like used bookstores too!”

“Don’t tell me you’re one of those incorrigible browsers!”

“Luke hates it! I always have to go alone, he has no idea of the joys of those narrow aisles!”

“Or the smell — musty old paper, I can’t get enough of it.”

“Me neither!”

I arched my back and soothed it with my hand.

“Sore?”

“Maybe a little too enthusiastic digging in the mud with your husband.”

“He’s crazy about his trails. Come over to the couch, might be better.”

We took our seats there. I rubbed my back more. She said, “Here, turn away, show me where, I used to be the best back rub giver in college!” she laughed.

She was good, too. As she worked her thumbs into my hips, I asked her about her college years. “Girl like you I’m thinking had a great time, you look like you might have been a real wild child back in the day.”

“Who me?” she guffawed. “I wish. No, I was the studious one, I was too afraid.”

“But you look so, I don’t know, worldly now, I have a hard time believing you’re not full of experience.”

She rubbed slower, more thoughtfully. “Is that the look I give? Because I actually think I’m pretty naive. It often feels like I don’t know what the joke is, you know what I mean?”

I turned around and faced her. Her hands dropped from me but laid on the couch face up. “You seem to me, actually, to be one of those very intellectual types who are quiet not because they aren’t thinking anything but because they have too much to think about.”

“That’s exactly it!” she widened her eyes and grinned and slapped my leg. “But really, no, I think it is.”

“I know people like you. I know what it’s like. You could say a hundred things but it’s often better to hear what others say. You learn just by listening, don’t you.”

“Hey,” she turned her head away from me suspiciously. “You haven’t been snooping into a girl’s diary have you.”

I laughed disarmingly. “You have a diary?”

“No, but I used to. As a girl.” She started rubbing my leg absent-mindedly the same way she had been rubbing my back with her thumbs pressing in.

“Ow,” I flinched.

“Oh sorry!” she bit her lip and smiled. “Too hard?”

“I didn’t want to say anything that would make you stop.”

“You know,” she said, rubbing my leg still. “I really should, I am a married woman after all.”

“I noticed that,” I said, and I pointed to her ring.

She flicked her finger and considered it. “I take it off now and then, doesn’t mean anything, just feels different when it’s off.”

“Show me,” I said.

She puffed air out her nose, thought about it a moment longer, and then began to twist if over her finger. “It makes me think about college when I take it off.”

“You feel like you missed out on a part of life, don’t you.”

She set the ring on the side table. “Is it too late for me?” she grinned, but then she thought about what she said and inhaled deeply.

“What do you feel you missed the most?” I leaned my arm over the back of the couch and behind her.

“I don’t know,” she said. She gazed into the middle distance. “The spontaneity maybe. Just doing crazy things without thinking too much.”

“Let’s recreate college right now,” I said. I jumped up and turned the lights down. “What music did you listen to?” I asked her, pulling out my phone.

She beat me to it. “Don’t worry,” she pulled out her own phone and connected to the speaker. “I have a playlist that’s exactly that.”

I came back beside her on the couch. “Close enough?”

“Close,” she said. She looked at me, at my face, my hair, my mouth.

“So what spontaneous thing did you not do that you want to do now?”

“Not going to say.” She grinned and hid her face in a pillow.

“You can, no one’s here.”

“That’s the problem.”

“Just me here is a problem?”

“I told you, when I take my ring off, it makes me feel all different.”

“Free?”

“Yeah, free.”

“So you’re free, you’re in college, you’re spontaneous, you have your favorite music on.”

“And I’ve got a boy in my room.”

“You’ve got a boy in your room.”

“But I’m married.”

“Maybe not for the next three hours or so. Ring is off, like you said.”

And then the question that clinched it. She looked at me, she bit her lip again and pulled at her hair.

“Are you good at keeping secrets?”

“What’s the secret?”

She didn’t say anything, she just paused a moment, turned to me, and leaned on her hands on the couch between us, raised her face to mine, and kissed me on the lips.

She sat back and puffed her cheeks and crossed her arms over her chest. She dangled one leg from the knee of her other.

I said, “You didn’t turn into a pumpkin or anything.”

“No,” she nodded stiffly.

A moment passed before I said to her, “Want to try again? I’m sure a college-age kiss would be more than that grandma kiss.”

She laughed and shook her head. “I’m not sure about this.”

“If you’re not comfortable . . . . “I began, but I was interrupted when she rolled, threw her leg over my lap and leaned down to find my mouth with hers. She began to kiss me long and sloppily and fully, even scoping my tongue out with her tongue.

She gripped the back of the couch behind my head and pulled her face up from mine. “God it feels good to just do something without worrying so much about it,” she exhaled deeply, and then she tugged at my shirt tails and began with trembling fingers to undo the buttons from my neck all the way down to the bottom.

She sat back and crossed her arms over her body and pulled her halter up over her head. She leaned her body into mine and wrapped her hands under my arms and up over my shoulder blades. She nibbled and licked at my ear and said, in a low rumbling voice, “Are you sure he’s never going to find out?”

“Only if you tell him,” I said. She kissed me passionately, corkscrewing her face into mine she was so frantic.

She sat back again and began to play with my belt. She curled her lips and pulled her hair over her face. “So what, I’m supposed to do whatever I think to do without one second of thought?”

“You’re supposed to be back at college, before you married, and whenever you stopped yourself doing, you don’t stop now.”

She snickered. “I don’t think that’s a very safe thing to say.” She undid my belt and tugged at the waist of my jeans.

“Why is that?”

She undid the button and tried to stop herself again. “Because I wanted to do a lot of things back in college.”

“Like?”

“Wouldn’t you just like to know!” she said, jutting her face out and narrowing her eyes. She bit her tongue tip and I captured her tongue in my lips and sucked. “That’s only going to get us into more trouble.” She undid the fly of my jeans. “Why don’t we take these off,” she said, tugging at me.

“I will if you will.”

“You think it’s that easy to get into this girl’s pants?” She stood up in front of me as she said it.

“I think that’s what college was like, wasn’t it?”

She drooped her head and puffed air out her nose. She turned her back to me and undid her pants and began to wiggle her hips back and forth tugging them down tightly over her hips. “Well come on,” she said, gesturing with her gaze down into my lap. I lifted my hips and pulled my jeans off.

She turned around in only her bra and panties and she lifted herself one knee at a time back into her place straddling my lap. She wrapped her fingers together behind my neck and brought her lips up to mine. “Are you sure this is going to be okay?”

She didn’t wait for an answer before kissing me again. She also reached down between us and shivered when she pressed her palm into my bulge. “Can I tell you what I really want to do?”

“You can show me maybe.”

She slipped back on her knees and down toward the floor. “There was this guy once,” she said, “and we were making out in my room just like this.” She tugged at my underwear until I lifted my hips and she slid them down my legs. “And I really wanted to do this for him, but I was too shy.”

“Do what?”

“You know, don’t be silly,” she said, gripping my cock in her hand. “I think about it all the time,” she said looking up at me even as she kissed the head of my cock. She breathed hard and her chest heaved.

“Do you masturbate thinking about it?”

“How did you know?” she breathed out, before enveloping her mouth around the head of my cock. She tightened her lips around the shaft and sank down over my cock nearly all the way.

I pulled her up to make her stand in front of me. She covered herself with her hands but I slid my thumbs under the waist of her panties and began to tug at them.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

“It was probably as much what you didn’t do in college as what you didn’t let others do to you, am I right?”

“We can’t go there,” she said.

I continued sliding her panties down and off. She leaned her hands on my shoulder and stepped one foot up at a time to help me. “Why not?”

“Because it’s wrong,” she chuckled, sliding back onto my lap, naked now, as was I. I rolled her off me and onto her back on the couch. She yelped but she allowed herself to be dropped. I twisted her around and dropped her ankles onto the coffee table behind me, with her legs over both my shoulders. She held her bottom lip in her thumb and finger and watched me. “Did you not hear me?” she asked.

I wrapped my arms around from under her legs and placed my hands on her abdomen. I spread her pussy lips with my fingers. She sucked air in through her close teeth. “I asked you a question,” she nearly whispered.

I blew a small steam of cool air on her lips down there. She was glistening wet. Her hand travelled over her breast and slowly down her stomach, her thumb folding under and over her fingers, unsure what to do. “I don’t think you should do that,” she tried again, and attempted to roll herself onto her side.

I pressed down and held her hips in place. “We’re going to get caught,” she said. I blew again and touched, barely, my lips to hers. Her lower body lifted and twisted, trying to pull away, but not seriously. She continued to watch, biting her finger. “Okay, that’s good, thank you,” she said.

“Did you always talk so much in college,” I said.

She laughed, and just as she did, I brought my mouth to her pussy and licked in her furrow. She instantly arched her back and shot her head backward into the cushions on the back of the couch. Her hips curled down and her hands both pinched the flesh on my shoulders. She gasped loudly.

When I lifted up from her, she sank down and huffed and puffed. “Shit,” she said. “That was good,” she smiled broadly.

“Enough?” I asked.

“Fuck no!” she laughed and she raised her legs to plant her feet flat on my back and grabbed the hair on both sides of my head. She pushed herself down lower into the couch and shoved her hips up into my face. “Eat me out, bad boy,” she laughed, but again I stopped her short by leaning in and licking up the side of her clitoris, and down the other side.

She arched hard again and inhaled sharply through her teeth. As I licked her all around, she inhaled tiny cries that rose higher and higher, more alarmed sounding each time. Her pussy flooded and her clit grew larger and hard. When I heard her stop breathing, I kept my pace and pressure and her fingers drove hard circles into the sides of my head until she raised her whole body off the couch and nearly fell forward over top of my back, she clenched her entire body so hard.

She sank back, pushed me aside and lifted her leg over my back to close her thighs to me, and laughed in a long, languid lazy and released kind of way.

We laid there and caught our breath, side by side fully stretched out on the couch together.

“You said anything, without thinking.”

“I did.”

She reached behind her and found my cock and tittered. “You are so dead if he finds out,” she said, twisting her head around in front of me to try to kiss my mouth. She lifted her knee and contorted her back until she brought the head of my cock to her pussy from behind.

She played with my cock at her pussy lips and twisted far enough on her spine to kiss me sloppily on the mouth. She let go of my cock when she had pulled me inside an inch. I reached under and over her and held her body with my hand on her stomach and her breasts. Without warning, I curled my hips and buried my cock all the way into her pussy.

She gasped loudly and pressed her ass back against my hips and turned her head down to her chest, bracing herself by pushing her hand hard into the arm of the couch. “Yeah,” she cried out. I rammed her no harder than she shot her ass back into my hips, ramming me. “Fuck that’s good,” she groaned.

At one point she crawled away from me and then rested her cheek on the arm of the couch, gripped the arm with both her hands, and looked at me over her shoulder, pushing her chest down and her hips up.

“Like this,” she said softly.

“Is this what you imagine him doing to you in your room at college?”

She grinned with embarrassment. “Yes.”

I knelt behind her and massaged her beautiful butt. She shook it and wavered it at me. I took control of her hips and she pushed them back at me.

“Come on,” she cried in a tiny voice. She wiggled it at me. “Fuck me from behind.”

I rubbed her waist and still just dangled my cock against her skin.

“Don’t, come on,” she whimpered. Finally she reached down beneath her pussy and seized my cock with her long delicate fingers. She shoved me into her sopping pussy and pushed her hips back into my abdomen hard enough to take my cock all the way inside her.

She exhaled and let go and rested her sweat-beading forehead on the couch arm that she held gripped with whitening knuckles. I began to ram her body hard enough to jolt her violently. She only cried and moaned more. I slammed into her so hard the sound of our flesh smacking filled the place. I wanted to make sure Luke could hear it loud and clear. I tried to pull out of her but she reached behind and tugged me with her nails cutting into the back of my thigh. I finished inside her.

She lead me naked by the hand to the bathroom and we laughed and joked and wiped each other up. “I’m going to have a shower when you leave,” she said, her way of telling me it was time to go. It was okay, I heard the creak of the front door telling me Luke had his chance to get out of there.

The very next day Luke and I met up at the same pub where we had sat initially to cook up our plan. I came to our small table in the corner protected by the high backs of the booth seats and set down two tall sleeves of beer.

“You doing okay, Luke?”

He stared at his beer silently and motionless.

“Go on, pour about half that back into your throat, you probably need it.”

He did as he was told. Slamming the glass back down on the table, he looked sideways at me with his head deeply dipped. “Why am I not trying to kill you right now?”

“Is that really what you’re feeling?”

“That’s just my point. I’m not feeling anything like that against you. I’m supposed to be punching you out right now. Hitting you.”

“Is that the essence of who you are, or is that an identity you put on?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Luke, you know when someone suddenly turns in front of you at an intersection or something, and you pull off some amazing maneuver super fast and miss hitting them?”

“Yeah. You’re amazed that you were able to do it — without thinking.”

“Without thinking, right? But it’s still you. It’s like there’s two different kinds of ‘you’ inside there,” I pointed at my head. “The thinking one and the unthinking one.”

“I believe it was the unthinking one that got this whole mess started.”

“Well, let’s see. Do you think you should be punching me right now?”

“Yeah.”

“So the thinking one wants to hit. When we’re under a lot of pressure, when we’re in new territory, when things are happening too fast, that’s when the unthinking one calls the shots.”

“Okay.”

“It gets a bad rap, though, doesn’t it. We believe the unthinking self is the one that isn’t thinking about consequences, consequences to our reputation, consequences to our appearances, it doesn’t concern itself with that, it just renders its choice and acts. Like when you steer around three cars at speed and hit nothing. It can be highly effective, the unthinking one. It saves our lives often. That’s also who we are.” I leaned over the table close to him. “Maybe it was your unthinking self that was watching last light and staying put in the closet even as things were getting heated up.”

“What are you saying?”

“What’s the true self, the one that crashes, or the one that steers expertly super-fast around the hazards?”

“They both are I guess.”

“They both are. Maybe different situations call for different selves. Drive through a hazard quickly, unthinking self, put your signature on a contract to buy a house, maybe thinking self is better there. So which is the right one for watching your wife fuck another man?”

He bolted up and scanned behind him and around our vicinity in the dark mostly empty pub. “Hey for fuck sakes, cool it will you?”

“The point is, there is a time to call up our propensity to violence — like when threatened, or when we’re at risk, or someone we love is at risk.”

He narrowed his eyes at me and poured back nearly the rest of his sleeve.

“Who was at risk last night? Who was threatened? Were you threatened by it?”

“No, but that’s just it. Why am I not threatened? Everything I know screams at me that I shouldn’t be just sitting there with my wife getting fucked right in front of me.”

“Maybe you need to explore it further.”

He nodded slightly looking down his nose at me. “You’re saying let’s all do it again.”

“You did it the first time, nothing happened. Look, you’re okay, you’re not damaged. Nobody even knows about it.”

“Not exactly nothing happened.”

I crooked my eyebrow at him not sure what he meant.

He shook his hand with his fingers curled up and looked at me sheepishly. He was telling me that he jerked off in the closet watching me fuck his wife.

“Going to tell you something Luke.”

“Go ahead, not like you haven’t stopped yourself before.”

He had a point. “I haven’t seen one husband not do that so far.”

“I don’t doubt that,” he said scanning the room again surreptitiously through the tops of his eyes. “It’s an intense experience.”

“Maybe the reason you’re not angry or threatened by it,” I sat back and planted my hands on the seat beside my legs, disarming my appearance completely, “is because when I offered the bet, you wanted to lose the bet, when I offered the opportunity, you imagined it and you wanted to see your wife do that.”

He spoke low and carefully, genuinely concerned about his mental health. “Why would I want to see that? What the fuck is wrong with me?”

“If by ‘wrong’ you mean in what way are you different from most other men, I am here to tell you that according to my admittedly limited data set, you aren’t different from most men. If by wrong you mean how are you different from what is expected of you, I can only ask, who wrote down the rules of what is expected of you? You know, for over a thousand years, we had rules laid down about what was expected of us by a bunch of celibate guys living together in ornate mansions wearing colorful robes and who hunted down and often just flat out killed anyone who disagreed with them.”

“Okay,” he said.

“Okay what?”

He straightened his leg and pushed his hand deep into his pocket. He pulled out the wad of hundreds I gave him originally, another wad he owed me for losing the bet, and then he reached into his other pocket and pulled out a third wad.

“I gotta know what’s going on.”

I scooped up the money. “That’s also why you can do this,” I nodded.

“What is?”

“You’re paying me, you’re setting the plan, you’re saying when and where it’s going to happen, and now that it’s not even a bet anymore, just a fee, you’re totally in control of it. Yes, your wife is fucking another man, but you control it. The threat we feel is a threat to our control, not a threat to us directly when we watch our wives fuck other men. I mean, you look like the kind of guy who had lots of fun back at college.”

He grinned and nodded, remembering,

“She didn’t. It wasn’t safe for her to do so in a lot of ways. But she’s the same as you, she’s human. She likes that kind of fun too. You had it, you’re kind of done. She didn’t. She’s only now in a place where she is feeling safe — she has you in marriage, she’s protected by you, she’s not going to lose her reputation, the other girls aren’t around to harass her for being a slut, boys aren’t going to call her a skank, her parents aren’t going to cut her off or shake their heads. She has her life together, she’s got things going — career, assets, security. She wants to have the fun she missed back when you were having your fun. She’s only able to do it because of you.”

“I don’t know if what you’re saying is right. Let’s do it again. I have to see that again. I never saw her act like that before.”

“One rule, though right?” I nodded once to remind him.

“What rule is that?”

“You need to tell her. I don’t care if you’re hiding again, or sitting in the same room, although I will tell you from experience, sitting in plain sight is kind of weird for all involved, me included. You don’t even have to be home, but she’s got to know that you know, that you approve, and that you might even be watching. It’s not fair to set her up and then spy on her.”

“How am I supposed to do that? How am I supposed to tell her?” He flopped back in the booth, defeat and exasperation etched on his face.

“If you truly want to see it again, you’ll find a way,” I said, rolling up the stacks together in my fist and slowly putting them in my pocket. I gave him all the opportunity in the world to stop me and take his fee back. But he didn’t.

It took three weeks.

Abel — He called you?

Cain — They almost always do.

Abel — Was that longer or shorter than most?”

Cain — It was dead on the average. His wife and him agreed that he would be there, but he would pretend to be spying, and she would pretend not to know. Here’s the kicker. He called me and asked if they could set it up differently. I said, “What did you have in mind?”

He says, “Di, she loves her bookstores. She loves reading romances that start around books and bookstores. She’s in total agreement with me, we wouldn’t do this with anyone else but you. But she wants to pretend to meet you at a bookstore, get interested in each other, and she takes you home on the spur of the moment to, you know.”

“To fuck me.”

“You really like using that word and putting it right out there, don’t you.”

“I just like to make sure we understand what we’re talking about.”

“Okay, yeah, she wants to bring you home and fuck you.”

“And you’re in the closet watching.”

“With me in the closet watching, that’s right,” he said. “So can we say a place and a time, and just leave it to you to figure out how to approach her?”

“Is that what she wants?”

“Yes, she wants to pick up a guy on the spur.”

“What will she be wearing?” I asked.

“You just leave that to me,” he said.

It was perfect. That was my test — when the husband gets excited about helping the wife dress and get ready, you know it’s the full-on positive cuckold trip they bought.”

“Just so we’re all on the same page,” I said, does she want me to initiate, or does she want to initiate?”

“She said she wants to notice you first, and initiate things with you. Aside from that, she doesn’t want anything else scripted out, other than the finish, obviously. But what happens between initiation in the bookstore and closing the condo door when you leave, she wants it to unfold however it goes.”

“That’s excellent, Luke. Just one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“She will have to settle in her mind a good reason for why you aren’t around and why she knows you won’t be back, even if it’s a form of lying to herself, it’s just how the brain works.”

“No problem, already thought of that, got it covered. I’m gone on an overnight road trip with one of the teams I photog for.”

“Good thinking.”

Abel — So how did the second meet go?

Cain — it was great. I really enjoyed this couple. They were really so refreshing in their ability to think outside. I loved the set up they came up with, it was unique.

I came into the same shop where she goes for lunch at exactly the right time, in the evening just before closing, nobody else around. I knew that she was already in there and that she was probably losing her mind with anticipation. I just browsed, minding my own business. She could hear the bell when I opened the door right on the dot. I let her find me.

She took her time — I guess she had to build up her nerve. I wasn’t going to help her, I wanted it to be as true to her little fantasy scenario as possible.

A good fifteen minutes after I came in, I notice her browsing shelves down the far end of an aisle I was already in. I let her come closer and closer. She got next to me and said, as though just noticing me, “Or sorry, wasn’t paying attention.”

“No problem,” I said, graciously gesturing for her to pass me by,

Abel — You really weren’t going to make it easy for her were you.

Cain — I wanted it as close to realistic and natural as possible. She came up with a clever way to open things up with me. She said, “Oh my god, you’re holding the book I was so looking for!”

“What this exact book?” I said back to her with an incredulous smile.

“That very same book!” she grinned. She was so nervous. She leaned in close to me and spoke like a cartoon detective out the side of her mouth. “Listen I don’t know how to do this, could you just come with me and fuck me please?”

“Whoa whoa,” I said, pulling my arm free of her grasp. “What happened to the seduction, the charm?”

“My husband pay you yet?”

“He’s all paid up, yes.”

“Then put down the damn book,” she murmured through her gritted teeth, “and get in my car now.”

Abel — And . . . .  so off you go? Back up to their condo?

Cain — Back up to their condo.

Abel — And onto the couch?

Cain — And onto the couch, the floor, the kitchen table and the counter too, the shower in the bathroom, their bed of course. She had a fantasy about doing it in a car, so we dressed again and went out to a parking place and we did in the car in the middle of the night.

Abel — Cain, you really outdid yourself this week. Did you go back again?

Cain — Oh, you know the rule, Abel. Never a third time. After two times, it’s up to the couple to figure out how to do it for themselves. They bring me back a third time, now it’s just another kind of marriage security, another kind of sameness. I move on!

Abel — Ever onward! And so there you have it folks, this week’s episode. And Cain, as always, “You Kill Me!”

Cain — It’s the way it’s always been. Happy trails y’all!





Peeking through the Knotty Pine


Our cottage creaks so I had to move with stealth. Though I had my choice of several finger-sized knot holes to peer through the pine log walls, I needed to slide between them through the narrow and dark pantry like a spider creeping sideways. I would easily have been busted if my wife didn’t have her Spotify on.

Piecing the scene together from the many partial round glimpses, I was able to build-up a nearly complete view of the main space of the cottage, including the big old sofa in front of the windows looking down over the side of the pristine forested hill into the glass sheet of Lake St. Pierre below. But of infinitely greater interest was what was on the sofa.

My wife Robin and I married 18 months ago when she just turned 27 and I was 28. Robin’s a very energetic and open-minded person, if a touch naive. She’s a nurse and I’m an aircraft mechanic so we didn’t often get real holidays together uninterrupted by emergencies at work.

Kurt was this 45 year old playboy type of guy who seemed to live year-round right on the lake in a cottage that’s bigger and better than most people’s homes. He was some famous food photographer when he felt like working, and otherwise puttered around on old wooden sailboats he restored. The guy read books like I watched games — always. It’s like there was nothing he didn’t know, whether it’s history, machines, coding, you name it. Robin always seemed fascinated with the guy like a long-lost uncle.

She was on the couch in her white bikini bottoms with the large laces holding them together at her hips, and over her bikini top, a very loose and light long sleeve top that fell off one shoulder. She wore her sunglasses pushed up over her forehead and her wavy layered milk-chocolate hair tumbled down over her shoulders and back like something you just wanted to bury your face in. Her wrists jangled with a thousand bracelets. Though she was completely hot, she seemed never aware of the effect she had on men when she was dressed and done up like that.

Kurt was doing his charming wealthy older guy thing, which was what I’d set this whole thing up to secretly watch. I saw the way Robin reacted to him the first time they met, but even more interesting to me was the way he reacted to her.

She’d made pineapple screwdrivers for both of them, her favorite vacay drink. Kurt’s obvious and unabashed staring at her body twigged something in me. I might have felt it before in retrospect but never with such clarity as I did when we were in my metalwork shed behind the cottage. He was flirting with her like I wasn’t even there. I’m not sure she noticed, being Robin, but I did.

I guess I should have been angry at him and more protective of my wife. But Robin is a nurse and needs no help taking care of herself. It’s just, I loved it. I felt like wrapping my arms around my wife, even turning her toward him and feeling her up over her chest in front of him and going, “Yeah, that’s right, she’s fucking hot, and she’s fucking mine!” It made me feel powerful, knowing a guy with his money and confidence and intelligence was, in this one way at least, second place to me.

It felt good watching him flirt with my wife and it was totally safe even if she flirted a little back with him — Robin would never let things go any further. I mean, seriously, it just wasn’t in her. I wanted to watch him try flirting with her again, to feel that power again, even more intensely. I knew he was coming up to go over details of a piece he had me manufacturing for him for his boat project. But before he got there, I pretended to get a call to help somebody’s visiting parents with a power generator in their cottage, and pretended I had to leave right away.

I told Robin to wait for Kurt and make him a drink and tell him I’d be back in thirty. Then, after I knew he was there for a while, I called her back again and told her it was a bigger problem. I’d be working on it for the next four hours “at least.”

“What should I tell Kurt?” she asked.

“Tell him I’ll be there at 8,” I said. It was only 3:30.

“What should we do? Go help you, or go to the lake maybe?”

“You liked him, I thought. Why not just hang out? It’s a gorgeous day. Have another drink.”

“Are you sure?” she asked after a long pause. It was like she suspected I might have noticed the electricity between her and Kurt from the day before.

“I trust you, Robin,” I said.

“Well, I’ll see what he wants,” she replied. “Maybe he won’t even want to stay and wait.”

“Let me know,” I said, but she’d already hung up. I’m pretty sure he’d want to stay, especially if Robin was going to be alone.

I came back out from my hiding place in the shed and lifted myself carefully through the open pantry window again. She was up from the sofa and in the kitchen making new drinks for them both. Kurt was on the couch twisted around watching every move of her lithe body across the floor. I could tell she knew he was watching her too, the way she moved.

“Sean says he won’t be back till 8, now,” she called to him.

“He feels alright leaving me alone here with his hot young wife?”

She cleaned her finger off between her thick lips. I noticed she’d put lipstick on — not a usual practice for the cottage. It was glossy grapefruit pink. I could see her grin but try to hide it. “He said he trusts me.” She almost giggled like it was a silly concept. “So no trying anything, mister!”

The way she walked back toward him surprised me. She took her time with the two drinks held high up at her shoulders like she had to be that careful not to spill them, but it was so obvious she was just begging him to savor her slim and toned body a bit longer.

“Till 8, he says?” Kurt seemed to be confirming as he took his drink from her where she handed it to him over the back of the sofa.

“That’s what he said,” she smiled as she sat her bikini-clad bottom on the back of the couch right beside his hand. “It’s probably you he should think about whether he can trust or not though, if you ask me.”

Kurt sucked his drink up his straw. “I think I make it pretty clear to all who come within range of me that I’m not to be trusted.”

Robin raised her shoulders and pressed her tongue between her teeth and scrunched her eyes. “You’re so bad. Such a guy! But you don’t scare me. Cause you’re going to keep your hands to yourself all afternoon, no matter what, right?” She sucked her drink up her straw and grinned with her eyes narrowing at his. “Think you can manage that?”

He passed his drink to his other hand and lowered his fingertips just to the point they grazed her bare thigh. They both watched his fingertips make small, slow circles on her there. “I hope I don’t scare you. I’m just a simple man.”

Robin let him touch her leg, to drag his fingertips lightly in circles that drifted up over her skin. “Yeah right,” she said in a low, quiet voice. “A simple man you are not. But it’s going to take a lot more than that to scare a girl like me. Anyway, didn’t I just say you can look but no touching?” She left her leg perfectly still, her inner thigh exposed where she flopped it sideways, and she kept her lidded eyes on his.

It was like she was taunting him.

“Maybe I’m falling out of practice.”

She threw her head back and laughed and patted him on the chest. “I’m pretty sure you’re in fine form. But we aren’t going to find out, are we, because I,” she stopped and leaned over very close to his face, “am,” she walked her fingers up over his neck, “a married,” she touched his lips, “girl.” She pushed her finger into his mouth briefly and giggled, kicked her long bare legs, and slipped off the back of the sofa.

“Come on, let’s go down to the dock and see what Sean did. He said he put in a bunch of new planks and made it a lot wider for sitting on and laying out in the sun.”

I was stunned by what she did to him with her finger. I liked it when she flirted back with guys a bit. But letting him touch her leg like that, letting him suck on her finger, if only for a split second, confused me and pulled my mouth sideways. Was it still just innocent flirting? I wasn’t so sure anymore.

I came out of the pantry and watched them through the big open front window make their way into the narrow trail down to the lake. “Careful,” I could hear her say to him, turning around. “The rocks aren’t all mortared in place yet,” she said, and she extended her hand for him to take in his and she lead him further down into the blackness, now holding hands with him.

After they receded from sight but were still within earshot, I heard my wife squeal with surprise and laugh. I heard her voice echo through the trunks, “I told you, no touching! You’re going to be punished for that!” I gaped. A moment later, further into the forest, I heard her yelp again.

I was unable to follow them into the dark to watch what was going on without guaranteeing I’d be caught. Though I was dying to know what they were saying and doing down there, all I could do was wait. It would have killed me if they kept flirting down on the dock for so long I’d miss most of it.

It was already everything I hoped for and more. Watching that cool and sophisticated Kurt yearn to touch my wife, to even touch her a little bit even, was more than I ever considered would happen. I didn’t think Robin would respond the way she did — allowing him his little transgressions. It was making me hard I loved it so much — within limits. And not seeing wasn’t within those limits.

Watching Robin flirt back with him was unexpected icing on the cake. With me apparently out of the picture, I guess she felt a little freed up to flirt back more than she might otherwise. It’s just, I didn’t account for that part of the equation and I didn’t account for how I’d feel about it. You think you’d be pissed at your wife for openly flirting with a guy behind your back. But I’m here to report, it doesn’t always hit you like that. It hit me with a new-found thrill I didn’t expect. Still, it had a tone of playing with fire about it, even if it was Robin we’re talking about.

Either my worst fear or my most hoped-for joy came to pass, I wasn’t sure which it was yet, because something must have transpired down on the dock. When they came back up, it wasn’t so much flirting anymore as it was straight-up playing with each other. Robin was riding piggy-back on Kurt. She was yelping and squealing and her arms hung so far down over his shoulders, her fingers scrunched at his lower stomach.

It’s not what I had in mind when I set this whole thing up, but it’s what I got, and I was no more able to stop it once it got going than I was able to admit that I was secretly  getting off on what I was spying on. Whatever they were going to do, I’d be just as bad if I were caught hiding in the pantry and watching it though the knotty holes. Especially now that they had clearly crossed the line between flirting and something else, the way they came up like that. I made a decision to stay hidden, to watch it all, whatever “all” would come to mean, and deal with what I was supposed to do about it later. I snuck back into the pantry.

Kurt carried my wife on his back up the steps and in through the cottage door. Robin had pulled all her hair over one side of her neck leaving her able to press her face against his. His hands reached around behind his back and carried her butt in her bikini. She was directing him with murmurs in his ear, and chuckling lightly.

She steered him to the front of the sofa and turned him around. He let her go and she squealed and laughed, falling back onto the big cushions.

“You don’t just drop a girl!” she cried out in mock protest.

But Kurt knelt on one knee on the floor in front of her and lowered his head. “My gravest apologies, my lady,” he said.

Robin let him take her hand and kiss the back of it, emitting a few little light sniggers. “More,” she said softly, thoughtfully, when he stopped.

He lowered his other knee and brought both her hands to his mouth and kissed not just their backs, but their palms too. She watched, slumping down further in the sofa. I pushed my eyeball nearly through the knot hole.

Kurt began to push one of her fingers into his mouth. Robin watched closely, her mouth involuntarily dropping open. “You better stop that, it feels too good.”

“Add it to my list of punishments,” he said, not stopping at all, but sliding another finger into his mouth.

Robin sucked air through her teeth noisily and chuckled again, lightly, with embarrassment. “What do you think you’re doing?” she exhaled.

He didn’t answer. Instead he shimmied forward toward the edge of the couch, causing Robin to open her knees.

“I think we should stop,” she breathed.

He slowly, carefully, took her hands in his and pushed them along her bare thighs toward the back of the couch where he pressed them behind her back and used one hand around both her wrists to hold her hands behind her.

“You’re not supposed to do this,” she said. But she also lifted her knees and draped her legs over his shoulders, let her feet hang down his back, her heels draw up and down over his skin. “Sean will come back.”

“Not for a couple hours,” he said.

“I know!” Robin groaned with a smirk, pressing her head back into the sofa cushions and pretending to squirm, to pull her hands so feebly from his grip behind her back. “Still,” she said. One heel and then the other drew up and pressed down over his back. Her hips rocked on the cushions. She snapped her head forward and bit his arm that held her hands. But not hard.

“You should stop, though” she groaned again. “Or I don’t know what’s going to happen.”

He only grinned like a devil and kissed the inside of her thigh just above her knee.

“You better not do that again or you are going to be in so much trouble,” she warned. But her stomach clenched and her hips curled. She stared down her body at him between her legs. He dragged the tip of his tongue up over her skin. “No touching I said,” she moaned, but with a smirk. She knew they were way past that. “We better lock the door,” she breathed out, and pushed her head back into the soft deep sofa cushions.

He knelt back and looked over his shoulder at the door.

“I’ll get it, there’s a double lock from the inside.” She giggled as she lifted her legs off his back and padded over the cottage floor. On her way back she stopped two feet in front of me and half bent over with her thumbs in the waist of her bikini bottom. I was stunned when she pushed it off and dropped it on the floor. She looked incredible with nothing on from her waist down, and her white bikini top and oversized light wrap over that.

“Don’t get any ideas though. It’s just because you’re making me too wet and I don’t want a spot there,” she chuckled nervously. She came back to the sofa and stepped up on it to slide herself back into the same position. “I’m sure you’ve seen one before, so control yourself. I’m not sure yet that you get to keep doing that to my legs either, I might have to stop you. We’ll see,” she grinned, pulling her knees up and draping them over his shoulders again. “You may continue.”

“Yes princess,” Kurt glared and slowly shook his head. He kissed her on the inside thigh and looked up, making an obvious show of obtaining her permission.

“Fine,” she said, “for now,” keeping a nervous watch on him, clasping her hands together and holding her knuckles at her mouth.

He kissed several kisses more moving up another inch or two inside her thigh and stopped to look up again. “Probably far enough.” She grinned and reached halfway to the top of his head, but retracted. “Just be careful, go slowly, okay?”

His arms wrapped around her legs and his hands spread over her abdomen. I could see his grin from the other side of the log wall, through my spy hole. My wife sucked air sharply over her teeth when he ducked down again.

His hands wrapped around her thighs and tried to pull her wider open, but she squeezed her legs and squealed. “Not to the very top!”

“How far?” He looked up at her with his chin nearly touching her pussy.

“I don’t know,” she whined. “What time is it?”

“It isn’t close.”

“Set your alarm.”

“For when?” he asked her, whipping out his phone.

“Seven-thirty,” she replied. “No, seven.”

“Done. Seven.”

“So how far?” he asked again, planting little kisses on the soft inner thigh again.

“Not to the top.”

“Here?” he asked, touching the tip of his tongue to a few inches down her leg from the apex.

“Higher,” she bit her bottom lip. “I guess.”

“Here?” he said, kissing about two inches from her pussy.

“You know exactly what you’re doing to me, don’t you.”

“Here?”

She rolled her head back and gasped. He was an inch away. “It’s good there.” She was breathing harder.

He kissed her lightly, softly, right beside her pussy. “Here?”

She half-chuckled and half-panted. “That’s probably far enough,” she was breathing hard. Her head had rolled against the sofa cushions and her hands massaged the sides of his head.

“How about . . . “ he said, trailing off. 

My wife’s head sank back deep into the cushions and her legs fell open. I could see her hips roll and push up to meet his face. There was no light left between his mouth and her pussy. She sighed audibly and issued a long, and deep “Mmmm. . . . “

I watched Kurt’s head spiral on her between her legs and my wife’s head thrash in slow motion side to side deep inside the plush of the cushions. She smiled with her eyes closed and caught her tongue between her teeth. “That’s about the right spot there,” she moaned lazily and full of breath.

He was relentless on her. She sucked short sharp inhalations through her nearly closed mouth, followed by occasional long groans exhaling to the bottom of her lungs. She was nearly violent the way she suddenly yanked at her top and tore it off., sinking back in just her bikini top.

Kurt reached up and rubbed her breast though the fabric. “Fuck, Kurt,” she groaned, and she sat up sharply and fumbled behind her back trying to undo the clasp. “Help!” she laughed, twisting to turn her back to him. She shook the straps down her arms and tossed the top randomly onto the floor and sank back into the couch, clasping her palms to her breasts. “Why did you have to start this?”

“I couldn’t help myself,” he said, going back down on her.

“It’s not really sex though, right?” she asked like it was a real question. Her rib cage pushed up and her back arched sharply. She cupped her breasts in her hands and rolled her nipples in her fingers and thumbs. “Fuck that’s good right there,” she cried to him. I could see her hips push up sharply and sink back down with waves of vibrations.

“Right there,” she squeezed out in a voice with no breath. She inhaled raggedly and held her breath. Her whole body went rigid and her chest heaved up. When she crested, she groaned so loudly I had to look away. I’d never experienced her orgasming like that.

Kurt stood up and whipped all his clothes off. She remained slumped on the couch so far down she was laying on her back with her legs sticking out across the floor. When he stepped in front of her she raised her heels to the backs of his thighs and pressed. She reached with her grasping fingers unable to find the strength to sit up.

“No touchy-touchy,” he teased. She laughed and bolted up to sit in front of him stark naked and grabbed him by his butt. She kissed his lower abdomen and ducked her head down further. She used her tongue to lift his erection to her lips and without using her hands she kissed and flicked her tongue all around his shaft.

“I don’t know what you did to me down on the dock, but I am not responsible for any of this, I hope you know.” She pressed her lips to the head of his cock and moaned on him.

Kurt stood there like King Shit with his hands on his hips just looking down and watching her take him in. He stroked her hair and cupped her cheek. She straightened her back and pressed her breasts into his thighs. She lowered her mouth down over the head of his cock and sank her painted lips to the base.

When she came off of him, she wrapped her hand around his cock and looked up at him from below his abdomen and smiled. “You like?” she asked.

He just smiled back and then pushed her by the shoulders backward. She yelped and fell back without resistance, pulling her knees up and planting her heels on the edge of the sofa. He roughly pushed her legs apart and leaned over her body below him, planting his hands on the back of the sofa above her head.

Robin wrapped her hands around his waist and held him at arm’s length. Her legs rose up and her heels pressed into the small of his back. “We can’t do that though,” she said.

“We won’t, just playing.”

“As if,” she said, and he lowered his mouth to hers and she willingly reached up to him, straining her neck and moaning.

“But it’s hard to resist,” he said.

“Uh huh,” she nodded, sounding half-defeated. He pressed his hips forward and she opened her legs wider. “But you can’t go inside,” she spoke low and softly.

She allowed his hips to come closer, letting her arms bend. They kissed passionately and she began to suck air again like she did before.

He reached down between her legs and touched her there. “No fair,” she groaned. “How would you like it if I did that to you?” She reached to grip her hand around his thick, hard cock. He pressed his hips and she relented further.

“Just introduce them,” he said.

“No,” she laughed. But she kept tugging on his cock, rubbing her palm around the head, and following his touches on her pussy with her hips.

“Just a kiss,” he said.

“You’re bad,” she said. They both looked down between their bodies, his fingers dancing over her pussy, her fingers rubbing up and down over his cock. “One kiss.”

He pressed and she yielded. Her mouth opened in a gape and her breath was ragged and shallow. She wrapped her grip around his shaft tightly and allowed him to come closer. “You’re so hot,” she whispered.

“You’re incredibly wet,” he said back to her.

“I told you that. You were making me so wet down on the dock I didn’t want Sean to see the front of my bikinis.” She suddenly inhaled sharply. She had pulled his cock and touched its head to the lips of her pussy. “Is that a kiss yet?”

“Just one more, I missed it,” he said.

“You’re such a liar.” She drew the head of his cock around her soft, glistening lips. “You better not push though,” she warned him. But he did, sinking his hot shaft into the furrow of her pussy all the way in one long, slow thrust, and she let go of his cock, threw her arms around his neck, and wrapped her legs tightly around his back. “Fuck!” she exhaled. “I tried to warn you.”

I glued my eye to the knot hole. Kurt sank into her over and over, pounding his hips into her hips, ramming her deeply into the cushions of the couch. She wrapped her arms around his neck and grimaced like a torture victim. He fucked her so hard I thought either she or the sofa would break. “Fuck!” she cried in a deep, guttural groan.

Kurt pulled out and pulled her up to stand in front of him. He turned her to lean her hands straight out against the big windows looking down the hill and to the lake. He spread her legs with his feet and grabbed her waist from behind.

I changed my knot hole and watched from the side. Kurt entered her from behind as she bent over deeply to let him in further. She arched her back up and twisted around to kiss him behind her as he fucked her body so hard, she sounded like an animal.

She pushed back against him and nearly tripped over trying to push him to the sofa to make him fall down under her. She wasted no time climbing on his lap and reaching around her side behind her butt to grab his cock, all wet and slippery from her, and she raised her hips and plunged him back inside her.

So much for not touching. So much for not going inside.

I came away from the knot hole and wrapped my hand around the pantry door handle. I composed myself and readied what I was going to say. I could hear my wife laughing and squealing and moaning and inhaling sharply. She sounded like she was permanently on the cusp of another orgasm.

I flung the door open but instead of her facing me over the back of the sofa as I had planned to confront her, she had, while I hesitated, turned herself around to ride him reverse cowgirl. I was still unseen.

I crossed the floor halfway to the back of the couch. I was able to see the top of Kurt’s head and his hands  around the waist of my beautiful wife who was snaking up and down on him. I could see my wife’s hands reach around behind herself, grabbing his wrists as he held her, riding him up and down hard and deep. I stepped forward more and could see down the front of Kurt’s chest and stomach, to where  his cock emerged from my wife’s wet and engorged pussy lips, and where it sank back inside her till her lips mashed against his base. Over and over.

Her back, long, toned and beautiful, contorted on him and her head hung low to make her long hair swish and grace over his knees. I stepped to the back of the sofa and towered over them both so close I need only have reached to touch my own wife’s back. Still I readied my speech.

My wife flung herself backward and laid back on Kurt’s body, his cock still inside her, her feet snaked around his calves, and his arms wrapped around her torso from below, his hands covering her breasts. She reached over her head and gripped her fingers into his hair and pulled. If she had stretched her fingers back instead of into his hair, she would have touched my stomach.

“Fuck Kurt, it’s so good,” she groaned privately to him, quietly. But I was so close I might have heard her better than even him. Both their eyes were clamped shut. My wife’s mouth hung open and she panted like she had never been fucked that good before.

I knelt at the back of the couch and rested my elbows on it. Kurt’s head was directly below mine and my wife’s head pushed into the back of the sofa beside his, both their heads so close I could have kissed them both.

Kurt’s hands roamed her stomach and abdomen and teased her pussy where his cock snaked inside her covered in her slick dampness, while his other hand roamed over her breasts. I touched her lips with my fingers and she immediately turned her face to my touch and sucked desperately on me, sucking me inside her mouth. She evidently could not count hands.

I reached over with my other arm and carefully lowered my finger to her nipple, erect and hard. She moaned loudly and sucked harder when I twisted her nipple in my finger and thumb.

When she twisted around I lost my nerve and fell to the floor behind the couch. I could hear them kissing and laughing. When they stopped talking again and began grunting, when the couch began to be jolted enough to make it’s wooded legs dance hard on the floor, and when I heard my wife cry out, lost inside her finally erupting orgasm, I peeked over the top of the sofa.

From behind Kurt’s shoulder I watched him kneeling over my wife’s ass, ramming his cock into her from behind where she offered it up to him, pressing her chest down and shoving her hands hard into the arm of the couch in front of her to brace herself from his despoliation of her.

When he began to groan and slam her with lost abandon, I thought that finally Robin would draw the line. But she didn’t. I backed away from behind Kurt as he shot himself into her. I could see his semen gush from her red and raw pussy lips, and rather than pull away, rather than cry out in alarm, I watched my wife push back against him as hard as he pushed at her, grinding her ass into his stomach, catching all of his ejaculate inside her, and moaning so loud anyone would have heard her cry down on the lake below.

I nearly crawled to the pantry and shut the door softly and tumbled out the window tripping on the ledge and landing on my back with a thud. I staggered through the darkening forest and snagged myself and whipped my face making my own trail back to the road and to where I parked my truck.

It was already ten after eight when I climbed inside. They didn’t hear the seven-thirty alarm and nor did I, they were making so much noise and paying so little attention. If I had come back at the time I said, at eight, I would have found them in the throes of that final and climactic mutual orgasm. True she had locked the door from the inside. But the windows on the front were open, the curtains were wide open, and I would have heard everything through the door.

I drove slowly up the driveway and tapped my horn. The last thing I wanted was to deal with Kurt and my wife naked and covered in cum. I wanted to give them fair warning. I would have to adjust my speech and thought maybe the next day would be the better time.

I parked and took my time, making sure they heard me by clicking my door lock enough to make my truck chirp. To make triply sure they had time to dress and clean up, I want into my shed first, slamming the doors and pounding on the walls.

When I decided it was surely enough time, I came to the door and tried the knob. The fool! She forgot to unto the inside lock. I pressed and knocked and I heard Robin say “Shit!” and shout, “Coming!’

She opened it and then pretended to study it. “Stupid lock, how did that go on?”

Kurt was sitting on the couch dressed and  just calmly staring out the window at the falling dusk over the forest and lake.

“Hi boo, how did it go?” She kissed me on the cheek. She had changed and was wearing her white shorts and a loose halter.

“All good, finally, how did it go here?”

Kurt spoke without turning to look at me. “You have a fine thing going here, my man. I wouldn’t mind trading everything I have down on the lake for everything you have up here on the hill. The view is marvelous.”

“It’s what I was always telling you,” I said, kissing my wife right in front of him when he turned around. I wrapped my arm around her back and gripped her waist. I wanted him to know: you might have just fucked my wife, but she was my wife, she sleeps in my bed.

The next morning, I was tortured trying to find the right way to start talking about the previous day. I was torn. She cheated, but I know she tried to stop herself. And I played a role in it, by bringing him over and then leaving for hours so she’d be alone with him. Dressed in her bathing suit, I knew it would be hard for him to resist.

Also, there was the small matter of how I knew what she did. “How did you know?” I could imagine her asking.

What could I say? “I watched,”?

“The whole thing?”

“From inside the pantry.”

“How?”

“Little knot holes, I peeked.”

“Why didn’t you stop me?”

“Because I fucking got off on it.”

The conversation could hardly go any other way. And if it got to that point, it would be one of those bare-the-soul every honest bit kind of talks, and that would cause me to divulge to her that I stood so close to her I could feel her breath when she fucked him, that I touched her lips and her breasts, that she sucked on my finger with his cock pounding up into her pussy.

I’d have to tell her that when she orgasmed so deeply on him, when he came inside her, when I saw his ejaculation gush from her pussy, I came too, in my hand, with my cock pulled out of my shorts.

I wasn’t sure who would be more uncomfortable with that conversation, the wife who cheated flat out in front of her husband, or the husband who, staring mutely and powerlessly at his wife being reamed out better than he had ever done her, could only jerk himself off and slink away to hide. Even coming back in, I did more than they did to make sure they weren’t busted. The door was locked, her bikini bottoms were under the sofa, the cushion had several spots where his cum flew.

“Robin,” I said. “We need to talk about something.”

“Wait a sec,” she replied. The sound of a car crept up outside. She went to our door and pulled it open. “Kaylee’s here!”

I spun around. Kaylee was a vacation friend. She used her parent’s cottage a few miles away from ours. Unmarried, super-hot, really friendly and lots of fun. She left me tongue tied lots of times — she teased me in front of Robin all the time about me being married, “or else I totally would.”

She never said what.

“Kaylee and I want to see if we can plan out an open-air gym sort of thing!” They wanted my input — things would have to be welded.

Just as we got going on some drawings, Robin’s phone buzzed. “Oh damn,” she said. “Carol’s not doing good.” Carol was another friend, an older woman who was recently widowed. “Do you guys mind if I run over there and just see how she’s doing?”

I was nervous about being left alone with Kaylee. She was wearing a short black pleated skirt and a white high-cut crop-top Berkeley hoody unzipped just enough to show a pink bra. She always dressed like that. She loved catching me peeking at her and teasing me about it, right in front of Robin.

“Why wouldn’t you look, she’s so hot, I have to look too!” Robin said to me once, when I apologized for glaring at her. “Just don’t get caught, all’s good then, right?”

Kaylee made me stammer and get flustered, but she was perfectly fine with being left alone with me, nearly pushing Robin out the door. “I’ll be like 30 minutes,” Robin said as she left.

We continued working over the drawings. Kaylee came over to sit beside me so the drawings were right side up for both of us. She tapped my leg under the table to tell me with excitement this or that detail they had thought of. And she left her hand there too. I was finding it hard to keep concentrating.

Robin finally texted and I snatched up my phone. “Hey boo,” she wrote me. “Hope it’s okay, but I think I better spend some time with Carol — she’s in a bad space. I’ll bring dinner —I’ll get back for sure at six?”

It was three. I wrote her back. “Should I tell Kaylee we can get back to the plans another time?”

She wrote me back right away. “You liked her, I thought. Why not just hang out? It’s a gorgeous day. Have another drink.”

I stared at the phone until Kaylee broke my spell. “That Robin?”

“Yeah,” I said. “She won’t be back till six, she says.”

“Oh,” Kaylee replied with a smile and widened eyes. She didn’t seem much surprised at the change of plans. “Should we get another drink? Each?” She wiggled her glass in front of me and squeezed my leg under the table.

When I came back, she was on the sofa.
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