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My wife Desiree and my friend Doug came through the front door of our condo heads down, shoulders curled, lips pressed closed.
I sat at the counter on a stool facing into the kitchen licking off my fingers and smacking my lips. I even held my plate up and licked the runny egg from it because, why not? Fuck it.
I let them stand there in the hallway at the kitchen entrance looking at the floor in front of them, my wife dangling her bag from her fingers and bopping it with her knee, my friend chewing the inside of his cheek and rolling his foot over on it’s side.
She was in her jeans now, and her off-one-shoulder raw-white sweater that she kept pulling up one shoulder only to have it slide off her other shoulder. Her dark, wavy hair, tied loosely at the back of her neck, was still the way her dresser did it for the wedding the previous day. She looked sexy as fuck, maybe even more so with that guilt written all over her face.
He was in his jeans too, and untucked long-tail flannel shirt. He looked even more guilty than her, hands stuffed down his pockets, shoulders sloped over.
When they left the previous afternoon, she was in an eye-popping black sequinned dress, tight as anything and short enough to make her constantly tug it down. He was in a black suit with open white shirt. I took a picture of them before they left for the overnight wedding celebration for one of Doug’s work friends. That’s them on the cover of this book.
They appear in the picture about as opposite to guilty as two people can be, I would say. It’s definitely a “before” picture, compared to the “after” picture I was seeing on their faces when they came back. I stared at that picture on my phone from the time my wife called from the hotel parking lot they were pulling out of downtown earlier that morning, until the front door of our condo rattled with her keys two hours later.
For a one hour trip . . . .
“Traffic?” I said, finally looking up from my plate that I held like a steering wheel on front of my face.
“Sorry?” my wife said, tilting her face a few degrees to the side.
Doug nudged her and she looked down and bit her lip. “We stopped to talk things over,” he said and he cleared his throat.
“Get your stories straight, you mean,” I said. “Still some breakfast on the stove,” I added, gesturing with my forehead into the kitchen.
Desiree glanced at it but Doug didn’t. “We had breakfast on the way back,” he said.
“Well sit down, anyway,” I said, indicating the two stools on the opposite side of the counter that I had pulled out and placed just so for them. “Coffee at least, right?” I said, and I went around the counter to the coffee station and started the noisy motor in it. “Seriously,” I said, gesturing to the stools behind me now. “Sit.”
Desiree dropped her bag in the hallway — it no doubt contained her black dress — and they crossed the kitchen floor silently and sheepishly. I shook my head looking at their backs, their heads hung down between their high shoulders, not touching each other. I left then hanging while I took my sweet time making delicious coffee for us all.
I finally came around to my own stool opposite them, put cups down in front of their hang-dog faces, and in an exaggerated cheery voice, I said, “So! From the top, shall we?” I blew on and then sipped my coffee. When they both looked up at me, I smiled broadly. I don’t know about them, but I was settled in for an old-fashioned story time.
“What do you want to know?” Desiree said with a shrug. She dropped her face sideways and down to the floor under her stool.
“Well so far,” I said, sipping my coffee with both hands around the mug, “you said mistakes were made, something happened, things to confess, sorry-sorry-sorry, yada-yada-yada, coming home now,” I said. “To paraphrase,” I smiled at my wife. She said on the phone that they both wanted to talk to me. Together. Since they both made the “mistake” together. 
“Well,” my wife said and she bit her bottom lip. “I guess we shouldn’t have booked just one hotel room, in retrospect,” she shrugged and lifted her eyes to me. She put on eye makeup, I noted, for the ride home. And a light, natural-tone lipstick.
“From the top,” I said. “You’re here, I take a picture of the cute couple in the hallway, you kiss me goodbye, and the front door closes. Tell me starting from there.”
“Okay, well,” she exhaled and jutted her jaw sideways. “So we get to the hotel,” she started again.
I put my hand up in the stop signal again. “No,” I grinned. “So you close the condo door and walk down the hallway to the elevator, just out there,” I said, nodding my head to our front door. “Are you holding hands? Are you talking? Laughing? I heard you laughing, I think, through the door, after it closed.”
My wife snorted and grinned crookedly up at me from her lowered face and through strands of her fallen hair. “Yeah we laughed,” she said softly, her big brown eyes settling on mine.
“What about?” I said.
“Nothing, bro,” Doug said with a shrug.
I didn’t move my eyes from Desiree’s eyes, but I lifted my chin to her, inviting her to answer, not him.
She glanced through the corners of her eyes at Doug. She said, before bringing her eyes back to me, “I said to him that we might have to practice before we get to the dinner.”
“Practice what?”
She curled her lips between her teeth and searched the ceiling above and behind me before dropping her eyes back down to mine. “Being girlfriend-boyfriend, obviously,” she stated flatly. She kept her eyes on mine as though to challenge me.
“And you laughed about that,” I said.
“Mm-hm,” she said with her mouth closed, her lips pursed. She brushed strands of hair from her face and tucked them behind her ear before she clasped her hands together between her knees.
“And so did you?” I said.
Her lips twisted like she was sucking a too-big candy and her tongue slid around between her gums and cheeks inside her closed mouth.
“Hm?” I said.
Doug inhaled and prepared to talk again, but my wife patted his thigh to stop him. I noted without dropping my eyes directly to it that she left her hand resting on his thigh. Her finger curled and picked at the skin on the side of her thumbnail.
“We did,” she shrugged with one shoulder. “When we waited for the elevator, which you know can sometimes take forever,” she said and her eyes widened at me and her mouth dropped open. It was the first crack in the steely defensive armour she put up from the moment she came through the door. “We thought, what was stopping us from starting when the elevator door opens, when we get in? Making that the start of the adventure,” she said with a one-shoulder shrug.
“So from the elevator down onward, it was on,” I said, nodding.
“It wasn’t like that,” Doug said and he grinned but caught it and looked down in his lap and shook his head. He crossed his arms over his chest. He looked at my wife’s hand resting on its back on his lap, now relaxed as a sunbather poolside.
“It was like that, though,” my wife said quietly to him, correcting him. She swung her eyes back to me. “From the elevator down, yeah,” she said. “It was on.” There it was again, that defiant swing of her upturned face to swish her strands of hair away.
“Okay, so what happened on the elevator down then?”
“We kissed,” she said and she ducked her head back and shook it, making her hair cascade down her back.
“You made out,” I said.
She leaned over her elbows crossed on the counter under her chest, and leaned into the edge of the counter to bring her face closer to mine. “We necked, yeah, all the way down,” she said, spacing out the words. She jutted her chin and squinted her eyes.
Doug spun toward her. “Desiree, no,” he said.
She turned to him. “He already knows the worst of it,” she shrugged one shoulder at him. “Doesn’t matter now.”
“I’m pretty sure he doesn’t want all the dirty details,” Doug said back to her in a hushed voice as though I wasn’t right in front of them.
“Yes I do,” I said. “Make it like I was there, that’s what I want,” I nodded at him with steadfast assurance. “Paint a picture for me,” I said.
The fact is, they might have left the day before pretending for everyone at the wedding that Doug had to go to, but I was the one pretending now. I wanted to make my wife and friend think I was angry and that I wanted every last detail of how it happened as a way to punish them. But that wasn’t what was going on, not at all.
I hadn’t just been staring at that picture from the time she called me from the parking lot that morning. I’d been staring at it all the previous night, too. There is something in her eyes in that picture. Look at it again. That was the something that was driving me crazy. I couldn’t stop imagining her doing things with him. That’s supposed to make a man angry, right? But it didn’t make me angry. It made me a lot of things, but anger wasn’t one of them.
My wife was no fool. She could tell something was up with me from the moment she zeroed in on me with her deadly eyes over the counter. And the more she realized what I was and wasn’t feeling — insisting on pulling out all the details from her like that — the more I think she began to feel it too. Her eyes certainly showed it. They began to appear like they had in that picture — lustful, you might call it. Heated.
“We necked on the elevator,” she started again, testing her theory, I could tell. “I held him close to me with my arms over his shoulders. I was facing him,” she said.
“Show me,” I said. I still maintained my stance as the aggrieved husband. But my wife cracked a tiny grin in one corner of her mouth. That girl! She knew me better than I knew myself sometimes.
“It was like this,” she said, standing up from the stool and pushing it skidding back from her with the backs of her thighs. She kept her eyes on me as she pulled a reluctant Doug up from his stool by his hands. She stepped her body up close to his, even against it, and tugged his hands to make him, force him, to wrap them around her waist.
He dropped his head back and tucked his chin in and turned to me and rolled his eyes. He tried to keep his body away from my wife’s body,  but my wife stepped into him closer, pressing her body against his. Her elbows bent behind his head and her wrists dangled. Her fingers playing in his hair.
“Your friend slid his hands around my back, not like now,” she said to me. “Now he’s too scared to.”
“But he wasn’t scared in the privacy of the elevator,” I said with a nod.
“No,” she smiled up at me over one side of her face.
“We don’t have to do this,” Doug said to her.
She turned her face toward his and rested her forehead on his forehead. “Yes we do,” she said. “He already knows what happened, I told him,” she said, before she closed her eyes, opened her lips, and said in a cooing murmur, “Like this.” She pressed them against his lips.
It wasn’t a peck of a kiss, either. He tried to push her hips away from his and to pull his face back from hers, but she pressed her fingers into the back of his head and pushed his body against hers. She jutted her hips out to press herself against him down below, too.
For added effect, she moaned inside the kiss. It wasn’t an obvious moan, though. It didn’t sound like an acted moan necessarily, a projected moan meant for an audience to hear. It sounded authentic. Like it escaped her throat without intention. Like she didn’t mean to moan while necking with my friend in front of me. It wasn’t there just just to show me what had happened. No, she was still feeling it. I could tell.
When she pulled her face back from his and looked at me, presing her cheek to his face and finding my eyes over his shoulder, I saw it in her glassy eyes. And she caught the same thing in mine. She knew I was aroused. I could certainly tell she was. It was the same thing anyway, between her and I. Her arousal was mine, my arousal was hers. We had a unique bond that way.
Only the week before, after her office Christmas party and riding in the back of an Uber on the way home, she took my hand in hers, turned to me with a serious “I’m about gonna jump your bones right here right now” look in her eyes, she said, “Did you see me talking with my boss?”
I had, of course. What I had also seen was her hugging him, kissing him on the cheek, and lingering over his shoulder long enough for me to break our stare over his back, her eyes smouldering through her strands of hair, her mouth twisting up in the corners with a nasty grin.
“Talking?” I said. “No.” We stared at each other across the back seat for three beats before she ducked her head down, tucked her chin in, and bit her tongue between her grimacing grin.
“You fucking liar,” she groaned at me, only mouthing the word “fucking.” She glanced at the side of our driver’s head, turned further to look out her side window, and dropped her hand into my crotch to squeeze my cock and balls too hard. “How far till home?” she said, turning her face back to mine but leaving her hand squeezing and releasing in my groin. She had that look in her eyes, glassy and dilated.
“Was it cheating?” she said to me, still holding tight to Doug on our kitchen floor with those same eyes all over again.  There had been a theme developing between us, a theme involving other men. Nothing was stated explicitly. She was too crafty and clever for that. She was too seductive and provocative.
Doug had relented and slid his hands down around her back to tug her body tightly against his.
“You did tell us to pretend, to make it real for everyone. Including ourselves. ‘Method acting’ you called it, right?” she said. “It’s what you wanted, I thought.” She gave me an exaggerated innocent pouting look.
“I did say that,” I shrugged. “I did.”
How it all came about was, Doug had to go to this wedding, it was expected. Everybody from his office was going. To refuse would have been a bad move, career-wise. But he dreaded it.
“I’m sure you’ll find something to do to amuse you there,” my wife said with a twinkle in her eye. This was two weeks earlier. She shoved the bottom of her bare foot at his thigh where he plopped down between us on our couch. “Or someone to amuse you,” she said, and she bit her bottom lip with a wide grin.
“That’s the fuck of it, though,” he said. “Chicks never even want to talk to you unless you’re with another chick. Then they’re all over you!”
My wife was in a loose Chief’s sleeveless t-shirt that showed too much of the side of her black bra, and frayed denim shorts that sat too high up her legs. “Of course, dummy,” she snorted. “A handsome guy without a girlfriend — I mean, what’s wrong with him?”
“So — I go alone to this wedding, and then I’m the creep in the corner nobody wants to talk to, see the problem?” He huffed and shook his head and crossed his arms over his chest.
“So,” my wife said, shaking her face at him like the answer was obvious. “I’ll go with you. Then you have what looks like a girlfriend, except I’m not! You’d be free to score at will!”
“Empty net, goalie on the bench,” I said, twisting my face up and raising my eyebrows at him. “Easiest goal to score.” My wife had a point, didn’t she. “Besides, you love weddings,” I said to her. “Even if you don’t know anybody.”
“I know this one,” she said, and she rocked Doug’s thigh under the sole of her foot she pushed repeatedly into him. Her elbow sank into the top of the back of the couch and her fingers dangled in front of her mouth. She pulled at her bottom lip with her pinky and smiled at him when he looked over his shoulder at her.
She said it as a joke, obviously, but I pressed the point further. “It’s actually a good idea,” I nodded at Doug.
“I’m not taking your wife to the wedding,” he said, rolling his eyes and his face over to me. “She’s not going to be my girlfriend.”
“It’s just pretending,” I said and I shrugged.
“I’m not going to pretend your wife is my girlfriend!” he said more firmly and louder to make his point.
“She wants to do it,” I said. “Look at her.”
My wife tittered and looked down in her lap and let her hair fall over her face. “No I don’t!” she protested quietly to her thighs. “Least of all with him!” she said with a grin and she kicked him harder in his thigh.
“What could go wrong?” I said. “I can tell she wants to. She just wants to help you out, bro!” I laughed. “She’ll be your wingman for the weekend!”
I had her, didn’t I. She was always teasing me about this “other guy” thing. Now I had her on the ropes with the same thing. How the turn tables!
My wife looked behind Doug’s head. He had leaned forward onto his elbows and pushed his face into his hand and rubbed it as though washing his face, as though trying to wake up from a bad dream.
“Poor guy,” she said to me. “Is he in a dry spell?” She pretended as though she was trying to keep her voice quiet so he didn’t hear, but the joke was on him. She even patted his curved-over back with exaggerated sympathy and clucked her tongue.
“Fuck off,” he half turned his face up to her where he still leaned over his knees. I didn’t have to see his face to know he was grinning widely.
So was I. “Dude,” I said. “My wife is going to get you laid, brother,” I nodded at him. “Take her with you!”
“I only booked one room at the hotel,” he said.
“That’s not a problem,” my wife said. “You just have to remember to go to the girl’s hotel room when it’s time to score.” She raised her eyes to mine over his back. “Don’t want you to score on your own net, do we,” she said to him, but looking at me.
“I mean for sleeping,” he said.
My wife just shrugged at me and raised her eyebrows. “He has a point, doesn’t he. Just one bed,” she said. “For sleeping,” she added. I could tell she was struggling to keep from grinning at me over his back.
“Well . . . ” I searched the ceiling for words. “. . . you are just sleeping,” I said.
My wife leaned double over her legs to join him bent over and she grabbed at his arm and then his hand and pulled it into her lap. She laid back against the arm of the couch pulling his arm with her. “Don’t you want to pretend to be my boyfriend, Douggy?” she said, squelching her need to laugh. “Don’t you like me?” she said. “Like that?” She bit her lip to keep from laughing.
He hung his face further down and swung it up sideways to me on the other side. “Your fucking wife, man. This isn’t going to work,” he said.
“Why not?” I said. I frowned at him like I was the biggest dope this side of the continental divide.
He narrowed his eyes at me and jutted his jaw crookedly. My wife continued to tease him, rubbing her hand over his curved back, tickling him in the back of his neck, even leaning over to kiss and nibble his ear.
“She’s going to be the hottest girl at this fucking wedding,” he said. “You fucking know that, too. Why would I be trying to score some other chick when I got this one already stashed in my room?”
My wife snorted a breath out her nose, leaned over his back and looked up at me with her shoulders up and her tongue pinched between her grinning teeth. “Aw, I think he likes me,” she said.
“Won’t be too hard to pretend then,” I said. “Right?” I leaned back hard into the back of the couch and slapped my thighs with the finality of a decided question. “All that’s left is what to wear!”
We both ignored entirely his pertinent question about why a guy with a girlfriend like that would be trying to score someone else at a wedding.
In the two weeks between that decision and the day of, both I and my wife could tell there was something more to it between us. But we didn’t verbalize the growing sensation. I knew we both felt it, though. How could she not? It hung in the air around us the whole time like some intoxicating pheromone-inducing perfume. She was way too excited, and getting more so the closer the day came. We teased each other about just this sort of thing a lot. But it never poked it’s nose into the tent of reality. Certainly not like it was about to.
As for me? She didn’t say it, but she watched me with a curious eye. What did I have to get so excited about, she must have wondered. I wasn’t going anywhere or pretending to be anything. She could tell, though. She never said it, but she knew it. She knew it probably before I knew it. She suspected I was one of those before I even knew there was a word for it. She’d been teasing it out of me all along.
“So . . . ” she said, turning away from me and back to Doug still hanging his arms around her waist in our kitchen the day after. “. . .  we necked all the way down the elevator,” she said, kissing him again. “And then, in his SUV,” she said, “we practiced some more.” She looked at me and pouted and bit her lip.
“How?” I said, swallowing hard.
“He touched me,” she said with an innocence that was both disturbing and funny. 
“Where?” I said, struggling not to laugh. I swallowed hard again, this time on purpose. I was giving myself away, but she already knew what I was. I could tell. I wasn’t angry, she knew that much for sure.
“Do you want us to show you?” she said.
I glanced around behind me and dropped my gaze onto the couch. I didn’t say it. I couldn’t say it. My throat was dry. But she knew what I meant.
She yanked Doug by the hand and dragged him around the corner and to the couch. “You’re driving,” she said, pushing his shoulders down in front of her to make him sit on the couch.
“This is stupid,” he said.
My wife bent sharply at her waist with her knees locked and her back arched. She had on her white sneakers. She knew damn well she was poking her ass right up toward my face. She dropped her arms on his shoulders and put her face up to his. In a murmur, but loud enough for me to hear, she said to him, “He let me help you out last night,” and she kissed him lightly on his lips. “And now the least you can do is let me help him out. He wants to see how it all happened,” she said to him. “And you’re going to help me show him.”
Doug leaned sideways to find me behind her and over her shoulder. “You seriously want to watch us show you how everything went down?” he said.
I was still in the stool, turned around now and leaning against the edge of the counter behind me. I crossed my arms over my chest and dropped my chin. For him, I was still able to conjure, barely, the angry husband who wants the details no matter how uncomfortable it made the two cheaters. But I couldn’t look at my wife. If I did, I would have lost it.
She rolled around and landed in the couch tight up beside Doug and slumped deeply down in it. She pulled her tiny gold chain up from her neck and pulled it between her grinning lips, under her smouldering eyes.
“Show me,” I said, fixing him right back with equally steely eyes.
“It wasn’t his fault,” Desiree said. “It was all my fault.”
“It was both of our faults,” he said, turning to her.
But she ignored him. She leaned forward and pulled the coffee table up closer to the front of the couch. “I teased him,” she said. “I was trying to make him horny in the car. I was bored!” she said, and she tittered briefly. “He kept trying to not do anything but I thought we had to do at least some things so that we looked like a couple at the wedding. We had to look hot for each other, didn’t we?” she said, tilting her head at me with an innocent expression.
She kicked off her shoes and lifted her heels to catch them on the edge of the coffee table. “You have to imagine this is the dashboard of his SUV,” she said to me, “so my legs are actually a lot higher.”
She nodded at me as though checking that she was making herself clear. She rocked on one hip and then the other and tugged at her jeans that she opened. She peeled them down her legs and draped them over her lap. “You have to imagine this is my dress,” she said. She didn’t think anything of being only in panties beside my friend on the couch, in front of me. I guess that wasn’t anything new, not anymore.
She laughed maniacally and glanced over at Doug. Looking at him but talking to me, she said, “He was actually just like that, like he is now, looking flustered and confused,” she said, laughing more, but she stopped herself.
“I just wanted to tease him, help him loosen up,” she said, turning her face back to mine. “We only had an hour to make it real. He needed to start treating me like a girlfriend, right?” she said. “I didn’t want him touching me for the first time at the big dinner.”
She reached up to drop her one hand down the back of his head to tickle her fingers in the back of his neck. She had slumped low enough in the couch that her face was at his elbow. She pushed her other hand down her body and hooked her thumb in the waist of her black panties and pulled them out from her abdomen. She kept her eyes on him on the couch as he glanced over his shoulder at her bare legs, her hips, her panties, and what she was pulling them down to show him inside, underneath.
“I was wet,” she said to me with a stiffening mater-of-factness, “and I was just trying to show him, to make him feel like he was my boyfriend,” she said. “A boyfriend should know when his girlfriend is feeling wet for him, right?” she said, playing that innocent card of hers to a T.
“Why were you so wet?” I said, swallowing hard.
She swung her gaze away from me too him on the couch beside her. “From the elevator, of course,” she said. She looked back up at Doug and wrapped her hand around his wrist. “I told him to see for himself,” she said. “And I made him touch me.”
She pulled his hand down her body and between her legs. Doug was stiff. But he reluctantly allowed her to push his hand far up the inside of her bare thigh.
“So he began to rub me,” she said. “Didn’t you.” Her eyes were big and round for him.
Doug looked at me and shook his head with his mouth dropping open. “It was hard not to, man,” he said. “She was pulling me. She was making me.”
“I understand,” I said, and I nodded to reassure him. He didn’t notice how hard I was, but my wife did. She looked down at my body and made sure I saw her look, and she smirked and looked away.
“So like I was saying,” she continued, “he began to rub me,” she said, and we both looked at Doug until he moved his hand the final two inches up the bare inside of her leg. He tucked his hand under her panties that she still stretched out for him.
My wife rolled her head back into the cushions of the couch and let her knees fall wider open. Her toes curled around the edge of the coffee table. Doug looked over his shoulder down at my wife sunk back into the couch beside him. Her mouth opened and eyes closed. She reached up high over her head to twist her fingers into each other, and she jutted her chest out with her back arching deeply.
I could hear the sloshy sound of her pussy where Doug was rubbing her. My wife rolled her head side to side and stretched her body out more. She was breathing hard and not talking anymore. Doug’s eyes widened but he kept touching her under her panties. My wife bit her bottom lip and grasped his wrist in her hands and wrenched his skin like she was rinsing him out.
He kept touching her. Her hips jutted up and dropped down and her breath grew deep and rapid. She began to utter tiny, high-pitched inhalations all jagged and coarse. Her panties were over top of his hand but I could clearly see his movements under the stretching and undulating fabric.
My wife took one big breath and held it. Her whole body flexed and went rigid. She squeezed his arm in her hands so hard, his skin turned white. She pushed her head so far back into the cushions of the couch, she faced the ceiling. She sounded like she was gargling.
Finally, she collapsed forward, pulled her knees to her chest, and rolled sideways to tug her body away from Doug’s hand. She pulled her panties up and hugged her knees and hid her face behind a veil of hair that she pulled over it.
She pulled her eyes up through their tops to find me on my stool at the counter. “Shit,” she said. “I didn’t mean to do that. Again.”
“So then you get to the hotel,” I said, sublimely ignoring what just happened.  My voice was wavering, though.
She settled down and regained her breath.
I gave her all the time she needed. She glared at me from where her face rested on its side on the couch cushion. She seemed angry now. She realized I really was going to take this all the way.
“So we got to the hotel,” she began again. She pushed herself upright on the couch but still hugged her knees to her chest. “We didn’t have much time, just got to check in, touch up, and get to the dinner downstairs. It was a set thing, you couldn’t be late.”
“Or else, you wouldn’t have been on time at all, right?” I said.
“It wasn’t all about that,” she said. “We were still just trying to pretend. What happened in the car,” she said, shooting a glance over at Doug, “was an accident.”
He sat there stunned looking staring at the floor. Or was that the look of a man reliving in his mind the big score the previous night? Hard to say.
“Just like what just happened here,” I said, gesturing with my arm in a whaddaya-know sort of way.
“Just like here,” she said, looking away with some embarrassment. “Yeah.”
“So there’s the dinner,” I said.
“So, I would say, though, even though we kind of took things too far in the car . . . ” she looked at Doug again. “ . . . there was no doubt among anyone there that we were girlfriend-boyfriend. Wouldn’t you say that?” she said, nudging Doug’s leg with her foot. “Wouldn’t you say we were pretty convincing by then?” she said nudging him again.
“Yeah, misson accomplished,” he said with a firm nod. “True.”
“So after dinner and the whole wedding thing, there was the dancing,” she said.
“Of course, the dancing,” I nodded at her.
“And the point was to get this doofus up and onto the floor so all the other girls could get a good look at him,” she said, and she grinned over her shoulder at him.
“Because you’re trying to get him laid,” I said with a nod.
“Right?” she said, dropping her mouth open and widening her eyes at me. “And we really tried, we really did!” she said, and she picked up his hand in hers and kissed the back of it and held it against her stomach. “I tried so hard!”
“What do you mean?”
“I danced with him close and everything,” she said. “Trying to make the other girls jealous.”
“How, show me,” I said.
“Okay!” my wife replied with considerable more cheeriness than she had at first shown earlier. She leapt up and pushed the coffee table to the side, opening up the middle of our living room. “Should I put my dress back on?” she said. She was standing there so innocently in just her panties and her loose, falling-off-the shoulder white sweater.
“Yeah,” I said.
“Find some wedding party-like music to put on, then,” she said, and she darted off down the hall scooping her bag up as she went.
I stared at my phone looking for an appropriate play list. Doug and I ignored each other.
She came back in her high platforms and sequinned black dress and she turned her back to me and crouched down on her bent knees. I did the zipper up the back of her dress to her neck under her hair. She held her arms up and out in front of Doug on the couch, expecting him to stand up and slip himself inside her arms. She looked at him when he didn’t join her right away on the make-shift dance floor.
“We have to show him,” she said. “He wants so see.”
“I don’t know,” he grinned and shook his head away. “This is getting really fucked.”
“Pretend he’s not even here,” she said, stepping up closer to him between his knees and reaching down to tug his arm and pull him up from the couch, leaning back and giving it her all.
“Kind of hard to pretend, he’s right there,” Doug said, pointing at me with a straight arm and stiff finger.
My wife looked at me with a pouting expression. “Maybe go hide in the closet, then,” she said to me. “And the bedroom can be like the hotel room,” she added cheerily like she hit upon an excellent idea.
We had a unique layout in our condo. The closet in the hallway off the living room was also the laundry room, storage room, and our shared, big bedroom closet, all in one. It had two entrances, with doors also going into our bedroom.
“You want me to hide in the closet?” I said.
“Maybe you should, right?” she said. “It might be better.”
“I don’t fucking like this,” Doug said with a nervous chuckle.
My wife pulled him up close to her and draped her arms over his shoulders. “It’s okay, he wants us to,” she said, and she kissed him on the mouth.
“But we shouldn’t,” he said.
“We already did, baby,” she said, and she covered his mouth with hers and pressed her body against him. “But he didn’t get to watch last night,” she said. “Did he,” she stated flatly. She turned to me from where she hung on his shoulders and leaned her cheek on his chest. “Isn’t that right, honey?” she said. “You didn’t get to watch?”
I swallowed hard and blinked my eyes several times. I looked at Doug and squinted. “You tell anybody one word about this, and I’ll fucking murder you,” I said.
That’s the moment she put it on the table. It was out. She called the shot and sank her ball.
“I told you,” my wife said, and she kissed him again, smiling, cooing against him.
“I need you to say it,” Doug said, ignoring my wife.
“Do you want to do it with her?” I said to him. “Again?” I glared at him with challenging eyes. Try to say “No” I was daring him.
He gritted his teeth. “What do you think?”
“Then do it,” I said.
“You have to say it,” he repeated himself more emphatically.
My wife rubbed her body all over the front of his body. She was breathing hard, she was sucking air through her teeth and clenching her fingers in his hair. If there was one thing I knew about my wife, an orgasm wasn’t the end of her arousal, it was the beginning of it.
“Do it,” I said.
“Say it,” he said.
I shut my eyes and swallowed. My wife murmured in his ear and swayed against him. His hands raised up over her back and he dropped them down behind her, rubbing her, and then they dropped further down over her ass, squeezing her.
“I want you to do what you did last night,” I said with a groan.
“Not good enough,” he said. “Spell it out.”
I groaned angrily at the ceiling. My wife lifted her leg up behind his leg and pushed her heel into the back of his thigh. She pawed his body and slipped her arms around his waist under his jacket.
“Fine: I want you to fuck my wife, okay?” I finally shouted, glaring at him with my eyes bugging out.
“Bro, that’s fucking sick,” he said. But he didn’t stop squeezing her and pulling her.
My wife buried her face in his neck. She was nearly climbing up his body. “Not it’s not!” she said with a grin. She bit his neck. “It’s fucking hot.”
“Right here, you mean?” he said.
“Like last night,” I said. “This is the dance floor, isn’t it, that’s the hotel room,” I said nodding toward our bedroom door.
“Why?” he said.
“Do you want to or not?” I said.
“Like last night?” he said.
I nodded.
“You fucking sure?” he said. He half turned his face away and squinted.
“He’s a cuckold, don’t you realize that  by now?” my wife said right against his ear with a grin. “He gets off on it.”
He sighed and shook his head.“Harmless enough as kinks go, I guess,” he finally said.
“You would know,” I said to him. I knew him from college. I knew his kinks — and he knew I knew.
“Told you,” my wife said, and she covered his mouth with her mouth. She pulled away and hung from her arms around his neck to twist her face to me. “Go then!” she said. “Pretend you found me cheating on you!” She swung her face back to Doug with a big smile opening up across her face. “With your best friend Dougy-boy!” she said, and she tittered and squealed.
“You owe me one,” he said to me.
I laughed and slapped his shoulder as I passed him by on my way to the closet door. “I will fucking kill you if this gets out,” I said.
He laughed and I laughed, too. “This might be the most fucked up thing we ever did, bro,” he said.
‘Tell me about it,” I said. “Although,” I stopped. “There will always be that road trip to Texas,” I said, before proceeding to shut the closet door on myself.
“We said that was in the vault!” he cried out with a wide grin.
The road trip to Texas was always our mutually-assured blackmail destruction device.
“What happened on the road trip to Texas!?” my wife squealed. He only pursed his lips and shook his head. “Tell me!” she said, and she pinched his waist. He only wrapped his arms around her waist and started to dance with her. “Later then,” she said, and she pressed her body against his and swayed with him, slowly coming to rest her face on his shoulder, coaxed to give up. She knew a bro code when she saw one.
She curled her fingers in the hair on the back of his head. They turned their faces together, stared a moment, and then closed their eyes and kissed.
I breathed hard behind the closet door. I could see them through the wide cedar slats. They gripped each other and pressed harder together and began to dance slower. It looked exactly how I imagined the previous night looked.
“Maybe we both look too stiff, not loosened up like a girlfriend and boyfriend should be,” she said.
“Meaning?” he said, smirking like he already knew.
She bit her lip and pushed her hips into his. “You don’t look like you got one yet,” she said, and she poked her shoulders up and tittered.
“And I won’t either,” he said, glancing at the closet door as though to make sure I understood that he tried all night to avoid it.
“Don’t you always tug one out before a a date just to keep your mind in the game?” she said, lifting herself on her toes and kissing him all over his face.
“Girls aren’t supposed to know that,” he said with a smirk.
“I saw the movie, dummy,” she said, getting downright squirrelly all over his body with her hands and body. “If it makes you feel less embarrassed, I can help you.”
“I don’t need help,” he said, glancing at the door again.
“Bet you’d like it though,” she said with a grin.
He didn’t answer her. When she let go of his body and pulled him behind her by the hand with her arm trailing behind her back, her eyes lifting to his through her beguiling fallen strands, he didn’t resist, either.
She pulled him down the hallway past the closet door gap I stared through and into our bedroom. She closed the door.
That was okay. I shifted through the interior room past the laundry machines and fought my way through her hanging dressed and stepped up to the slats of the bifold doors that ran along the foot of the bed.
I found my wife hanging from my friend’s shoulders, her hands around his neck, his hands around her ass, their bodies pressed closely together. I could’t tell if they were still re-enacting things from the previous night or getting it on all over again today. It didn’t matter too much to me, I have to admit, and it didn’t look like it mattered to them, either.
They kissed and chuckled and he pulled the zipper at the neck of her dress under her hair. She curled down in her back and lifted her face up to him, bringing her top teeth down over her bottom lip and grinning. Her dress slackened over her upper body and she pressed her splayed hand to her chest to hold it in place, but only for a moment longer. She let go and shook her shoulders to let it fall down her arms and hang a moment from her hips.
He moved his hands up her back and around her sides, and pushed them down her bare skin, until his fingers slipped under the dress where it still clung to her hips, and he nudged it down until it crumpled like a fallen cloud around her ankles.
She pried her shoes off with her toes and stepped out of her dress. She was still cognizant enough to pick it up off the floor — it wasn’t a cheap dress — and she hesitated, catching herself reaching for the closet door as though to hang it up.
I held my breath and half turned to duck down behind the laundry machines to hide. I guess we’d all got swept away in the realism of our acting. I forgot that I didn’t catch my wife cheating on me with my friend. She forgot I was spying on her.
I have no idea what Doug remembered or forgot — he didn’t seem bothered either way. My wife was down to her panties and bra, black, satin, art nouveau style, also very expensive. When she helped him undress, there was no stopping at underwear. She laughed from her belly when she pushed him backward with her hand spread into his chest. He fell too easily onto the bed.
His legs hung at the knees over the side. My wife knelt one knee and then the other to either side of his thighs, and she pushed him down harder by the chest, causing his elbows to spread out and his arms to reach up and fall around the back of her neck.
She shimmied further up his body and from between her high, round, shiny shoulders, she hung her head down to bring her lips to his lips and her hair around his face. They necked liked that, his hands roaming down her back and over her ass, over her panties, too, but then under them.
She smirked and lashed at him with her tongue. When he pushed his hands under the waist of her panties, she paid no mind. When he pushed them over her ass and squeezed her there, she lifted herself on her toes and hands, her arms and legs locked straight, and he tugged her panties down her thighs.
She dropped one knee and then the other and she shook both legs and laughed until her panties fell to the bed. When she crouched over him, he reached around her and unclasped her bra. She sat up, wriggled her head at him, and pursed her lips. She held her bra to her chest as she tucked one arm and then the other out of the slackened thin satin shoulder straps that fell down her biceps.
“Just for looking, no touching!” she said in a voice at once both soft and harsh. She twisted around, let her eyes stutter on the slats of the closet door a moment, and caught the chair in the corner with her bra.
She sat up straight-backed on his thighs and jutted her chest out at him. “Do you like?” she said, all innocent and coy-like again.
Doug laid back into the bed under her and smirked. He reached up and took both her breasts in his palms and squeezed her, massaged her.
“Thought you said no touching,” he said.
“Well just a little is okay, it’s you we have to control anyway,” she said. She exhaled with her lips circled and extended as though she was barely able to control herself, and she brought her hands together in her lap. She kept her eyes on his, but she took his cock, tall, thick, and hard, in her hands where it poked up in front of her belly. “How do you do it?” she said.
“You don’t know how?”
She fell over him and pressed the side of her face into the pillow beside his face and squealed at him. “I know how to do it!” she protested. “I was asking how you like it.”
She looked down and watched her hand pull up his cock, her thumb draw over the head, rubbing it, and her fingers pull down on it to the base. “Harder?” she said in a soft, high-pitched voice. Her mouth —frosted pink lipstick and open — nearly touched his ear.
“That’s pretty good right there,” he groaned and he dropped his bent arm over his eyes and his mouth fell open.
My wife tittered and curled her shoulders up with self-satisfaction. She curled further down and rested the side of her face on his chest, and then on his stomach.
She pulled up and down on his cock. He moaned and she lifted her head, checked on him with concern in her eyes, and smiled to herself as she pulled her hair out of the way and put her face back down, now on his abdomen.
“No cumming without warning me,” she said facing his cock directly in front of her face. “Have to get you in shape for the girls downstairs,” she said so quietly I wasn’t sure he’d ever have heard her. She lifted her head and twisted around to see his face, too, unsure why he was so quiet.
I knew why. He moaned just then as though to confirm it.
My wife wiggled and scrunched her body down tighter and tittered. She was pleased with herself, making him feel like that. She stroked his cock in front of her face and let her eyes follow her hand all the way up his cock, over the head, and down again. His abs clenched and released under her face. “I’m not going to suck you, so don’t get all upset,” she said in a low, groaning voice.
She curled her lips between her teeth and her eyes widened, staring at his cock. Her tongue poked out and dragged along the bottom of her upper lip. She wrapped her hand around his cock tighter and curled her back further, sliding her cheek on his abdomen to bring her face closer. She shut her eyes, she clamped them them tightly. She continued to stroke him but the look on her face was l like someone with an internal struggle.
The moment Doug’s free hand came down on the back of her head and ploughed into her hair, my wife lifted her head from his hips, shut her eyes, and pressed her circled mouth down over the head of his cock. She paused a moment, pulling her hand back up and down his shaft. I could tell by the motions of her cheeks that her tongue moved around the head of his cock inside her mouth. When he twisted his hand in her hair, she came down over his pelvis, and his cock disappeared entirely inside her mouth.
She pushed herself up maintaining him in her mouth and she crouched between his legs. She began to pump both her mouth and hand up and down his cock. Her moans were muffled but were still loud enough to hear in the closet.
He merely tapped on my wife’s hips and she twisted herself around, still without disengaging him from her mouth, and she daintily stepped her knee over his face and gingerly lowered her hips down to his mouth. He wrapped his hands around her ass from under her and pulled her down harder, firmer. When he pushed his face up, she pulled off his cock, squeezed it and shook it like she was angry at it, and she lifted her face square to the closet doors, and to me, eyes beading through the slats behind it.
But she wasn’t looking for me. Her eyes were clenched shut.
He licked her again and she dropped her mouth down over his cock furiously, her hair waving in rushes, her head bopping in his lap.
I staggered behind the doors. I guess I knew it, but until you see it, you don’t believe it.
They went at each other like it was some sort of contest to see who could make the other cum first. The closer she got — and I knew she was getting close by the higher and higher pitch of her moans — the more frantically she sucked him. He must have been close too — his stomach clenched and his head rose up from the bed.
My wife seemed first. Her whole body arched deeply and her eyebrows raised up her forehead. Her groan, too, told me. But then I saw Doug’s cum gush from the corners of her mouth and my wife’s cheeks bulge and her throat swallow. It must have been a tie.
They flopped down and rolled around and laughed and touched each other. I stayed in place. They hadn’t acknowledged me. They got up and cleaned themselves in the bathroom and dressed again. Hand in hand, they went out of the bedroom and to the kitchen where they poked around the fridge, fed each other things and laughed and drank water.
My music was still playing and they laughed and danced together again. Was she still showing me how the previous night played out? Did they do that in the room and then go back down to the ballroom and dance with the party again?
I watched them as they swayed together and kissed and laughed. She wasn’t glancing at the door anymore. Maybe she forgot I was there.
They slowly drifted back to the hallway and she bit her lip. “No,” she said with a grin. “You’re supposed to fuck some other girl!”
But he pulled her toward the room. She looked over her shoulder as though checking on people noticing who weren’t even there.
I made my way through the closet back to the slats behind the bed. They came in fully embraced in kissing. They stripped each other down again. This time it was my friend who pushed my naked wife backward, and my wife who fell on the bed on her back and laughed, her legs flopping all around.
Doug knelt on the edge of the bed between her legs. She had pulled up her knees and spread her thighs. She covered her bare pussy with her hand as though denying him. He fell on his hands planted on either side of her face and nudged her legs wider apart with his knees between them. His cock, long and hard all over again, poked at and dragged over the backs of both her hands clasped firmly around her pussy.
He grinned down at her and she widened her eyes up at him and dropped her mouth open as though shocked with his body’s suggestion. But he pushed his cock at the back of her hands and chuckled.
“Okay, but a little bit, only!” she said. “Just a bit,” she repeated herself and she parted her hands and gripped his cock to control him. “Save it for the other girl,” she said, but it was only in a light breathy voice. She was losing.
They both looked down between their bodies where she held his cock in her hands like some enormous pencil, and she drew the tip down and back through the cleft of her pussy lips.
He pushed.
“No!” she whined and her body squirmed. “Not me!” she moaned. But he pushed more. The head of his cock slid between the lips of her pussy. “I already said,” she cried up to him. But he pushed harder and she lifted her feet from the bed, spread her legs out straight and wide, pointing to the ceiling, and she draped her arms over his back. “Don’t fuck me!” she groaned. His cock pushed into her in one, long, slow drive. When their hips mashed together, she dropped her feet around his back, locked her ankles together, and smothered his face with her kisses.
My breath was rapid and short. My heart was pounding. My wife’s back arched high and her head thrashed side to side, whipping her hair all over the bed. Doug rose and fell on her with a ferociousness that made me wonder if he was going to break her. The slapping and wet sloshing sounds filled the room. My wife’s moans became high-pitched exhalations with each of Doug’s thrusts hard into her body, bounding her off the bed and making her thrust back up at him from below.
They rolled over and my wife thrusted her pelvis down at his now, slamming her body against his, fucking him with an energy I’d never seen in her. She laughed like a maniac and kissed him sloppily.
They wrestled and rolled over and he took control of her, hauling her hips up in front of his hips where he knelt behind her. She arched her back and looked at him over her shoulder with her cheek pressed into the pillow that she gripped in her arms, bracing herself for what she knew was coming.
Doug seized her by her hips and rammed her with all his strength. My wife clamped her eyes shut and her fingers clenched the sheets and turned white. The feet of the bed skidded on the floor. They both hollered all the way through cumming together again.
Nothing was pretended about that. I staggered backward and looked down. I didn’t even touch my cock after I took it out. But my cum dripped in gobs down the back of the closet door, down one slat at a time.
They fell asleep on the bed. I let them. I quietly made my way out the other way and decided it was the couch for me.
I guess they wanted to keep re-enacting the night they had. I was woken two more times to the high-pitched cries of my wife getting it or giving it in the bedroom, I couldn’t tell which. But I could tell it was good, either way.
People will tell you open marriages don’t work. I don’t know anything about that, because that’s not quite what we have, Desiree and me. She only ever wants to go with Doug, when it’s time to play around. So it’s closed in that respect.
Doug’s happy. He gets a girlfriend he doesn’t have to look after. A girlfriend who will fuck him silly and demand nothing emotionally from him. Perfect, in his mind, I’m sure.
My wife’s happy. She gets to play around pretending she’s cheating and getting away with it, without having to actually risk anything. Doug was like a sentient vibrator for her. A sex toy you didn’t have to plug in or move yourself.
And me? I’m very happy. I keep catching my wife cheating on me, all over the couch, in the kitchen, on the living room floor, in our bed, in the shower. Yeah, it’s a kinky kink, for sure. But nobody’s getting hurt. They even planned a weekend away, just the two of them, or so we’re all agreeing it’s going to be played like.
I booked the adjoining room in the old hotel with the thin walls. My wife said she’d unlock the door between the rooms, if I wanted. I snorted. She knew damn well I wanted. Badly.
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