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It was so dark in the thick grove of pines beside the campsite that me, Kate, and Felix booked, I couldn’t even see the ground. But just ahead, I could clearly see our tent in the flat little clearing through the black branches and trunks.

Kate had hung our dimmer-controlled electric lantern from the apex inside our spacious dome that threw a beautiful, dim, fire-toned light all around. It also cast, unbeknownst to me until that moment, gawking stealthily amidst the trees, the sharpest, most recognizable silhouettes against the outside tent walls.

And though stabbed and scratched from creeping blindly from tree to tree, what I was able to make out plainly and obviously were the shapes of my wife Kate sitting up on my best friend Felix’s lap who was laying down just as she leaned over him, letting her hair fall around both their faces to slowly bring her mouth close to his. They were kissing — there was hardly any other possible conclusion.

I thought I might catch her flirting, but I didn’t think I’d see that. But now that I saw it, I was more intrigued than horrified. How much more was going to happen? I was able to park my outrage and jealousy and focus on controlling my breathing and my stepping in the noisy dry leaves and twigs.

The kissing was, indeed, only the start. I crept up closer over the gently crunching twigs to edge behind a big trunk that was the closest to our tent. From there, I could see the silhouette of Kate push back up from what appeared to be a long necking session with Felix, only to raise her elbows, lean back her head, and clearly pull her tight, sleeveless t-shirt up and off.

I was confirmed in this supposition because the next shapes I watched were her arms folding behind her back and then her bra coming off — sharply defined by its double-cup shape dangling from her fingers, the shadow played plainly against the tent wall for me, where she held it high before twisting around and tossing it to the corner. I could hear even from that distance her smirking chuckle.

I rubbed my eyes like a cartoon but I knew that I was seeing correctly because the image was so precise, I could even make out the erection of her nipples. I also saw Felix’s hands reach up from where he laid under her, to take her breasts in his hands and squeeze them. If I had any remaining doubts about it, Kate’s high-pitched whining moan put them to rest.

I wasn’t ready for it. I was sure that my experiment would only prove to me my paranoia was unwarranted. Kate and I got along like peas in a pod. We loved each other. Felix was my crazy, unmarried and unmarry-able friend, an art buyer for a tech company who lived on a boat and knew the souks of Marrakesh and boutiques of Paris like we knew the aisles of Safeway. He was for both of us, she a downtown concierge, me a university archivist, a portal to a different kind of life that we both enjoyed occasionally visiting vicariously through him without ever going there with him.

Last time we all went camping, he ended up in a tent with two girls a few sites down the road. That was Felix all over, and we both shook our heads at each other and rolled our eyes together. He was fun, at a distance. Or at least, until now, he had always been kept at a safe distance. Kate was crossing lines tonight like a drunk driver though.

I couldn’t quite make out their exact words, they spoke so low in that hushed intimacy of a tent at night, but they chuckled a lot and Kate’s voice had that up-and-down lilt to it suggestive of excited nervousness. They were playing in bed, in Kate’s and my tent, in our sleeping bags. They were laughing, touching, kissing, and now worse. The sounds they made were the sounds of two people getting riled up in a sexual exploration of each other. There was no other way to interpret the muted sounds and silhouetted images playing against the tent wall. One thing they weren’t doing was going to sleep in there.

I felt two things, leaning my face into the rough skin of the tree, my mouth hanging open, my heart pounding fiercely: my plan to set up a test for my wife of 18 months worked like a charm and I was good at this detective stuff. And the second, watching and hearing my wife engage sexually with Felix in the belief they were alone and would not be disturbed all night, was unexpectedly the hottest thing I’d ever witnessed. The first thought I already knew; the second one changed my life.

I was able to quietly shuffle closer to the tent without snapping any branches. There came a lot of shifting around inside and kicking and giggling amidst metal clinking before I was finally able to make out what I was watching in shadow-play mode against the tent in the pitch black of late night. Felix was pulling off his t-shirt while Kate was stripping him of his belt and jeans. The awkwardness and clumsy bumping made them both chuckle. But the murmuring and laughing stopped when Kate’s head ducked down and her hair fell around her face again. This time, however, her face wasn’t going down over his face. She was dipping down low over his abdomen instead.

I stepped a few feet closer into the clearing unable to make sense of what my eyes and ears were plainly recording. Touching, kissing, making out — I had braced myself all week for how I’d manage if worse came to worst and I had to witness through the trees from the other site I secretly booked my wife getting swept up in Felix’s crazy-making words to the point she’d go that far sitting by the fire in the camp chairs or at the picnic table.

Felix always slept in the back of his pick-up while Kate and I slept in our tent. I saw what I had feared I might earlier in the evening. When the sky went dark and the crickets and frogs came up, with me delayed so that Kate would go up with Felix and set up the site, and then with me unable to go at all till the next day because of “car trouble,” I snuck into the neighboring site under cover of dark to allay my fears once and for all. Would my wife cheat if given the opportunity?

Felix was a crazy, irresponsible dude and I put nothing past him. Kate, though, was as steady and sure as any 29-year-old woman could be. I felt ridiculous even thinking she had to be tested in this way. But my mind would not settle down until I set things up at our camping site and saw for sure. I was right to be paranoid all along, though. On the picnic bench, they kissed. That for me was that, end of story.

But then I watched from afar with growing shock as Kate got more and more fidgety with her hair and with her fingers, tapping Felix’s leg and laughing too hard at every story he told.

Then they kissed again and again, each time Kate growing more and more enamored with his attentions. When they told each other it was time to stop and go to their separate beds, they stood, hugged, and kissed more. Kate laughed nervously, but did not pull away. Felix turned toward the back end of his truck, but holding his hand with both of her arms outstretched, Kate turned to head toward the tent entrance in the other direction, and wouldn’t let go of him. Instead, she chuckled, hung her head, and pulled him toward her. 

She stepped backward biting her lips and crouching down, pulling him all the way into our tent. It was her long, deft fingers that poked out a moment later and drew the tent zipper down firmly to the bottom, with Felix inside.

I had to note, for any future actions I might choose to take, that if I wanted to stay honest with myself, it wasn’t Felix who pulled Kate to the tent or Felix who zipped them in together. It was Kate who made the definitive moves. It was Kate who initiated the kisses all evening at the picnic table. It in fact was Kate who suggested she could go up with Felix in his truck to set up the site while there was still light rather than wait for me to finish the surprise work I suddenly had to look after back in town.

I carefully sat on the bench of the picnic table only 6 feet from the wall of the tent and watched the silhouette of my wife’s head drop down between her shoulders and bob in my friend’s lap. I didn’t need the suction-popping and wet-sloshing sounds to tell me what she was doing to him. I was close enough to see her lips were in a smiling shape when she came up off his cock, clearly outlined on the tent wall in front of me, as was her hand pushing up and pulling down on him. She said in fake innocence to him, after tittering devilishly, “Do you like that?” She chuckled more because of course she knew his answer, but it was muffled when she drove her lips back over and down his shaft.

She yelped because he slapped her ass but she only dug down harder onto him. There was another round of struggling shapes against the wall and sounds of laughing, yelping, giggling and faux resisting, before I saw what emerged clearly as my wife’s long, slim legs sticking straight up and the hands of Felix lifting her shorts, and then her panties, up and off her feet.

She made the sounds of a cat and I saw Felix’s knees come up and his ass rise. That was his underwear coming off.

I heard my wife’s light, playful voice protest weakly, “No!”, expressed obviously through a smile, though. “What are you doing?” she said with put-on surprise. There was a mass of limbs flashed in shadow on the wall and bodies lifting and falling. When it settled down, at first I thought she was just kissing him again, but his head raised up from the wrong end.

I could clearly see Kate raise her mouth off his cock, so hard and long it was plainly evident in her stroking hand, and roll her face up toward the top of the tent and gasp. Following down the line of her undulating back and around the delicious curve of her butt, I found Felix’s face. He was eating her out at the same time that she was sucking him off.

How far was this going to go? How much more could she do to us? I was mesmerized by the shadow play and the sound effects — Kate’s muffled moans filled the private space of our campsite clearing. I was shocked, yes, but I was also amazed. Seeing Kate, at least in outline, so sexually aggressive, was a revelation. It was dark enough, no one was around, and I’d have time to bolt if they made for the zipper. So I undid my fly and eased my cock out.  I had to. It was hard though, I was so incredibly erect watching and hearing my wife have sex with another man five feet away from me.

She was so enthusiastic-sounding, and her body writhed and twisted over his body so energetically, I had to come closer. I slipped my shorts and underwear off to avoid tripping and crept right up beside the tent wall. When Kate sat up and arched way back, her hips spiraling over Felix’s busy mouth, her head brushed the side of the tent and nearly bumped into my fist and cock, an inch away on the other side of the tenth-of-a-millimeter thick fabric.

I could hear her breathe hard and rapidly. I could hear how wet she was on his mouth. And I could see, when I looked down, how she corkscrewed her hips harder into his face. I accidentally bumped the side of the tent with my stroking and froze. But neither Felix nor Kate was in any state to notice it.

I could hear everything they said now, being inches away from them. I gingerly eased off my sneakers and gently lowered myself to kneel on them. I was now at their level, too. My wife lifted herself carefully from his face and turned around over top of him. She leaned down to kiss him again, and I could see, inches from my face, his erection rising up, his cock trembling, and her hips, hovering over it, also trembling.

They were whispering but I was close enough to hear. “We shouldn’t,” she said to him, between kisses and lickings over his lips. “We have to stop,” she said to him, even as their tongues wrestled and both of their breaths were short and high. “I can’t do this,” she moaned, even as I could see her shoulder dip and her hand emerge behind her butt that had lowered to within a hair of her butt. She kissed him sloppily and loudly, groaning and panting. I could make out her fingers wrapping around his cock and could see her hand pulling up on him. “It’s wrong,” she moaned with desperation.

It was too much for me and I lost control. My ejaculate shot all over the side of the tent before I was able to turn away, staggered on my weak legs and snatching up my shoes. I ran past the table but had to spin around and come back to grab my shorts and underwear laying there, before clambering through the dark forest in bare feet, gashing myself from the ankles to my hips.

I stopped when I got near enough to my car at the neighboring site. I was clever enough to rent a car to avoid Kate noticing my car. Now I was ready to jump in and speed off in case they came through to investigate.

My heart pounded and I felt like the world’s weirdest creep. I crouched and peered through the trees. I heard in the stillness of the night the zipper over there come up and I could hear their hushed tones as they investigated. Kate shone a flashlight around the ground and the picnic table. If she only moved it a few inches to the left, she’d have hit upon my cum still running down the wall of the tent where I had accidentally ejaculated inches from her head.

Satisfied it was only some nocturnal animal hitting the side of the tent, they went back inside and zipped it shut. I hung my head and exhaled and flashed my light at my legs. I bled from several spots and my feet were cut and bruised from hitting rocks and sticks. I peered back through the trees and noticed the light going out inside the tent. I listened as hard as I could but heard no further voices. Whatever was about to happen, I had inadvertently disrupted it. But it sure looked like it was going to happen . . ..

I slept in my car and was awoken by a beam of sunlight scarring my eyes. When I crawled out bent and broken and looked through the trees, I found Kate and Felix already up and about at the neighboring site.

But they were different. Kate gave Felix a little hip check when they were getting things out of the cooler for breakfast, and when he stopped to stare out through the trees to the lake with his hands on his hips, she snaked her arms through his from behind and pressed herself against his body and kissed his neck. Her hands wrapped around his stomach before sliding down inside his shorts to squeeze his crotch.

She said something quietly in his ear and laughed and tongued him there before pulling away and patting his butt affectionately. They looked, in a word, like a couple. “Doug’s going to be up any time soon, so don’t be getting any crazy ideas,” I could hear her call over to him.

“It’s you with all the crazy ideas, I was just minding my own business last night.”

“Oh yeah, right!” she scoffed. “And I suppose my panties came off all by themselves last night.”

They both laughed, then stopped to hug, and to kiss, long and carefree. I was pretty sure they didn’t go all the way overnight, but I couldn’t be sure.

I gave them another half hour or so to enjoy themselves before I slowly drove out of my campsite, circled around the whole park, and came back into theirs.

Kate saw me right away and strolled in tight shorts, halter and flip-flops over to catch my door as I swung it open and to hug me into her chest the first step I took climbing out.

“Trip up okay?” she cooed in my ear.

I wrapped my hands around her lower back. I was unable to erase the knowledge that Felix’s hands had been, less than 8 hours earlier, all over her naked back, and elsewhere too.

“It was fine, hardly any traffic at all. You guys have a good night last night?”

“You know it,” she said, low and gravelly-voiced with a sideways-pulled smirked. She clamped her tongue between her teeth and smiled widely with a tiny, high-pitched titter before kissing me with her tongue. “I kept some breakfast for you if you’re hungry,” she said with sparkling eyes before stepping backward to pull me with both her hands on her outstretched arms. It was a familiar pose, only I was being lead to some scrambled eggs and bacon and coffee, whereas last night Felix was being lead to the tent, to her naked body, and to some 69ing, if not more while I slept the sleep of agitated dogs 40 feet away.

I pulled onto the picnic table bench in the exact same spot I sat the previous night staring at the tent wall shadow play. Kate sat against me and rubbed my back and kissed my shoulder and neck and cheek as I ate.

She purred into my ear, “Do you like that?” It was exactly the same tone and volume as when she pulled up from Felix’s cock. She was giving me a boner all over again. I glanced at the side of the tent. My dried cum still hung from the side. They hadn’t noticed it yet.

Felix came up from the edge of the lake. “Hey buddy, glad you could finally make it, missed you last night.”

I nodded at him slowly chewing a strip of bacon. “What you guys get up to, anything fun?”

Kate pressed her body into mine and lightly chuckled, running her hand, cool and soft, around my upper thigh and down between my legs. “Missing you,” she whispered in my ear. She covered my crotch with her hand and squeezed even though Felix was right in front of us. She laughed again with her tongue between her teeth. She was being extra affectionate, even kittenish in that way she gets when she really wants attention. But I couldn’t help noticing that less than an hour before, she was reaching inside Felix’s shorts but only over the top of mine.

“Hurry and finish,” she said right against my ear where I sat holding my plate and scraping up the last of the eggs. “I need to fuck you,” she whispered.

Felix must have heard because I saw him grin and turn away. When I put my plate down, Kate right away stood up and pulled me up by the hands. She bit her lip and ducked her face down, looking up at me through the tops of her eyes and through her fallen, messy hair. She tugged me toward the tent.

“We’ll just be in here,” she announced to Felix keeping her eyes on mine the whole way. She widened her eyes and smiled provocatively.

“No problem,” Felix said only about loud enough for himself to hear.

Of course we’d made love in the tent other times with Felix and even other friends around, but we kept it discreet. This time was different. When I lifted her halter off, she yelped and squealed. When I leaned over her and sucked on her tits, she moaned loudly. When she pushed me down and stripped me and plunged her mouth down over my cock, she kept coming off of me and saying in a not-quiet way, how big my cock was, how much she loved it in her mouth, and especially how badly she wanted to fuck me.

You’d think she was putting it all on a for an audience. But it was nothing compared to the noise she made when I hauled her hips up and entered her from behind. I had barely begun to thrust myself into her before she cried out in near-screams. Someone three sites down would suppose a girl was being killed or experienced one massive orgasm after another, let alone what a friend would hear who, at last sight, was ten feet away at the same campsite.

She was good at the act as well, so much so, that it was difficult for me to remind myself this wasn’t how she normally behaved in the sack. Her loud moans and screams and cries went to my head and I pounded myself into her ferociously, my animal self lost in the delirium of imagining I’d suddenly transformed into a regular Don Juan. Only, when I finished inside her, she was quick about getting up and back out, and by the time I regained consciousness from my own epic orgasm and crawled out of the tent, I found her down by the lake with, who else, Felix.

During the week or two after that momentous weekend, Kate remained overly affectionate but also agitated and distracted. She was constantly pulling me onto the couch or bed, but also constantly pouting and scuffling like someone who couldn’t get satisfaction.

I went down to Felix’s boat one afternoon.

“Get a beer for both of us,” he said when I climbed on board. He was working on some electricals in the stern. It was a gorgeous nearly-century old schooner with mahogany and brass everywhere.

I cracked two bottles open and reclined on a deck chair. “Got to talk something over with you,” I said to him.

He sat down on a stool and bit at the insulation of a wire. “What up, homey?”

I stared at him sideways with a smirk a long time, trying to compose exactly how to say what I needed to say.

“Looks serious,” he said when my paralysis extended to ten seconds.

“It is,” I replied biting the inside of my cheek. “I know what you and Kate did up at Wagon Lake the night I couldn’t get up there.”

He continued nipping at and spitting out plastic from the wire. “Okay,” he said. To his credit, he didn’t try to deny it. “What do want to do about it?” I knew Felix well enough to know that pretty much anything I demanded, he would deliver, short of leaving town and never coming back.

A free punch to his face? The end of him and I — and Kate — ever seeing each other again? Giving me every assistance possible in whatever the outcome was — a hotel stay, moving out, finding an apartment, dealing with divorce? He would readily agree to any and all demands. He behaved atrociously in so many situations, but he also routinely owned up, made amends, spent whatever money and goodwill was necessary. He made it hard to hate him.

“Don’t you want to know how I know?”

“I don’t know, you could probably tell by the way we were acting when you finally showed up?”

“Not exactly, no.” I dumped half the beer down my throat and stared at him another long while. “I was there the whole night.”

“What the fuck you mean?”

“I booked out the campsite next door. I watched you guys though the trees between the two sites.”

He wasn’t mad, he wasn’t even shocked. He just smiled. “Dude!” He came and sat beside me and slapped my leg. “You fucking watched us?”

“In the tent too,” I said.

“How the fuck?”

“With the light on that Kate hung up inside, the whole tent was one big glorious shadow show.”

“And yet you didn’t do anything.”

I stared in the distance before answering. “She seemed to really enjoy it,” I said.

He tentatively clinked his bottle to mine but kept his side-eye on me when he tilted it way back to swallow most of what remained.

“And yet I get the strong impression she would never leave me for you.”

“Even I get the willies just thinking about that. It would not be healthy.” We both cracked open fresh bottles. “So you’re not totally mad at me for doing that?”

“Felix,” I said, “You’re too hard to be mad at for starters, and I gotta say, I love Kate very much, you know that.”

He nodded.

“I’m just not feeling anything about it. I’m not feeling anything bad about it, I should say. I’ve been trying to feel angry and shit all week, but it’s you, for fuck sakes, you never mean wrong, and it’s Kate, I feel like I understand it all. It looked like it was just fun, and nothing more.”

“Here’s to that,” he said. “If you don’t mind my saying, she was, she is, fucking hot, and she is an awful lot of fun that way too. Rare combination in my opinion.”

“It was actually pretty hot watching and listening to it all.”

“How close you get?”

“That was me that bumped the tent.”

“Oh my fuck!” he bent over laughing. He slapped my knee. “She made us get up and go out, she was convinced it was a fucking bear!”

“I guess I was getting a little carried away loving it too much.”

“Got to say, dude, that’s not the reaction I would have expected.”

“It was like,” I pondered how to put it. “It was like I was enjoying her having crazy good sex vicariously, if that makes any sense.”

“It does to me. I’ve been in many situations somewhat similar to that, watching and shit, though never spying on it, that’s a different level.”

“I mean, she really seemed to get off on it. Why was that do you think? Was it because she was getting away with something?”

“It’s my unique methodology, friend.”

“Seriously, I think it’s the opportunity thing, I think it’s getting away with something that’s forbidden.”

“You might have something there.”

“I mean, Felix, I know, you’re a different league from me, I get it. Of course it was you. You’re the wild man, you go all over the world buying art, you’re a great storyteller, I get that.”

“But you think it’s something more too.”

“I didn’t mind her having that experience. It was weird. It wasn’t threatening to me, it wasn’t anything more emotional than maybe finding your wife masturbating.”

“Thanks, that’s all I am, a dildo.”

“You know what I mean. If you found a girlfriend masturbating, you’d not stop it, you’d maybe even watch it, and when she climaxed, you’d feel her elation, wouldn’t you?”

“I see where you’re going.”

“That’s all I felt, the whole night.”

“When you put it like that, I understand what you’re saying.”

“I got off on it, Felix. Do you think there’s something wrong with that?”

“No, no! Shit, I’m the last person to tell anyone there’s anything wrong with anything they do!”

“I fucking jerked off against the tent the night you guys were doing it. The bump, that was me losing my balance when I was fucking shooting all over the place.”

Felix laughed harder than ever. “Oh fuck, man, I got to use this story! I mean, no names of course, but that is fucking hilarious!”

“Yeah, so, I was wondering.”

He looked at me long and hard. “You fucking animal. You want me to do it again with her.”

“She was having a fucking great time. You should have seen her the next day, all week. She was a foot off the ground the whole time. She’s never fucked me so wildly as she has since then.”

“She woke up.”

“Maybe you woke her up. I mean, she was always good and game, but the whole thing kind of injected a renewed vigor to it all.”

“And you want it to go again.”

“I’ll fucking kill you, I will literally kill you, if you mention it to anyone, but I’m fucking raging hard right now just thinking about you getting her in bed again.”

“You know we didn’t actually . . . “

“I know.”

“So, you put us alone in a bed again, and there’s no guarantees about all that might happen.”

“I am aware of that.”

“Aware, okay, but are you prepared?”

“I want to watch again.”

He tilted his beer back long and deep. “Guy’s boat in the next slip, we have keys to each other’s cabins. We check each other’s boats out when we’re not around.”

“You got keys to that boat right out there?”

“I do. And the guy’s gone for two weeks.”

We both went out to look. “Fuck Felix,” I said to him. “It’s like all his windows look right into your windows.”

“You’re a sick puppy,” he said, unlocking the padlock and creaking open the cabin door.

I checked out the views, telling him on phone to move around the place. I could see everything. “Crack the windows open, let me see if I can hear too.”

He put music on his phone. I could make it out clearly, with my windows open. I came back out, locked it up, and sat on his stern again. “Holy fuck I can’t believe I’m asking this.”

“You want me to do you wife don’t you.”

“How we going to set this up?”

“You and Kate come down for a bar-b-que, you get called away on something, and then half an hour later, text her and say it’s a bigger problem, you can’t come back all night.”

“She wouldn’t see through it?”

“People only see through plans when they want to. I have the feeling she isn’t going to want to figure it out.”

“What could possibly pull me away and then keep me away all night?”

“A flood in your office?”

“Fuck that’s a good one. Archival storage being flooded, of course that would be a serious emergency and of course I’d be front and center on site.”

“There you go.”

“And then, once I get there, I realize it’s a bigger problem than I was told, and we have to move stuff all night.”

“Perfect,” he said, clinking my bottle again. “And I’ll offer to drive her home, only since you’re not at home the whole night, we’re not in any rush.”

“I’ll tell her I’m committed there till noon tomorrow, when someone else can come take my place.”

“She’ll relax if she knows there is no time limit.” He tossed me back the boat neighbor’s keys. “Just don’t fucking jizz all over the guy’s boat, would ya?”

The night that came was a gorgeous, warm, clear-sky night. It was a casual bar-b-que on his boat, but for some reason, Kate looked extra done-up. She wore an incredibly sexy off-one-shoulder tight-waisted mint-green sundress and tall sandals. She’d had her hair done too, “No reason,” she barely kept from squealing that afternoon. She was giddy, and sexy as all fuck.

All evening she bounced her leg on her other knee toward Felix. She laughed at everything he said, she made eyes at him, and she just stared the whole evening. She couldn’t have known what Felix and I planned, but she couldn’t have been more excited and full of nervous anticipation if she did know.

I set an alarm on my phone to go off like a phone call, and when I took it, I stared down like I was concentrating hard on what was being said. I turned around and sat back down in front of Kate and took her hand in mine. “Sweety, I have to go — some pipe has burst in the archives, I gotta go check it out.”

“Aw, sweetheart,” she said, touching my cheek with the back of her finger. She was not terribly upset.

“I’ll be like under an hour. Why don’t you stay here, I’ll get back soon as I can.”

“That’s fine,” she said. “We won’t go anywhere without you,” she laughed. “I hope you’re not gone too long.”

“Alright,” Felix said. “You know where to find us.”

I left, but I didn’t go far before turning around and sneaking aboard his neighbor’s boat. I kept the windows closed and curtains pulled but I was able to peek through them and see Kate and Felix laughing and talking on the back of his boat.

She wasn’t making any moves. I let nearly half an hour go by before I called her. It was already dark and the stern was lit up with a few lights and the inside cabin was glowing orange. I explained to her the bad news. She took it well.

“Tell him I can drive you home later,” I could hear Felix say, both through my phone and through the window.

“You sure you okay with that?”

“It’s Felix, what could possibly go wrong?” she laughed.

I turned the sound off my phone and very carefully eased a couple windows open. I could hear my wife and Felix still chat on the back of his boat, but they were quieter now since I called, and Kate laughed more.

“You might have to help me down the steps,” she suddenly said to him, standing up and pressing the skirt of her dress against her legs.

“Where we going?” he asked innocently, but also rising to take her hand.

“Down here,” she said matter-of-factly.

I drank a beer and sat on a ledge and peered out the window. Just a few feet away I watched her turn around at the bottom of the short staircase and, even before he had come down, reaching above and behind him to close the hatch behind him, she tugged at his pants and pulled down his fly.

He stopped moving down the steps and she spread her legs around the ladder staircase. It put his hips at the perfect height for her mouth. My wife yanked his pants down and pushed her pink-frosted lips over his cock before he had a chance. She wrapped one hand around his growing erection and the other around his butt.

She sucked at him hard with enthusiasm. I’d never known my wife to exhibit so much wild sexual energy. She laughed when she pulled off and I could hear everything they said, because Felix had made sure to open his windows earlier. “I’m sorry, I’ve been dying to do that for the last three weeks,” she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

She stepped backward and pulled him with her. She shook herself out of her dress revealing for him — and for me inadvertently — a new set of underwear, black, shimmering lace with sharp red slashes through it. She looked incredible and she always did — she knew how to dress, over and under.

She laughed when he admired her. She threw her arms around his neck and lifted herself onto him, clasping her legs around his waist and locking her ankles in the small of his back. She kissed him like she’d been starving for that too.

They moved down through the boat and so did I, following along window by window. They left a trail of clothes all the way. By the time they reached his large bed, they were both completely nude. My wife walked backward lifting her knees onto his bed and continuing to pull him onto it too.

She pressed herself against him when he knelt in front of her and she pulled him down with her onto the pillows, deeply kissing all the way. I checked my phone. It might have been 45 minutes since I left, but it was only 8 minutes since I called to say I wasn’t coming back that night.

She sucked him again where he lay flat out on his back. And then she crawled up his body. She kissed him with her hair falling all around their faces. Again I could see, this time not in shadow outline, but for real, not even through windows, but through the gaps in both the open windows directly at her golden glowing skin, as she reached under her stomach, between her legs, and took his erection in her long, delicate fingers behind her butt.

“Now where were we before than bear showed up?” she said, and they both laughed about how they were interrupted the last time they were in that exact position, when I shot my load on the tent wall an inch or two from her face and interrupted things.

She cooed against his lips and they murmured to each other and laughed and she squealed and tittered. And then, when she lowered her hips and took away her hand, I heard her gasp as I saw her lower herself. She curled her spine and groaned loudly as her pussy completely obliterated his cock.

When she uncurled and came back up, I could see his cock glisten from her wetness in the dim light. She shivered and bit her lip and plunged her hips back down harder onto him and sank her face into his neck. I could see her mouth gasp and hang open as she began to fuck him, her body slamming his body, the sound of slapping flesh rising to my ears across the gently splashing water between us.

She pushed up and straightened her elbows with her hands pressed down into his shoulders. She let her head droop and her hair fall around her face. He reached up and squeezed her breasts and she rolled her head back and sighed loudly.

I was able to position myself comfortably back against a wall sitting on a ledge so that I was able to view the whole scene looking down between my raised knees. There couldn’t have been a better porn clip. They fucked in every position I knew of plus they showed me a couple I didn’t. My wife was wild with lust and fully expressive in voice and body. She was selfish, the way she rammed herself against him. She didn’t once ask what he wanted or if he was comfortable. This was all about her, and it filled me with a sense of complete fulfillment to see her lose herself in bald sexual pleasure.

It was she who rolled over onto her elbows and knees and who lifted her hips high up and dropped her face down onto the bed, waving her ass for him to storm her. When he did, he was rough. I could see my wife’s fingers, knuckles whitened, gripping the sheets and her face grimacing and gasping. Her whole body was jolted by his heavy ploughing.

When she orgasmed, it was long, deep, and totally self-oriented. I was, of course, unable to take it, and I came too.

I fell asleep. That wasn’t part of the plan, but I was awoken by high-pitched gasping sounds that grew higher and higher. Unsure what I was hearing, I made my way from the bed back through the boat, and was stopped in my tracks at the window that looked across into Felix’s bedroom window.

My wife was riding him. I watched again as she moved on him like waves pounding a beach. She stunned me with how selfish she appeared, in the best way. I don’t know if he came, but she certainly did on top of him, and she laughed when she finished and apologized too.

I sat on the back of the neighbors’ boat staring at the rippling water and the starlight dancing in it knowing they weren’t headed home anytime soon. But I was surprised to discover they weren’t getting much sleep either between their bouts. I could hear more moaning and groaning and I went back below decks to see. They were in the galley now, naked, playing around, and he got her on the table and was standing in front of her raised legs ramming himself into her again.

We screwed a lot when we were first getting tougher. But we didn’t go three times in one night.

At daybreak, I slipped away and got home. I instantly fell asleep the second my head hit the pillow. It was around 11 AM when I was woken up by the sound of Kate coming in. That’s when I remembered, I told her I wasn’t going to be home until 12. She already saw my car out front. She was supposed to be home long before I got home.

I pretended to be sleeping when she crept into the lit-up master bedroom. She went straight through to the shower. I got up and went down and made coffee. She came down about 45 minutes later in a bathrobe.

“Long night last night?” she asked, putting a pod in the machine for herself and ignoring the mismatched timelines.

Was she going to pretend I didn’t notice her coming home more than 12 hours after I left her on Felix’s boat? “Crazy night. We saved most of it, but it’s a big job coming up.” I gave it a few beats. “You?”

“Me what?” she turned away, guilty-looking.

“Long night?”

She turned around and leaned her butt against the counter. “Yeah,” was all she said, soft as a mouse. Our eyes met. So much was exchanged in that three-second stare, but not a bit of it was negative.

I came up to her and hugged her long and hard. She was stiff at first but then melted into me. I said into her ear, “Want to go back upstairs?”

She paused a long moment before answering. “Maybe later,” she said. Then she added, either “kind of sore,” or it could have been, “sleep in some more,” I wasn’t sure. But when she went back up without me, I saw her smile to herself and thumb text on her phone. My wife had a secret boyfriend, and I couldn’t have been more excited.
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