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By the time the first glow of morning light breached the horizon, our epic party had dwindled down to just us on the porch: me, my wife Gina, and her old friend Denny. Her and Denny rocked silently on the swinging love seat with their eyes closed, deep contented smiles on their faces, and holding hands. They’d known each other from back in Russia since before she came over, and from way before my time. He had shown up about a month ago. Gina and I had been married 6 months already by then.
I sat slumped deep down in the big old couch under the strings of point lights being slowly swept out to sea on a raft of tunes that droned as softly and rhythmically as lazily falling waves rolling up a stony sea shore.
“I love you,” my wife burbled without opening her eyes. She pulled Denny’s hand that was clasped in hers, fingers entwined, up to her mouth and she kissed his knuckles. She inhaled long and deeply through her nose and softly moaned her exhalation out and dropped her head against his shoulder and their entwined hands into her lap.
I shifted my one open eye over toward them a moment and back again to the horizon.
Denny sank further down in the seat and reached over my wife’s face with his far arm and combed and stroked her messy wild strands of straw blonde hair through his fingers. When he sculpted his fingertips lightly along her jaw, she twisted on her waist as a cat might respond to a touch, and she parted her lips and rolled back her face.
“Not yet,” I heard her whisper for his ears only.
I kept my eyes nearly closed.
He didn’t stop, though. He continued to drag his fingers lightly as feathers across her chin. She jutted her head up to him and, with her other hand wrapping around their two hands clasped in her lap, she pressed down. She closed the gap between their lips and kissed him slightly longer than the usual friendly peck she had given him in front of me thus far.
Her eyes shot instantly toward me but I appeared to be sleeping to her or at least resting my eyes.  I remained perfectly still.
My wife pushed herself up and more tightly against him and lifted her lips to his ear. She reached over his face the way he had reached over hers, and her long, agile fingers scrunched and released in the hair on the side of his head. I could hear whispering and I could see her chest and shoulders heave with stifled chuckling as she struggled to say something without laughing. Her eyes darted to their corners to watch me carefully as she held him to quell her own jiggling.
I steadied my breathing and executed a slow swallow so as not to give away the fact I wasn’t sleeping.
Denny turned his face to nuzzle it into her hair and my wife bit her lip and ducked to twist her head under his chin so she could keep her eyes on me. She pulled up a leg and dug her bare heel into the edge of the swing seat cushion and leaned her knee over against his ribs. She slowly turned her face to his so they were an inch apart and she grinned and brought her eyes down into half-lidded slits. She used her free hand to slowly, carefully, lift free the waist of her blue baggy pants, and she moved their clasped hands together underneath and let the waist go on their wrists.
I controlled my breathing and my pulse and I moved nothing. I kept my eyes open a millimeter and let my limbs drain of all tension.
I saw my wife’s mouth drop open with a silent gasp and then her eyes shoot over toward me again. She smiled up at him with a grimace and then reached over his face again to tug at his hair more needfully and to push her chest against him. He was touching her under her pants and her body began to squirm harder against him. She carefully withdrew her own hand from inside the waist of her pants, leaving his hand alone inside, and she slowly, delicately, scrunched her fingers together in his groin.
My heart began to pound harder and my mouth grew dry. But I remained still as a tree trunk.
My wife adroitly rolled on her hip and brought her far leg up and over his legs that remained stretched out resting on our low wicker table. She lifted her face to his ear again and murmured something more before kissing and biting him. She tugged the waist of his jeans away from his stomach to allow her other hand to slip down inside his pants. She again glanced over her shoulder to me, and satisfied that I was still aware of nothing, she smiled with her lips against his lips, and she reached between her legs to pull out the drawstring of her pants and undo the knot.
I could see through the narrow slits of my eyes my wife’s body torque and thrust in slow motion against Denny’s hand. And I could see the lump her hand made inside his pants, moving up toward his stomach and back down in a slow rhythm. She began to kiss him without caution, to cover his mouth entirely with hers, and to pull at his hair and his neck. I could hear tiny chirps of high-pitched breathy inhalations escape from deep in her throat. He body undulate with a rhythm.
She murmured again to Denny and shot her glance toward me. This time, Denny looked over too. They intoned to each other softly and too quietly for me to hear any specific words. But with his eyes staring at my narrowly-held slits, he undid his fly and peeled open the panels of his pants.
Gina giggled and widened her eyes and fought briefly with him to close his pants again and to tug at his fly, but he seized her wrist and she relented with a clenched-eyes, shoulder-heaving giggle. She looked at him with a scolding expression and shook her head, but she also stroked his exposed cock and dragged her palm over the head.
She slid her folded leg up and down over his thighs and glanced over toward me again before looking up into Denny’s eyes from below. She raised herself from his stomach to kiss him briefly and passionately, before dropping her head down into his lap. I could see her mouth open and her tongue play out over her bottom lip just before she engulfed the head of his cock and pushed her soft, full lips down the gleaming, rigid shaft.
With his cock pumping into her mouth, she glared up through the tops of her eyes at me. I could see his cock glisten in the light of points above us, and her hand pump alongside her mouth as she consumed him over and over.
I knew they were close back in Russia. He meant a lot to her, apparently, in ways she didn't fully explicated to me.
“Were you two, like, dating?” I asked her one day after he stayed over in one of our guest rooms — we had a large old farmhouse surrounded by protected, preserved land, far from any neighbors.
“It was off and on,” she scrunched up her nose at me. “It was stormy, you know?” We were having late morning coffees outside on the large wrap-around porch gazing at the fog lingering over the still glassy pond while Denny slept in.
“But, dating, like, together?”
“I guess,” she shook her head like she didn’t know quite what it was either.
“Well you had sex, right?” I hushed my voice, trying to pin her down on something.
“Obviously,” she squirmed and lowered her chin to her chest with a tight grin.
“Why was it so stormy?”
“It’s all ancient history now.”
“Why did it end?”
“Don’t all things end?” she shrugged one shoulder and pulled her mouth crooked.
He appeared at all our parties and lots of times between parties, unannounced usually, and often with something private to take up with my wife.
I came home from work early one day. Normally I was as punctual as a clock. I called up from the kitchen thinking she must be up there in her office or the bedroom — she worked from home because her clients were all “in the motherland.” She was a private accountant. All her work was online. She emerged instead into the hall coming from the large, lavish living room.
“What are you doing home?” she chirped, tucking her hair behind her ear and tucking her t-shirt into her joggers.
Denny came into the hall a few feet behind her. “Cam,” he said.
“I was owed a couple of hours —- no budget to pay overtime, so . . . “ I trailed off.
“Denny was just going, weren’t you, Denny,” she said, turning to grin at him over her shoulder. He squeezed past her in the hall brushing his body unnecessarily against hers, and ducking his face when he passed by me. He skipped down the steps to his truck and peeled out to the road in some kind of hurry.
One time, she was delayed over an hour coming back from a simple shopping trip to get some necessary ingredient or two that she just had to have right then and there for something she was planning on baking.
Only she came back with nothing.
“It thought you were out getting nutmeg and saffron.”
“Oh, right,” she said, easing off her tall platform sandals with the peek-a-boo toes. “Would you believe how impossible it is to find those?” It was odd shoes to wear for a quick shopping trip. Her whole outfit in fact was odd.
“Not the normal place?” She had a go-to spice store.
“Out!” she gestured helplessness with her outstretched hands. “Anyway, now I feel like a shower,” she said, and she began to undo the big white buttons down the low plunging front of a red and white polka dot sundress. I wasn’t sure if I recognized it and, walking past the stairs to my work shop, I glanced around the wall to get another look at it. By the top of the stairs, she had had it up and over her head already. She had no panties on.
She often held his hand in front of me when he was over for dinner or we were all out for a show or a walk or something, and she often kissed him hello or goodbye or thank you, those sorts of things — which I had always chalked up to her being Russian originally. One time, after we’d come out of the big box hardware place, I heard her shriek behind me while I was pushing the cart of lumber, and I spun around to see his hands grabbing her butt cheeks hard, just before she spun around and slapped him on the face. Then she laughed uncontrollably and held his face in her hands and kissed him all over. “I didn’t mean it that hard!” she squealed and laughed.
“You know Denny,” she said to me at home. “He’s just expressive with his hands. He’s a toucher.”
“He was grabbing your ass in public,” I frowned at her.
“Like you haven’t done that yourself,” she scolded me playfully.
“You’re my wife,” I said with my eyes squinting.
“He can’t help it,” she shrugged.
“You could tell him not to.”
She inhaled and looked down sideways at the floor of the kitchen. “It’s a kind of powerlessness, maybe,” she said.
“What is that supposed to mean?”
She raised her eyes back up to mine and gazed sheepishly through fallen strands of hair. “It’s always been like that for me. With him.” She looked at me with a drained, helpless expression. “It’s just Denny,” she said again. “He’s like that.”
I was in my workshop and came into the kitchen to make a fresh coffee. I knew Denny was over — they were hanging out. I called around the house looking for her to see if she wanted a coffee too, or if Denny did. Unable to find them, I went upstairs and looked in the various doors of the spare rooms.
She suddenly came out of our bedroom, quickly shutting the door behind her. She was wearing her long, soft, sky-blue bathrobe.
“Denny was just looking over a thing I was writing,” she suddenly announced even before I asked.
Denny had some vague background as an author or an editor or a publisher — it was hard to pin it down, it seemed to change every time I asked.
“What is it?” I said.
“Oh,” she pulled the collar of her robe up around her ears. “I had to write a note to a client and I just wanted him to check over the tone of it, you know? Make sure I wasn’t going to stir up trouble with it.” She floated past me and into the room she used as her office. It’s when I noticed her hair wasn’t wet.
Denny came out of our bedroom a few moments later. “Just going over things, like she said,” he said to me, and he saluted me with two fingers — a little habit of his I detested. He went down the hall and tapped with his knuckle on the door behind which my wife had disappeared.
“So you got that thing downloaded yet?” he said through the door.
“Just a second,” I heard my wife’s voice from inside the room. I went into our bedroom and looked around with dark clouds encroaching my eyes. I heard her office door open and glanced behind my back out the bedroom door to see her office door open as though she were hiding behind it, and to see Denny step inside before it shut again straight away. I may or may not have seen her robe over the back of her chair, and if I did, that was odd. I hesitated at her door when I went past on my way back down but I heard nothing behind the door — not even talking.
Denny came down about 20 minutes later and said nothing as he turned the corner and shot out the front door. His truck was up and out of the driveway before I even came to the door of the kitchen. Gina stayed upstairs and I heard the shower go on a few moments later.
When she finally came down, I confronted her about what I’d witnessed and what I suspected. “Are you two, you know,” I turned my face sideways and pulled a tight expression.
“He was helping me with a note!” she cried.
“But you’re in our bedroom with him and you’re wearing your bathrobe.”
“I was getting ready for a shower.”
“Why is he in our bedroom?”
“It’s just Denny, don’t be silly! Denny, he’s like the house-pet, isn’t he. You don’t ask why the cat was in our bedroom.”
“And he’s always grabbing you and pushing you and tickling you when we’re out in public.”
“Denny and I go a way back.”
“Why does he always need to be touching you like that?”
“We tease each other. We’re just friends like that.”
“I want you to stop it,” I said, putting my foot down so to speak.
She turned to me and pursed her lips. “It’s not that easy,” she whined and tilted her head sideways.
“Just tell him to stop.”
She bit her bottom lip and shook her head side to side and crossed her arms over her chest. “I don’t think I can do that.”
“But I’m asking you to.”
“He makes me . . . “ she searched the floor around her for words. “. . . powerless.”
“I think you like it, if you ask me.”
She stepped up to me and draped her arms over my shoulders. She attempted to kiss me, but I held her off.
“I think you really like it when he does that to you, I really do.” 
She stepped back again and twisted her lips up like she was fighting off on-rushing words. “A bit, yeah,” she tried not to chuckle. “But it’s who we are, it’s what we do.”
“It’s embarrassing,” I said.
“Nobody notices.”
“I notice.”
“You know I can’t stop him.”
“You don’t want to stop him, do you.”
She bopped her head and chewed her cheek. Finally, she said, “No.”
On the porch after the party with morning light coming up, I slowly pivoted my face toward the swing seat where my wife had gone down on Denny with complete abandon. She was pumping his cock with her tight fist and I could even see her tongue snake out and lap up the bottom of his cock as she plunged up and down on him.
His eyes were closed. His fingers massaged her hair. His hips began to jerk up toward her face. I could hear tiny high-pitched and muffled moans. I gasped with disbelief when I saw his body go rigid and shudder, and her mouth close around the base of his cock and her cheeks bulge and her throat swell. Rivulets of cum dribbled from the corners of her mouth and she pulled up and off him grinning widely and cupping her palm under her chin that dripped with more cum. She pressed her face close to his and said, “Almost all of it this time, baby,” and she made a show of running her tongue all the way around her despoiled lips.
As though only then remembering me sitting across the porch, with his cock still in her wet hand and her tongue still catching the drops around her mouth, she turned over her shoulder and gazed at me. This time, I wasn’t going to close my eyes and pretend. Even though my heart pounded out of my chest and my throat constricted and dried, I zeroed my gaze right back at her.
She only lazily and languidly turned her face back to Denny’s. She kissed him on the mouth and said, “You better go.” She walked him down to his truck and spent a while saying goodbye to him at his rolled-down window. I kept watching. Finally, she leaned through the window and kissed him a long time before he finally started his engine and drove out.
Gina took her time coming back up the steps and over the porch. She held the squeaky door open for me, indicating it was time for me to come inside too.
“We have to talk,” I said.
“Not tonight, look, it’s almost morning. Later, okay? I promise. We’ll get it all out between us later.”
I could only shake my head and sigh. But I had facts on my side, and the facts would’t change overnight, I knew that.
The next day I was in my workshop again while Gina slept in late. She came out onto the porch with her phone and a coffee and I want up to join her.
“Time to talk?”
“Oh,” she moaned, showing me her phone. “Just catching up, can we do it later?”
I shook my head and went back to the shop. I leaned against my workbench and stared out the bank of windows making up my mind about what I had to do. Denny’s truck then pulled in the driveway. As I squinted disbelievingly out my windows, Gina squealed from the porch and dashed down toward him. While my jaw fell open and my shoulders fell down, I watched as she threw her arms around his neck and he wrapped his arms around her lower back. When he lifted her off the ground, she came up his body, wrapped her legs around his waist to lock her ankles together behind his butt, and necked with him even as he walked up the stairs, across the porch and into our house, carrying her all the way.
I was stunned. She was dressed in her short denim cutoffs and sharp pink hoody. I decided it was time to put an end to it. I came out of the shed, up the steps, and into the house. I could hear squealing and laughing and followed the sound to our living room. The first thing I saw coming up behind the back of the big old couch was Gina’s pink-painted fingernails reaching backward over the top of the couch. When I came closer, I said her name louder and louder hoping she was going to hear me. I saw the top of Denny’s head facing me. I puzzled about that a moment until I realized he must have been kneeling on the floor in front of the couch, in front of her.
As I came closer, I saw my wife’s legs rise up from below and her ankles drape over his shoulders. I came closer still, calling her name out louder, but she wouldn’t respond and Denny wouldn’t look up either. I came closer and could see down into the couch and the top of my wife’s head from behind. That’s when I noticed on the floor at my feet her shorts and her twisted up black panties. I came up to the back of the couch and looked straight down. She was nude from the bottom of her pink crop-cut hoody to the tips of her pink-painted toes. Denny’s pants and shorts were pulled down to his thighs. His hands were pushed up under her pink hoody and I could see the bare bottoms of Gina’s breasts where he rubbed them.
“Gina!” I shouted directly over her head. She shot her face up and backward in shock and locked her gaze with mine. I looked down at her body and saw Denny’s cock, wet and hard and rather huge, withdraw from her grasping, soaking pussy lips, and plunge back into her hard enough to skid the couch’s legs on the floor.
“Not now,” Gina said to me breathlessly. Her voice was jolted by Denny’s heavy whole-body thrusts into her.
I looked at Denny just as he raised his panting, sweating face to me. “Dude,” he said between grunts and winces, “she’s a bit busy at the moment, please leave a message,” and he laughed, as did my wife, for a moment, anyway, before she devolved into more moans deeper and longer.
“Fuck, baby,” she said to him and she pulled at the back of his thighs with her grasping fingers and she growled at him.
I went to the kitchen and paced around unsure how to respond, what to think, where to go, or what to do. I plugged my ears and sang to myself to block the sound of the couch legs bounding over the hardwood floor, the deep tones of Denny grunting like a man dying, and my wife crying in ever higher and jagged whimpers.
When they sounded finished I got ready to confront her. And him, too. But they sped through the kitchen naked holding their clothes running hand in hand, she laughing, and they dove upstairs. I heard the shower come on. And when time had passed and still it was on, I went up to check if she forgot it. I tapped on the door and it swung open. The bathroom was nearly invisible for the steam. I shook my head and came in squinting to see the handle of the shower door. I was stopped by the slap of my wife’s hand flat against the glass on the inside. I peered through the steam and saw her bent over standing on her toes. Denny was behind her with his hands all over her hips and waist. He was fucking her hard — I could hear the slap of his hips against her ass. Water ran in rivulets off both their shiny, red bodies.
Denny and I met eyes through the steam and the noise. He rolled his head back and laughed, even as my wife’s head rolled back to face the ceiling. He had wrapped his hand in her hair like a reign and tugged it hard. It made her cry out and I felt a rage rise in me. But my wife suddenly twisted her face sideways, saw me when her eyes popped open, and she shouted at me. “Get out of here, you  perv!” she cried, before she groaned as though in pain from multiple stabbings, and she hung her head, reached down between her legs, and rubbed herself frantically.
Finally he left and Gina came downstairs. “I didn’t want you to have to see that,” she said. “I’m sorry that you had to watch.”
“Is that all you’re sorry for?” I said indignantly. I crossed my arms over my chest to demonstrate to her just how enraged and bitter I felt.
“I told you, though, that’s just Denny, he does that.” She shrugged and half-lidded her eyes.
“It looked like you were doing it just as much,” I pointed out sharply.
She grinned and rolled her eyes with guilt. “I tried not to,” she offered.
“You didn’t look like you were trying very hard.”
“Well what about you, how long were you watching, anyway? Every time I look up, I keep seeing you just leering down at me!”
“Because you’re fucking the guy. It’s because I am catching you fucking him!”
“I don’t know if I would call it catching exactly, I mean, doesn’t someone have to be hiding something to be caught?”
“I found you fucking him!”
“Well what is it, catching or finding? Because I can’t answer your questions if you keep changing what it is you’re asking.”
“What difference does it make if I caught you or I found you?!”
“You’re yelling now!” she replied. “If you want to talk, we can talk, but if you’re going to yell, no thank you!”
“Fine,” I said, regaining control of my voice.
“And now I don’t even know what you were asking or what you want for an answer.”
“What do you feel sorry about?” I repeated to her.
“You knew what we were doing.”
“That doesn’t excuse it.”
“Well if you wanted me to stop, you should have said so.”
“I did.”
“No, you just kept saying we have to talk, we have to talk, and you know I don’t do talking very well.”
“I can’t keep doing this,” I finally said to her.
She stepped up to me and worked her hands around my waist until she was hugging my torso tightly to hers. She leaned her head back and looked up into my face. “It’s not that bad, is it?” she said. “It’s not all the time.”
She wiggled back and forth and moved my body with hers. “Come on,” she said softly with a slight smile. “I think you like to watch, too, don’t you,” she said.
When I looked down at her with a shocked expression, she looked back up at me mocking my expression with an exaggerated look of indignity, and with her mouth wide open in a smile.
“He does I think!” she said and she reached between my legs and clamped her fist around my balls. She smirked and squealed against my chest. “If you can be good about it,” she murmured darkly into my shirt, “everything can keep going the way they have been going.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” I pushed her an arm’s length back from me and held her by her biceps.
“Do you like this house?” She gestured with her arm outstretched, struggling to pull it free of my grasp. I didn’t have to answer, she knew I loved it. It’s true, she bought it — a wedding present, she said, from her parents, parents I never met because they lived in Moscow. “Do you like our big parties and all the booze and all the food and all the fun we have?” True, the parties, though big and raucous, were mostly her friends, and mostly Russians. But they were fun, there was no doubt about that. “Do you like,” she said, stepping back into me to nuzzle her face into my chest, “all your tools in your workshop?” I did have an incredible set up in there, and when I needed to totally upgrade the power supply and build a room for storage, she didn’t blink an eye at the cost.
She made sure we paid the builders in cash. “We don’t need receipts” she snickered to me. She was the only accountant I ever knew who laughed at the idea of receipts.
“Of course I love it,” I had to agree.
“And do you love me?” she grinned deeply and bit her tongue with her eyes half-lidded, sleepily looking up into mine.
“You know I do.”
She pulled on the back of my neck until I bent over and she strained with her neck until her mouth was touching my ear. “You love me,” she whispered, “but Denny owns me.”
She stepped back and half turned her face with her eyes still locked skeptically on mine. “Do you understand?” she said across a distance from me.
I searched as though unable to decipher the rosetta code hanging in the air between us. She pursed her lips sympathetically and seemed to take a moment to judge whether I was safe for the telling. Finally, apparently deciding I was, she smiled softly, she took my hands in hers across our outstretched arms, and she said, “It is he who has been letting you fuck me, not the other way around. He wanted to make sure you knew that, but I told him you weren’t ready. I am sorry that you didn’t know, but there was no other way. Would you have married me knowing this?”
“What, is he your husband?”
“No,” she shook her head but not convincingly. “It’s not like that back in Russia. But . . . “ she tilted her head like she was struggling to stitch the right words together. She wavered her hand flat between us and shrugged. “Maybe that is a way to think about it, because in a sense, that is how it is.”
“This is hard to understand,” I said.
“But it’s important that you do,” she held my arm and leaned close. Seriousness came down over her expression like blinds dropped in front of a bright window. “He will be coming back now and then. I can’t say when.”
“And when he comes here, he’s what, he’s going to be like a husband with you?”
She nodded firmly with her lips pulled tight. “You know what? That’s a perfect way to think about it. When he comes over, he is my husband. And when he’s not here,” she shrugged and raised her eyebrows hopefully at me, “I am all yours!” She said it the way you would tell a child they get to go to MacDs if they behave.
“I can’t live like that.”
She smiled looking down and then she wiped the grin from her face knowing that I was not in a state to be laughed at. “I am not asking you to,” she said slowly and carefully as though I was from a different place or spoke a different language. “I am telling you that you will, that you must.”
“What does he have over you?”
She grinned and bulged her eyes. “Don’t start thinking, it’s not good in this case. It’s not good to inquire,” she squinted and nodded. “And if he,” she shrugged and looked around the floor like she was on a little melting island “gets a little carried away with me, you can also ignore that too. He doesn’t really hurt me,” she said, emphasizing “hurt” again like I might be a child. “And,” she grinned, “he sometimes might just,” she shrugged, “want to whenever, and . . . “ she trailed off.
“Want to what whenever?”
She nodded her head at me holding back words that forced themselves against the back of her tightly pursed lips. “Have me. Take me. Do me,” she shook her head checking if she was getting through to me. “You should just do what you’re been doing — you should let him. Ignore him.”
“Let him fuck you,” I said, struggling to understand, struggling to spell things out clearly.
“Yeah,” she rolled her face around, “let him fuck me. Whenever and wherever he decides he wants to.”
“Shouldn’t you be calling the police on this guy?”
“No, no,” she chuckled and poked the tight tip of her tongue at the middle of her top lip. “That wouldn’t be right.”
“You say it as though you like it, the way he treats you.”
She exhaled in a quavering jaggedness when I said that. She eventually looked up to me apologetically and shrugged. “What can I say?”
“It’s weird, is what you can say.”
“Ok, it’s weird, there, now does that change anything? You don’t have to watch, I tried to do things without you watching, it was you who followed us around, or who stayed when he was needing to do me.”
“So I’m supposed to just get up and leave the room when he starts feeling you up?” I was feeling outraged all over again.
She shrugged lackadaisically. “You can stay or you can go, I don’t think he really cares,” she chuckled to herself thinking about him.
“What about you? Do you care if your husband is sitting there when he’s touching you all over?”
“It doesn’t bother me to be watched, if that’s what you’re asking.”
“What the hell are you saying? Did people watch you before?”
She pursed her lips and chewed her cheek.
“You used to let people watch you fuck?”
“It’s different there,” she said in a small voice.
“This is too much,” I said.
“But he’s coming over,” she replied, shaking her phone at me. “You have to be cool with it.”
I was speechless and livid and I slammed the front door and went to my workshop. It was beautiful — bright lighting, lots of power, every tool and machine you could dream of, including a metal lathe and pipe bender. I had it all. I’d also been looking at bronze forges. It would need it’s own out-building, and lots of power, lots of equipment.
Denny’s truck rolled into the driveway. I stood at my open door where I held a stone in one hand and slowly, menacingly, dragged the blade of my knife up and down with the other. He just saluted me with his two fingers and went in our front door without knocking.
I stared out my windows for a good 20 minutes thinking a range of evil thoughts, but in the end, I decided that maybe I did want that new forge, and more things, too. I crept in the front door and followed, once again, the tell-tale sounds of my wife’s squeals and laughs. They weren’t in the living room this time, they were in the kitchen.
I leaned against the doorway and shoved my hands in the deep front pockets of my workshop apron. My wife’s back was to me where she sat, completely naked, on the edge of the island counter. Denny’s pants were down around his knees — didn’t he ever take his clothes off? It didn’t take long for him to get his dick into my wife again. He saluted me where he bounded his hips up to the edge of the counter, and I could tell without seeing it that his cock was ramming to the hilt of my wife’s pussy. The sloshing sounds told me just how wet she was, too.
When he grinned, my wife leaned her head back and upside down to see me standing behind her. Her hair fell from her head in a wavering curtain of blonde and her body, cute, toned, tight and smooth, jolted over the counter with each smash of his hips into hers. She inhaled when she saw me and closed her eyes nearly but not completely; I could see through her narrow slits that she was looking at me still.
I turned away and went down the hall.
“Hey buddy,” Denny called.
I heard my wife go “Shh!” but also chuckle.
“Come back, buddy. Please.”
I turned around and stood in the doorway to the kitchen again. “She wants to be spit roasted!”
“Stop it, no I don’t,” she leaned her head back to see me.
“Come on buddy, get your cock out, she wants it.”
“No I don’t,” she laughed.
“Don’t say that to your husband!” he said and he slapped her face.
She groaned like he’d kissed her clit instead. “He doesn’t want to,” she said to him, pulling his hand back to her face, to her mouth, and sucking his fingers. He continued to fuck her with his hands on his hips looking at me.
“Lay down,” he said, “put your head over the other side.”
“Look at him,” she pleaded with Denny. “He’s not into it.”
“Buddy, do you want to fuck your wife’s mouth or not?”
She leaned back to look at me upside down again and rolled her eyes. He pushed her naked chest and with resignation she fell back under his pressure and squirmed to pull herself toward the edge closer to me.
“Come on,” she said softly to me. And she opened her mouth invitingly.
“Go for it,” he said, and he ground his pelvis hard into hers and laughed. “Tell him how much you want his little dick in your mouth.”
“Come on,” she repeated to me.
“Tell him how badly you want it.”
She reached over her head toward me with both arms and fluttered her fingers at me beckoning me forward.
“Tell him!” he raised his voice.
“Bring it here,” she said to me quietly and she pointed her finger at her soft, full lips.
“Come on buddy, we don’t have all day,” he laughed again. “She wants it bad, believe me.”
“Stop it,” she said to him without taking her upside down eyes from mine. She flicked her tongue at me and smiled encouragingly.
I stared at my wife naked and spread over our kitchen island, her body jolting with the thrusts of the man pounding himself between her legs, and I was glued to the floor, able neither to leave not approach, unable to say anything, unable even to decide if I was outraged or if I was enticed.
“Put it in her!” Denny suddenly yelled, and I stumbled forward, I pulled down my fly, and I brought my cock out.
“Come on,” my wive said to me with her voice jolted again and again by his thrusts. “Bring it to me,” she said, pointing at her open lips.
And I did. I stepped up to the edge of the counter and I pointed my now-stiff cock at her mouth. When she closed her eyes and laid her tongue out flat and wet, I pushed my cock into her mouth. When she closed her lips around me and reached over her head to dig her fingernails into my ass and pull me harder into her, I relaxed, my knees buckled, and I jutted my hips forward until my cock shoved all the way into my wife’s mouth so far I saw her throat bulge with my cock.
When we were done, Denny threw his arm around my wife’s shoulders and turned her away toward the stairs. She turned to me and said, “Why don’t you use the spare room tonight?” She said it in a voice like you would use on a child who should be excited by the prospect.
“Wait,” she said to Denny, and she extricated herself from his arm and came back down the steps to me. She threw her arms around my neck and lifted herself on her toes to kiss my mouth. In my ear, she whispered, “I’ll try to keep the noise down, okay?” She kissed my ear and floated away, pulling his arm around her shoulders. They disappeared together up the stairs to our bedroom and shut the door.
My forge got delivered a couple weeks later. We had another big party a little while later, and this time, when Denny arrived, he immediately wrapped his arm possessively around my wife’s shoulders and never let her go all night, in full view of everyone and without even acknowledging me. When things quieted down and there were only a dozen people left circled around the fire pit, he even necked with her without hiding it. And even with people still there, he said his goodnights and took my wife inside our house with him, leaving me outside with the others. We all saw the master bedroom light come one a moment later, and dim.
It was a summer night and warm out. We didn’t have ac in the house — it was too old to work any good. When she opened the window up there, we all darted a glance and we all caught a glimpse of my wife’s naked back. A little later, with the embers dying down and conversation drifting away into long spells of thoughtful silence, the high-pitched inhaled weeps began. I stared into the pocket of glowing red under the charred logs and everyone else stared at me, even while my wife’s cries rose in tempo and pitch, and even when her voice ceased altogether for a moment, and all we heard was the bang of the bed against the wall, before her long, drawn out, fall off a cliff, followed by her inevitable laughter.
If that wasn’t bad enough, they came down again and rejoined us for a drink, Denny holding forth with the other guys, and my freshly fucked and glowing wife laughing and murmuring in secret tones with the other women.
“Let’s go inside,” Denny announced suddenly, and when the other people stooped to pick up their cans and plates, Denny stopped them. “Don’t worry, he’s got that,” he said, not even bothering to gesture to me, because everyone already knew who he meant. My wife pulled on his fingers with her hand where it curled around her neck and shoulder, and she turned to me and mouthed the words “Thank you.” She blew me a kiss, and Denny pulled her away and back in the house. 
I made my way up to my room later on and needed to put the fan on high, not for the heat, but to cover the sounds coming from down the hall.
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