
        
            
                
            
        

    



















My wife Candace was bashful. She was the librarian in our small town, a perfect job for her, being quiet, careful, and never, ever out of control.
“I just don’t understand how people can let themselves go like that,” she said.
“Heat of the moment?” I said. “Passions take over?” We were on the steps of the front porch of our small house having an afternoon coffee and waiting for my friend Jay to show up.
Here was a human of an altogether different kind. He was loud, rough, and often out of control. But he was my friend, and to be honest, I liked that craziness about him, even if my wife found him unsettling and utterly alien.
I sat with feet in both camps: Candace kept us, as a couple, budgeted, long-range goal-oriented, and careful. Jay? He’d whip through town like a tornado, coming in from Vietnam and on his way back out to Colombia, or wherever his geology career sent him next, upsetting every carefully-stacked apple cart for the day or two he touched down. He reminded me that order needs disorder, planning needs chaos, and growth needs destruction. He truly was my wife’s opposite in every way.
“We don’t have to have Jay over — I can just go out for beers with him,” I said to Candace, glancing up and down the town’s quiet main street that we lived on, scanning for his rental.
“No,” Candace half smiled, and she draped her wrist over my shoulder and rested her chin by my ear. “He’s fun for you, isn’t he,” she said.
I turned to her and squinted as though to exaggerate how I couldn’t be sure she was still my wife, talking like that. “We’re talking Jay, still, right?” I grinned.
“He’s not all bad,” she smiled more to herself than to me, the way she looked down into her lap. “I mean, if someone’s there to reign him in,” she snorted. “I hate to think what he’d be like with me if you weren’t!” she said, widening her eyes and dropping her mouth open in an exaggerated shocked expression.
Jay was one of those big, physical guys. “Fuck man,” he said, swinging his head down from his big neck in the passenger seat of my car when, the last time he visited, I had to drive him out to the motel on the edge of town. “Sometimes I forget myself,” he said.
“She likes you,” I said. “It’s just, we live a pretty quiet life out here,” I snorted. “She’s not used to it.”
“She just makes me want to scramble her up, you know what I mean? Something about her, that prim and proper librarian type. Always in such tight control!” He looked up at me and rubbed his hands together. “I am sorry though. She gets the better of me, I guess.”
“I know you’re sorry, but really, she was having fun too, I was watching her. Let’s be honest. I think maybe things got carried away for both of you — she really doesn’t like to let herself go like that. It was my fault for not pulling you off her. You didn’t know.”
Whenever Jay showed up, which was every few months or so (our house was his base, more or less, and he stored his things in our basement), he would tickle and pinch and ass-slap and hip-check my wife trying to make her laugh and scream and get fed up with him, but always in a playful and not in a serious way. He liked pushing her off her carefully-constructed centre of balance.
She liked it too, I could tell, though I was mystified every time I watched it play out from the time he came up our sidewalk until he left again, usually sleeping overnight in the makeshift bedroom we put in down there for him.
The last time, though, he made her laugh so hard with his incessant tickling, he embarrassed her somehow, and she shouted at him and slapped him for real, and stormed away to our bedroom and slammed the door. That’s the time I had to take him to the motel instead.
“I got carried away,” he nodded firmly. “Won’t happen again.”
“I’ll talk to her. I’ll find out what it was,” I said, and we said goodbye for the next few months.
Now he was coming back for the first time since that time. “I don’t understand what that even means, ‘heat of the moment’,” she said, shaking her head. “I mean, I’m not judging him, I just don’t know what that is.” She squinted at me. “‘Passions taking over?’ Like what?” she grimaced and shrugged deeply in her shoulders.
I knew her long enough to know she was straight and narrow in all things. I liked it — she rescued me from a life going the other way in a hurry. But I knew she was telling truth — she honestly didn’t know what losing control meant.
“Well,” I said. I thought she should know, since we were talking about Jay and he was the one person she knew lost control of himself, and he was showing up again any moment. “Do you ever want to do something that you know might be risky?” I said. I rested my hand on her back and she leaned against my shoulder. I kept an eye out both ways — knowing Jay, he could be coming in from any direction. It really was like storm-spotting and I was worried about this visit like I’d never worried before.
“I guess,” she said, “but then, why do it, if it’s risky?”
“Well, what if it’s something you really want to do?”
“We don’t let ourselves do it, simple,” she shrugged.
“Do you think about it though? Think about doing it, even if you aren’t going to do it?”
She snorted. “I don’t even know what we’re talking about anymore.”
“Could be anything. Do you imagine doing things that you know you’ll never really get to do?”
“Do you mean like fantasies?” she said in a high-pitched and quiter voice, and with a deep, spreading grin. She pushed her body tighter against mine. Her hand fell in my lap and her fingertips tapped on my inner thigh in a fidgety way.
“Okay, fantasies,” I turned my head up to hers and I grinned. “You have fantasies, right?”
She pushed her face into my neck and turned nearly backward toward the house. Her fingers clenched around my inner thigh. “No!” she groaned.
“Everybody has fantasies,” I chuckled.
She got a hold of herself, she cleared her throat, and she faced forward again. She drank some coffee and set her gaze out to the horizon of surrounding scrubland out beyond the town and the dry foothills further out. “Like taking over the library one day, being the manager?” she said.
I chuckled and patted her back. “Yeah, that’s a real risky thing to imagine doing!”
“You’re laughing at me,” she said, turning around to look at me over her shoulder. “Don’t laugh!” she grinned.
“Okay, I won’t laugh. But you have to tell a fantasy that is something wrong, that is risky, something you shouldn’t do, but you can’t help thinking about it anyway.”
She blushed and lowered her face and put her hand over her eyes like there was bright sunshine to shield them from. “I don’t think I have any of those,” she said in a tiny murmuring voice.
“Everybody does,” I shrugged. “It’s not necessarily something that can be controlled. Actions can, but thoughts like that — they just come into the head, don’t they.”
“That’s what I hate about them,” she said. “They can’t be controlled at all!” She curled her lips in and struggled to pull her grin down.
“But they’re just fantasies in the mind. So it’s okay to have them, nothing is really happening, they don’t have to be controlled.”
“Yes they do,” she nearly whispered. Her eyes zeroed in on my eyes. It felt like she was telling me something important.
I looked up and down the street. Jay was the type to get waylaid by a passing photo op. He loved the dry and spare landscape around us out there. You never really knew when he’d show up. I didn’t know how long Candace and I had to talk.
“What kind of fantasies have to be controlled?” I asked her.
“Wrong ones,” she said with a serious and straight face.
“They’re never wrong, they’re just fantasies. What’s a wrong fantasy?” I said.
She inhaled with impatience and sighed with a groan and bulged her eyes over her back at the house. She leaned over and kissed my ear. She whispered, “The wrong people.”
I pulled away from her and leaned back to see into her face and eyes. I grinned — I loved it. So she had those kind of fantasies after all. I snorted. It was all so innocent of her. But I didn’t want to laugh and shame her.
She twisted around even further, comically trying to avoid making eye contact with me and we both laughed, me calmly, her nervously. I tapped her thigh. She scrunched her fingers tightly into mine, even further up my leg.
“Everybody has those, totally normal,” I said.
“Not for me,” she said. “Not like last time,” she suddenly added cryptically.
She knew she caught me off guard, too. She turned slowly to face me and this time found my eyes with hers and scanned back and forth between mine, checking my reaction.
“Last time what?” I said squinting.
“Jay,” was all she said, and her chest heaved up and her eyes widened.
“That’s the wrong people you mean?” I said, failing to keep myself from chuckling.
She waited for me to stop before she looked sideways and said, “Uh-huh,” staring off into the distance again.
“The last time? When I had to take him to the motel?”
She turned to me and bit her lip. “Uh-huh,” was all she said. Or could say. She was breathing harder and her torso shivered like she was cold.
“What happened?” I said. I didn’t press the question that night or the next day, either, because she seemed so embarrassed I thought it best to leave it alone. It just seemed to be too much tickling, too much slapping, too much horse-play. I forgot about it.
She turned to me and sighed and gritted her teeth. She dropped her arms over my shoulders and pulled me close against her. She kissed my ear and said, in a low whisper, “He made a little thing happen.”
“What little thing?” I said just as closely and quietly.
“It was an accident,” she said.
“What happened?”
She turned away and blushed and bulged her eyes out and shook her head like she was exasperated with me. Through her clenched teeth and grimace-pulled mouth, she groaned, glancing her eyes down and up, “A little thing down there!”
“The tickling?” I was still oblivious.
She crossed her legs and squeezed her thighs together. Her fingers scratched and circled in my skin nervously. “It kind of crept up on me,” she said.
“What did?” I was drawing blanks.
She grinned shyly and groaned and dropped her head down between her shoulders. She looked at me and shook her head like I was the world’s biggest dolt. Then she came close to my ear again and whispered letters to me: “O - r - g - a - s - m.”
My eyes nearly fell out and I recoiled back from her. I was stunned.
“I knew you’d hate me!” she said, and she pulled her shoulders up and ducked her head down.
But I wasn’t angry, I was fascinated. “You had an orgasm?”
“You don’t have to say it out loud!” she winced at me with eyes bulging.
“Just from tickling?”
“We were wrestling, too!” she said as though she needed to defend herself. “He was slapping my behind . . . “ she shrugged. “Combination of things?”
“That’s why you ran away!” I finally got it.
“It’s embarrassing,” she groaned.  “It felt like I peed my pants!” she chuckled and hid her face.
“So back to the fantasy thing . . . “ I said.
“No!” she squealed. “That’s only supposed to be for my husband,” she said.
“And it is, it’s good, right? Between us?”
“It’s wonderful!” she sighed at me and kissed my mouth. “And it’s not supposed to happen with someone else.”
“But you’ve been thinking about it her since? Knowing he’s coming back today?”
“You said the thoughts just happen automatically, that we can’t stop them.”
“You’ve been thinking about Jay?” I smiled at her to let her know, I wasn’t mad at her.
She shrugged. “Just fantasies, right?” she said and her tightly closed lips swam around the front of her face.
I grinned at her. “Do these fantasies involve a lot of tickling?”
She ducked her head and squealed and held her hand over her face. “And wrestling,” she said, before she squealed again and turned sharply away. “But not just that kind of thing.”
I gently pulled her chin until she allowed me to make her face me again. “And another one of those?” I said, glancing in her lap.
She screamed and curled her body up and spun physically away from me. Her legs twisted like a twist-tie and her hands pressed down between her tight thighs. She finally looked at me over her shoulder and puffed a breath out her mouth to throw her hair up off her face.
“It was different,” she said in a tiny voice, bravely holding her eyes on mine.
“Different how?” I smiled at her.
She pursed her grin and puffed air out her nose. “It was very big,” she said, before she shrieked and buried her face between her pulled up arms.
“I can tell Jay to knock if off, if you like,” I said. “I can tell him to tone it down. I think he already knows that — he thinks he upset you last time.”
She looked at me and nodded with a straight face but said nothing.
“Or,” I started again, and I wrapped my hand around the back of her neck and pulled us closer together to speak more quietly in her ear. “I can tell him not to worry about last time, that you liked it when he pushed you . . . “ I paused. “ . . . too far.”
She squealed and squirmed making her body a tiny ball. “You can’t say that!” she said.
“It’s just Jay,” I said. “Here today, gone tomorrow. The guy’s like a dream — he blows through town and the dust settles and you don’t even know if he was really here.”
“That’s true,” she said.
“And it’s not like anything could be strange for him, I’m sure he’s seen everything in the world before.”
She laughed and shrugged and turned to me. “That’s true too.” She rested her hand on my thigh.
“What’s your fantasy? Jay tickling you and taking things too far again?”
She rolled her eyes and puffed air out her nose and widened her eyes. “And wrestling,” she said. “But not wrestling like that.”
“Does the fantasy involve me at all?”
She quickly reached for my forearm and squeezed it tight in both her hands. “Of course it does! Oh my god!” she said. “I would not want to be left alone with that man!” She laughed at the absurdity of it.
“How does it involve me then?”
She bit her lip and curled in her body and kicked her foot out. “Like last time,” she said in a tiny voice.
“Sitting there? Watching? Laughing?”
“Watching over me,” she said in a small voice. “Like you’re the one controlling me,” she added.
“I thought you were the one who always wanted to be in control?”
She twisted her arms together and pushed them straight out and groaned. “I know!” she winced. “I think that’s what it is, though,” she said.
“What what is?”
“The fantasy,” she said with impatience and embarrassment. “Not being in control. No control. I can’t do anything to control him. I can only feel like that if I know you’re in control. But then you just sit there,” she went on, her eyes glazing over dreamlike. “Watching and not stopping things, letting him do things to me,” she swallowed hard. “Not saying anything, even though it’s so wrong.” She bit her lip and breathed hard. “And I don’t know what you think the limit is, and I keep letting him do things to me, because you’re not saying anything.”
“Like I’ve leant you out to him?”
She squirmed and squeezed and squealed. “Oh my god,” she sighed deeply. She couldn’t even look at me.
“Like I own you and make you do things with my friend?”
She couldn’t talk. She just groaned and curled up tighter.
“Like I’ve told my friend Jay to take you any way he wants to, and you must do it, cause I said so?”
She groaned louder and lifted one knee up to her chin and nearly rolled onto her side on the front steps of our house.
I leaned over her and said close to her ear, “Like I gave you to him for the night?”
She strained and cried out and the muscles in her neck and shoulders bulged. “Stop it!” she whispered hoarsely.
“And you have no control,” I said.
She accidentally gasped loudly and quickly covered her mouth with her hand and darted her eyes around the neighbourhood. She was breathing hard and her shoulders were heaving up and down. She sat up straight, looked around at the nearby houses, and seized my wrist in her hand. She plunged my hand down inside her shorts and used her fingers to pick up the waist of her panties inside. She pulled my middle finger down under her panties and pressed the fingertip down into the cleft of her pussy lips.
She was wet as a river.
“See?” she said to me as though disgusted at something, and she shook her head and pulled herself up other feet and went inside.
My phone buzzed. It was Jay. “Five minutes out,” he said.
I got up and followed Candace inside. She was at the counter getting another coffee. “I’ll talk to him then?” I said.
She turned around with a different expression on. She leaned back against the edge of the counter and blew over the surface of her coffee. “If you’re going to let something start, you’re going to have to let it finish, too,” she said.
I squinted and nodded.
“I’m not going to run away this time,” she said.
“No,” I agreed and I nodded.
“The fantasy has an ending to it, you know,” she said straight up to me.
“I get that.”
“Are you sure?”
I thought about it a moment longer. “I want to give you this,” I finally said. “Early birthday present.”
She grinned though she was struggling to keep a serious face on. “You’re going to talk to him?”
“We can talk to him together if you want,” I suggested.
She screamed and spun around and hid her face. “No thank you!” she cried out.
“Okay, but what should I tell him?”
She heaved in her chest and jutted her jaw and her eyes went wild. “I don’t know!” she grinned. “Tell him what you said to me?”
I thought about what we’d been saying. “You mean tell him I’m lending you to him for the night?”
She bit her lip and exhaled and her knees buckled. “I guess,” she managed to force out.
“Tell him that I’m giving him my wife tonight?”
She nearly fell to her knees.
“Tell him I told you to go to him?”
“Fu — “ she groaned. She bent over and looked up at me with desperation on her face. She had plunged her fist into her groin and drilled it in there.
“Tell him I want him to play with my wife, and don’t stop?”
She groaned my name as loud as a shout.
“He’s almost here,” I said, “he texted me.”
She shot up and alarm filled her eyes. “I’ll go get some dinner and snack things,” she shouted, and she began running around for her sandals and keys and purse. “You talk to him! Text me when you’re done!”
“You don’t want to be here?”
“No!” she shouted, and she gasped at me like it was the weirdest thing to say. “Are you kidding me!?”
She flew out the door and sprayed gravel beating it out of the driveway and skidded on the road in the direction of the stores. Less than a minute later, Jay turned in to the driveway.
“Buddy!” he shouted getting out of his rental. “How’s it hanging!”
“Jay, you piece of shit!” I shouted back, and we met and hugged halfway on the lawn and slapped each other’s backs.
“Get your bag out,” I said to him. “You’re staying here tonight.”
He gestured confusion with his outstretched arms, but he turned back toward the back seat of his car. “She home?” he said quietly.
“Gone to get some groceries and beers and shit for us,” I said.
“Things sorted out, then?” he said.
I laughed. “Come on inside,” I threw my arm around his back. “Got to talk to you about something.”
“Oh-oh,” he said with squinting eyes going up the stairs and in the door with me.
“Don’t worry,” I laughed. “It’s weird, but you’re going to like it.”
Talking Jay into going with a girl was like talking a dog into taking a bone. The guy needed no encouragement to have fun. But he was highly principled too.
“She’s your wife,” he pointed out as though I’d forgotten that detail.
“I’m giving permission,” I said. “To you and to her.”
“Listen,” he said, “I’ve been involved in shit like this before, but I don’t think you guys are ready for that. I don’t think she’s ready for it.”
I wasn’t the least surprised the concept was not his tripping point. “It was her idea,” I said.
“And you thought, shit, I’ll just sit there and watch too, won’t be a problem?”
“I know it sounds weird, but really, we talked about it. It’s not the first time, either.”
“What the fuck does that mean?” he said, incredulously.
“The last time you were here?” I grinned at him. I leaned forward over the table as though there might be someone nearby listening. “She had a fucking orgasm, that’s why she ran off like that!”
He threw himself back in his chair so hard it nearly rocked over backward. “I fucking knew it!” he said. “I wasn’t going to tell you, I didn’t know how you’d take it, but —“ he shook his head and looked down into the distance. “She was rubbing herself all over me, she was rubbing her pussy all over my legs and arms, everything,” he said. He raised his face to me with shock on it. “I knew she came, I was holding her down with some wrestling move, I felt it rush through her whole body. She fucking groaned out loud, she was fucking spazzing out all over the floor under me. I thought for sure you knew.”
I chuckled. “No,” I said, “I didn’t notice it.”
“So now you’re thinking, what? Go ahead and do it again?”
“Truth?” I said to him.
“Always truth, brother,” he smiled back and we fist bumped.
“I love seeing the way she loses control with you. She doesn’t do it any other time. Just with you. I love watching it. It’s good for her.”
“You’re good with that?” He looked doubtfully at me.
“If you did anything I didn’t like, I’d fucking kill you. Besides, you’re only here one day and gone the next. You’re like a dream.”
“More like a nightmare,” he laughed.
“Anybody else,” I shrugged, “yeah, of course, what do you think I am? A fucking cuckold?” I laughed. “But it’s you, you’re just Jay. You’re never going to take her away from me — she actually hates you in that respect.”
“Great!” he threw his head back.
“You know what I mean though — she could never be going with you, living with you.”
“I’m not a guy anybody could possibly live with. I don’t even live with myself — I haven’t even had a home for like years.”
“That’s what I’m getting at. She has a kind of fun with you that she doesn’t have anywhere else. And I love seeing her have fun like that. You know what it is?”
“You better tell me, because I think I heard her just pull up.”
“Impossible,” I said, knowing she was awaiting my text. “It’s losing control. She never loses control. That’s her fantasy — having no control. But she can’t let it go for nothing, she needs to know that I’ve got her, that there is control somewhere, so I take her control, and she lets it go.”
“Letting go is her fantasy?”
“And you make her let it go,” I nodded.
The front door squeaked open and slammed shut. “You boys in the kitchen?” she called from the front.
“What the fuck?” I whispered to Jay. “Said she’d wait for me to text!”
“Girls impatient to get the party started,” Jay shrugged and he grinned hard.
Candace came into the kitchen with a few bags. She seemed to ignore Jay sitting at our table, almost as though she didn’t notice him.
“Hey baby girl!” he shouted, and he slapped her rump hard and chuckled.
“You!” she spun around with a grin, “Are going to be in so much trouble if you try that again!” she said, but she was grinning. It sounded like she was making reference to what happened last time, but I couldn’t believe that she would be that direct.
He laughed and slipped his hand around her waist from behind and spun her around so she stumbled backward and fell to sit on his lap.
She shrieked and laughed. But she also had sense enough to peek at me and thrust her shopping bags into my hands as she twisted around and fell backward onto him. We caught glimpses of each other’s eyes.
It was a weird situation. She and I both knew what we had just talked about. And she knew that I talked to Jay about it while she was out — she asked me to. So she knew that he knew and everybody knew what everybody else knew, nothing was a secret. Yet she pretended her and I didn’t just talk, that Jay and I didn’t just talk either, and that nobody knew anything. It seemed to be what she preferred. She seemed to like it that way — like she wanted things to happen as though by accident again.
Her fantasy did not include any intention on her part. No control also meant no foreknowledge and no proir arrangements or agreements. She liked that feeling of being swept up in something unexpected. I glanced at Jay and got him, with my eyes, to play the part.
“Jay, do you mind? Christ man, leave my wife alone,” I said.
He hesitated a moment but I gave him enough of a glare for him to catch on. We were all going to play act. That’s how this was going to go down. He was going to pretend to tease her, she was going to pretend to be uncomfortable and resisting, and I was going to pretend  to be oblivious to what was actually going on.
Candace was dressed in a loose sleeveless black top, sort of a satin halter with spaghetti straps over the shoulders, and white denim cut-off shorts.
Jay pushed the side of his face against the side of her face where she sat leaning back against him, and he rubbed his three-day beard growth against her cheek.
“Ow, that hurts, actually!” she cried out. She kicked her legs to try to sit up but he wrapped both hands around her stomach and clasped his fingers together just above the waist of her shorts. “Let me go!” she grimaced and pushed down hard with the heels of her hands into his forearms.
“You wanna go? You wanna go?” he said to her, taunting her.
She snickered and kicked her legs up and squirmed trying to twist herself free of his arms. She bent over and bit his arm, and he recoiled with a yell, and she thrusted herself up from his lap with a big grin.
But he reached out and quickly snatched his fingers into her sides and tickled her enough to make her bend over at her waist and squirm one leg over the other. She screamed and threw her head back.
He kept her in that state, incapacitated with tickling, and got up behind her. He wrapped his arms around her under her ribs and lifted her up the front of his body.
She kicked and struggled but she also laughed too hard to put up much strength against him. He carried her like that in front of him into the living room. I gave them a few minutes privacy.
When I heard the shrieking and screaming die down, I looked around the corner. My wife had stretched her body hard back with a deeply arched spine and had thrown her hands up and over his neck behind her, and pulled on his hair. Her ankles were snaked around his calves and his hands had travelled down her bared stomach and rode on her stretched out abdomen at the waist of her shorts that were so far down, her mons pubis was prominent.
I stepped back in the kitchen and stared with bulging eyes at the floor and I shook my head as though there was an image I needed to clear out of it. I thought my wife meant she’d allow him to tickle her again. That she wanted to “accidentally” maybe experience what happened last time. And I thought I made myself clear to Jay, that he was supposed to do exactly what he did last time: tickle her to death, wrestle with her, laugh, kid around, tease.
I leaned sideways and cleared just one eye around the edge of the wall. My wife squirmed against him even while he still held her off the floor and against his body, until she faced him with her knees pulled up, her thighs squeezed into his waist, and her ankles locked behind his lower back. Her upper arms rested on his shoulders and her elbows were bent up and her wrists hung down so that her hands and fingers  played in his hair, curling her fingers it it, clutching at it, pulling it. Her hips rotated and curled in and relaxed out rhythmically. She was grinding herself on his groin. Most stunning of all, they were deeply necking.
I pulled back because I felt like I was intruding. I heard laughter, but it wasn’t the squealing of tickling and playing. I peeked again, unsure if I was supposed to go in or not. Jay had moved backward and sat down in the couch. My wife had stayed glued to the front of his body, and ended up on her knees straddling his lap. Her hands pressed into the back of the couch, her shoulders poked up, and her head had dropped down. She was all over him, kissing his mouth, his neck, his ears and his jaw.
His hands travelled down her slender back and under the bottom of her shirt, and back up her back now over her bare skin. Her hips gyrated against his. She emitted tiny, high-pitched moans. She didn’t know I was watching, and she wouldn’t have known if I wasn’t. Me being there, what once was the clinching factor, I thought, seemed irrelevant five minutes after they grabbed each other.
Jay didn’t see me watching either, and nor was he looking for me. His hands moved under her top around the sides of her ribs, and I could tell from my wife’s gasped inhalation that he had planted them on her breasts. She leaned back from him, she smiled and tittered — gone was the shrieking and laughter — and she crossed her arms over the front of her body, her fingers picked at the bottom of her top, and she pulled it up and over her head, shook her hair and fluffed it back out with her hand, and turned to toss her top into the chair behind her.
That’s when she saw me peeking around the corner watching her. At first she smirked and dipped her face down and covered her body with her arms. But then she kissed Jay on the lips and drew his attention to me as well, and fell back off his knees onto her feet, and she walked past me into the kitchen in only her shorts and bra — a fancy one, white, lace, demi-cup.
“What?” she said, as though nothing was out of the ordinary. She lifted herself on her toes and kissed me in passing and went to the fridge.
I looked over at Jay who just shrugged sheepishly back at me. “Should I stop?” he asked.
My wife came up behind me and pushed a cold can of beer into my hand from behind. She hung her arms over my shoulders and pressed her body into my back and kissed my neck from behind.
“Yeah, baby, do you want him to stop?” She dragged the hardened tip of her tongue up my neck to my ear and she tittered close to me before she slid herself against my body and stepped past me again to walk toward Jay on the couch.
She handed him a beer and opened her own and drank back a long pull before she set it down, turned around to face me, and sat on his lap again. She arched her back and placed her hands on his knees and raised her face to mine across the room.
“You’re in control, honey,” she said and she smiled widely. “What do you want me to do?”
Jay began to say something behind her but she grinned widely, she spun around, and she gently slapped his face and tittered. “He gets to say!” she scolded him with a mock-angry expression. “Or do you want to give me to Jay to do with as he pleases?” she said, tilting her head to the side. “Like you said.”
“I think . . . ” Jay said from behind her. He was just a voice, I couldn’t see his face. “ . . . he meant for you to do what you want to do,” he said.
“No,” she twisted around and smiled down at him below and behind her. “I don’t have any intentions. I don’t have any control, didn’t he tell you? I thought he told you,” she said, reaching behind herself and dragging her fingertips lightly along his jaw. “I thought he told you that he’s giving me to you tonight,” she said, and she turned back to me. “I thought you told him that you’re giving me to him? Didn’t you give me to him?” she tilted her head.
Her elbows poked out at her sides and her hands dropped down behind her lower back. They were moving in his lap hidden from me behind her. She bit her lip at me.
I cleared my throat. “I did,” I nodded.
“To do as he pleases with me?” she said in a softer voice.
His hands slipped around the front of her stomach and moved down to the top of her shorts. She tittered with her eyes still on mine and she slapped at his fingers, but she didn’t stop him from working the button of her shorts out of the hole.
“I said that,” I nodded.
She snorted a light breath of air out her nose and she squirmed to pull herself off his lap forward. But it was only to wriggle her hips side to side in front of him, and allow him to unzip the fly and slowly, carefully, pull her shorts down off her hips.
“And for me to do nothing to stop him?” she said in a near sigh. “And not fight him anymore?” she said, and she squatted at her waist and stuck her ass in his face and helped him pull and wiggle her shorts the rest of the way down her thighs, over her knees, and down to her feet that she lifted out of them one foot at a time. She was wearing matching white lace panties.
Jay’s hands travelled up her bare stomach and over her ribs and she tittered and arched her back to stick her chest out. He ran his hands over the front of her bra, and he squeezed her breasts. He leaned sideways and peered around from behind my wife’s nearly nude body.
“Gonna do what comes naturally, buddy, okay? Until you say stop.” We met eyes, even as he squeezed her breasts and she flinched and gasped and covered his hands with her hands.
“You control me now, honey,” she said, and she snorted and smiled and her eyes fluttered closed. “You have to tell me when to stop too, okay?” she barely managed to say through her breathy voice.
She swung her legs over his knees and faced him again and lowered herself to sit on his lap, now without her shorts or top on. They began to kiss again. She looked over her shoulder. “We’re just going to keep going, okay? Like you’re not there?” she said.
I leaned against the edge of the wall and stared without really seeing. The last time he visited, it ended in disaster, with my wife running away from him, me getting him out of the house and into the motel out the other side of town, and him asking if he should ever come back.
Then I learned that the reason she appeared upset was because he had given her an orgasm, and knew it, too, because — unbeknownst to me — she had been grinding her groin into him the whole time, giving herself that orgasm. Then she tells me she’s been fantasizing about him ever since, and gets off on the idea of relinquishing total control with him. And here I thought I was in total control, begging Jay to play with her, to do what he wants with her, because I was the one calling the shots. I loved it. I wanted it. I pushed them both into it. I did this.
And now? Now she was almost teasing me, daring me to call her back. And he was taunting me, too, telling me what he was going to do if I wasn’t going to say anything. “Play with fire, expect to get burned,” was a phrase that came to mind. Even though my wife was nearly naked on my friend’s lap, and my friend was massaging her back and her breasts, it felt like a worse idea to tell him to stop and to tell my wife to get off him. What would that say about me?
I said nothing. I came into the room and I sat in the chair facing the couch. I realized, everything I had said was still true: Jay was no threat, he wasn’t taking her away from me. And my wife was finding out what it was like to lose control. She was showing me a version of Candace I had always wanted to see: Candace not under such strict self control.
Of course it would be sexual. Of course it wouldn’t be with me — that would be nothing but normal matrimonial relations. I might have thought it was just going to be tickling and wrestling again. But that would be Candace still under control. And that would be Jay behaving himself with another man’s wife. I lifted the restrictions on both of them. And this is what it was always going to look like.
“Okay?” she repeated, trying to struggle against Jay and keep his hands somewhat under control a moment longer. She looked over her bare shoulder at me with anticipation in her eyes and held him tightly by the wrists, even as he pushed and pulled at her tits.
“You good?” Jay said, leaning around her side again.
They both looked at me. “I’m good,” I said, and I nodded to them both.
My wife smiled at me the way a wife would when you gave her the present she always wanted. Suddenly she shrieked and threw her body down against Jay’s body and she wrestled with him, but not against him — it was to get his t-shirt up and off him, and when she flung that aside, she laughed and stepped back and yanked at the bottom of the legs of his jeans.
He stood up and undid his button and fly and they embraced even as he undid his pants and let them slowly slide down his legs. She lifted a knee and tittered when she hooked a toe in the waist of his jeans where they hung up on his knees, and she pushed them down and laughed. He stepped out of them.
And then she slipped her hands down his sides, and her fingers under the waist of his shorts. I gulped. But I said what I said.
She pushed them down his hips and over his thighs and she pushed her body against his as she poured her body down the front of him. I saw his cock spring up and she laughed and held his shorts for him to step out of.
He took his cock in his hand and whipped it across her cheek.
She shrieked and laughed and closed her eyes like it was a safety hazard. “No!” she cried out and she chuckled, before she chased it with her tongue as he wagged it across her mouth. She caught him and laughed and pushed her lips up and over the head. I could hear her loud moans, muffled by his cock in her mouth.
She seized her hands around his ass and pushed her face up to his pelvis, shoving his cock to the back of her throat. It was nothing I had ever imagined her doing. The difference between Candace under self control and Candace cut loose could not have been more stark.
My heart raced and my grip on the arm of the chair tightened until my knuckles were white. Jay drove his fingers through her hair and pushed it up and off her face and down over her shoulders.
“Good girl,” he said, a comment that normally would have sent her into a rage of indignity. But instead, she grinned when she pulled her mouth off his cock, she chuckled as though fulfilled with satisfying pleasure, and drilled her mouth down around his cock with redoubled vigour.
“Suck it,” he said with a sneer.
My wife pulled off and stood up and I thought, here it comes, you pushed that shit too far.
But instead, she said, “You suck it!” and she pushed him backward so he fell back into the couch slumped low, and she squatted at her waist and bent her knees and pulled her panties down her thighs, stepping her pointed feet out of them one at a time.
She climbed up to stand on the soft cushions of the couch and she sank her bent knees into the back of the couch to either side of his head, rolled back into it and looking up at her. He wrapped his hands around her toned thighs. She jutted her hips forward and cradled the back of his head in her hand.
I gaped. Candace was not sexually aggressive. It was a special night if she let me lick her, and then it was only a little bit, and she covered her face in the sheets even with the lights off. “I’m not like that,” was her usual statement on the matter. She allowed it only for me — it was never something she let herself enjoy, and certainly never something she would ask for.
Yet here she was, early evening daylight filling the living room, my friend as stunned as I was, my wife stripped to just her bra, standing on the couch like some maniac and holding his head and shoving her pussy at his face. It was hot, no doubt about it. But it was also utterly mystifying.
She looked down as she brought her pussy lips to his mouth, and when he smiled and teased her by darting his tongue out, she tittered.
“Stop!” she said and she snorted and carefully jutted her hips forward again. “Be careful,” she murmured. She shook in her thighs and gasped, and tapped the back of his head. He pushed his neck forward a little more and he barely touched her pussy with his tongue barely sticking out. “Like that!” she gasped, and her head rolled back. “Fuck ya,” she exhaled deeply.
He wrapped his hands around the back of her ass and he settled in to her gyrating and grinding rhythm. Her legs quaked and her stomach clenched. Her eyes closed and her head fell back, mouth open to the ceiling. She stopped breathing.
I was still hung up on her language. “Fuck ya?” I repeated her words to myself. Like I said, utterly mystifying. I stared like a man seeing a new planet out my spaceship window.
Her shoulders poked up and her chest caved in and she gaped her mouth wide open and shook against him violently, before she inhaled like a drowning victim, collapsed down into his body, and began to giggle uncontrollably.
They rolled around together on the couch, nuzzling each other, laughing and murmuring. My wife slowly, casually, stroked his cock as they kissed and petted each other.
I heard him say “No” and I saw him shake his head side to side.
My wife nodded her face against his face and smiled deeply and murmured “Yes!” and she contorted against him and chuckled devilishly.
“Stop it!” I heard Jay say, but my wife meowed like a cat and bit him on his jaw.
“You have to!” she said through grinning and clamped teeth. “My husband says so.”
“Too far,” he said, shaking his head.
They started to wrestle. She laughed and bit and licked him and he tried to push her off him. But she got him on his back and sat on his hips. She pressed the tops of her feet down into his thighs behind her ass and trapped his wrists under her hands beside his head.
“Yes!” she said in a warning, serious tone.
“It’s wrong,” he said, shaking his head.
She struggled with him and laughed and squealed. It was obvious to me he was fighting her with less than serious strength. He let her trap his hands down against his sides with her knees pressed into his ribs. She laughed — she was winning, but she knew it was because he was letting her win.
She shrieked when he almost wriggled his hands free and she crouched over him and constrained him by kissing his mouth. She giggled with her lips brushing his lips, and she pushed her hand down between their bodies. I could see from behind her bare ass that she her hand fumbling to find and wrap around his cock.
“Stop it, no!” he said.
She laughed in a high pitch and squealed with delight. She raised her hips up and he tried to squirm out from under her. She pulled his cock and chased the head of it with her hips. She laughed hard. I could see her pussy from underneath, and that’s when it struck me: She had shaved herself there very recently, like that day. And she took it all off. It was unusual — but I also wondered when she’d done it. It had to be before she came out to talk with me on the steps at the front of our house. She had told me in the past she didn’t think that a woman should do that — it was too weird. “It’s too sexual,” she said with a firm nod.
When she caught the head of his cock with the lips of her pussy, she shrieked and gasped but he sank his hips into the couch and writhed away from her. She chased him again and caught him and sank her pussy down over his cock in one fast, hard thrust.
She must have surprised herself with it, because she gasped and crumpled in her body like a woman stabbed. But she recovered quickly and pushed herself up and grinded her hips down into his. I could see from behind when she rode up and down on his cock, the spreading glisten running out of her, all over her lips and legs and anus, and his cock and legs and stomach. She sure got wet with him.
Whatever resistance Jay showed to avoid his first penetration of my wife was quickly gone once she began to ride him. His hands wrapped around her ribs and he massaged her breasts and tickled her stomach with his fingertips. He began to bound up into her with the same force she bounded herself down onto him, and they found their rhythm together and began to fuck hard, deep, and noisily. My wife’s gasps were so loud, I got up to shut the front door.
They paused and she rolled off him and fed him a drink of his beer and he slapped her ass and she got up and darted on her toes past me to the kitchen. He went in after her. I got up finally and looked back around the corner. She had pulled out some of the snacks she brought home and was feeding him, and he was feeding her, and they laughed like teenagers.
And then he grabbed her, she hollered, and he picked her up and set her down on the edge of the kitchen counter. She murmured and purred and put her heels on the edge and spread her legs and dropped her face to look up at him. She was spreading her pussy lips with her fingers and rubbing her fingertip over her enlarged clitoris, teasing him with it.
He grabbed her knees and she quickly snapped them together and laughed. He tried to pull them apart and she squealed and squirmed as though trying to get away from him, puling her naked body over the counter.
But he pulled her back and picked her legs up by her ankles and laid them over his shoulder. She was almost upside down and she shrieked and tried with her grasping fingers to tickle his sides. But he subdued her: He powerfully drove his erection into her pussy exposed to him upside down with her legs hugged to the front of his body.
Her feet strained by his ears and her toes curled. She gripped the edge of the counter with her knuckles turning white and he rammed her like that, bouncing her ass off his thighs with a slapping that filled the house. She wasn’t laughing anymore. She was crying with loud gasps, flopping her head side to side and arching her back deeply up.
She pushed him down and fucked him in the kitchen chair he had been sitting in earlier, when I talked with him about her. He pulled her down from behind when she pretended to nonchalantly walk away from him pretending to be suddenly disinterested, and he forced himself on her on the living room floor, and she squealed. She bent over the arm of the couch, her ass facing me across the room, and she rotated it and reached behind herself to spread her cheeks for him and enticed him and she laughed.
He took her like that from behind and she clawed at the fabric of the couch with her head down and her hair bouncing in waves over the top of her head.
She finished him inside her, riding him on the couch, gently, slowly, and deeply. I saw his cum run out from inside her.
She looked away when they caught their breath. She’d climaxed with him so many times I couldn’t count. She darted down the hall to the bathroom and came back with a towel to wipe herself with and she tossed a towel at Jay and laughed.
Nobody said anything, but they both giggled and elbowed each other like two guilty teens as they got dressed again. After that, he and I drank beers, we put tunes on, and Candace made a dinner as she had planned to with what she shopped for.
If what happened was weird, what it was like directly afterword was more weird. We all behaved as though nothing happened. He even slapped her ass when she stepped near to him to scoop the fry pan onto his plate, and she held up the spatula and warned him and laughed.
When it was time to turn in, I said goodnight to Jay who was headed to the basement.
“Just going to make sure he’s got everything he needs,” Candace said, and she went down a half hour after him. I didn’t point out that she was wearing not her normal night clothes — cotton panties and a loose cotton halter t-shirt, but a glimmering satin camisole teddy. “Just a few minutes, okay?” she said, and she closed the door at the top of the stairs — a door that had never been closed the whole time we lived there.
I was already in bed and as usual I read for about ten minutes and dropped off to sleep without even turning the lamp out. I woke up in the middle of the night confused the lamp was still on and clearing my eyes enough to notice Candace was not in bed with me. I heard another cry —it’s what woke me up.
And then another and another. It was unmistakable, even if I’d only ever heard it before that loudly and passionately earlier that day. I looked at my phone. It was 12:30. What could I do? I waited for her but fell asleep again. It was 3:30 when I was again awakened. And again at around 8 in the morning.
I was in the kitchen making breakfast like I normally did whenever Jay was over. I caught sight of my wife speeding from the top of the stairs to our bedroom — naked — and I heard the shower come on.
She came out in her bathrobe and stifled the guilty giggles as she came up to me and kissed me like a normal morning. “I don’t know,” she shrugged with wide eyes, “I must have fallen asleep!”
Jay came up a little later, sheepish and guilty too. “Hey stranger,” my wife grinned at him as she placed a breakfast plate in front of him. “You sleep okay?” she said, stifling her smirk. He pulled her by the waist and she squealed but she fell into his lap, and he held her there as he ate. She smiled at me and shrugged.
When it was time for him to go, my wife pouted and whined. She dragged me walking backward down the hallway to our bedroom and lifted herself on her toes to kiss me. Quietly and away from Jay, she said, “One more time?”
I widened my eyes at her. It was well past excessive I thought.
“I think I’m beginning to understand how people let themselves go,” she said with a demure shrug and she laid down on our bed still messy from me sleeping in it alone. “The ‘heat of the moment,’” she said. “The passions taking over . . . “ She hugged a pillow to her chest and rested on her elbows. She’d dropped her bathrobe on the chair beside the bed and was completely naked.
I looked down at her. Nothing had happened that I didn’t allow to happen.
“One more,” I said, and I wagged my finger at her. She grinned widely with her hand on the side of her face, her fingers in her hair, her feet up on her bent knees behind her. I looked over my shoulder at her from the door and she squealed and blushed like a girl getting her pony wish fulfilled. She was still a little shy about things. I had my phone with me and quickly took a picture of her like that. That’s the picture on the cover of this book.
I found Jay packed and checking his phone in the kitchen. “My wife would like to see you,” I said to him. He looked up and around with an innocent and confused expression. “In the bedroom,” I said, hooking my thumb over my shoulder, pointing him down the hallway.
We both heard my wife’s voice: “Get in here now!” she bellowed and laughed out loud.
I went and sat on the front steps while Jay pummelled my wife into our mattress so good she complained to me later that she was “so sore!”
He’s coming back through town in a few days. My wife has been climbing the walls and unable to sit still the whole week.
And I love it. It makes me smirk seeing her lose control.
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