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Recreational Hot Wife

My wife Justine and I stared into each other’s eyes silently in the darkness an inch apart. She puffed a tiny wisp of breath out her nose and pursed her lips with a slight smile and craned her neck gently to kiss my nose. And then she rolled over and kissed Greg lying there just as close against her on the other side of the tent.
The fire in the pit outside our open tent door wasn’t flaming anymore but caves of red coals still swirled and waved with gases and heat. Silver moon light broken into a million shimmering shards glinted off the lake as far as the looming deep shadows of the forest on the opposite side of the lake.
Greg’s hand moved over over my wife’s bare shoulder and I shifted an inch away and faced the top of the tent. The pristine white duvet slid off her nude torso and I rolled my head sideways over the thick fluffy pillows and watched his hand slide down her back and further down, under the duvet.
My wife loved the creature comforts when camping, that’s for sure. The foam bed was thick and warm. The electric lantern hung at the apex of the tent was dim and yellow like a real candle flame. The pillows were soft and downy.
I could hear the pops and snaps of their mouths kissing fully on each other, and I could hear also my wife’s rapid breath, and even her tiny, muffled moans that escaped the back of her throat as they necked at length beside me.
His hand pushed further down and brought the duvet down her body and over her round ass with it. It was a warm night and even warmer inside the tent with three people in there. Justine arched her back lying on her side and moaned against him louder. Was he rubbing her breasts with his other hand? She pushed her ass out and it touched my thigh just as Greg’s hand slid down over it, inadvertently touching me. I shifted myself further away to give them room. I looked sideways and down as his hand felt it’s way over the edge of her crimson-red panties and squeezed the flesh of her ass. She curled her hips in and jutted her pelvis when he squeezed harder, and she yelped against his mouth and snickered at herself. I guess he knew that about her already, that she loves that.
She rolled her head over to me while still clasping her hands together behind his neck and she murmured to me, “Everything okay?”
“Pretend I’m sleeping,” I replied in as quiet a voice as hers. 
“Can you undo me?” she said.
“Can’t he do that?”
“I want you to,” she said, pushing her face toward mine again to kiss me on my lips before rolling back toward Greg. I could hear him whisper in her ear to which she tittered and pushed herself toward him to whisper back in his ear before she ran her arm under her long silken chocolate brown hair and flicked it up from her back and neck to let it float down over her pillow and my face. She was baring the clasp to her bra for me, and so I did it, I unhooked the three tiny hooks and let them go.
She shivered and shook her arms until her shoulder straps fell down her biceps and she laughed and wriggled before holding her bra high above all our bodies and dropping it from her finger and thumb blindly behind her and onto my face.
I calmly removed it and tossed it over her bag at our feet. My wife yelped when Greg tugged her and she rolled over to crouch over him with her hair forming a curtain around their faces hiding their kissing. When she shimmied down his body dragging the duvet down his body as she went, he sank his head back deeper into his pillow and groaned.
My wife pulled the duvet up over her bared back and shoulders but it quickly fell down around her hips again as she squirmed further down his body. She picked and tugged at his t-shirt and he quickly half sat up and tore it off. I glanced over and could see in the dim light as my wife pulled her hair to the side of her head and kissed a trail down his chest, down his stomach, and onto his abdomen.
I closed my eyes and counted and my toes flicked with agitation. I draped my arm over my eyes and clenched and unclenched my fist at my side. My wife murmured and laughed lightly and Greg pushed his hips up enough for her to be able to slip his shorts off and down his legs. I peeked out from under my arm and could see silhouetted against the far wall of the tent the half-erect and arching shape of his thick, heavy cock just as the silhouetted shape of my wife’s facial profile poked at it with her projecting tongue, caught it with her protruding full lips, and went over it and down, making it disappear inside her filling mouth. He groaned, and she moaned just as loudly.
She quickly pushed the duvet the rest of the way off her body and I allowed myself to gaze at the two shapes that became one, Greg’s head and torso, his arms raised and his hands plunging into her hair, and my wife’s head bobbing slowly and rhythmically over his hips, and her shoulders and back undulating like the waves of the lake that lazily lap the sandy shore, and finally, the perfect curve of her ass pumping up and down, and his knees, his shins, and his feet projecting out from under her the rest of the way to the front of the tent.
But it was the sound that infected my brain and made me wince: wet, sloppy, and full of suction, punctuated by high-pitched, muffled moans. Why did she have to be so enthusiastic about it?
I widened my eyes and rolled gingerly onto my side. My wife pumped his cock with her fist around his base and her cheeks caved and puffed as she sucked with her lips riding up and down his shaft following her hand. Her head undulated with that specific rhythm that can only be that of a woman giving a man head. She chirped and moaned as though it was her getting off instead of him, she loved doing it to him so much.
When he groaned and stiffened under her, rather than pull away and finish him with her hand, she dug down harder and faster and the pitches of her moans muffled by his cock filling her mouth rose higher and higher. She squealed and her cheeks puffed and she stopped moving on him even as his hips jerked at her face. I kept watching as my wife’s throat gulped in silhouette against the side of the tent, and then as her tongue came out to lick what she hadn’t been able to catch and swallow.
I pretended to be asleep, as if any man would be, and she faced me on her side, but against Greg, who was also on his side, pressed against her from behind. She hugged his arms that were wrapped around her body and they fell asleep.
————
“The game is two-player Texas Hold-em, then,” Greg said, “since Justine’s not in.”
My wife didn’t like poker too much. She leaned her head back into my chest sitting on the front edge of my big camping chair and tickled the underside of my chin. “Is that okay?” she murmured.
“If you’re happy, I’m happy,” I shrugged. I wrapped my arm around her stomach and she pushed herself like a kitten harder into me and twisted around to see Greg over her shoulder.
Behind her back and out of his sight, she scrunched her hand into my balls. “What’s the winner get?” she grinned at him across the light of the silent, dancing flames. Night had fallen and the heat of the day had finally begun to relent. It was a crystal clear night and we could see the light of the stars flicker on the lake.
“It’s got to be something neither of us would really want to give up,” I said, kissing the top of her head and also looking over at Greg.
He stared into the flames lighting up his contemplative face. “Something serious this time,” he slowly nodded. “Something that would really hurt.”
Justine erupted in a burst of laughter and settled down against me twisting her legs one way and then the other.
“What?” I said to her, kissing her hair again.
“Nothing,” she said with a grin, her eyes still on Greg’s. I could see the side of her face from above and the glint of firelight in her eye. She was staring at him, and he at her, too, I noticed, both their faces aglow in the orange light of the fire.
“I know what would seriously hurt Greg,” I said, running my hand up my wife’s body so my thumb surreptitiously touched the underside of her breast under her halter and bra. I wanted Greg to notice. I wanted him to burn, seeing what I had to go into the tent with while he had to go sleep in the back of his beloved truck.
He snorted and poked the fire with a long stick he kept leaning against his chair. “And I know what would seriously hurt you,” he said back to me.
“What?” my wife curled against me like smoke up the side of a wall. She shifted herself to cover the fact she was pulling her arm up far enough to get her hand down the inside of my shorts. She wrapped her cool palm and fingers around my cock and balls behind her back.
“You go first,” he said to Justine.
“Nope, I don’t think so,” she curled up full of coyness and embarrassment.
“Come on, we’re amongst friends,” he grinned crookedly at her.
“Nope,” she laughed. “Can’t say it.”
“You go first then, Manny,” he said to me.
I chuckled. “Fine,” I nodded. “If you lose, you need to trade cars with me.”
He immediately popped his eyes open and reacted as though I had punched him in the gut. He loved his antique baby-blue 1970 Chevy C10 pickup. He rented it out to movie makers, he belonged to a club of owners of them, and he brought it out to show-and-shines where it stood out with its authentic rust patina, which is what the prop people loved about it. He loved it.
I, on the other hand, drove an aging yellow Prius. He sneered at it, he hated it as a concept, and he refused to even ever ride in it.
“Dude,” he looked away, “that’s too much.”
“You’re the one who said it had to be something serious this time,” my wife grinned at him and she stretched her leg far enough out to poke his foot with her toe.
“There’s like a very limited number of things that you could match with that,” he said to me slyly through the tops of his eyes. He pushed his foot against my wife’s foot and they playfully wrestled with their toes.
“Name one,” I challenged him.
“I want to hear what Justine thinks,” he said.
She watched intently as her foot and toes squirmed and twisted with his foot and toes as though she didn’t hear him. Finally, she murmured in a low voice, “I want to hear what you’re thinking,” she said to Greg.
He guffawed and looked far away across the lake. “No fucking way,” he chuckled.
“Say it,” she pressed him in a small voice bending his toes over backward with her gripping toes.
“Never,” he repeated with a grin looking back at the both of us.
Justine had stretched so far out to play footsie with him she had nearly slipped out of my chair altogether. My arms were under her arms and my hands were clasped over her upper chest. She giggled when their toes fought and struggled, and she dragged her toenails up his calf. “Mr. Nothing-is-out-of-bounds is too shy to say what he really wants?” she said softly to him.
“Why don’t you say?” he put it back on her.
“Because you already know what it is,” she replied. Both of them conversed in a way, I noticed, as though they forgot I was there.
“Then why don’t you just say it.”
“Because. Why don’t you.”
He shook his head. “You know there’s only one thing it could be.”
She twisted around and brought her face up to mine. She glared into my eyes closely back and forth as though checking on my state. She kissed my lips and pulled herself up into a kneeling position between my spread knees. She clasped my cheeks in both her hands and with her shoulders rising above me, she ducked her face down and tilted my head back to kiss me fully on my lips. Still holding my face as she twisted around to see Greg over her shoulder, and with her breasts now brushing my face, she said to him, “He would never agree to that.”
“Ask him,” he said to her.
They stared at each other and she bit her lip and shook her head at him. “You know it’s wrong,” she said.
“Ask him, he’s right there,” he repeated.
She slowly turned her face back to mine and looked down from where she knelt high over me. Our eyes met and she sighed. Finally she said, “He thinks you should push me into the middle of the table,” she popped her eyes wide with a big roll and grinned at me as though it was the most ridiculous thing possible.
“Is that your idea too?” I asked her with incredulity.
“No!” she shrieked, and she twisted around and fell back down over the edge of my chair until she was standing up. “It’s his stupid idea,” she said looking at him standing over the fire between us with a demure grin.
“Is it really your idea?” I asked him looking around my wife’s hips to find his eyes.
“She said it first,” he shrugged with a big helpless gesture.
“But was that what you were going to say?”
“Dude,” he said. “My truck is everything to me. You know I love that thing.”
I looked up at my wife who twisted around to look back at me over her shoulder with her lithe body facing Greg. Her one hand was planted in a fist into her waist and her other hand hung lightly scratching at the top of her bare thigh.
“And you think that’s fair too?” I asked her.
She rolled her eyes and grinned, and if it weren’t for the light of the fire at night, I’m sure I would have seen her blush too. “He loves that old truck of his, and you were the one who pushed it to the middle of the table.” She stepped toward him one step still looking at me over her shoulder. “It was always going to be something like that.”
“Yeah, but we think it’s a little too much, right?” I chuckled.
“Well we’re just camping,” she shrugged looking down at him. She took another step toward him and half turned to face me again. “. . .  out here in the middle of nowhere, nobody else around.” She turned to face me but stepped backward until the backs of her knees touched the leading edge of Greg’s camping chair between his legs.
“Yeah, but come on!” I laughed and swung my head. “You guys,” I frowned and grinned at the same time. “We’re getting a little carried away here.”
Greg place his hand on her waist and slid it around the front of her stomach from behind. My wife picked her tiny gold chain from around her neck with fingers and thumbs of both her hands and ran it between her lips staring back at me. “It’s just for one night,” she said softly down to me over the fire. “And you get his truck forever.”
“I never thought of that,” Greg said behind my wife’s back and she twisted around and grinned at him. She slapped his hand, but not hard enough to stop him sliding it further down her stomach and along the top of her shorts where her bare skin showed.
She murmured something to him and they held each other’s gaze for a few beats before she turned back toward me. “He’s fine with the deal,” she said fixing me with her steady and narrow eyes. When his fingers fumbled along  the waist of her shorts and poked underneath, she slapped his wrist again, but didn’t stop him from pushing further inside. Instead, she dragged her fingernails along his skin while staring at me. “But can you live with it?” she said to me in a low murmur.
His other hand wrapped around the other side of her waist and he seemed to pull her backward — she bent over for balance before lifting one leg and then the other to close his knees between her legs. She pressed her outstretched arms down and eased her hands onto his knees in front of her as she lowered her hips to sit on his lap facing me. Her ankles snaked around his calves and his hands slipped under her halter, up the front of her stomach, over her ribs, and even up to the underside of her breasts below.
“What are you doing, Justine?” I half chuckled and half swore.
“Can you live with it?” she repeated in a deep, breathy tone.
“We haven’t played the game yet,” I squinted at her.
Greg’s hands moved up and over the small lumps of my wife’s breasts where they protruded under her bra. She kept her eyes fixed to mine and I kept mine fixed to hers in turn. Justine had a vigorous but rarely seen wild side to her. It always surprised me and caught me off guard when it came out to play. She did this once before in front of me with Greg late at night after a party, but with no follow-through.
“Need to see if you’d really be able to give me to Greg if you lose,” she said, before straightening up, flicking her hair over her back, and falling backward against his chest. She pulled her hair in a twisted chord around one shoulder and with her head leaning into his shoulder, she looked up at his chin over her face. “Think he will let you have me?” she said to him softly and she chuckled.
Greg and I met gazes. “So far he’s managed it okay,” he said to her, staring at me.
“How long do you get if you win me?” she said to him. “Ask him.” 
“What’s the limit?” he said to me. Her elbows poked out and she pressed her head hard back into his shoulder to lift her back from his stomach.
She pressed her hands behind her back and below his stomach and kept them there as she relaxed back down against him again. Her forearm muscles slightly flexed and released. “What’s the limit?” she asked me.
“What’s going on, Justine?” I said to her.
“It’s just a game,” she smiled languidly at me. Her hands were busy behind her back. “Don’t you like to play games?”
“It feels like something else is going on,” I said.
Greg gently pushed her head away from his face and gathered her hair to move it from his mouth. She rested her head against his shoulder beside his face. His hands cupped her breasts fully under her halter and over her bra right in front of me. “You could be driving my prized truck out of here tomorrow morning,” he said. “How do you think I feel?”
Justine chuckled and twisted her face sideways to kiss his jaw. “How do you think he feels,” she groaned, “wondering if you’re going to win his truck?” she said to me, lowering her sleep-filling gaze to my eyes.
“Well at least I’m not pawing his truck all over right in front of him.”
My wife tittered and pushed herself up. She stood with her legs spread around his thighs and slowly, lightly, eased his hands off her body and stepped toward me. She pressed her hands into the arms of my chair and leaned over at her waist with her legs locked straight. Her hair fell over my face and she brought her lips close to mine. “Just getting him interested in playing, baby,” she said, and she shook her head dismissively at me and pecked my lips with hers. “Don’t you want his truck?”
She stepped on her toes toward the picnic table and looked coyly over her shoulder at Greg. “Time to try to win me,” she said to him in a light and soft voice. She glanced at me and snorted lightly out her nose with a pursed grin. She climbed up to sit cross-legged on top of the table. “Come on, boys,” she said, and she began to shuffle the deck. “Shits about to go down,” she grinned.
When Greg pulled up at the table, she held out her hand palm up. “Keys,” she said in a monotone. He reached into his pocket and dropped them reluctantly into her hand. She nestled them against her crotch on the table. “I’ll deal the hands,” she said softly. “So nobody tries to cheat,” she curled her eyes into their corners under strands of her fallen hair and caught Greg’s eyes also in their corners glancing back at her.
We began to play. While Justine dealt the hands, she said to me, “If he wins, I still get the tent.”
“Well I’m not sleeping in his truck,” I recoiled from the cards.
“And I’m not letting you either,” Greg added.
We played on. “So, what,” Justine chirped with a tiny chuckle. “We’re all in the tent together?”
“He wins you, not the tent. I’m sleeping in the tent,” I shrugged. “I don’t care what happens.”
“Wait a sec,” Greg said. He squinted and grinned. “But if you win, I’d have to sleep in the tent too, because the truck would be yours.”
“Oh my god!” Justine slapped the back of his hand. “He’s right! Either way, we’re all in the tent together!”
“I think I’d let you have your truck tonight if I win it,” I shook my head.
“Well I’m not letting you have Justine tonight if I win her,” he retorted.
“Aw!” Justine scrunched her shoulders together and smiled down at him from where she sat between us on the table dealing another round out. 
“Fine,” I said, “no truck for you tonight then”
The game dragged on. We were evenly matched and nobody was getting an advantage. “Maybe him giving you the truck forever is too much,” Justine said to me after dealing another hand out.
“No, no,” Greg waved his hand over the cards bravely. But I could see him taking glances at it over his shoulder during the game.
“I mean,” Justine said to me, “he’s not going to get me alone tonight either, right? If we’re all going to be in the tent together.”
“What are you saying?” I turned my cards down.
“Maybe you just borrow the truck,” she scrunched her nose up at me. “Just like he’s only borrowing me.” She dropped her bare foot over the edge of the table and into my lap. She curled her toes and gripped my balls with them.
“I’d actually be more comfortable with that,” Greg shrugged. “Seems a bit extreme in retrospect to just give my truck to you completely.”
“Well what about me, giving you Justine completely?” I said.
“You’re not really, though,” she murmured. I saw her other foot drop down over the edge of the table and into his lap. “It’s just one night, right? And you’ll be there. Or nearby at least,” she added softly.
I stared over my wife’s bare legs to Greg. “This is fucked,” I said to him. “What are we even doing, are we buying the game out now?”
“Both of us are playing so defensively, nobody’s ever going to lose,” he shrugged. He threw his cards down face up.
“Well maybe,” Justine said, easing my cards out of my hand and gathering the rest up to fit them back in the box, “we all just agree on a fair trade.”
“My truck for his wife?” Greg said to her but looking at me.
“I mean, why not?” she shrugged biting her lip. “Didn’t you already agree that they’re worth the same thing, a night with me, and what, a week with his truck?” She shrugged one shoulder and raised her eyebrows at me.
“So we’re not playing anymore,” I squinted back at her. “But he still wins you?”
“You get my truck, buddy, for whole week. You know how much that hurts?”
My wife pulled her halter up and off her body. “And everybody stays everybody’s friends,” she said, twisting the button of her shorts. “More than enough of me to go around, right?”
“I like it,” Greg shrugged. “And anyway, it’s out here, it’s the long weekend, it’s not like it’s real. It’s like outside time up here. You said it yourself. Nothing counts out here,” he said, wrapping his hand around my wife’s waist again.
“Go sit in his truck,” she said to me. She swung her legs around and planted them on his bench with her knees at his shoulders facing him. She looked over her bare shoulder and back at me. “Go test it out,” she said, and she bent over and wrapped her arms around his neck. They began to kiss on their mouths.
I swallowed and pushed up from the picnic table. Greg’s fingers slipped inside the loose waist of my wife’s shorts above her ass after she had undone the button and she lifted one cheek and then the other to allow him to wriggle them off her ass and down her legs. She leaned back and laughed with her feet together and her legs straight out over his head as he worked her shorts down her legs and over her toes. She moaned through a smile as she brought her legs back down and hung her knees over his shoulders. She remained in only her panties and bra. I stood at the table staring unsure about what I was supposed to do.
She twisted around again and said to me, “Keys!” and she tossed me the keys to his truck before sliding her legs down over his shoulders, locking her ankles together behind his back, and leaning over to kiss him deeply again.
I climbed in his truck and looked out the side window at my wife and Greg making out on the picnic table. His hands slipped under the back of her panties and I could see his fingers working under them down between her cheeks. I kept staring even as she pulled herself over the table to the edge and eased herself down to sit in his lap, necking the whole time.
When she twisted around and wiped the back her hand over her mouth, I darted my glance away as though I were checking out the cab’s interior. They said something to each other and she lifted herself from his lap and took his hand in hers. At the tent, she gestured for him to go inside and she pushed her hair over her forehead and came to the side of the truck.
“He says you can go take it for a spin if you want,” she said.
“No,” I shook my head. “Maybe tomorrow.”
“You should, though,” she said, and we both glanced over at the tent when the little electric lantern light came on inside. “Go on,” she smiled.
“Are you going to fuck him, Justine?” I blurted out.
She hung her head half through the open window and settled her forearms on the edge. She looked out to the lake and pushed her hair up over her head. “I was just going to suck him off,” she shook her head at me. “Just a little blow job, okay?”
“Is that what you want to do?”
She took a long time to answer but finally she pursed her lips and widened her eyes at me. “Sort of, yeah,” she said.
“It’s kind of weird, I got to say.”
She snorted and looked down. “But it’s like we always say, camping out here, it’s like a place that isn’t on the map. It’s like nothing counts out here, don’t we always say that?”
“It sounds like you really want to do this.”
She bit her lip and bounced her leg. Our eyes met and held for three beats before she spoke. “Is it really that bad? At least I’m telling you, and not pretending I don’t want to. I’m being honest with you.”
“True I guess.”
“And it’s not like it’s a stranger. It’s just Greg. You know him. You guys would do anything for each other.”
“Yeah but nothing like this,” I popped my eyes at her.
She reached over the door and into my lap and she squeezed my balls. “Why not this, though?” she asked. “It’s not like I’m going to leave you for him, I have zero interest in him in that way.”
I stared at the lake out the front window and wrapped my hands tightly around the old hard plastic steering wheel.
“You already know I’ve always had the hots for him,” she grinned obsequiously. “You even said you liked that, because he’s your friend.”
“We’ve shared a lot of things over the years,” I nodded. It was true.
“Maybe if it’s just up here, just on the weekends,” she leaned through and kissed my mouth, “you can share me, too,” she whispered.
I clenched my eyes tightly shut and I jutted my jaw. But I said to the lake, “Just up here, and I’m not leaving you alone tonight.”
“Are you sure?” she said.
I opened the door and she backed up. I held her face in my hands and then took her hand and lead her behind me over to the tent. I held the flap open and gestured for her to crawl inside. I followed and Greg moved over to allow my wife to lie down on her back between us like he and I already were. We all stared at the flicking fake candle at the top of the tent silently until my wife rolled toward me and kissed my nose.
—————
I slept in fits and starts. I could hear them murmuring, snickering, and kissing through the night, and I could tell their hands were all over each other’s bodies. At the first hint of light, I sat up and opened the flap. My wife sat up beside me and rubbed my back with her palm. She kissed my mouth and said softly, “Why don’t you go for a spin in the truck right now, you really should.”
“You want to get rid of me, don’t you.”
“It’s not like that. Just go for like an hour or something, okay?”
“I know what you’re going to do though.”
She leaned against me and breathed in my ear. The duvet fell from the front of her body and I could see Greg’s hand between her legs before she pulled the duvet back over herself. She kissed me again. “Remember though, nothing counts out here, right?”
“You’re going to, aren’t you,” I said.
She bit my ear and gasped against me. “I can’t help it,” she squeezed out. His hand worked tighter between her legs.
“It doesn’t matter what I say?”
“We can talk after, later,” she shook her head, “back home, okay?” Her voice rose with impatience. Her breath grew short and sharp.
Greg pulled her and she fell back on top of him with a tiny yelp. The duvet fell and I could see his arms wrap around her naked body and his hands cup over her bare breasts. “We’ll talk, okay?” she said in a half-cry, half-whisper, as her body arched over top of his and her head rolled back beside his head on his pillow. His hand slid down her body and between her legs and she sucked a sharp inhalation of breath through her gritted teeth. “You should just go now,” she said.
“Go easy on my truck, now,” Greg said to me from under stands of her hair.
My wife stretched and squirmed lying on her back on top of his body. “You have to go,” she winced. Her legs shook and spread and flopped wide open. She arched hard in her back and twisted her face to strain up and sloppily cover his mouth with hers. I watched his middle finger slide inside the groove of her pussy and come out wet, and then I saw him bend it and go inside her. She panted and she fisted her hands into the duvet. “Fuck,” I heard her gasp against his face.
I crawled out of the tent and stood there staring at the purple horizon of the sunrise over the lake. I could hear her heavy breath. I climbed into the truck and slammed shut the door. I heard her high pitched whimpers. I put the key in the slot and I heard her light, short, surprised laughter. I began to twist the key and I heard her loud, pained groan, followed by a guttural “fuck!”
I turned the motor over and it hopped to life under my legs, rumbling and vibrating. As I backed up, the open flap of the tent gave me a view inside through the lifting darkness and out the other open side to the lake beyond. My wife was on her knees straddling Greg’s lap. His hands reached up and clasped her breasts. Her body rose and fell on him and her elbows were high with her hands plunged into her hair to mess it up and fling it all over her head. I backed out of the site and groaned and squeaked over the dirt road to the highway and away. 
By the time I came back later, the sun was fully up. I rolled into the site and found Greg over a campstove making coffee and breakfast. I rolled past the open tent and saw the back of my wife sitting up nude with the duvet wrapped around her body staring at the blue shimmering lake out the other end of the yellow tent. She didn’t turn toward me.
Nobody said anything as we packed up. I tossed Greg the starter to my Prius and he shook his head at it, but shoved it in his pocket. Justine and I drove home in his truck saying nothing and she spent most of the ride leaning over the edge of her open window with her face to the wind and her hair flying.
————
“It’s nothing that you don’t give me,” she explained when we finally talked about it the next day at home. “It’s new, it’s different, that’s all,” she shrugged. “You’re my husband, you can’t possibly give me new and different, can you.”
“It makes me feel like something’s missing,” I said.
“I was afraid you’d feel that way, but it really is nothing like that. It’s not in place of something, it’s additional, do you understand that?” She took my hands in hers and squeezed. “I didn’t want to put it this way, because it’s too obvious, but just imagine it was the other way around.”
“What do you mean, like Jules?”
“See?!” she grinned close to my face “You already know who you’d go after if I said you could.”
“I’m just saying, Jules is your hottest friend.”
“Right?” She leaned over at her waist and kissed me. “Does you wanting to fuck my friend Jules mean that I don’t give you what you need in any way?”
“No of course not!” I was immediate about it.
“It’s the same for me. And I love you knowing that it’s Greg I’m going with and you don’t have to worry at all.”
“Wait, what? You’re going with him somewhere?”
“We thought we could get away on Friday,” she said. “Just him and me,” she added in a tiny voice.
“You two are going away together?”
She kissed me on the mouth and draped her arms around my neck. “Just the weekend?” she said, kissing me. “It means so much to me that you let me go.”
“I haven’t agreed yet,” I said with my lips tangled up with hers.
“I’ll get him to let you have his truck for another week,” she offered. She pushed herself up to kneeling and pressed me against the back of the couch with her chest. She nibbled my ear and said in a whisper, “It turns me on so much that you want to share me with him.”
I went down with her to the front of the building. Greg pulled up in my Prius. I helped load her bag into the trunk and came around to lean down over the driver’s side window. “This thing ain’t made for those roads up there,” I said.
He shrugged. “Don’t have to do this, you know. Say the word,” he said.
Instead I reached into my pocket and dropped his truck keys into his lap. “Get out of there, take your truck.” I went to the back of the Prius. “Pop the trunk!” I shouted and it creaked open. I got his bag and then Justine’s bag and carried them both over to the back of the truck parked along the fence and tossed them inside. When I turned around Greg was standing outside the driver’s door looking at me over the roof and Justine was still inside. “Go on, get,” I hooked my thumb over my shoulder.
Greg went past me to the truck and I stopped Justine in the parking lot half way and held her by the hips. “Are you sure this is just recreational for you?”
“With Greg?” she raised her eyebrows and gaped a wide grin. “You have nothing to worry about,” she said, kissing me. She pulled back and hung from me with her fingers clasped behind my neck. “He’s just a fuck buddy, a toy, okay?” She shook her head sympathetically at me. “Hey,” she said. “Most wives do it, but they don’t tell their husbands, do they. You’re lucky, right?” She came close and kissed me lightly again. “
“I love you because you let me do this,” she said, and she turned, she waved, and she climbed into his truck. As he pulled toward the entrance of the parking lot, I saw through the back window my wife slide over the bench seat against him laughing. As he pulled into the street and drove away, I saw her head go down below the back window, and into his lap.
I got a text from her in the middle of the next day. “I invited Jules over for dinner next week,” she wrote. “I think she likes you.”  A few minutes went by before she wrote again. “But just recreational, right?”




I Made My Husband Date My Friend

I was loving the quiet alone time I took on the deck atop our repurposed old caboose at our holiday property. It was perfect — a clear, warm night at the lake, a glass of wine, silence, and privacy.
My girlfriend Lena and my husband Cedric pulled up in his antique chevy pick-up he loved so much. I waved from the caboose deck but they didn’t see me. I chuckled to myself — I wondered what would they do if they thought I wasn’t there?
They stepped up the old wrought-iron steps at the back of the caboose and checked through the dark to the flatbed car we attached behind it for our bigger dining and lounging deck, but I wasn’t there. They came inside and Cedric poked his head through the cars to the sleeper car out the other end of the caboose where we put our bedroom. I chuckled again, tittilated by his fruitless search that I watched through the open hatch at the stairs and through the various skylights we put in. Why didn’t he think to go up the narrow spiralling iron staircase to the caboose-top deck to check for me?
Feeling wicked and in a teasing frame of mind from the wine and the success of my idea for both of them, I pulled my phone out and texted him. “Forgot to tell you earlier,” I wrote. “I got called back to the hospital a thing — I had to go. Won’t be back to the caboose until about 1:30 AM.” I covered my phone in both my hands to obscure the swoosh sound and sent it. I had a job where it was normal to expect to get called in with no notice.
I sipped my wine and grinned and raised my shoulders and bit the tip of my tongue. Won’t they be surprised if they decide to come up and enjoy the cooling night air? But instead, Lena and Cedric headed for the big old couch in the living room end of the sleeper car, beyond which, on the other half was our bedroom. The ceiling in that portion was nearly all glass, and was strong enough to walk on.
I could hear them talking through the vents and chuckled again. Lena sounded like she was in far better spirits, as I hoped she might be after I set her up on the pretend-date with my husband. And my husband sounded as recharged by his trip down the nostalgic rabbit hole as I thought he might be, too, taking Lena out the way he always wanted to back in the day. The pretend date — it was such an excellent idea for the both of them! I thought I was so smart.
I stared up at the stars and reminisced to the background murmur of their quiet voices below me. But when they stopped talking, I dropped my gaze from the sky above through the glass under foot. “Well done, Lena,” I murmured to myself with a crooked grin. She’d gotten Cedric to kiss her. Just like a real date, I nodded to myself with a satisfied smile. Even better than I thought!
I hoped they would kiss, to be honest. What’s a date without kissing? I lowered my legs from the table and leaned my elbows on my knees to stare down more directly over them. I loved Lena. But she seemed to have bad luck with guys and often ended up convinced there was something unattractive about her.
Nothing could be further from the truth, of course, but this latest break-up seemed to send her into the most serious spiral yet. Cedric and I decided to take her with us up to our weekend property now that we nearly finished the tiny-home reno job on the sleeper, caboose, and flatbed cars we got for a song.
And I loved Cedric, too, of course, but I had to shake my head at his seeming inability to let go of the past. He seemed stuck with what to do with himself and increasingly idolized the time Lena and I shared a cheap apartment in Chapel Hill and he lived above us in the tiny dormer apartment in the attic pretending to be an artist and a writer. He and Lena talked about dating once or twice before but he and I really hit it off together. If he was stuck wondering what lay down the fork in the road not taken, what better way to find out than to finally go on that missed date of theirs?
I teased him about it. “Admit it, it’s what you always dreamed of!”
“No way,” he denied it vehemently, but he also grinned.
“I’m hardly worried about it,” I shrugged. “ I love Lena, you know that. I just know that you would not be able to handle her drama.”
“Not interested,” he kept up the safe replies.
“I can tell you wonder about it, every time she’s over,” I laughed at him and elbowed him in the ribs. We were washing up after dinner in the caboose.
“That is such false news!” he snorted but he had to turn away to hide his wide grin.
I hugged him from behind and pressed my body hard against his and the side of my face into his shoulders and back. “What if I wanted you to take her out on a date — just a pretend date, but make it feel real?”
“And why would I do that?”
“Lena needs to feel like she’s attractive. It’s the only way she’s going to go find another guy again and get out of my hair with her moping and complaining.”
“And you want me to take her out on a date just like that,” he nodded skeptically.
“Make it feel real, yeah, just like that,” I nodded. “Make it so she gets all inspired again.” I knew how Lena’s mind worked — she was a susceptible to virtuous as much as vicious spirals. One exciting date with a man I know she always got hot for would be enough to make her seek out another, and then another after that, and before I knew it, she’d be incommunicado with mer again, tied up in her new man. “Make her feel sexy again,” I kissed the back of his neck. “You can do that for me, can’t you? She’s driving me crazy.”
“How am I supposed to do that?” he asked doubtfully, but clearly warming up to my idea.
“I don’t think you have to pretend that she’s attractive to you,” I said as he slipped around in my embrace and I pressed my upturned chin into his chest.
“True,” he finally admitted.
“See?” I grinned like the cat that ate the canary. “ I knew it!” I gleamed and I kissed his clavicle and up into his neck.
“I followed her to that old mansion of your’s first,” he pointed out.
“I know,” I said up to his face that I tilted down to mine with a gentle tap with my finger on the back of his neck. “But I snatched you up, didn’t I.”
“You did,” he said, wrapping his arms around my waist and pulling me tight against him. “Evil step-roommate.”
I laughed conninvingly. Lena and I teased each other about that turn of events a lot over the years. “She still has the hots for you, too,” I told him. “It won’t be any trouble for either of you to pretend it’s a real hot date.”
“And what?” he squinted at me. “We go out? For dinner? A movie in the town?”
“See?” I squeezed him and grinned widely. “You’re already figuring it all out.”
“And then come back here?”
I lifted myself on my toes and kissed him lightly on his lips. “Only when you’re done on your date. Wouldn’t want anything out of control to happen, now would we,” I snorted a light puff of air out my nose.
“No,” he grinned back down at me. “We wouldn’t want that.”
I pushed back from him and turned my smirking face half sideways to him. “That sounds like something might happen,” I tested him.
“She’s a young hot single woman,” my husband pointed out the obvious. “And I’m a married man with permission from my wife to date her,” he shrugged. “What could possibly go wrong?”
I kissed him again. He loved teasing me as much as I loved teasing him. “Oh I don’t know,” I grinned. “Maybe I’ll live to regret setting my husband up with my hot lonely friend. I know how out of control you get when you’re . . . “ I searched for the word without getting crass.
“ . . . inspired?” he tried, using the word I used earlier to describe Lena.
“Inspired, yes,” I nuzzled his cheek with my nosed smirked sharply. He does pay attention, after all. “But if anything does happen . . . ” I shrugged and stepped back to see out the window and to Lena coming back from a walk on the lake beach. “ . . . I have only myself to blame,” I shook my head with finality.
“Does that mean no blame comes onto me?” he turned his face half sideways. “Or Lena?”
I knew he was challenging me. I stepped back and held both his outstretched arms in my hands making a swinging bridge between us. Lena was coming up the iron stairs on the back. “Okay,” I shook my grinning face at his. “A no-fault date.”
“No matter what happens?” he kept pressing me.
Lena came into the caboose. “What’s going to happen?” she joined in.
I turned to her. “Cedric has been begging me to let him take you out on a pretend-date,” I joked.
He covered my mouth with his hand and I bit his finger. “Total, shameless lie,” he shouted. I covered his mouth with my hand but he still managed to get out, “She asked me to take you out!”
“Oh my god, you two!” she shook her head at us both where we struggled against each other in the caboose laughing and squealing. “I’m not dating again, I’ve already decided.”
“See?” I said up to Cedric in a hushed tone, but laughing and squirming to escape his hands over my face.
“She has given her blessing for me and you to go out on a date so you get excited about dates again,” he shouted when he got his mouth free from my hands.
Lena shook her head and drank her cold coffee. She grinned in her cup and said, “Might be fun though,” she said, and she shrugged with a smirk.
“It’s just a date,” I said to her. “To have fun with a decent guy again.” I elbowed Cedric. “And since we don’t know any, this guy will have to do.”
“So am I a decent guy now or not?” he queried with exaggerated confusion.
“Barely,” I turned to him with feigned disgust. “After I fixed you up enough,” I laughed and elbowed his ribs.
“She’s calling it a ‘No-fault date,’” he said to Lena.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
I pushed Cedric behind me and clutched his balls tightly in my hand to make him shut up. “Cedric is worried that I’ll blame him or you if things go too far. So,” I shrugged, “I take responsibility for whatever happens.”
“Dangerous,” Lena commented.
“Exactly my point,” Cedric nodded at her.
“What does this date entail?” she asked, her curiosity piqued. I was delighted. She was already starting to warm up to it too.
“A dinner out, a movie,” I said.
“Then we come back here?”
“When you’re done.”
“Not really a date then,” she said with a squint in her eye.
“My point exactly,” Cedric said.
But I knew she was just joking and so was Cedric. “Go on the date together, you two, you know you want to, Lena, and you know you always died for a date with her, Cedric. Both of you just go,” I shook my head and grinned. “Have fun. Don’t overthink it. Take it as it comes. I already said, no-fault.”
I turned to Cedric. “You go get ready in there,” I pointed to the back bedroom. It had it’s own door out the far end and a small balcony we made out of the platform out that side of the car. “And go away. Come back at 7 to pick my friend up,” I said, pushing Lena behind me. “And you, go in there,” I said pointing at the living room where the couch was and where she was going to be sleeping. “And get ready. A man is coming at 7 to take you out,” I said to her with certainty. “Stop thinking, stop worrying, stop asking questions,” I twisted around. “Both of you.” I turned back to Lena and held both her hands in mine. “Just enjoy a date, don’t even worry about me. And for tonight,” I turned around and looked at Cedric, “that man there does not know this place, is not married to me or anyone,” I smiled at him, “and is someone who has asked you out.”
“Until we get back here,” Cedric stated with short, sharp nod.
“Until either of you see me again, you are free to do or go or say whatever you want — make it as much like a real date as you like,” I said. Frankly, I was hoping they’d go late — I was already relishing the roof top deck and the silent dark warm night alone.
“But what if . . . “ Lena started again, but I held my upturned finger to her lips.
“Shush, you, no what if’s anymore, we’re on a holiday weekend, there are no rules up here.”
“But what about . . . “ Cedric started and I reached behind me and covered his lips with my other upturned finger. “Shush the both of you,” I said. “No rules, no fault, no nothing,” I nodded firmly at him.
I needed him to feel the reality of a date with Lena and I needed Lena to feel the real excitement of a date with a man. “You won’t even be allowed to tell me what happened,” I decided. “Anything you do will be your secret and I am not even allowed to pry.”
I could see Lena’s eyes widen — perfect, I thought, she was getting into it. It was just what she needed — a little open-ended stimulation. And I could see Cedric’s mind turning over too. Also perfect — he needed to get this old idea done with. Go have that date with the other girl and be done with the dreaming about it.
—————
Things didn’t stop with a kiss between Lena and Cedric, however. Cedric showed her his phone with my message on it about not coming back until 1:30.
“She’s gone all night?” she asked, pulling herself closer to him on the pretence of seeing his phone better. But with her legs folded under her and her arm over the back of the couch, she was now close enough to keep kissing my husband.
For two people thrown into that kind of situation, it was only natural they’d be interested in each other that way. But surely, I thought to myself, they’d leave it at a little kissing. But Lena began to undo the buttons of Cedric’s shirt. And my husband, for his part, did nothing to stop her. In fact, he dropped his shoulders behind himself to assist her taking his shirt off his body.
In the quiet of the night atop the caboose, I could hear every word. “She did say we aren’t even allowed to tell her what happens,” Lena grinned at Cedric.
“No fault,” she said, he grinned back. But he also pulled at her top and lifted it off. She’d worn underneath a shimmering black satin camisole. I helped pick it out for her from my own stuff, but only for her to feel sexy, not for her date to enjoy her in it.
They both snickered like they were getting away with something and I fumed above. There was nothing I could do to stop them without losing face entirely, though. They would both think I planned to hide out above them and secretly watch.
My husband reached over and cupped Lena’s breast in his hand. Did he not recognize the lingerie as mine? If he did, did he not care? Lena moaned the way she does — I knew it from when we shared that apartment and she had men over. If I thought it would stop at a little bit of petting, I was proved wrong there soon, too. Lena began to tug at Cedric’s belt and then the button of his pants, and then his fly.
I didn’t know what I expected my husband to do because I didn’t imagine anything like this would come of it. It was my mistake to not allow for this possibility. He lifted his hips and facilitated her slipping his pants off his legs. They both laughed again — hardly a care in the world between them, my old girlfriend and my new husband.
It wasn’t all just Lena taking advantage of my husband in that state. His hands were not idle either. He tugged at her jeans and he opened them and he slipped them down and off her legs that she held out for him. I had to shake my head to remind myself that that was my friend and my husband, because objectively, it was a beautiful sight, a hot young woman, and big hard man, teasing and laughing and stripping each other down below me on a couch after a fun date.
Lena suddenly reached out and snatched at his sides to tickle Cedric. He squirmed and twisted around on the couch before he got her back, tickling her sides and grabbing her foot to tickle her sole. Lena squealed — all noise was fine, our little patch of holiday land was so far away from anyone else. She kicked and laughed and writhed with her legs spreading and pushing at his chest and abdomen.
She twisted and contorted so wildly her camisole rode up around her waist and her black satin thong panties were plainly visible to him. When he relented and they both sighed and caught their breath together, he pulled her up to sitting and they kissed long and lazily again. When he pulled her twisted and caught-up camisole up her body, she only raised her arms to help him. She sat with her hands relaxed in her lap as pretty as a lamp sitting sideways facing my husband with nothing on but those hot shimmering panties.
“Fair’s fair,” she said, and she reached over and tugged at his pants.
Cedric got up and took them off for her. And then he did something I wasn’t expecting in the least, even in light of what they had done so far. He didn’t hesitate, but slipped his underwear off too. He held out his hand and urged her to stand up with him. “Come on,” he said, “Jenny and I do this all the time.”
“Do what?” Lena grinned with puzzling hesitation, but she allowed him to pull her up, and when he crouched in front of her body, she allowed him to hook his fingers in the waist of her panties and to pull then down to her feet. She held the top of his head for balance as she daintily lifted her feet one at a time out of the legs of her panties. He stood again and, both completely naked, they hugged tightly, before Cedric took her hand in his and lead her out to the flatbed deck.
He could have just as easily lead her up the spiralling stairs to the caboose roof deck — he and I had come up here naked too. I would have been busted and the night would have taken a sharp turn. But he didn’t. He lead her instead to the broad flatbed we did up with a barn floor and black pipe railing. It had a stone oven with a chimney on it, recliners, and a big screen. It was everything you’d get in a den, except for walls. And it was certainly private enough to be completely naked on, if not more.
I crouched behind the railing on the roof of the caboose and watched how he lead her to the recliner, how he settled down on it on his back, and how he held her hand to guide her to kneel on it, first at the foot, and then over his legs, straddling him, and finally, with her knees outside his hips. She fell forward on her hands and her dirty blonde curls swept over his face and they laughed lightly together and kissed even more lightly.
I watched my husband’s hands slide around my girlfriend’s naked body, over her hips, up over her waist, and over her breasts that he gently squeezed. She yelped and squealed when he suddenly twisted her around under him. Now on his hands and knees, he kissed her neck and made her arch her back. He kissed her chest and made her exhale sharply. When he kissed and sucked on her nipples, she gasped and contorted under him. But he didn’t stop. He kissed her naked stomach and she moaned and squeezed her hands into fists at her sides. When he kissed her abdomen, she inhaled sharply and thrusted her head backward. When he touched his lips to her thighs, she spread her legs. At first she covered her pussy with her hands. But when he kissed the back of her hands, she laughed and she inhaled again, sliding them away to offer him her pussy fully and completely.
I fell onto my hands and knees to the sounds of my friend inhaling repeatedly though frightened-sounding little chirps as my husband ate her out below me. He was remorseless and tireless. It wasn’t long before she was rising and falling higher and higher, and when she stopped breathing altogether, I knew he had got her.
She exhaled and giggled and curled her body up in a ball in mock shyness. But she also pushed him over onto his back and gripped his cock in her tiny fist. I deserved it, I said to myself. It was my doing. I set it up — what did I think would happen?
When Lena pushed up and bent over in his lap, I closed my eyes. When I peaked, I could see her blonde head bobbing up and down on my husband’s lap, and I could see his hands tangling in her wild blonde hair. She didn’t stop just like he refused to stop. I saw him crunch in his abdomen, and I saw his eyes clamp shut. I wasn’t a swallower. But apparently, as I was to discover that night, my good friend Lena was — to my husband’s eternal satisfaction, I am sure. When he came in her mouth, she moaned loudly as though it was as much a release of satisfaction for her as it was for him. I had to hand it to her — she was a sexy minx in bed. Again I had to keep reminding myself that it wasn’t beautiful, it was my husband and my friend.
I realized I could stop things going further — all I had to do was text him and say I was coming back earlier. He went inside to get water for them and Lena stayed outside under the stars looking up the same way I had earlier. He found his phone with my fresh message on it.
He went back outside and hurried her up with the news. I knew they’d both go inside to dress, and that was when I could slip down the ladder on the side and get back out the driveway where an Uber would have supposedly dropped me off.
I came up the stairs and crept inside the caboose. They didn’t dress. Instead, they both pretended to be already in bed. I laid down with Cedric who pretended to be sleeping, and who pretended to be just awoken by me. I kissed him and held him and he rocked me. And though I knew what he had just done with my friend, there wasn’t an ounce of jealousy or anger in me. I couldn’t shake the feeling of being happy for him — being happy he finally got to have the date with Lena that I knew he had always felt he missed.
I got up to get water and snuck through the adjoining living room and stopped on my way back to look at Lena. She pretended also to be sleeping, and to have just awoken from me. I sat with her and we didn’t say anything. But it was as I thought it might be — I felt no jealousy or anger toward her, either. I was in fact delighted for her. I knew she had a hot, sexy date with an attractive and hot man. I leaned over and put a tiny kiss on her lips and I hushed her from saying anything.
And then, like everything else that weekend, I did something without thinking. I pulled her hand and pulled it again until she stood up with me. I knew she hadn’t been sleeping, but I allowed her to put on the sleepy act. I lead her through the doorway into the bedroom and I crawled onto the bed in front of her. But when she got the idea to join me, I quickly scooted to the side, and though we giggled quietly and squirmed against each other, I forced her in between Cedric and me.
We’d slept like that back in that apartment, but nothing ever happened, and it was always with me in between her and Cedric. Cedric always slept nude and Lena was in her sleeveless t and satin shorts. I didn’t know what I was going to do with her in there, and I knew Cedric was only pretending to sleep. But maybe because I had so much to process from earlier in the night, and probably because they had both just had orgasms, nothing came of it, just as nothing was expected to come of it. I’m not sure who was sleeping first, but we all slept for a few hours.
I was woken up by a moan. I blinked my eyes and saw that it was still dark out and the middle of the night. It was Lena who moaned, but before I could react she rolled over and moaned again, this time with her lips against mine, and we kissed. We had never kissed before, not like that, but this time, it was long and involved. She moaned inside the kiss, too, which stirred me deeply inside.
When I let my hand run down her body, I found the edge of her t and pulled on it. It came up easier than I expected. Cedric was lifting the other side, and together we lifted it off her body. He had been massaging her wonderful breasts and that was what caused the moan to wake me. She sank down on the pillows between us. I pulled my knees up to my chest and slipped my shorts off and nudged her. She understood and did the same, pulling her knees up and slipping her shorts off. I removed my t-shirt. All three of us were naked in bed together. It felt different, but it felt natural too.
I cupped my hand over her breast. It was different from mine, bigger, firmer. But it was soft and smooth and I caressed it. She moaned and arched her back under my touch. I reached over and found Cedric’s hand massaging her other breast. I moved my hand down over her ribs, and over her stomach. I was nervous but with Cedric there, I knew it wasn’t a case of discovering a different sexuality. It was only us three up there in that trance state having been through what we put ourselves through that night, and needing expression of some sort.
I pushed my hand down further and touched her between her legs. She inhaled like she’d been touched by a flame. I touched her again and found her smooth, silky pussy lips wet with her juice and hot like fire. She was wetter than I think I get. I slid a finger inside her and she gripped my wrist in both her hands tightly enough to break it.
My husband pulled all the sheets and blankets off — he was right, it was too hot. He went down on me between my legs and in no time at all, I was sucking air through my teeth and trying to hold on. Lena rolled sideways and kissed me fully with her tongue. I yearned for her like my husband had all that time. She was a sexy girl, that was never in doubt.
I shuddered when my husband relentlessly drove me over the edge and I laughed and sighed and massaged whatever body parts my hands found, whether mine, my husband’s or my friends, it wasn’t clear in the dark or in that middle-of-the-night trance state.
When my husband pushed Lena’s legs wider, her knee flopped onto my abdomen. I pulled it up to make her spread wider for him. When he poked at her with the head of his cock, I gripped his ass and pushed him. He leaned down low over both our bodies and when he kissed my mouth, I arched in response and could have bitten his face off, he turned me on so much.
I heard Lena tight against me gasp and groan deeply and I knew my husband had penetrated her. The bed rocked hard as he hefted his weight into her and she cried out without restraint. It was a good fucking. I pulled on his waist and made him fuck me a little, too. He went back and forth between us, fucking one and then the other of his two girls, his wife and her friend, spread across each other beneath him, kissing and touching each other.
In the morning, we drove back together in the front seat of the truck with Lena between us. We rode the first half hour like we had gone about tidying up and putting away the property — quietly, diligently, and purposefully. When Cedric came back from gassing up and paying inside and getting some road snacks, he wasn’t much surprised to find Lena and I fully making out with our hands up each other’s tops and down each other’s shorts.
When I came back from getting a picture from a cliff I always stopped at, I was not particularly surprised to find Cedric and Lena making out, and her fist pumping him inside his shorts. Nor was Lena surprised when she took over driving for a bit, and looked over her shoulder to discover me and Cedric fucking in the bed of the truck. She stopped in a some quiet private pull-out, and climbed through the slot window into the back to join us. We all ended up panting for breath, naked and sweaty.
“I mean,” I started speaking without thinking about what I was going to say first, as usual. “Duality is not necessarily the natural state. It’s actually rare in nature.”
“Maybe the caboose,” Lena said, spread out with her limbs languidly thrown over both our naked bodies, “is a special place where a different world occurs.”
Cedric and I both liked the sound of that. All three of us rode the rest of the way home smiling like three utterly fulfilled people.
It was too late when we finally got home — we stopped a lot — for Lena to drive her own car home. “Stay,” I said, and I pulled her by both hands stepping backward through the door to our master bedroom. Cedric only chuckled when he came out of the bathroom after showering to find his two girls in bed necking — and awaiting him.
The next day, it was still holidays and we drank and hung out and found Cedric’s old art stuff and we all made silly paintings together. Or posed for each other. Somebody gave us body paint for our wedding that we never opened yet. But we got into that too that day, with Lena, and ended up on the floor on a mat covered in paint, and writhing together and covered with each other.
When, by day three, Lena was still at our place and hadn’t made it home yet, we had a vote that went unanimous. She would move in with us. I mean, the king size bed we bought was big enough . . . . 




And Girlfriend Makes Three

“You two make a cute couple,” I chuckled at my husband Blake and my girlfriend Des. We knew each other longer than my husband and I did, ever since we were college roommates. I squinted at them and bit my little finger where I sat on the wicker chair rocking myself back and forth with my foot pushed into the edge of the big round egg chair they shared together.
I knew I would make them both uncomfortable — I was teasing them with what I secretly knew about both of them. But day one into our holiday together in Mexico — and several mai tais into the warm evening on the open veranda — put me in a teasing mood. The trip was supposed to be me and my two teacher friends, but Tina had to drop out. My husband was miraculously able to book days off during the spring school break, and neither me nor Des saw no problem with all of us sharing the b’n’b together just like her, me, and Tina were going to.
“You’re ridiculous,” Des rolled her eyes at me, but I saw her blush too. I knew she always had a thing for my husband and I loved teasing her about it. But I never teased her explicitly before right in front of him. I was having fun!
“Hold hands, let me see how you look,” I said, and I aimed the camera on my phone at them. Blake was stretched out with his arms folded behind his head where he propped himself up against the huge, soft pillows in the back of the egg chair. The sun was just going down and the sky was ablaze in oranges, yellows, and even some greens.
I reached with my leg and poked my toe into the sole of my husband’s foot where his ankles were crossed at the edge. “She’s cute, don’t you think?” I snorted and watched him through my phone.
“Abby,” Des glared at me and folded her arms over her chest, “I’m warning you.” She also glinted and grinned. She flared her eyes at me in secret too. She told me in confidence that being around my husband made her feel “ . . . you know!” she said. It was one of the discussions that surrounded the proposal that Blake could take Tina’s place when Tina had to back out.
“You know!” she repeated and shook her head at me. I pretended to be dim, but of course I knew. I thought it was endearing that she had the hots for my husband.
“I don’t know what you mean, Des!” I pleaded with her. But I couldn’t help tittering because I knew full well.
“You’re husband makes me wet, okay? Fuck sakes, Abby!” she turned away and covered her shy grin with her hand.
“And you’re worried about what might happen if we’re all in a room together in the b’n’b in Puerto Vallarta?” I snickered because I loved making her uncomfortable.
“You remember when we lived together in that place on 4th,” she looked up through her hair at me. She needn’t have said more. Who could forget that crazy time? We set things up with each of the guys we were dating then, to “cheat” with them without them knowing that it was all our doing. First I seduced her guy, with her watching, then she seduced my guy the very next night, with me watching. We were bad, bad girls back then!
My husband came back into the living room and Des shushed me with her wide eyes. “Unbelievably,” he said, sitting in the chair opposite us two on the couch back home, “those days were available for me to book off.” He gestured with his arms spread out. Days on school spring break were notoriously hard for him to book since all the families in the line crews at the hydro company snapped them up first. “Must have been a cancellation — got lucky,” he said. He booked them right away online.
“That’s it then,” I nodded with certainty. “It’s us three for PV!” Des squinted her eyes at me hard and pursed her lips. Her grin though was only half hidden.
Now we were six hours into the holiday relaxing on the beautifully private veranda surrounded by rustling palm fronds with some cool chill beats quietly droning on and I was feeling more and more like being badder and badder.
“Blake,” I said to my husband, still hiding my face behind my phone.
He raised his eyebrows but still didn’t open his eyes. We were all in so bad a need for a nice holiday. “Abby,” he said back to me.
Des fixed me with her glare and crossed her ankles with her arms laying back on pillows exactly parallel to my husband across the big round bed-chair. “Des has something to tell you,” I said.
Des gasped and flared her eyes at me. “Abby, you are so dead!”
“Des?” Blake said in the same bored tone he said my name in earlier.
“Abby’s being stupid,” she said.
“Okay then,” Blake said. “Situation normal, all fucked up.”
I slapped at his foot with my foot. “Des wants to kiss you,” I said. “But she doesn’t know how to ask.”
“Are you recording this?” Des shook her head at me. I laughed to the point of jiggling the camera uncontrollably. She looked so pissed!
Blake cracked one eye open and considered me at length through the camera. “You recording?” he said.
“For posterity,” I said. “So Des wants to kiss you,” I repeated. “Do you have anything to say about that?” I kicked him again. “Oh silent one?”
“That might have something to do with the fact that my wife is right here,” he said, and he closed his eye again.
“And the fact that she is trying to stir up shit,” Des glowered at me.
“Blake,” I said again in the same light, innocent tone.
“Abby,” he responded in imitation of me.
“If I asked you to do me a favor, would you do it?”
“Depends on what it is.”
“If you truly loved me,” I kicked his foot with my foot yet again, “it would be unconditional. It shouldn’t depend on anything.”
He raised his eyebrows with his eyes closed and said, “True that.”
Des nodded at me like she was deciding how she was going to kill me. “You better not,” she said to me quietly and menacingly as though my husband right beside her could not hear.
“I want you to kiss my very best friend Des. Would you do that for me, please?” I snickered some more holding the camera out in front of my face.
“Kind of need Des to give the okay,” he said not stirring.
“Is that how you kissed me the first time we kissed?” I poked and pushed his foot with mine. “Did you seek permission first?”
“No I did not,” he affirmed.
“No you didn’t, you just kissed me without asking or checking or even warning me.” It happened at the back of a hall at a big, raucous post-protest party. We talked about it often, and laughed. We were both supposedly with other people at the time — so, so bad!
“Des won’t say so, but she has always had the hots for you.”
“Abby! I am serious!” she scowled at me. “That was in strictest confidence!”
I saw my husband’s eyebrows shoot up and his one eye pop open again. She probably didn’t mean to confirm what I had just said, and I knew Blake was vain enough to love finding out that one of my friends liked him in that way.
I lowered the camera from my face. “Des, it’s holiday time. We’re all alone out here, it’s just us three. You get to kiss the man you keep staring at like that. Just do it. I know you want to. It’s free.”
She huffed and puffed and looked away but I saw the grin on her face and the glint out the corner of her eyes back at me. She shook her head and rolled her eyes.
“Blake, as your wife, I am asking you to kiss my best friend,” I nodded at him once and firmly.
He pushed himself up and pulled in his folding legs to lean back on his outstretched arms cross-legged. “If she consents,” he said.
“Des?” I called her.
She kept looking away but she pulled her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around them and rested her chin on her knee. “Abby?” she finally replied with pretended annoyance.
“Des, do you hereby take this man to hold you, to kiss you, and to do with you what he wants, till the end of the holiday do you part?”
She turned to Blake. “Do you believe this woman?”
“I live with it — it’s a fucking nightmare everyday,” he said.
“Des, do you . . . “ I started again, but she cut me off.
“Whatever Abby!” she half scowled and half grinned. I knew she wanted me to do it but she was too embarrassed to admit it.
“Blake,” I started.
“Abby,” he said again.
“Do you hereby take this woman to hold her down, to kiss her, and to do with her what you want, till the end of the holiday do you part?”
He chuckled and shook his head and they looked at each other. “She’s out of her mind,” he said to Des.
“She’s going to insist you say it, you know.”
“I know. I might as well get it over with,” he said to her. She shrugged.
“I do,” he said to me and then he and Des looked at each other.
“Well come on then, let’s get it over with,” she said, and she pushed her legs down and opened her arms.
Blake looked at me over his shoulder one more time as though checking that I was serious and, noting that I didn’t give any change of expression but only brought the camera tighter up to my face, he stretched his legs out too, and leaned over toward Des. They brought their faces together clumsily with both their eyes closed and they missed with their lips, but laughed, tried again, and gave each other the briefest, lightest kiss possible.
“Oh come on, a real kiss!” I said. “I’m your wife,” I said to Blake, “and I’m your best friend,” I said to Des. “I am the one telling you to do this. I know you both want to.” I pulled the phone away and gestured for them to come together. “Just do it, would you? The both of you!” I shook my head in mock disgust and settled back comfortably in my chair with my phone up again. “Annnd,” I grinned, “action!”
Des and Blake looked at each other and Des glanced down and bit her lip. She turned her face to me. “Must you record it?”
“I must,” I said to her.
They looked at each other again and then my husband reached out and cupped her cheek in his palm. She was unable to resist the touch and instinctively closed her eyes softly and rubbed her face in his hand like a cat to the pet. He pushed his hand under her hair and around the back of her neck and Des leaned onto her hands planted into the cushion between them and craned out with her neck to bring her face closer to his.
This time, when their lips touched, Des chirped a tiny, uncontrolled moan she cut short and reached her own hand around the back of Blake’s neck. It was a real kiss. Their lips opened to each other and their heads tilted oppositely. It lasted at least five seconds before they reluctantly parted. They both looked at me silently, stunned, and with their eyes equally dilated. The chemistry wasn’t just between them alone. I was also affected to an unanticipated degree.
I moved the phone from my face because they both seemed to be looking to me for commentary or direction. “Well,” I breathed out hard. “In the spirit of honesty, I just want to say, that was unexpectedly hot.”
They both chuckled nervously and looked down shyly.
I looked back and forth at them. They barely came apart and they both kept leaning far over their arms holding themselves up on the bed close together. There was nothing else for it. “Again,” I said, and I brought the phone back in front of my face.
Des looked at my husband and smiled more widely than I think she meant to. It was obvious how much she liked the kiss. And Blake was equally wide-eyed at her, probably not believing the kind of luck he walked into when he figured out a way to come with us to Mexico.
He reached again for her and this time Des shifted herself over the seat to be closer, and when she merely tapped his shoulder, he laid down sideways onto the pillows at the top. She followed him down to face him and when their knees bumped, she causally lifted one leg and they smoothly entwined their bodies. Their faces pressed into the soft white pillows an inch apart and Blake pushed his head toward hers and they kissed again. This one lasted far, far longer and was much more intense — and real.
I dropped my feet from the edge of the big round seat and leaned my elbows on my knees holding the camera in front of my face. Neither of them looked at me to check anymore. They broke the kiss, they chuckled, and they went right back into another kiss. My husband slid his hand from behind her neck down over her shoulder and across her back. They were both in t-shirts and shorts. Blake followed his movements exactly, dragging her hand from his neck, over his shoulders, and down his back.
“Take your shirt off,” I murmured softly to my husband. There was no more delay or resistance. My orders were as his commands. Lying on his side, he began to tug and squirm, until Des helped him, and laughing, she tugged it up and over his head inside out. She traced the ridges in his chest muscles and sexily drew her fingertip down into the ridges of his six-pack stomach with a coy giggle.
“You too, Des,” I said and I moved around the round bed-chair and filmed from behind the wicker lattice of the back for a more artsy angle. I was surprised at her. My best friend didn’t hesitate anymore than my husband did. She pushed herself up sideways and tugged her t-shirt off over her head and fluffed her hair before her hand fell back down onto my husband.
He had rolled onto his back and she conformed her body on it’s side against his, with her fingers splayed and exploring further down his stomach and over his abdomen and even to the edge of the waist of his shorts. She was wearing a very pretty, white floral pattern lace full-cup bra. She always had the sexiest underwear — she loved wearing it for no reason.
My husband’s hand drew up her back and down, and his fingers filched inside the waist of her shorts. I honestly had no plans beyond a kiss. That was all I was trying to tease out of them. It was all I wanted Des to enjoy. I didn’t even expect them to comply with that. Now that they were both topless, the energy infused within me and I lost all my inhibitions too.
“Take your shorts off, Blake,” I ordered him, and I stepped slowly up onto the edge of the big round cushion and stepped gingerly around their bodies filming straight down onto them. It was like we were communicating without words. They knew not to look up into the camera. They were undisturbed by their wife and their best friend literally hovering directly over them.
Blake lifted his hips by digging in his heels and head, and he unbuttoned, unzipped, and tugged them down his legs, kicking them off his toes so they flew away onto the deck somewhere in the dark. Des glanced accidentally at the camera but she couldn’t stop herself grinning. She glanced again up at the camera and this time she cupped her hand over the crotch of my husband’s tight colourful athletic shorts and she squeezed and moaned with emphasis.
“Des,” I said, not taking my eyes from my phone. My heart was pounding and the blood rushed to my head. The power of control over them was filling me with an unfamiliar strength. She copied Blake, rolling onto her back and lifting her hips on her heels and head, and she unbuttoned her white shorts all the way down, before writhing and squirming to work the tight, short denim off her ass and down her legs. She was wearing matching pristine white floral lace panties and the glow of her bra and panties on the big round bed under the stars of the hot night in Mexico was spellbinding. I didn’t tell her to take her shorts off and I wasn’t going to. But when she did, I didn’t stop her.
I’d always thought, and I said it to her a number of times over the years, that I wasn’t lesbian, but if I ever was, it would be because of her. We played in bed a few times and kissed and tickled each other, but it was always stopped before anything serious took place. The energy was always there, though, and even without talking or asking about it, we both knew there was a risk between us that if we weren’t careful, we might end up doing something that could be consequential, at least emotionally. I had zero attraction to any other female, but to Des? It was dangerous.
When they rolled on their sides and faced each other again, their hands roamed freely over their bodies and I moved like some auteur over them, twisting around slowly and methodically, ducking down and rising high getting my husband and my friend at every angle as they came tightly together and stroked their bodies.
Des slid her knee up between Blake’s leg and when she reached the apex, she pressed and rubbed him there. His erection was plainly obvious. I took the camera away from my face and tried to catch my breath. I’d never seen my husband with another woman, other than hugging Des like a friend. I knew he had girlfriends before me, of course, but I was never one of those girls who tried to torture herself by imagining how they did it. I never even bothered to watch porn other than by mistake, and when shows captured a couple in bed doing it, I was curious, but I wasn’t exceptionally turned on. It lacked the emotional involvement.
Standing over top my friend Des who I clearly had a thing for, and my husband, who I loved completely and trusted even more so, was an experience replete with emotions. But I wasn’t angry or jealous as one might suppose you’d be seeing what I was seeing. I was instead as though drugged with a substance called “pure unadulterated joy.” It was an overwhelming sensation and I struggled to bring the camera back to my eye as though I had a serious job to do filming the two lovebirds making out on the bed at night outside.
I didn’t have to say anything this time: Des pushed the waist of my husband’s underwear and he lifted his knees to his chest and whipped them off before I had a chance to say yay or nay. Had I started something that was quickly getting out of my control? I was losing my breath.
Des threw a leg over Blake’s lap and sat up on him. She petted his cock, big and hard, against her panties and stomach and looked down on him below her with obvious sexual excitement. He barely touched her breasts and she shut her eyes and jutted her chest. He reached behind her back and she collapsed onto her hands and knees and kissed his mouth with sloppy enthusiasm. He unclasped her bra and she quickly shivered her body to bring the slackened ribbony straps down her arms and to make the cups of her bra fall away from her bare breasts. She lifted one hand and then the other and he helped take the bra away from her to drape it over the pillows beside them.
I dropped down on my knees and moved from a close-up on her vacated bra to her fingers clenching in the sheet, up her arm, and to her face. She looked at the camera, not at me, and in her eyes was the picture of lust. I smiled at her and she smiled back with some shyness. She knew I was right — she was loving every second of it.
I moved my camera’s eye down the front of her exquisite body that I never touched, not naked, but had so wanted to so often, to the top of her glowing panties, and then to my husband’s cock that she stroked and pulled and pushed against her crotch. I moved up his body — exquisite too, toned, strong, rippling, up to his chest, his straining neck, and to his face. He smiled at the camera too. He never came out and said to me that he lusted for my friend, but I knew he never minded when she was over. He was a good husband — he kept it under wraps.
I pulled away and sat on a little table beside the bed-chair. My husband’s hands massaged my friend’s nude breasts and my friend massaged and rubbed my husband’s naked cock. Des arched her back and moaned. She turned her face toward me and in her eyes and curving brows was such a need I nearly cried. She shivered and tugged his cock and her hands shook like courses of electricity flowed through her in waves. I knew what her glassy and dilated eyes were asking.
I looked at Blake, and he had exactly the same look, dilated, needful, and steaming. I realized I had set off a chain of reactions that I didn’t have any control over anymore. I knew they were going to do it no matter what I said now, and they were right to. I set that train in motion and I could hardly blame them for rolling it downhill. It would be cruel beyond description to order them to stop now, and even worse, they probably wouldn’t or couldn’t, and then we’d have that conflict on top of it all. I couldn’t say “No” and nor could they stop themselves if I did. It was merely polite to look at me as though asking, and it was merely polite of me to nod back, as though saying “yes.”
When Blake slipped his hands down her waist and poked his fingers under the edge of her panties, she pushed her hands into his shoulders under her and lifted her body like a jackknife. He eased her panties over her ass and she slowly drew one knee forward and then the other working her panties down her legs, and off her feet. He helped her, puling them off and tossing them over her bra on the pillows beside them.
There was nothing left between them. She sat down on his lap and tickled his prick with her nails and she pressed it against her now bare pussy. I slipped down onto my knees beside the bed partly for the angle at the surface, and partly because I’d lost the strength in my legs. The two people whose bodies I most yearned for — my husband, and my friend — were embracing naked in front of me. It was at once the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, under the dark sky and reaching fronds of palms, and the scariest — my best friend was going to fuck my husband. I knew it and I couldn’t prevent it.
I tried to say “stop” but when I opened my mouth no voice came out. I tried to reach forward to tap Des on the shoulder, to wave her off my husband, but when I held out my arm, it fell as though weirdly unconnected to me. My head swirled and my back wavered. I tried to get my husband’s attention with my hand but it wouldn’t wave. I looked at it and gasped — nothing moved on me.
Des leaned over and kissed my husband again before she lifted her hips and shifted forward. I collapsed further on the side of the bed behind their bodies and my head grew too heavy to hold up on my neck, and it fell so my cheek landed sideways on the bed behind my friend’s back. I could barely keep my eyelids up but even in the dark of the night and through the dark in my vision, I could see her painted silver fingernails glint with starlight where she wrapped her hand around his cock, reaching down and between her legs.
I tried again to plead with her to stop, but all I did was exhale a hot breath. I tried again to tap her leg or his hand but all I managed was to barely lift one finger before my hand slipped off the bed and fell like a lifeless appendage into my lap. I thought it would be teasing to make them kiss. I thought it would be cute to take a picture of them with obvious lust for each other. I thought it would be exciting to watch them deny their mutual desires.
When Des moaned long and deeply, I knew that she was beyond stopping. She raised herself again and tucked my husband’s cock under her hips and lowered her body over him. I tried to close my eyes but nothing worked. I watched my friend’s pussy lips stretch around the bulbous and shining head of my husband’s cock and I watched as, wet, they slid down past his ridge, over his shaft, and further down until he completely disappeared inside her. The gasp and moan she emitted was the definition of ecstasy.
I exhaled and tried to pull my jellied body from the edge of the bed but it was as though I were staked there against my will, with my eyes propped open and my mouth stuffed with dry cloth. Des pulled up and Blake’s cock emerged from inside her glistening from her excessive wetness. I inhaled like someone run through with a sword and Des collapsed on Blake again, consuming his cock in her pulsating, grasping pussy all over again. 
My husband and my friend fucked vigorously in front of me. She cried and whimpered and thrusted her body at him with no further constraint. It was animalistic and wild, their mutual grunts and gasps filling the covered private space with lust in sight, sound and smell. My husband rolled my friend over and she thrusted her legs into the air when he pummelled her on her back between her legs. The slaps embarrassed me. I worried the neighbours would know what awful thing was taking place.
I was relieved when he grunted in the familiar way and when Des stopped breathing. I watched my husband’s cum gush from the corners of my friend’s pussy and I listened to her orgasm hard and deeply, and then I watched them laugh joyfully, kiss and embrace, and sprawl together and entangle, familiar lovers already. They had forgotten I was there at all. Amazingly, my hand, I noticed as though it was someone else’s, stayed gripped on the phone, and the camera stayed in recording mode the whole terrible, beautiful  way.
When we all got to the restaurant table far in the corner away from everyone else with our late night treats and snacks, we all hunched over and silently filled ourselves greedily like a crew rescued from a lost ship. Finally sitting back and brave enough to face each other, Des was first to speak.
“So that just happened, then,” she said, and after two or three beats, all three of us burst out laughing.
Blake stopped and stared at me with careful eyes. “I don’t think you expected that, did you.”
I reached out and covered his hand in mine. “To be honest, no, but in retrospect, I guess I should have.”
“I told you,” Des shook her head at me, “I liked him. What did you think was going to happen?”
“I know Des, I know,” I reached out and took her hand in mine as well. “It’s nobody’s fault. It happened. Let’s accept it.”
“Are you sure you’re not mad I fucked your husband?” she said.
I had to laugh. It was such a straight up, unvarnished question. “I’m glad we got it out of the way, right?” I said to her. “You two were going to be staring and toying with each other the whole time we were down here, and now this way, we got it out of the way, right?”
“So you don’t mind what happened?” Blake said.
“I actually like it,” I had to shrug. “It was fucking hot watching you and Des fuck. I mean, I can’t be mad, can I? I invited you to.”
Des squeezed my hand and looked at me through the tops of her eyes. “He’s not bad, either,” she said with a grin. “Like you said.”
“Wait,” Blake pulled his hand from mine, “you talk about me with her?”
“Of course I do, all women do,” I said to him.
“All women talk about me?” he recoiled his head.
Des and I laughed out loud and bounced the sides of our heads together and kissed and looked at Blake, so confused on the other side of the table. We held hands and rubbed our thumbs over each other’s knuckles under the table. “He’ll do in a pinch, won’t he,” I said to Des with an admiring smile.
She turned to murmur in my ear just loud enough for him to hear, and with her eyes glinting at him. “He does better than just in a pinch,” and we both laughed again. 
In the b’n’b, the plan was for Blake and I to have the bedroom and Des was happy on the big couch in the living room. “But come on,” I said, shows first.”
I patted the bed between Blake and I where we were already sitting up against pillows ready to watch a show. It was like she was our kid or something, the way she laughed and crawled up between us. Her and I were both in our panties and halter tops, and Blake was only in his underwear and t-shirt. The show had barely begun before everyone was stripped to bare and writhing around on the bed together, nobody, in our joint tiredness from such a long day both from travelling and emotionally sure where their own body and limbs ended and another’s began.
It was slow, gentle, and intoxicating. I licked my friend’s pussy as my husband reamed me from behind, my friend sucked his dick as I kissed him kneeling against him, and at one point, us two girls laid on our backs with our legs spread and entwined with each others, holding hands and kissing and both of us writhing and pushing our pussies up to him begging him — not entirely facetiously — to fuck the one and not the other like we were fighting for his cock. He of course plundered one pussy and pulled out to pummel the other until we were both wild with arousal. We slept together in the bed, as one.
In public we kept it clean at first, Blake and I hand in hand with our friend beside us. Other times, Blake and Des walked hand in hand with me trailing. Soon it was all three of us with hands around each other’s waists and glued at the hips. We danced at the clubs that way too, me and Des making out together, or me and Blake, or he and Des, and finally, throwing pretence to the wind, all three of us together.
Making love and eating and exploring together felt as natural as two legs, Des and I, on one body, Blake. It felt more natural than being apart. We all hung around nude in the suite and we showered in the huge and rain-themed shower.
Blake inherited his parents house, a massive old thing a half hour out of town in rolling green hills. We didn’t even use half the rooms, keeping the doors closed. It was perfectly natural that Des move in with us — she lived in an unhappy apartment in a noisy part of town. We didn’t discuss what the arrangement was, and we didn’t define it. But Des and I already knew we worked well together, having been roommates for almost three years.
We had so many rooms, that each of us had an office, and when Des said it felt awkward when she wanted to come find Blake, I had the perfect solution.
“Why don’t we all have our own bedrooms,” I stated over breakfast.
“That’s weird,” Blake said.
“And how we live already isn’t?” Des pointed out.
“So you and I sleep separately?” he asked me.
“Lots of couples do, but nobody really talks about it. I mean, sleep is one thing, sex is another. I actually miss being able to flop around and not have to worry about smacking you.”
“She hits me hard in the middle of the night,” he pointed out to Des.
“I know!” she howled. “We had plenty of times sharing a bed in Europe or wherever, and I have the scars to show for it.”
“So I toss and turn,” I rolled my eyes sheepishly. “But maybe it would be fun — creeping into each other’s rooms.” I meant Des and me too, not just always involving Blake.
Sometimes Blake and Des would leave the huge living room hand in hand, and ask me I wanted to join, and sometimes I did, and sometimes I didn’t. Sometimes it was me and Blake, and sometimes I told Des it was a husband and wife night only. And sometimes, it was Des and me making out on the couch and kicking Blake out, or taking it to one of our rooms, and locking him out. And sometimes it started like that, before one of us would go get him to finish things off. Licking and kissing and touching is good. A big hard and eager cock is sometimes called for, though.
Other teachers knew Des moved in with us, but nobody needed to know what went on inside our closed doors and nobody, as far as we knew, suspected things because the house was so big and sprawling it made perfect sense that we’d rent a room out to a friend. We often had parties there too — the kitchen was massive, probably for feeding a crew back when it was the centre of a vast working farm.
“How many bedrooms are in this crazy place?” Tina asked incredulously after getting lost on a bathroom trip.
“I don’t even know,” I had to shrug. “But even with Des and everyone with their own office, there’s still doors that never get opened.”
Tina was another friend from work, though she had moved to another school in the last few years. She didn’t go to college with Des and I, but she was down and dirty with us in the staff room when she worked with us, and we were all kindred spirits.
I leaned in close to her and whispered a secret we didn’t tell too many people about. If they knew the jealousy would be too much. “Blake also inherited a gorgeous cottage on one of the islands. His parents built it a long time ago.”
“So lucky!” she slapped my arm.
Without thinking, I pulled her near me again and whispered further in her ear. “Me, Des and Blake are heading over the first weekend of summer break. Lot’s of room for you if you want to come.”
I knew Blake liked her. She was small with short broom-cut bleach blonde hair, young and athletic. She coached the volleyball teams every year. The week at the cottage would give me a chance to see how it might all work out, if maybe she wanted to move in with all of us in the big house too. There was room, of course, but there was also my curiosity about her.
I mean, there isn’t a law against it, is there?
I went to find Blake and Des and huddled with them in the corner of the kitchen. “Anybody against bringing Tina with us to the cottage on the weekend?” They both looked at me hard because they both knew what it meant. “We do have the room for her here,” I shrugged.
Blake puffed air out his mouth and raised his eyebrows. Des slapped his stomach. “Oh come on, you can do it, stud,” she laughed. “I see the way you look at her.” I was amazed how much Des treated him like a husband.
Blake and I met gazes with a lingering look before I grinned and shook my head at him. “You’re welcome!” I sneered with a smile, and I went to find Tina.




What’s a Hotwife Among Friends?

Quinn brought over some private-label beers while Jenne and I were laying out the array of mini-neopolitan pizza toppings for a roof-top stone-oven party.
“Nice pieces you got going on in there,” he said, toting his heavy bag and hooking his thumb over his shoulder. Jenne and I converted an old car-mechanic’s garage into our modern home with an adjoining art studio in the car bays. Even though we all went in different career directions after college— Quinn became an instructor at the college, my Jenne became a school teacher, and I hacked away moderately successfully selling art — we stayed in close touch, Jenne and I eventually deciding to just get it over with and marry.
He brushed behind Jenne and pinched her ass making her jerk up from where she was bending over the counter to chop green onions. “Watch it, knife in play!” she shouted at him without looking.
“Can you please make your wife not dress in such a hot fucking outfit, Jesus, Gil,” he said, pulling open the fridge and loading it up. “It’s getting outta control,” he mumbled as though to himself but loud enough for both of us to hear.
She did look pretty hot in her black-with-pink floral patterned backless romper and bare feet, all toenails and fingernails painted frosted gleaming white. She chirped with a grin, stuck her ass out and bumped him chest-first into the fridge. “You’re the one getting out of control,” she said, turning around and leaning on the counter to eat the end of a sausage she’d sliced up. She propped one foot on top of her other foot and swung the knee back and forth like a front yard gate caught in the wind. “You even getting laid at all these days?” she asked him in mock seriousness before chuckling at her own humour.
I was mincing garlic on the other end of the counter. “Don’t you worry about ol’ Quinny boy there, he gets laid plenty,” I snickered. “New crop of prey every fall, isn’t that the way you high fallutin’ college instructors think?”
He closed the fridge door behind him with his foot and cracked open three bottles. He reached over my wife’s head to slide out from the overhead rack three stemmed beer glasses. “It’s always the one you don’t hear coming that gets you, too,” he said.
Jenne jabbed him with her long fingers in his side under his ribs and made him crunch down in reflex reaction. She tittered and when he reached again, she tickled him again, making him crunch down and stay down this time.
“You got a problem missy?” he said to her with his head turned sideways close to the surface of the counter.
“Nope,” she couldn’t stop giggling.
He suddenly grabbed her side below her ribs and she shrieked and doubled over. Jenne was always excessively ticklish. But she had enough control left in her to grab right back at his sides with both her hands. They both laughed and contorted and fought for control of each other’s spasmodic bodies.
“Children, children,” I shouted above their squeals and squirms and I lifted my chopping board high over their heads to pass between them to the table where we set things out for going up the ladder to the roof. Jenne shrieked and twisted around bumping my arm and sending half the minced garlic to the floor.
“That’s just great,” I said. I set the block down and tossed the roll of paper towels at her.
“Way to go, loser,” she scowled playfully at Quinn before squatting down to wipe it up.
“You know,” he said to me with sudden seriousness, “I worry about the kids, if this is what they get for grade three teachers these days.”
She snapped her hand at his waist and quickly pulled his jogging pants out and shoved the paper towel and minced garlic down his pants and patted the front of his groin for good measure. She shrieked with laughter and rolled onto her back between us on the floor with her knees up and her arms over her head.
Quinn just left the garlic and paper towel inside his pants and leaned back against the counter to pour out a beer into a glass. He handed one to me and got down another glass and I leaned against the stove and faced him. We clinked glasses with my wife still laying on the floor between our feet.
“It’s a holistic eduction her kids get, I guess,” I said, draining back a gulp of his newest favourite cottage-industry beer. I gently brought my bare foot down on Jenne’s stomach and rubbed and rolled her. She was still incapacitated with laughter and my tickling toes weren’t helping.
Quinn looked down at her and used his bare big toe to pull away the edge of the bottom of her romper to reveal the sides of her white panties below. “Look at that,” he said and he whistled.
“You pervs!” she shouted still rolling on her back with her knees up and arms flailing at her sides trying to chase my feet from her body.
“Somebody must think they’re getting laid tonight,” Quinn said seriously to me. “Why else is she putting on her special wedding-night panties?”
I smirked and giggled and tipped the edge of my glass to his as he finished his pour. “No wonder you don’t get laid, buddy, you talk like it’s the 19th century. Who the fuck . . . “ I tried to say, but I broke down laughing. “ . . . who the fuck calls them ‘wedding night panties’?” I bent over and jiggled silently I was laughing so hard.
“You think this loser got to fuck me in these on our wedding night?” Jenne squealed from the floor between us as she stretched out the bottom of her romper and yanked up the waist of her thong panties.
“What did you get to fuck her in then?” he asked me, crossing his arms over his chest and holding his beer glass on his forearm trying hard not to laugh.
Jenne reached up with her extending leg to plant her toes in my crotch and massage me from below. She crossed her arms under her head. “He can’t show you,” she said to him with her eyes on mine. “They’re full of dried blood now — my virgin deflowering destroyed them.”
“Jesus, Gil, your wife, I’m telling you, there’s a problem with her,” he said in a mock-hushed tone as though she wasn’t able to hear him. “She takes a beautiful thing and makes it ugly.”
“Nothing ugly about it,” she said rolling her eyes from below us over to Quinn’s eyes and she lifted her other leg to push her foot in the same way into his crotch to massage him there. He allowed it, looking down at her with pursed lips. “A girl’s first time is special and magic for her,” she said in a soft, deeply thoughtful tone.
“You mean the first time when you actually got the name of the guy having at you?” he deadpanned down to her.
“Hey,” I said, pouring back a good gulp in my mouth. “Language! She’s not a minor, but she acts like one.”
“Look man,” he said, “I didn’t want to tell you at the time,” he shrugged and followed suit with his glass of beer, pouring it back in his throat “But your wife down there,” he said gesturing with a nod to Jenne on the floor. “She was, how you say in your language . . . “ he rubbed his fingers together with eyes squinting to the corner of the ceiling, “ . . . a fucking slut at college,” he spoke flatly and directly at me.
“Hey!” Jenne said. “I might have been a harlot,” she rolled over onto her hands and knees and chose then to do a yoga stretch that was very much akin to a woman pleading to be fucked from behind. “Perhaps even a hussy,” she pulled herself up to kneeling and gripped Quinn’s thighs in both her hands to steady herself and pull herself up onto one foot.
“A floozy, I would call it,” I nodded.
She dragged her body hard up against Quinn’s, pressing the palms of her hands into his thighs and over his abdomen. “A floozy, sure,” she said, bringing her face up over his stomach and chest. She trailed her lips up into his neck and over his jaw and against his cheek.
“A loose woman,” I nodded and tilted my glass of beer at Quinn.
He tried hard to ignore what Jenne was doing to him. She cupped his balls in her hand and squeezed him as she stuck her tongue out and drew a long, languid lick across his lips. She laid her elbows onto his shoulders, flicked her wrists over to play her fingers in his hair, and dragged a heel up the back of his calf. “A loose woman,” she groaned close to his ear. “If you will,” she nodded.
“I know it, buddy,” I said, shaking my head like someone who learned hard lessons in life. “And I am reminded of it every night,” I grinned and still shook my head.
“You mean you still have to leave a twenty on the dresser every time?” he asked with mock incredulousness.
“Hey!” she stopped licking him and slapped his face and gripped his jaw. “I was a lot of things,” she said to him, pushing his hair around and pressing her body hard into his. She dug her heel hard into his ass. “But I was never!” she grabbed his jaw firmly to make him face her directly from an inch away, “a whore!” She flung her head back and flicked her long hair off her neck.
She spun around and pressed her ass hard back into his crotch and clasped his hips behind hers, opening up her chest and spreading her legs widely. “Tell him darling!” she said in a bad French accent, and she shook her hair behind her swaying head, flipping it all over his face. “Tell him I was never a whore!”
“It’s true,” I shrugged at Quinn. “She gave it away for free every time.”
She reached behind her to find his wrists and she pulled his arms around her body to make him hold her over her stomach before twisting around and lifting her face up to his. She cupped his jaw and reached with her mouth to kiss him on his lips long and passionately. “You hear that? It was always free! Always!” she barked at him. “Except of course for . . . “ she trailed off.
“Except for?” he squinted down at her face.
She turned back to me and rested her hands on his forearms after he tightened his hug around her waist. They swayed together as she rubbed her ass against his crotch. She suddenly switched to a serious voice. “I can’t remember — did I ever fuck Quinn?”
“What the fuck are you asking him for?” Quinn shook his head. “Don’t you know who you fucked?”
“Don’t be ridiculous,” she said to him half over her shoulder. “We share everything. We even made a list one night of all the people we could remember we ever fucked just so we’d know in case we ever ran into them,” she lifted her shoulders high and dropped her face with a tongue-nipping grin. “Didn’t we baby?” she bent over laughing. “Fucking stupid night that was!”
“I suppose she could ask you,” I said.  “I’m pretty fucking sure you wouldn’t forget a night with that fucking whore if she did fuck you,” I said.
She laughed harder and bent over further to reach between her legs and between his too  before she came back up arching her chest out far and lifting her arms high to drop them folded behind his head. “I told you,” she could barely stop laughing, “I’m not a fucking whore!” She pulled Quinn’s face over her shoulder and she snorted at me as she pulled the wide side of her romper around her breast, exposing her lacy black bra to both of us. “But nobody forgets their night with the Vixen of Virginia Beach.”
“I believe that would be true,” Quinn said meekly.
She smiled at me dreamily and pushed her body against Quinn’s behind her. She clasped his hands in hers and pushed them through the sides of her romper and closed them around the cups of her bra. “Anything feel familiar yet?” she said to him with her eyes and smile on me. “Try to focus,” she said in her bad French accent again. “You must be sure.”
“I’m getting a read, but . . . ” he shook his head. “. . . it’s dim.”
I snorted. “Well just take your time, there buddy,” I said.
She kept staring at me, even licking her top lip all the way around with the tip of her tongue and half closing her eyes as Quinn contented to feel her breasts. She reached behind her neck and pulled loose the knot that help up the halter front of her romper. It fell around her waist and she spread her legs wider around his, she arched her back deeper, and she lifted her arms behind his head again and pulled harder on his hair. She inhaled through her nose deeply and groaned loudly. “Maybe this will help you,” she said in a near-whisper.
“Yeah, no,” he said, running his hands over her breasts, over her bra, “now I’m just kind of distracted by the fact your making me feel you up right in front of your husband.”
She twisted around to face him and kept a tight hold of his head as she lifted herself on her toes to kiss him deeply, and long, on the mouth. “He doesn’t care,” she tickled his lips with her tongue. Quinn’s hands fell down her back and he pulled her close to him wrapping his arms around her slender waist. “Just watch,” she said, and she slowly wriggled her hips as she tugged at the waist of her romper until it came down over her ass and slipped down her legs to the floor. She lifted it on her heel that she bent up behind her and pushed her leg out toward me. I took the romper from her foot and folded it over my arm and drank another gulp of beer. “See?” she said to him.
“Dude your wife is molesting me and I’m not comfortable with it,” he said.
“If I had a dollar for every time a guy told me that,” I shook my head back at him and shrugged with a helpless smirk.
Jenne snorted and fell harder back against Quinn. She twisted her head around and began lifting his t-shirt up over his body. She twisted his nipple and when he yelped, she slapped him on the stomach. “Don’t be a baby,” she said to him looking at me. “I think I fucked just about all your friends, but you know, I don’t think I ever fucked Quinn here for some reason,” she squinted at me struggling to recall the not-so-distant past.
“Well he’s an ugly motherfucker for one thing,” I shrugged. “And he’s seriously cognitively delayed, right? So, no big surprise really."
She pulled his shirt over his head and then ran her hands inside the waist of his jogging pants. She stayed pressed against him and twisted around to me. “He’s not developmentally delayed from a physical perspective, I don’t think,” she said in a serious clinical-like voice. I could see her hand bulge inside the crotch of his pants.
“Well let’s see,” I said. “Let’s check him out.”
“Fuck you guys,” he drank back a deep swing of beer.
“Right here?” she said, and her question was two-fold, as in, Within the little play we were playing? but also seriously, between her and I: she was asking me if I meant for her to strip him down.
“If you didn’t fuck him, I’m pretty sure nobody did,” I shrugged with bulging eyes. “You’d have to be too drunk to fuck to fuck a drunk like him,” I said. Quinn clinked glasses with me, acknowleging how good that one was.
She inhaled a gasp sharply through her mouth falling open wide. “Do you think he’s a . . . “ she said, before silently mouthing the word “virgin.”
“You could be his first,” I nodded with a wink to her.
She spun around back toward him and gasped again deeply. “Can I be your first?” She held him against herself tightly and twisted her face back to me. “Please, please!” she whined at me. “Can I be his first? Let me be his first!” she cried and stomped her foot.
“Alright, alright,” Quinn waved his hand and tried to pull away from Jenne. “You guys are too much, I’m fucking tapping out.”
She rotated her hips and cupped both her hands inside his pants. “Let me just look at it, maybe I’ll recognize it, and then we’ll know for sure.”
“Sweat to god, Gil,” he looked at me with exasperation on his face.
“Just let her have a look, what’s the harm in that?” I said.
My wife chuckled deeply and demurely. “Come on, Quinn,” she said to him privately with her face up against his. “Don’t be shy about getting hard, either. Lots of guys do.” She sounded so genuinely sympathetic.
“I’m not shy about that,” he said with a hint of genuine nervousness in his voice. “I’m shy about how small the little thing is.”
We all laughed hysterically. Finally Jenne pulled out his pants and slid the waist down off his ass and half-way down his thighs. It was no big deal to me, we’d been on enough teams together and in enough change rooms. I chuckled at my wife having her teasing fun. She was on that night, she was on another level. If ever there was a girl who was one of the boys, Jenne was it.
“Don’t be shy about that,” she shook her head with concern at him. “They’re all beautiful, in their own way,” she said cooly and with heavy breath.
With his mouth pulled to the side and like a ventriloquist trying to hide his words, he squeezed out, “Your husband is looking right at us. I thought we were going to hide this.”
She tucked her hands inside his underwear and looked over her shoulder and through her fallen strands of hair at me. “Who him?” she dropped her eyes down and back up my body where I stood leaning on the stove as though assessing the risk I represented. She turned back to him. “He’s a cuckold,” she said to him softly. “He’s one of those weird guys who likes to watch his wife . . . “ she said, before raising herself on her toes and pressing her mouth to his ear. “ . . . fuck other guys,” she said just loud enough for me to hear.
I tilted my glass at my lips and hid my half-smirk. Jenne slipped her hands inside the waist of his shorts again and poked them through the leg holes, pressing her palms down his legs, hard into his thighs.
“Wait, are you guys being serious right now?” Quinn grinned sideways and skeptically. “Wouldn’t put it past you, fucking artistes like you, always up to weird-ass shit,” he said.
Jenne pushed his shorts off his ass and down his thighs far enough, they fell the rest of the way themselves. He calmly stepped out of them and was now naked. He held out one arm in a “ta-da!” gesture. Jenne herself was only in her panties. I was aware they were pressing their nearly naked bodies tightly together. I looked through my sideways narrow eyes and drank another gulp.
“It’s true,” she groaned. “He gets off on watching,” she groaned to him still close to his ear.
“Time out,” Quinn said. “I feel things are getting a little out of hand here. I am a simple man,” he said imitating Forrest Gump’s voice.
I agreed with Quinn, things were getting close to some sort of edge, but I wasn’t going to be the one to say so. I didn’t know where Jenne was taking things, but I didn’t want to be the one to call her off. She’d never let me live it down and the both of them would get the last laugh on me. I had a reputation to protect as the artiste in the group.
“Jenne and I invited you over to tell you something,” I nodded seriously to him, deciding to up the ante on her.
Jenne shot me a glance and poked her shoulders up and bit her tongue. She turned back to Quinn. “Yes,” she said. “We wanted to spice up our marriage a little . . . “ she began and I cut her off.
“. . . we’d been watching this show . . . “
She cut me off right back: “ . . . and this couple,” she reached between his legs and pulled his cock, fondled it, grasped it in both her hands and stroked it. “They did this thing where . . . “
“. . . where the husband sort of loaned out his wife,” I finished her sentence.
She pulled his cock and swayed her body against his. “That’s right,” she nodded innocently at him. “He loaned out his wife to his best friend,” she said tilting her head to the side. “And we thought,” she licked her lips and pushed her body harder against his, and began to bend her knees. “We thought, ‘Hey, we could try that, but who could we try that with?’ I said to Gil.”
“And we thought immediately of you, buddy,” I gestured with my hand magnanimously to him.
“I can’t fucking tell if you guys are joking or not anymore,” he gritted his teeth.
Jenne slid all the way down to her knees and looked up at him with her chin on his abdomen. “Does this feel like a joke to you?” she said in that ridiculous French accent again, and then she immediately sank her lips around the head of his cock and pushed her face until she took him entirely in her mouth.
Until she did that, I thought it was a joke, but as soon as she did it, there was something suddenly very not joking about it.  “Holy fuck, Jenny,” I blurted out.
She pulled her mouth off Quinn’s cock and Quinn huffed and puffed like a sprint runner and gripped the edge of the counter behind him to hold himself up.
Jenne held his now slick and spittle-covered cock against her face and turned around to look up at me. “What?” she curled her bottom lip between her rows of teeth. “It’s just Quinn. Does it really matter?”
Before I could find my voice to answer, she turned back to him and opened wide. She moaned this time as she pushed her lips down the length of his shaft, this time pulling back, but not off before plunging back down further yet, to the point her full and rosy lips kissed the base of his cock.
“Jenne, what the fuck are you doing?” I gasped. I stepped half way across the floor but I only hovered my hands over her shoulders without touching her.
“Uh, dude,” Quinn said to me, looking up from where he’d been staring down at the top of my wife’s bobbing head, and to his cock that disappeared over and over inside her grasping lips. “What’s happening right now?”
I wrapped my hands around her ribs under her armpits and Jenne finally came off Quinn’s cock and stood up, twisting around to lean her limp body against mine. She moaned through a wide grin she pressed into my neck. “Why did you stop me?” she nearly whispered into my ear. “It’s what you wanted,” she added.
Quinn reached down to the floor and began poking his foot through the leg hole of his underwear to get himself dressed again, but Jenne twisted around in my arms and leaned against me to push her foot out and to hook her toes over the waist of his shorts to keep Quinn from pulling them up. “Leave them off,” she said. She reached behind her back and started to work my pants down my hips behind her. “Let’s just all get naked, why can’t we?” she groaned.
“I don’t know, Jenne,” I said. “Seems like it’s taking things a bit far.” I pried her hands off my pants.
“You know what they say,” she said to me rotating in my arms and pushing her face into my cheek. Every time Quinn tried to bend over and pull his shorts up, Jenne poked her foot over and tugged them down with her toe.
“What do they say,” I played along with her.
“If the wife isn’t getting what she wants at home . . . “
I wrapped my arm around her waist as though things were normal and my wife weren’t naked and she leaned against the counter beside me staring at Quinn who gave up and stood opposite us completely naked and no longer caring. He drank a big swig of beer.  She suddenly drove her hands down her sides and under the waist of her panties, thrusting them down her legs and off her feet. “There, now we’re even, so our guest doesn’t have to feel uncomfortable,” she said, and she brought my hand back around her waist and leaned back into me, now completely naked just like Quinn.
“If the wife isn’t getting what at home?” I said to her, afraid to ask but equally afraid to leave that line hanging unfinished like that.
“I know you cheated on me,” she said, gazing over at Quinn and running her eyes up and down his body. She patted my stomach. “Don’t get started, it’s okay, I understand,” she said.
I had — it’s hard not to when you’re at gallery openings all the time. I burbled something by way of protest, but formed no real words because I knew I couldn’t deny it, though the urge to add lying to my cheating crimes was strong.
“And though I haven’t cheated on you,” she rotated gently in my arms and kissed my cheek, “I’ve certainly come close.”
“Seriously?” I said.
“I haven’t, that’s enough, isn’t it?” she snorted. “Besides, you’re not in a position to judge are you.” She took my glass from me and drank back a long gulp of my beer. “But close,” she stated it again, “yes.”
“Why?” I asked.
Quinn cleared his throat. “Should I even be here?” he said. He reached down again for his clothes.
“Leave them off,” Jenne said to him softly. “I could ask you ‘Why?’ as well, but I don’t have to because I don’t care.”
I held her waist in my hand but I grew nervous about what was happening.
She patted my stomach and turned toward me and draped both her hands over my one shoulder and rested her chin on the back of her hand. “I know you love me, I know it’s just recreational, I know it’s just the old you getting out to stretch his legs.” She raised herself and kissed my cheek. “We don’t lose our wanderlust on the day we get married. In fact . . . ” she turned again and faced Quinn. “. . .  nothing much changes in our personalities the day we get married, even though we’re all supposed to pretend it does.”
“True that, probably,” I agreed with her.
“You got around a lot before and you loved the fun of it, I know that didn’t change. How could it,” she said. She lifted her leg again and reached with her outstretched toe to touch Quinn’s stomach with it, then the front of his hip, and then his cock, still half hard.
“I got around a lot, too, as we all know. And I enjoyed it too,” she shrugged. “I miss it,” she added quietly as she rubbed his cock up and down with the tips of her toes. “But I could never do that to you in secret, behind your back.”
Quinn looked from my eyes to her eyes and back to my eyes and hid his own eyes finally by tilting his glass up high in front of his face.
“Nor . . . “ she turned toward me and draped her arms heavily around my neck, “ . . . are there many available men who I would ever consider doing it with.” She kissed my lips and dropped back down. “But this one here,” she said, unwrapping my hand from her waist and stepping backward from me. She curled her lips together and stepped another step backward, toward Quinn. “He’s not bad looking,” she said, reaching behind her and finding his hand. She pulled it up to wrap it around her waist in exactly the same position she had just removed my hand from. “And he’s kind of funny,” she shrugged, “if you don’t mind the cognitive delay part,” she scrunched up her shoulders and frowned.
“Uh,” Quinn said.
“Shut up,” she quickly quieted him without turning toward him. “And I have such . . . “ she searched the ceiling over my head for the word. “ . . . wanderlust,” she settled on. She entwined her fingers with his and clasped him harder around her waist and settled her body against his behind her. “I mean, this way . . . ” she said quietly, turning her body around but keeping her eyes on my eyes. “ . . . it’s not cheating, at least.” She turned to him and raised herself on her toes to kiss his cheek. She twisted toward me again. “It’s just Quinn. A . . . “ she paused and thought deeply. “ . . . an idiot.”
I stared at the back of her head. Quinn’s hands roamed around her neck, dropped down her back, and clasped her around her sweet round ass. “I don’t know anything about this, swear to god, man,” he said over her shoulder to me.
“Shh,” she said to him, and she stepped away from him and pulled his hand behind hers, trailing straight out behind her back. She lead him around the counter in the kitchen and out toward our sitting area where the couches were and the point lights and the bookshelves and rugs.
I tilted my head sideways and turned it half away. I didn’t know whether to peel out laughing at her classic teasing joke, or to suddenly go all alpha male and stand up to the affront and order everybody to just stop. But there was a different urge too, one seemingly down the middle. She was right that I cheated on her, and that I was less the man for it by hiding it from her. I had had the same urge as her, and still did, of course, almost every day. It was an approach to that “wanderlust” she mentioned that was unlike her approach, who I believe never cheated on me, and who now, before she took another man, explained things to me and eased me into the idea by letting me know about it up front. She was even sort of asking my permission.
It was still her going with another man. It was still her confusing me by telling me she wanted another man. It hit all the expected sore spots. But like she pointed out, it was just Quinn after all. I watched with stunned silence as she folded a leg under herself and pulled Quinn down beside her on the big old couch between the bookshelves and over the round rug under the spotlights that made it look like a an architecture magazine photo shoot or a film studio set. My mind raced with angry, confused emotions: had she set this up to happen all along? Did she plan it? Did she want to go with Quinn for a long time? Had they been together before? I thought back to the way we all laughed with hilarity joking about whether she’d fucked him before or not.
She looked at me even as she turned her face slowly toward Quinn. She lingered her gaze on me from the tall, dark room sitting on the couch lit up like an art shot as long as possible before her face came to Quinn’s face. Only then did she finally look away. I stepped up to the kitchen counter and leaned on my straight arms so my shoulders rode up to my ears and my head hung down like a vulture. I reached under the counter where I knew the whiskey was and I reached over my head also without looking to where I knew the short heavy glasses were. I poured out a double and sipped it with my gaze unbreaking on the couple on the couch.
My wife cradled Quinn’s face gently in her hands and kissed him deeply, intimately, on the mouth. She pulled up her other leg and began to recline back sideways on the couch until her neck and head came to the plush arm. She pulled him with her and he staggered until he settled on his hands and knees over her body. Her legs crept up his sides and her heels slid over his back. Her hands pressed into his back  and she pulled down on him.
He pulled his face away from hers where she extended her neck up to kiss him with obvious yearning, and he looked sideways over at me where I loomed tall over the counter in the lit up kitchen sucking air through my teeth after another gulp of whiskey. I wanted to be hurt. I wanted to be angry. I wanted to bring down a holy storm upon them. But in my mind was my wife’s beautiful voice telling me what could have happened instead, and what I would be facing if she did what I did instead.
I gave Quinn a thumbs up. Even if the whole night was some sort of elaborate plan, I had to hand it to her: she executed it well, and it worked. I didn’t feel anything particularly negative about my wife pulling my friend down on her naked body. If anything, I felt through her, vicariously, the thrill of the new, and the excitement of the moment.
Quinn nodded and my wife glanced over in time to see me giving Quinn the thumbs up and she smiled at me. She reached down between their bodies and I saw her delicate hand wrap around his enormously hard cock. That glance of hers, and that nod of his, was the last they acknowledged of me the whole time the fucked on the couch.
She pushed her heels down and drove her hips up off the cushion to meet the head of his cock even before he lowered his hips to push himself down into her. She wanted it so bad she was crying and moaning before he even got it in her. When she pulled on him and steered the head of his cock into her pussy, he sank down and her head dropped backward until it was upside down. Her inhaled gasp was audible throughout the whole darkened space.
He pulled up and her back arched hard. In the spotlights her erect nipples stuck straight up and her stomach undulated up against his. He dropped his ass back down and she laughed and groaned and bit him. I sank down onto my elbows and rubbed my chin. There was only one word to describe the scene before me: hot.
Jenne laughed and squealed again and rolled both bodies over so that she rode him with her hands planted into his chest. Her hair rippled and her back arched in and out. I could see her round ass scooping in his lap and if I leaned over far enough, I could see his cock emerge from her glistening in the sharp lights, and plunging back into her folding pussy lips.
She turned around on him and rode him reverse style. She climbed off him and sucked on him and when he tapped her ass, she spun around and lowered her pussy on his face. He pushed her and she yelped and laughed and he hauled her ass up in front of him where he knelt behind her and he plowed her so hard from behind the slapping sound rang my ears.
I counted three orgasms in my wife, before Quinn erupted inside her. Like she kept saying, it’s Quinn, and so even that was okay. When they finished rolling around and laughing and kissing, I said, “Come on,” and I went up the ladder to the roof with a couple of plates on my arms. It was time to cook up some flat pizzas.
They came up finally in robes. I’d already baked a couple of small pies and had them piping hot and ready for the young and beautiful couple. I knew they’d be famished. They sat next to each other on the side of one of the recliners and I sat facing the both of them on the other, and we ate.
She reached over and took my knee in her hand and squeezed it and rubbed it. “Are we all good?” she asked quietly, ducking down to see up into my face.
I nodded at her. “All good,” I assured her.
Another few minutes passed of silent chewing and “mm-mm’ing” over the pizza before she spoke again. “Ok if Quinn stays over tonight?”
“A sleepover,” I said.
She chuckled. “Sort of, yeah,” she replied with a note of shyness.
“What, curled up on the rug on the floor at the foot of our bed?” I asked.
“Wait, I thought she was th . . . “ he bolted upright.
She reached quickly over and covered his mouth with the palm of her hand. “Shut up you!” she said to him. “There’s a couch,” she shrugged.
“For him?” I retracted my chin still unclear on what the concept was. But she only had to stare at me a couple of beats before I got the picture. “Oh, for me,” I nodded, getting it.
“Just for a night?” she shrugged sheepishly. I stared at her and she kept her eyes locked on mine. Then she said, “It was his first time, I don’t want to leave him alone, he might be afraid of his feelings.” She tapped his lap.
We kept straight faces another three whole seconds but it was Quinn who busted us up.
“Would you two just!” he cried out, and we both doubled over laughing too hard to make any sound.
Jenne heaved so much her robe slipped open and though she hung her arms as though she’d lost all strength, she turned to him and hung her body from his neck. She pushed him down under her and his robe fell open as well. She covered his face and neck in kisses on the recliner laying backward and she spread her knees apart and ground her hips down into his lap. Her laughter sequed seamlessly into sexual moaning and before I even knew what was happening, she had squirmed and torqued her body enough to work his hard-again cock back up inside her like the evil snake he was. The second fucking was more ferocious and sloppy than the first.
They ate again when they finished and we all finally went to bed. But nobody was sleeping. I kept getting woken up by my wife’s cries and moans. In the morning, as I made breakfast for us all, they sat at the counter mostly silently. Finally unable to hold it in any longer, Jenne dropped her head and laughed out loud.
“Fucking Quinn,” she finally said to me through strands of her hair. “He fucks me so hard!” She reached out and snatched my hand and rubbed it. “Not saying it’s better or worse or anything like that, just different. I love how we do it. But fucking Quinn!” she said again, and she reached down and scrunched her hand in her pussy.
“Yeah, I get the picture,” I said shaking my head and clearing off the plates.
“He doesn’t stop, either,” she said, and she turned to him. “Let a girl sleep a little at least, next time!” She slapped him and looked back at me. “I can hardly fucking walk he drilled me so hard all night!”
“I heard,” I called over my shoulder loading the dishwasher.
“You are not allowed to fuck me again for a week,” I heard her say to him behind my back. “A girl needs recovery time for that kind of thing.” I heard them kiss before I turned around again and pulled my bar towel from my waist and threw it over shoulder. “Can I bring Quinn home again next weekend?” she suddenly asked.
I inhaled and planted my hands on my hips.
“Pretty please? I’ll make sure he doesn’t go on the rug.”
“Fuck off!” Quinn cried out and I had to laugh.
“Are you going to look after him?” I asked her with a parental squint.
“I will,” she said, and she turned to him and threw her arm over his shoulders. “Don’t I look after you good?”
“Uh, yeah,” he said squeamishly.
“They’re not easy to look after you know, it’s a big commitment.”
“I’ll make sure!” she said.
I looked at him and he looked at me long and hard. I looked back at Jenne. She clasped her hands together like she was praying and she mouthed the words silently to me, “Please, oh please!”
I wagged my finger at both of them. “Weekends only!” I barked.
“Yay!” my wife shouted and she flew off her stool and ran around the counter to hug me and kiss me. “Okay, Quinn,” she said without looking over her shoulder at him. “Find your own way out, I have to go thank my husband for being such an open-minded and understanding man!”
The bed was a mess from what Quinn and my wife did in it the previous night, but that didn’t matter too much. She pushed me down and followed on top of me, burying me under her kisses and moans.
By the time Saturday rolled around again, my wife was climbing the walls. 




Suburban Wife on Holiday

“I don’t think you don’t have it in you to stop me,” my wife Trudy says. She’s in a crimson-red sundress and bare feet with her legs folded up under her sitting on JJ’s beat-up, lumpy, threadbare couch. JJ was sitting on an old, stuffing-spewing bulky chair like me, but he slides over to slip behind Trudy and, like her, he stares at me challengingly over her shoulder. I’m slouched in the chair rubbing my thumbs over the corded seam of the arm of my chair maintaining my silence.
Trudy hands her half-drunk wine glass blindly over her shoulder keeping her dark eyes steadily on mine. JJ takes it from her to set on the table behind him. She leans forward and twists so her back faces him, and she reaches behind her neck to tie her hair up in a bun. JJ pulls on the the knot at the back of her neck that holds the front of her dress up and the light cotton falls from her chest revealing her black satin-and-lace teddy below.
“What are you thinking right now?” JJ says with his chin touching her shoulder. His hands appear around her waist from behind, and slowly as snails, he drags them up her body. My jaw juts crookedly and my eyes fall from my wife’s, down her rouged face, over her merlot-painted lips, and to her chest. My throat is dry and my breath is short.
I catch a brief, slight grin in one corner of my wife’s thick lips. JJ keeps sliding his hands up the front of her black shiny lingerie, even as his thumbs, and then his fingers, sculpt lightly out and up the protruding underside of her breasts. Her nipples are obvious. Her eyes momentarily flicker. Her chest heaves with a shivered breath. Still she stares.
“I’m not very happy about it,” I say through my dry, constricted throat. I’m gripping the arm of my chair and my toes are curling into tight foot-fists.
“No,” JJ says, “I expect not.” His hands slide up over her breasts and he squeezes them as he drops his gaze down over her chest from behind to watch what he is doing to my wife.
She drops open her mouth and exhales a gasp and rolls her head back. Her eyes half-close and she twists her head toward his, reaching around with her arm to caress the side of his face and pull him more closely to her. She puffs her lips and makes to kiss his mouth but only gets air.
He slides his hands around the sides of her breasts and slips his fingers under her chamise. I swallow and lick my dried lips watching his hands now under the satin and I know he’s now touching her bare breasts. He leans around her neck and she closes her eyes, twists her face further to his, and they press their lips together.
It isn’t a brief kiss. My wife arches in her back and stretches her neck, rolling her hips around and turning her body toward him. He’s squeezing her breasts harder and tiny chirps of high-pitched moans escape her mouth. When they finally break the kiss, she hangs her arms around his neck and turns her slack, hanging mouth toward me. “Are you going to fight him?” she drops her mouth further open. “Are you going to do anything all?” she asks, undulating in her spine to push her chest into his hands. I can clearly see in the shimmer of her top his fingers pinch and pull her nipples. Her breath becomes ragged.
“He wants to,” JJ bites her ear gently. “But he’s frozen. Look at him,” he says. “Even when I do this,” he says, as though privately for her ears only, but loud enough for me to hear. She grins and twists against him as he slides his hands, still inside her black top, down her ribs, over her stomach, and down further over her abdomen.
“Are you okay?” she asks me, but it isn’t a genuine concern. It’s mocking. I grit my teeth and jut my jaw.
My wife twists around against JJ behind her to face me, now sitting on the forward edge of the old couch with JJ’s legs finding their way out from behind her to drop down on either side of her hips. She leans back against his chest and pokes her arms behind her back and down behind her back, into his lap. She slouches down further and raises her legs, stretches them out, and hooks her curled toes onto the edge of my chair between my legs. JJ’s face is buried in her hair and his hands roam all over her body, over her breasts and stomach, and between her legs, all under her satin teddy. She spreads her legs for him and I can see his fingers working in her crotch. She closes her eyes, presses her head further back into his chest, and works her hands harder down between his legs.
In a sleepy voice and with her eyes fluttering closed, she says, “He’s not going to do anything. He’s just a watcher.” She contorts and squirms and gasps suddenly and twists to pop her eyes open wide up into his face. He must have touched her somewhere special. She settles down again and drops her mouth open wider, shuts her eyes tighter, and arches her back further. “I told you,” she groans quietly as though only for him. “You don’t have to be careful,” she moans, and it’s clear she means JJ. “I think he’s going to let you even fuck me.”
—————
JJ was a friend of both of ours in high school back in suburban Indiana, long before Trudy and I got together. Some people in that extended group went to college, some went to work, and some did nothing at all. JJ was the oddball who disappeared, only to send cryptic, hand-addressed airmail letters bearing stamps from Morocco, Tajikistan or Polynesia, and containing sketches of nude women and what we could only suspect were self-portraits. He turned up in Paris with an open invitation to visit on the exact day that Trudy mentioned really wanting to go to Europe, “at some point before we die, right?”
He said he had an historic apartment in Rue Mouffetard with bakeries and cafes and fish mongers and fruit stores up and down the hilly street. “We have to go!” Trudy clutched at my ribs. His sketch inside the envelope of the cobblestones, the building facades, and the tiny round tables outside a cafe did look enticing.
“The life of the artist is always one of crossing the lines,” he said, sitting outside the classic sidewalk cafe, sipping from his cappuccino with his pinky sticking out.
I rolled my eyes to myself, but not because of him — because of Trudy. He was always weird and, to be honest, I admired him acting on his nutty urges. At least he was trying to do something, at least he got out of Indiana — and straight out of America and maybe off the planet, too, we came to see.
But Trudy gasped at his words like he was dispensing wisdom of the gods. “I’ve always felt that to be true,” she said, clutching his arm with a squeezing, or perhaps a caressing, grip.
“Crossing the lines of form, crossing the lines of color,” he gazed across the street into the distance — or into the bagelry across the street where three young girls with short skirts just ducked inside playfully pulling each other. He brought his eyes back to Trudy’s. “Of behavior, of sexuality.”
I scanned him out the corners of my eyes as he kept his eyes on Trudy’s long enough she finally glanced at me with guilt, pulling her hand back from his arm where her thumb had been rubbing back and forth.
“I always wanted to be an artist too,” Trudy stretched her arms straight up and clasped her fingers together far above her head. She closed her eyes and wriggled on her hips as though showing her jutting chest to JJ. He stared right at her chest too, before drawing his eyes slowing off her body and over to my eyes. We stared for three full beats as Trudy brought her arms down behind her still straight out shoving her breasts even further at him. “Crossing lines,” she finally said. She wriggled in her chair to capture her hands under her thighs and leaned forward over the table jutting her face close to JJ. “But there are rules, aren’t there.” She grinned and teased him with a slightly shaking head, with the tip of her tongue pinched between her teeth, and with a grin.
“Rules,” JJ smiled in the smug knowing way and he snorted. “An artist loves rules,” he curled his bottom lip between his teeth and nodded seriously at my wife. She twisted her head skeptically at him with a querying eye. He leaned over the table mirroring her and brought his face close enough to hers to kiss. “So that he can break them impiously,” he said, and he grinned like a serial murderer.
Trudy visibly shivered and glanced again at me. “Like . . . “ she began but she trailed off.
“Like sexual rules,” he stated flatly. “Take the two of you,” he said. I turned to him and squinted. No, I wanted to say, let’s not.
But my wife was all over it. “So exciting!” she gleamed up at his face. “An art lesson!”
Okay, so maybe he was a professional artist. He’d taken us around to the gallery that was showing his work. It was good, if not quite to my taste, or to the taste of anyone looking for something you can actually hang in your living room in Indiana. The prices were in the small, new car range. The gallery had been around since the time of Hemingway. So he might have known a little bit about what he was talking.
“We can intersect sexuality with behavior right now,” he said. “We can explore the emotional topography of something like, I don’t know . . . “ he said, looking over at me with a thoughtful squint. “ . . . infidelity.”
I chuckled, rolled my eyes, and drained the remainder of my coffee cup which, unbeknownst to me, had grains settled in it making me cough and spit.
“I should have warned you, they serve it in Paris differently,” JJ handed me a napkin to wipe my face.
“I want to try,” my wife said.
“You do know what infidelity means, right?” I snorted at her.
“You do know what it means to be an artist, don’t you?” she shot back at me. “It means crossing lines. And what bigger line is there than that?”
I looked at JJ with a hard glare.
He held his arms up in a gesture of helplessness, and said, “You’re in Paris, you’re far from home, you’re staying in the flat of a famous artist in rue Mouffetard. It’s a holiday. It’s an exploration. An artist produces his work and then he lets it go. Nothing follows. We don’t even talk about it. And me?” he grinned and leaned close to my face. “There’s nothing I haven’t done or seen. I can’t possibly judge. Absolutely nothing matters to me as a way of life.”
I inhaled and folded my arms over my chest.
“He does have a point,” Trudy looked at me with anticipation filling her veins like an injection. “When are we ever going to be back here? Who’s ever going to know anything?”
“What we do is,” JJ started, “we break rules, we don’t apply them, and we don’t judge, we don’t sentence.” He turned to me. “What we’re after is, how does it feel. We’re not trying to name the emotion, we’re trying to register the experience of it, because they don’t have names, the deeper, more complex ones.”
“I’m in,” Trudy announced. “That’s exactly what I’ve been saying!” she slapped my arms.
“We take things as far as your emotional posture can withstand — we perform something visual, something audio, and you experience it. This is what the life of the artist is. The painting, the writing, the dance, whatever, is only the response to it, is only the expression of what was felt when a boundary is breached.”
“What are we talking about here?” I had to be open-minded. My wife was breathing hard and clutching his arm again. I didn’t want to be the killjoy.
He looked at Trudy and back at me. “An experiment.”
“Oooh!” Trudy cooed. Her arousal was so obvious I had to look around the sidewalk and make sure she wasn’t drawing attention. But then, it was Paris.
“What kind of experiment?” I asked.
He looked at Trudy and back at me and grinned, leaned back in his little chair, folded his arms over his chest, and said, “No, I don’t think we’re ready.”
“We’re ready, we’re ready!” Trudy cried.
“He isn’t,” JJ gestured his head toward me.
“Oh come on, Nelson!” my wife turned to me and pleaded. “We’re never going to be in Paris again!”
I sighed and rolled my eyes over to JJ. “What’s the experiment?” I asked again.
He leaned forward and gestured with his first finger on both hands for us to huddle closely together with our faces low over the table. “I will seduce your wife in front of you,” he said. “But you must sit there and just watch.” He licked his lips and looked back and forth between our faces. My wife gulped. “You will want to push me off of her, you will want to hit me, even. Your wife,” he looked at her, “will enjoy it. You’ll watch her respond to it. And still you will sit there. You will do nothing, even if . . . “ he hesitated.
“Even if what?” Trudy was hanging on his words like manna. I gestured for him to finish what he was going to say impatiently.
“ . . . even if I fuck your wife right in front of you.”
I was about to burst out laughing, but my wife was entranced. “When do we start?” was all she said.
I looked off into the bagelry and further down the narrow busy street. What the fuck is going on, my mind asked itself with genuine bewilderment. How did we get from there to here?
My wife gripped her cool hand around my arm. “Let’s do it,” she said softly. “Just say yes. We’re on holiday — holiday from everything. Everything!” she emphasized.
I clenched my eyes and inhaled through my nose deeply. Finally, there was nothing I could think to say. “Fine,” I said. “But what happens in Paris,” I started.
“ . . . stays in Paris!” my wife finished my sentence and was already standing up. She was eager to get started on being a real artist. I looked at JJ but he wasn’t looking back at me.
—————
I rub the arms of the chair and poke my cheek with my tongue. My wife giggles and kicks her legs to cause her red sundress to fall the rest of the way down her body and off her feet. She remains only in her black satin teddy. JJ pushes himself out from behind her and leaves the room. My wife reaches over to find her glass of wine and pulls one knee up and folds her other leg down on the couch and stares at me with a serious expression.
I know what it means. She is telling me without words that she is going to fuck him. And that she’s too far gone for me to stop her. We stare silently the whole time he’s gone and even after he comes back to stand with his hands on his hips in the doorway. He’s completely naked, but my wife keeps her eyes on mine. She is asking me. She is giving me time to find my answer, even though it’s going to happen regardless of what I say now. I know my wife’s face when her mind is made up.
“Go on then,” I say softly.
She keeps staring at me. JJ then says, “You have to tell her to fuck me.”
Trudy keeps staring as though what he says, how he says it, is not a surprise to her. It’s almost as though she had foreknowledge of what was going to happen. I let a slight squint flinch in my eyes. They were together the whole day previously doing what they didn’t exactly outline. I wanted to see the National Science Museum, she didn’t, and he wouldn’t.
“And I am waiting for you to tell me to fuck her,” he goes on. They both stare at me like I’m the last one being let in on the true facts.
She slowly sips her wine without removing her eyes from me and without saying anything. I look at JJ, standing there ridiculous in his nakedness. He also sips his wine, and he also says nothing and stares back at me. It feels planned somehow, or is that must my background paranoia creeping in?
“Fuck,” I exhale. “What is this?”
“You have to say it,” Trudy speaks finally in a voice so soft, it’s nearly inaudible.
“Say it?”
“You have to tell me you want me to fuck him,” she says, and it’s not lost on me how she has picked up how to say “fuck” in that breathy French way.
I look at JJ and he shrugs as though helpless.
“Fine,” I glower around the place and out the deep-set window. “I want you to fuck JJ, is that what you want to hear?”
She sips her wine again, sets the glass down, and a tiny grin pulls at the very corners of her mouth. She darts her gaze to JJ when he speaks.
“And?”
“Oh come on,” I plead.
He gestures to my wife as though I have upset her.
“Fine,” I say again. “JJ, won’t you please fuck my wife?”
He smiles at her and she scrunches up her shoulders as far as her ears and bites the tip of her tongue through a wide smile and with a crunched nose. He steps toward the couch and my wife reaches her hand out to take his and she guides him down beside her. She isn’t looking at me anymore, she is only looking at him. With her feet stretching out far enough to land on top of my feet, she rolls over and slides down the front of his couch until she comes to kneel between his knees.
With her back to me and her ass sticking out nearly close enough to graze my shins, she giggles momentarily, inhales sharply when she stretches her fingers around his cock that is already long and hard, and I watch the back of her head duck down between her shoulders and her elbows slide up his bare thighs. The wet slushy sounds of kissing and sucking fill the place, quiet but for the steady murmur of passing people on the sidewalks down below and the stop and start rolling of the tires of cars up the sticky street.
JJ lolls back and leans his head into the top of the couch. He stretches his arms out and barely touches the shoulder straps of my wife’s teddy before she rapidly ducks one shoulder to let it fall down her arm as though on command, and then the other, so the entire top half of her camisole slides down her body and exposes her bare breasts to his searching, gripping hands.
She moans in a muffled tone when he takes her tits in his hands and squeezes. He looks over her head bobbing in his lap and up to me with a deadpan expression. He merely taps her bare shoulder without looking away from me and, as though she knows him and what he wants and likes, she immediately stops sucking on him with a gurgle and a titter, and pushes herself up using his upper thighs for leverage.
I remain tightly pressed into the back of my chair gripping the arms and curling my feet under the chair. He wasn’t kidding when he warmed me, trudging up the tiny, circling stair cases like a prisoner ascending the gallows that the emotions would be powerful and hard to resist. He said this over his shoulder to me far below him on the steeply rising stairs. He was holding my wife’s hand all the way home. She hugged his arm to the front of her body all the way, too, with her head tilting and resting on his shoulder.
My wife inhales and chirps a tiny moan through a wide grin as she shakes her body to make the teddy fall the rest of the way around her ankles. She lifts her foot up behind her and picks the delicate lingerie off her foot and twists around on her waist to toss it at me with a chuckle. It lands on my face and chest but I remain motionless.
She turns back to JJ and kneels on the couch astride his splayed-out naked legs. She is completely naked, as naked as he is. She ducks her head far down below her shoulders and reaches behind her back to pull the knot out of her hair. She pushes her hand through her hair to fluff it and she laughs again as she arches her back and presses her breasts into his face, lifting a tit to feed his mouth.
Her back is curving and she contorts on him with the tops of her feet wrapping around the tops of his thighs and her hips pushing forward into his stomach. I look down her slender, long back and over her wide, round butt cheeks just as JJ’s hands drape around her waist and push down to harshly grip her ass.
My wife shimmies up further on his lap and leans her hands into the back of the couch beside his face that she ducks down further to kiss. The moaning is louder and repetitive, as is her breathing. She pushes her hips down and forward but I can see his hands tighten around her waist holding her off, despite her moaned pleadings. She begins to struggle and twist, and I can see between her legs, through her gap as she raises herself on her knees, that her hand is down between their abdomens, and that her fingers are wrapped around his cock. She is crying for him to let her take him.
But he pulls her hair to make her grimace and groan, to say something in her ear that makes her then titter. Against his naked body with her own naked body, she twists around until she is sitting wide-legged and spread over his thighs and facing me, with his cock standing up between her legs and laying on her stomach. His face pushes through her hair and his chin comes down to her shoulder. They are both staring at me again, and his hands are again running over my wife’s now nude breasts, her stomach, and down into the narrow strip of floss between her wide open legs. Though I try not to look, I do, and I can see the glistening he has caused her. She’s extraordinarily wet.
His fingers travel down her twisting, writhing body and he massages her between her lips, even opening her as though to show me my wife’s own pussy. She’s jumpy and having a hard time breathing. She reaches with both hands below her stomach to stroke his cock and press the shaft against her pussy lips. She cries and struggles against him. Her need is taking over her body.
I’m barely able to breathe and my heart is pounding hard enough to make me wonder if I was going to have an attack.
JJ wraps his arms around her body and lifts her and my wife squirms and jumps with delight. She presses her feet into the floor to raise her hips off his hips and to hold his cock below her gap. She looks down and obscures her body behind her curtain of hair, but as though concerned to make sure I miss nothing, she gathers it in a twisted cord and pulls it over one shoulder.
She raises her gaze to me as she holds his cock straight up and lowers her hips until it touches her wet pussy lips. Her eyes go half-lidded and her thighs, bent, shake. She remembers to breathe, barely, and drops her mouth open. His hands squeeze her tits from behind and she closes her eyes and draws her face up to the ceiling. Slowly I watch with a direct view right in front of me as my wife lowers her hips and engulfs JJ’s cock inside her pussy all the way until her butt slams down on his lap. When she pulls up, I can see his cock soaking with her juice. She plunges back down on him and hangs her head forward so her hair shimmers at me. The breathing and crying moans she makes tells me it’s maybe the most intense sexual experience of her life.
He turns her around and she faces him to ride him fast and hard and completely. She becomes unaware of me and rapidly slams her hips against his. He picks her up and drops her down and climbs between her legs sticking straight up to the ceiling, and he pummels her into his couch heavy and hard.
He fucks my wife on the tiny balcony against the railing, he fucks her sitting on the tiny kitchen counter, he fucks her standing up agains the wall with her arms pressing into his precious art, and he fucks her doggy-style on the floor. Finally, he takes her by the hand into his bedroom and slams the door. I remain in the chair listening to my wife cry out and the bed bang the wall.
When it stops, I hear a shower shortly after.  It takes 20 minutes before the bedroom door opens again. My wife comes out in a robe and quickly gathers up her clothes that are strewn all over the floor and disappears back inside the bedroom, not once making eye contact with me. Another 20 minutes pass during which I can hear low hushed murmurs, squeals, and muffled laughter, and for long stretches of time, nothing at all. This is followed by even louder cries and even heavier bangs of the bed into the wall.
Finally JJ steps out, quickly shutting the door behind himself, but not fast enough I don’t see my wife naked again on his bed, splayed out and waisted, amidst the thoroughly messed up sheets.
“Dinner then?” he cheerily inquires.
—————
It’s the plane back over the ocean where we finally bring it up and talk about it. But all she says is, squeezing my hand, “It’s a different country.”
“He was always a different kind of guy,” I exhale through puffed cheeks.
She kisses the back of my hand and rubs my fingers with her thumb affectionately. “I like how we can take that kind of holiday and then,” she snaps her finger, “leave it all behind.” She presses her feet into the floor to lift her body and face up to mine so she is able to almost get a kiss on my lips, but she misses and kisses the air.
I get the message. We’re leaving it behind. We aren’t going to talk about it.  And maybe, I think, that’s for the best.
About a month later, she skips down the stairs and hops right into my arms to kiss me and hug me and press her body tightly against me. “Guess what!” she says with eyes popping out and a grin as wide as a kid at Christmas.
I shake my head and widen my eyes and shrug with exaggeration.
“JJ is coming! He has a private show in Chicago! He just wrote me — he wants to stay with us!” She wrapped her arms around my neck so tight her legs came off the floor. “I’m so excited!” she groaned in my ear. She dropped herself down and ran up the stairs. “I want to buy some new clothes,” she shouts.
I stare at the wall, and it’s weird — it’s like I can’t feel my face. 




Sleeper Car for Three

The train rocked and rattled like a blues song all through the night as we rolled over the high and dry Anatolian plateau across Eastern Turkey. I took the higher bunk and let Martin have the lower bunk. My wife Stacy took the bench seat on the opposite side of our sleeper car. Only, when I peeled my eyes open and checked on her, her blankets and pillow looked empty under the occasional shards of light that sliced through the gaps in the black-out curtains.
It was still pitch-black out side, so they couldn’t have gotten up for an early breakfast without me. I gripped the edge of the low wooden barrier that’s meant to keep you from rolling out of bed in the middle of the night, and slowly leaned my head over the bounding and jostling edge to see if Martin was still in bed below me. He was. But he wasn’t alone.
I just as slowly rolled back onto my bed and stared at the rattling ceiling about two feet over my head. No, I thought, I was seeing things. My wife probably went to the bathroom down at the end of the car, or she went for a walk through the long string of cars unable to sleep. I breathed in a deep breath, let it out slowly through puffed-out cheeks, and carefully leaned over the edge again to look down below me.
There were definitely two bodies under the grey blanket. And it was definitely Stacy’s dark chocolate waves of hair spread over the pillow, facing the wall. I blinked hard to clear my eyes and leaned further over. I could see movements under the blanket, as though arms and hands and legs were moving on and over each other. I squinted because the images were so hard to comprehend, so hard to understand. I leaned a little further out and pulled my eyes wide. I was able to see the side of my wife’s face on the pillow toward Martin’s face, also on the pillow. Both were smiling, both where whispering and tittering, and both were kissing. And when they weren’t whispering or kissing, they were silently gasping and sighing.
I rolled back and struggled to calm my hard-beating heart. My eyes darted in jerks across the metal ceiling of our sleeping compartment like a mystified archeologist trying to decipher some newly discovered script. I squinted trying to recall, even, if I had a grip on reality at all — if in fact I was the third person and below me was the real couple. Like a man on a falling jet reviewing the moments of his life, I reminded myself that no, that woman below me was a person that I married, and I fingered my wedding ring as though to prove to myself I wasn’t losing my grip.
I heard the hiss and shift of movement and a high-pitched tittering chirp and, increasingly appalled, I leaned over again. The lumps under the blanket had unified and my eyes searched in the only occasionally interrupted near-total blackness for the edges of the new topography. With the back of her head over the pillow, her hair hanging down and spread over the bed around his face, and her hands pressing into his shoulders, I was able to discern that she was now crouching on top of him with her knees spread around his hips and her ass wavering in the air. She was kissing him and I could tell that his hands were wrapped around her ass from below, massaging her there.
I forced myself to stare. I kept myself leaning over the edge even though a good jerk of the train cars could send me flying, and I kept my eyes locked open. I wanted to make sure I would never forgot what it felt like to discover what I was in the process of discovering. How she could do that to me, and to do it right below me? It was hard to continue believing it was the one true reality and not some other world we had slipped through somewhere back there in the plains where civilization was born. It could even have been a dream, I had to remind myself. A nightmare.
As my wife’s body moved forward and back over Martin’s body below her with the jerking side to side of the train over the terrain, with their faces locked in a long kiss, the blanket began to shift inch by inch first off her shoulder, showing me her back and her elbows, and then more and more off her slender, toned back. Still she moved on him, sliding forward and back over him, and I realized what looked at first like a scarf around her neck was in fact her camisole, pulled up with her arms pulled out. Her torso was bare against his.
Still I locked my gaze on the bunk below me in the rocking and rhythmic patter of the slow-dragging train, and still, the blanket worked it’s slow inexorable way off the bared back of my wife where she undulated in rhythm with the beating train wheels hitting the evenly spaced seams in the tracks. I gaped and shut my eyes, but another of my wife’s high-pitched chirps of inhaled pleasure jolted them open again. The blanket had slipped off her ass and had fallen in a crumple over the back of her calves, showing me her whole body rocking on his. Martin’s hands were inside the legs of my wife’s panties, where they squeezed and released the bare flesh of her cheeks. She sighed again with a sharp intake of surprised breath because his hand had moved from her ass down between her legs.
She kissed his ear, whispered something to him with a chuckle, and pushed her hands into his chest, bringing herself up into a kneeling position over him. I retracted from the edge and sought to hide myself again on my bunk. But why I should be the one to hide struck me as highly unjust, and with renewed outrage, I got on my hands and knees and leaned all the way over. Neither of them could see me though I was ready to confront them. My wife sat on Martin’s lap with her shoulders pulled back and both her arms hanging behind her back. Her face was near the top of his bunk and her hair hung down her back in oscillating waves. Martin’s hands massaged and squeezed and pulled my wife’s breasts, and her hands massaged his bare balls behind him, and pulled at his hard cock.
When his hands roamed down her heaving body, over her stomach and her abdomen, she only breathed harder. When his fingers traced the dipping line of her sweet pale pink and loose satin night shorts, she only inhaled deeper. And when his fingers slipped beneath and his knuckles dextrously bulged the front of them, she only pressed herself down harder on him, and gripped his cock harder with a trembling hand. Were they actually going to do it?
————
We ran into Martin by complete random chance in the chaos of the Istanbul train station. We both knew him from 10 years ago in college — perhaps Stacy more than me. They were friends before I met either of them, and though the three of us hung out a lot back then, there was always something mysterious between Stacy and Martin. She would always go on about how much she hated him, how much he was a pig, he was conceited, he was this, he was that. But she always made sure he was invited to any party we had or were going to. He was even invited to our wedding.
“Oh my god!” she cried out as we rushed down the platform to find our car. “Is that Martin?”
I looked over her shoulder when she was already smiling maniacally and waving. It was.
“You’re getting on the same train?” she said to him with both her arms extended to clasp his hands warmly in hers.
“You knew he was in Istanbul?” I said to her with puzzlement clouding my mind.
She turned to me as she threw her arms around his neck and pulled him tightly for a long hug. “I guess he said he might be coming here too at some point,” she shrugged at me. “Where’s your seat?” she said to him pushing him back from her, but not letting go of his hands.
“Cheapest seats,” he said, waving his sheet of paper beside his head.
“Let me see,” she said, and she clutched at his ticket. “You’re not sitting in a coach seat for an overnight run!”
“Where are you going?” I said to him.
“Same place as us,” she smiled. “The cave city!” She turned to him. “You’re coming to our sleeper car, we have it all to ourselves, lots of room.”
I looked at my wife quizzically. “Uh, can we talk a second?” I said, gesturing with my head to pull her aside.
But she wasn’t in the mood to hear any diverging opinion. “What are you talking about? Of course he’s going to come in our sleeper car. You’re not going to make him ride a seat in coach the whole trip!” She turned to him and made a big roll of her eyes as though I was crazy.
“But he bought a coach ticket,” I pointed out. “I’m sure if he’s fine . . . “ I tried to say, but Martin cut me off.
“ . . . you guys are great, thanks a lot. Way better way to go, right Stacy?” he said, and he threw his one arm around my shoulders, and then his other arm around her shoulders. Together we walked further down toward the back end of the train searching for the number that was our car together.
I didn’t mind Martin, and to be honest, if he was in our car when it was still light outside traveling across eastern Turkey, it would have been fun. He knew everything about everywhere and had a lot to point out to us that we would never have known about different scenes that were locations of events in the Illiad and the Bible and Greek mythology. But why did Stacy have to invite him to sleep in our car with us?
I thought it made sense that he got the bench seat to sleep on but Stacy wouldn’t even consider it. “For one, he’s too tall for it. For two, he doesn’t sleep well when things are moving too much, do you Martin,” she said, with her arm around his waist looking up to him. He looked down at her over his shoulder and smirked. I saw her fingers clench in his waist. “Anyway,” she nodded deeply toward me, swinging her other arm over her body and slapping her splayed hand on his lower stomach, “this way I get to sleep over there and keep an eye on both of my boys!” She looked up at him as her hand slid far enough down his stomach to rest her pinky on the edge of the waist of his jeans. “Right?” she said to him in what I noted was a slightly too soft and intimate a voice.
We played cards at the little table in front of the window, and when the suitcase Martin sat on at the end of the table flipped over on him, sending him flying to the floor, Stacy insisted he sit tucked in tightly against her on the bench seat facing me where I sat on the edge of the lower bunk.
“Close the curtains over the door and lock it,” Stacy to me said after the ticket taker had come by.
“Lots to see out that side too,” I pointed out.
“Just shut it, okay?” she said. “And lock it.”
When I did, she gathered up the cards and shuffled them like a pro. “It’s strip poker!” she announced. With two couples, I would have been able to see the risk and excitement of it, but it was only three of us, one being my wife, and the other being a guy I didn’t particularly need to see stripped down. But I was outvoted.
The game nonetheless answered the question that bounced around my mind as daylight fell away and the stars of the clear dry plain took to the sky. How would we get undressed for bed in such a tight place? But by the time my wife, who lost almost every hand, and Martin, who lost almost as much, decided it had gone far enough, they were both down to only their underwear.
When we turned the light down and got ready for bed, Stacy still wanted to change into her bed shorts and t-shirt.
“Turn around,” she said full of shyness to Martin.
“It’s not like . . . “ he began, but I caught Stacy popping her scolding eyes out at him.
She tittered bashfully and said, “Just do it, okay?” in a small, grinning voice with her eyes darting to me a few times. He leaned over the table and pressed his hands to the window and stare out. He talked to me about the world’s first settled village that was nearby, about how cattle were first domesticated here, and how the first calendar was figured out not far away either. I looked out the window with him and behind his back to where Stacy was getting undressed behind him. She wasn’t putting on her usual bedtime t-shirt, she was instead fitting herself in her pale pink satin camisole.
“Okay!” she announced when she was ready, but she wasn’t hopping in her bed or hiding herself. She instead twirled around on her raised toes with her arms outstretched. “What do you think?” she said to Martin.
He looked at me. “She’s your wife, is she?”
I didn’t know how to take what he meant. Did he mean that it was not believable that that hot woman would have married a guy like me? Did he mean, Bruh, you’re so lucky to have that woman as your wife? Or did he mean, it’s questionable whose wife that really is, between him and me.
When we were all in our beds, my wife was quick about insisting we turn the lights out. I fell asleep quickly like I always do. It was a sound like a stifled laugh that woke me up.
—————
I pulled back when Stacy suddenly swung her legs over the edge of the lower bunk. I breathed a sigh of relief that I wasn’t going to have to do something, not right away anyway, and I pretended to be sleeping. But Stacy and Martin whispered and tittered and began pulling clothes on. I peeked through one eye as they held hands, leaned out the door they carefully and silently opened, and slipped out. She closed the door behind her and raised herself on her toes to see over the board and into my bunk. She was making sure I hadn’t woken up.
I was unable to sleep of course and I swung my legs out and hopped down. I leaned against the glass and stared out the window at the blank empty landscape we sliced through. I pulled the window down and leaned my head out and closed my eyes to smell the dry air and feel the wind whip through my hair. I had a lot to think about and I needed a plan for how to go about it. We were headed to a small former Hittite town carved mostly out of strange stalagmite land formations. Stacy had reserved for us a room in one of the “cave hotels.” Naturally, Martin said he didn’t think that far ahead — he said he planned to get there and figure out what to do and “where to sleep” once he got the lay of it.
“We can check with our hotel — maybe they’ll have a spare room!” she said with excitement.
I opened the door into the corridor and leaned against the window on the other side of the train car to see nothing different out that way. When the door at the end of the car suddenly slid open, I pulled back into our compartment. They didn’t notice me but Stacy and Martin came through walking down the corridor. I slipped quickly back inside and shut the door. I dashed up the ladder and flung myself under my blanket in the top bunk just as they got to our door.
She opened it and closed it as quietly and carefully as when they left. She again stood on her toes to see into my bunk and ensure I was still sleeping — which I pretended to be. It didn’t feel like the best time to have it out. I rolled onto my side and peered out through the narrowest possible slit of my eyes. I could hear them whisper.
“He’s still sleeping?” Martin said as he peeled his t-shirt off his head.
“Pretty sure,” Stacy said with a wide grin.
“Better be certain.”
“He sleeps through fireworks night, pretty sure he’s out of it like usual.” She pulled off her t-shirt too. She was still in her camisole. He undid the buckle of his jeans and when the flaps fell open, she stopped him, pressed her body against his, and wrapped her arms around his neck. With their faces less than three feet in front of me and below, they kissed like lovers.
My wife let her hands slide down his back and her fingers pushed inside the loosened waist of his jeans. She bent her knees and waist and wriggled his pants to pull them down his ass and legs until they crumpled at his feet. She quickly undid her own jeans and stepped out of them. I shifted to see closer over the edge of my bed and my suspicion was confirmed. They were hugging with their bodies tightly together, him in only his underwear and her in only her matching loose satin shorts and camisole. And then, without delay, he pulled up at the scalloped edge of her camisole and she immediately raised her arms high over her head. He pulled it off and she hugged his nude body to her nude body.
I blinked hard three times but this time there was no doubt that I was awake and that this wasn’t some illusion. She pushed him back into his bunk and I twisted my head around the top edge just in time to see her legs and feet withdraw inside below me as she joined him there.
I rested my cheek on the hard wood edge of my bunk and stared down at the floor of our compartment unsure what to do. I was startled by her hand sticking out, as she held and then released his underwear to fall to the floor. There was more shifting below me and tittering and bouncing before I saw, with resignation, her hand extrude from the space of the bunk below me again, this time to hold and drop her bottoms on top of his.
What if I woke up, I wondered? What did she think might happen? The first thing I would see would be their underwear heaped together on the floor. How could she be so sure I wouldn’t wake up? How could she be so careless about the consequences if I caught her? Or were the consequences so unimportant to her?
I leaned out and down from my bunk. I was ready to call them on it. But I stopped. I saw my wife crouching again, only this time she was further down the bunk. I looked further down and could see her hands spread on his abdomen, massaging him. I looked further and saw her hair waving in shimmers over his legs. Unsure exactly what I was seeing, I blinked in the nearly complete darkness and saw, in a flash from a passing bright light, the full length of Martin’s cock, glistening with wetness, and my wife’s lips, full and wet, pressed tight around the ridge below the head of his cock. And in the next flash of light, her lips were pressed into his abdomen and his cock had disappeared inside her mouth.
Was that the time to hop down, put my hands on my hips, and shout her name? I decided because it wasn’t. If she had it in her to take things further with Martin, I though it would be prudent to know that before I busted her. After all, if I stopped it at giving him head, she might be able to explain it away. But fucking him? That would be harder to explain — and I needed to know if I was dealing with a wife who would suck a guy off, or if I had a wife who would actually fuck another guy. So I stayed still, I regulated my breathing, and I leaned out to see what else I could see. It was only the worst think possible.
—————
We pulled up to the last table in the dining car and waited for the breakfast silently, everyone looking away from each other. Finally, Stacy broke the ice.
“I’m sorry that you had to see that,” she said with her eyes firmly on the table in front of me.
“Not sorry that you did it, but sorry that I saw you doing it,” I pointed out.
Martin pulled at the neck of his t-shirt with his finger. “Should I even be here?” he said looking around and behind himself.
Both Stacy and I quickly said “Yes!” together.
“You fucked my wife,” I said to him in a hushed, incredulous tone. He shrugged. What could he say?
Stacy clasped my hand in hers. “Is it really that bad though? Just hear me out a second, okay?” she said, pinching my lips together with her fingers. “I obviously wasn’t sneaking around behind your back — we were doing it,” she lowered her voice and grinned when she said it, “right in the same room with you!”
“In the bunk right below you,” Martin helpfully added. I scorched him with my eyes.
“If I was trying to sneak around behind your back, would I do it right in the same sleeper car?”
It was a point I had a hard time understanding too. I didn’t actually know why they would do it like that.
“Didn’t you tell me,” she tilted her head sideways and squinted her eyes, “that you often think about menage a trios?”
I glowered at her and recoiled in my seat beside her. “That was just talk!” I said.
Martin sniggered and Stacy pursed her grin at me skeptically. “It wasn’t just talk. If I said I was game, would you have gone for it?”
“I don’t know,” I said.
Martin again sniggered and looked hard away.
“You can just shut your mouth right now, motherfucker,” I said to him.
“Let’s just all be honest for this little convo, shall we? If your wife suggested a menage a trios you would say yes instantly.”
Stacy pushed up from the table. “I’m sitting on the other side so I can at least look at you when we’re talking.” She kicked at Martin and chuckled. “Move over,” she said to him and squeezed in beside him facing me. “Last night,” she said, searching around and over her shoulders for anyone who might be overhearing, “was technically a menage a trios!”
“I was asleep!” I protested in a whisper.
“I kept checking if you were or not, and I didn’t want to wake you up — you know how important your sleep is to you.”
“How is that a menage a trios, me sleeping and you fucking dickhead Martin here?”
“Oh!” she rolled her eyes and raised her eyebrows, leaning back and folding her arms over her chest. “So it’s only a menage a trios if it’s two girls for you, but not if it’s two guys for me, is that it?”
“She nailed you on that one,” Martin grinned at me.
I was ready to punch him but she made a point I found hard to dispute. “It wasn’t a menage a trios without me involved.”
“I’m sure it happens in a lot of situations where one person kind of tags out,” she erupted and stifled a laugh.
“You never said you were interested in having one,” I tried.
“Maybe I was but I didn’t feel comfortable yet saying it. Also,” she raised her finger to make a point, “maybe I was thinking of two guys and didn’t want to tell you because I knew you were only thinking of two girls.”
She was right about that — I completely overlooked the composition she was suggesting, and if I did imagine it, I would not have not been the least bit interested. It didn’t occur to me that my wife might be thinking of it that way around.
“How do you know I wasn’t hoping you’d take me too, last night, when I was . . . “ she didn’t finish her sentence.
“Well you’re right there,” I finally had to admit. “I don’t really like the idea of two guys and you.”
“See?” she said pleadingly. Her hands, I noticed, were under the table. “And I knew that. So,” she turned to Martin and smiled up at him. She turned back to me but leaned her head against his shoulder. “We had a menage a trios without you, out of respect.”
—————
We were able to walk up the hill from where the final bus leg of the journey dropped us off, and found our hotel. The rooms were all round with the hallways and archways oval, and everything was curved — there wasn’t a straight hall or wall in the whole place. The keeper had a room for Martin and we all settled in, meeting on the roof after for dinner — the hotel also had a kitchen and a bar.
We went out to where the keeper told us there was a “nightclub,” that turned out to be an outdoor dance party at night under a thousand point lights. Stacy loved dancing, and I was okay with it. Frankly, I was grateful that Martin wanted to dance with her so much because it took the pressure off me.
When they came back between songs to get a drink, I said, “You guys are dancing pretty close out there.”
“Jealous?” my wife said, sucking her drink from her straw.
“You can take her out on the floor anytime you like,” Martin said. I declined with a wave of my hand.
On our way back after, I needed to drop into a store and Stacy and Martin said they’d walk slowly ahead. I couldn’t find them at first, but when I spotted them in the shadows of a narrow alley between buildings, I caught them necking again.
“You guys are making it obvious,” I shook my head.
“What?” my wife said. “Thought you said you were okay with things on the train.”
I did suggest I was okay with her excuse that it was a menage a trios with me having fallen asleep, but I didn’t know that that extended to the whole trip including the dance floor and the walk back to the hotel. We walked on. Stacy and Martin walked ahead of me with their arms around each other’s waists and with Stacy leaning her head back against his shoulder, murmuring together and laughing.
After we got ready for bed, Stacy said she was just going to go check on Martin and make sure he was okay.
“He’s a grown man, I’m sure he’s going to be okay,” I said.
She laughed nervously and pulled her clothes on. “Just checking, go to sleep,” she said. She slipped out the door. After 30 minutes or so, I decided it was time to go investigate. Though I had seen his room when the keeper brought us to our doors, finding the way there proved challenging at night. Hallways narrowed and widened and curved and rose and fell like they were tunnels in an ant farm. More than a few times I had to double back and try to figure out which of two or even three forking paths to try. But I finally found the door with his number nailed to it.
I could see dim light from under the door. I put my ear to it and heard murmuring and laughter. I rapped with the back of one knuckle and heard nothing at all. I rapped again and the door creaked open an inch. It was Stacy’s face that filled it.
“Oh,” she said. “I thought you were sleeping.”
“I was, and I thought you were going to be sleeping too.” I pushed the door open and saw over her shoulder Martin lying on his bed pulling the sheet over his naked body, but too slow for me not to catch it. I looked at Stacy. She was wrapped in the blanket from the bed. I pulled it from her shoulders and it fell to the floor, showing me her naked body. She gathered it up again around her body and stepped up onto the bed and fell down on the pillows beside Martin, flicking the blanket so it landed over both their naked bodies.
“What’s going on here, Stacy?” I asked.
She shrugged with her eyes shooting sideways. “Another menage a trios?” she tried. Martin chuckled but stifled it. I could see under the sheet her hand rise to slap him on his thigh, but also her hand stay on his thigh. “You know Martin and I were together before, right?” she said.
“I had my suspicions,” I replied.
“Well,” she said, “we broke up, obviously. But it wasn’t because we weren’t sexually compatible.”
“Because we were,” Martin filled me in and I gave him rolling eyes.
“I think he can tell,” she said to him looking over the pillows at him. I didn’t let it show in my gaze but I could see her hand slide slowly up his leg and into his crotch under the white sheet. “We broke up because he’s impossible to live with, I could never love him, and he’s the most self-centered, egotistical maniac I’ve ever known.”
“Why thank you, honey,” he said to her.
“Shut up,” she turned her face but not her gaze to him. “He can fuck like no other man, no insult intended, but he just does, it’s a simple fact, and all my girlfriends in college can back me up on that.”
He began to speak again but she quickly covered his mouth with her hand and kept it there. His hands crept up under the sheets and she giggled and struggled to pin his arms down. Soon she had one hand over his mouth, had wrapped her other hand around his wrist and was using her legs to try to scissor hold his other arm to his waist. She laughed and struggled and glared at him, shushing him when he struggled under her.
“That’s all he ever was, a fuck toy, and that’s all he is now, too,” she turned to him and looked at him with scolding eyes. He struggled under her more and she used her weight to hold him down harder and giggled. The sheets slid from their naked bodies. “He doesn’t mean anything,” she said to me. “He’s good for nothing,” she pleaded with me with a shaking head and a serious expression.
He pulled an arm free and wrapped it around her body on top of him. She scrambled to cover it again with her legs or hips but he clutched at her side and tickled her. She yelped and leaped and spun around, squirming on top of him only half under the slipping sheet. “Not now,” she seethed at him through her teeth, but he tickled her again and she screeched and kicked and the sheet flew from the bodies. She curled and stretched out on her back laying on top of him. His hands tickled her sides, her stomach, and up over her breasts and into her neck. She writhed and squirmed and kicked with her face contorting and making no sounds she was laughing so hard.
I staggered backward and leaned on the wall before sliding down and sitting on a bench there. My wive contorted in fits on top of him and he seized both her wrists in one hand and tickled with his other hand the sides of her breasts, under her breasts, down the sides of her stomach, and up the insides of her thighs. Her legs kicked wildly in every direction and she pulled with her arms to get free but couldn’t. She squealed and screamed and rolled over and around on top of him trying to pry her wrists free of his hold. He cupped his hand finally right over her bare pussy and she strained on her heels and head and her yelping and screeching became exhausted gasps and moans, but her body yearned and twisted all the same.
He entered her with his finger and she moaned loudly and finally pulled her hands free, but only to immediately reach down between her legs and under herself to find his raging hard cock. She pulled herself up and ended up on her hands and knees facing me with her legs spread around his hips and her hands on his shins.
“Fuck, baby,” she said staring at me, “can you ever forgive me?”
She moved backward and spread her ass. She chased and captured his cock with her pussy and immediately pushed herself down on him like she was starved for it. She pushed herself up and arched hard in her back and rode him right in front of me in the reverse cowgirl position with her glassy glazed eyes fixed on mine.
I shook my head and made for the door.
“I’ll be up a little later, honey,” she said but in a breathy, panting voice, a voice jolted by the way he rose up under her and slammed himself into her.
I just closed it gently and walked away. “Whatever,” I mumbled.
The rest of our trip was already booked and reserved all the way, including the overnight train back and I wasn’t in the mood for losing the money, nor was I capable of making reservations or even finding hotels or trains. They stayed together at nights in his room or in our room, but in his bed. They promised not to fuck with me in the room, but repeatedly broke that promise as soon as I was asleep.  We made the best of it, trying not to get too hostile to each other. On the way back to Istanbul on the overnight train, they shared the lower bunk and I slept above them, proving that she was right, that I could sleep through anything.
After we got to Istanbul, Stacy and I were headed home, but Martin was just starting out on some huge six month world tour that was utterly unplanned, proving Stacy’s point that he might be fun, but he’s not a person anyone could live with. By the time we got home, it felt like the whole thing with Martin was a distant memory.
“I mean,” she said on our first night back in our bed, “I left him for you for a reason,” she rolled her face to mine over the pillows and searched for my hand under the sheets. “And just think,” she said with her eyebrows raised at me. “If you ever want to fuck a girl, there’s nothing I can say, is there.” She leaned over and kissed me. “Other than, let me join,” she added, slipping her tongue into my mouth.
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