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She had taken off her pale smoke-toned leather biker jacket but still wore her grey suede thigh-high tall heel boots and tight white mini dress. She clapped and bent over laughing before straightening up and covering her mouth with her hand. I could see her blush from all the way up in the bedroom loft above the large open ski chalet we rented for the weekend. The fire rolled and whipped behind the big white fur rug that spread out from the black leather ottoman he stretched his legs out over. They were both sunken into the massive, soft, burgundy couch. A show was on the huge screen over the fireplace, but they were only sporadically checking in on it during lulls in their conversation. A space for decency and decorum remained between them on the couch as though they both silently agreed to a placeholder for her missing husband and his missing friend — for me, in other words. But I wasn’t going to show.
It was the three of us at the beginning of the night when we got started over dinner at Josie’s, the hot new place in the village. But then I had to go to my poker game.
“You’re going to leave her with me?” Brady, my friend, said, imitating a Home Alone shocked expression. He sold high-end art in the village gallery and I knew him since high school. Crazy Brady — he took to heart the Aristippus philosophy of hedonism.
“Pursuit of pleasure is the only moral compass there is,” he had said earlier.
Celine, my wife, 27 years old and 5 years younger than both Brady and me, was a kindergarten teacher. “I would have to say,” she tilted her head to cause a cascade of long lazy waves of her milk chocolate hair to fall over her chest, “that certainly seems to be the morals we all start with.”
Brady grinned at her crookedly with a questioning squint of his eyes. “What do you mean by that?”
My wife tugged the zippered edges of the sleeves of her biker jacker down over the palms of her hand and scrunched up her shoulders. She wasn’t comfortable being asked what she thought. She didn’t naturally insert herself into conversations. I liked it. We both wanted her to speak her mind more, but she was painfully shy at the best of times.
“The kids I teach. Or maybe not teach,” she ducked her head and hid her face behind thick strands of hair that flicked over her face. She raised her eyes and caught his eyes through her hair. She didn’t know how hot she was or how her natural gestures looked so flirtatious. I’d tell her at home, but she would only deny and hide her face in my chest. “More just keep alive till 3,” she raised her shoulders and puffed air out her grinning mouth. She closed her lips again and turned her face to her drink, finished for now, but she glanced at Brady a brief moment more through the corners of her eyes. I was intrigued at how intrigued she was with him. It was unusual of her. She was getting all kittenish over him.
Now they reclined on the couch together in our dimly lit chalet and I was more than intrigued. I was feeling stoked. I moved back from the edge and away from the pine pole loft railing and leaned against the log wall in the dark shadows near the high peaked roof. I carefully brought out my phone and texted her. “Hope you’re having okay time, poker game going good — maybe I won’t be cleaned out as soon as usual, lol!” I wrote her.
I lifted my chin and brought my eyes over the level of the floor to see down onto the couch in the big and darkened main room again.
“I think,” she grinned sideways at him, “that might be him now, speak of the devil.” She chuckled and reached for her phone in her cute white leather purse propped on the ottoman. She held it with both hands right in front of her face and when Brady leaned back as though he were trying to peak, she laughed and turned so show him the back of her phone. “Stop it,” she grinned. Her pink painted and long rounded thumbnails tapped rapidly at her screen.
“Having okay time at home,” she wrote me. “Brady came, hope that’s okay. Seemed early to stop the night.”
I grinned from above. “No problem with me. I’m glad you like him, he’s such a great old friend of mine.”
“Yeah I like him,” she wrote back. I watched as Brady minded his own business casually watching the show they had on and sipping his whiskey. Celine grinned at the screen she held close to her face. “How late do you think you’re going to be?”
“Going to be past 12 for sure at least,” I wrote back and looked down to see her reaction.
“How well do you know Brady, anyway?” she wrote. Brady leaned back again slowly, teasing her by pretending to want to peak at her phone again. She mouthed the words “Stop it!” at him as though her and I were talking on the phone.
He continued to lean over toward her.
She kicked gently at his legs with her long grey boot where they stretched out to the ottoman. “I mean it,” she growled in a low quiet voice. “I’m talking to my husband if you don’t mind.”
“What about?” he raised his eyebrows at her causally and unfurled his arm out over the top of the back of the deep and pillowy couch.
“He lives by the credo by which he speaks,” I wrote her. We talked at length at Josie’s about his hedonistic philosophy. Celine was far more interested than I would have guessed.
“Do you believe in what he says?” She wrote me.
“Are you ignoring him right now?” I smirked to myself and peered over the edge.
“He’ll be fine, I assure you,” she pulled her mouth sideways in a grin and glared at him over the top edge of her phone. He was bumping his foot against hers where it hung crossed over her other knee. She let him, but she glowered at him — playfully, it seemed to me.
“You mean the pleasure principle stuff?” I asked her.
Celine dropped her phone on the couch edge between her legs and leaned down to unzip her long boots and ease them off her legs and feet. She crossed her legs again, now bare from the high thigh down, and right back where they were in range for Brady to resume bumping her foot with his. He did, and though her foot bounced from his bumping, she ignored it. But she didn’t pull away.
“When he said it was the only moral principle needed.” When she texted that time, she turned her phone over and placed it face down on the side table beside her. She clasped her palms together and pushed them between her thighs. She turned her face to him and said, “Do we outgrow it or do we just hide it?” She met his eyes with a serious expression but I saw her eyes narrow. She was trying hard to get the conversation from Josie’s back on track.
“You see people in your classroom in their natural state, before they get all the overlays from schooling,” he said in that conversation at Josie’s. He slumped back in his chair at the table and crossed his fingers over his chest like he had become a professor suddenly.
I was fascinated to see her carry on her end of the conversation. She must have trusted, or even liked, Brady a lot, which was a shocker. He was extroverted like no one else, but he did the charm thing exceptionally well, I had to admit. If I used one attribute to describe him, it would be that he manages effortlessly to adjust himself to his audience. Selling high end art to vacationers was about the most perfect occupation for him. To watch him in action, as I had since high school onward, was to learn about other people, just from the way Brady mirrored them. But I never took Celine for an amateur philosopher.
“Or before they have all their equipment installed,” she said, “They aren’t really people yet, if we mean like us, with all the parts of our brain installed and operational.” She shook her head at him challengingly. She was warming to him like I’d never seen her warm to anyone before. I stayed out of it.
“What is installed,” he said, nodding at her at the same time, acknowledging her, “is the brain of earlier evolution. So perhaps they are fully formed even as far along as early man on the savannas of Africa.” He sipped his drink with obvious delight. He was playing her so well — he knew that if he demonstrated pride with his argument, she would interpret it to mean that she must be someone worth taking pride over besting in an argument. And he was right. She shot forward and leaned over the table with her eyes on fire and her mouth curling with a grin as she spoke.
“Where pleasure,” she poked her finger at him, “was not anything to pursue, or you died!” She leaned back and crossed her arms over her chest with immense self-satisfaction. “Those who sought pleasure died out and did not stick around to evolve — those who hunted and focused on surviving predators are who we eventually descended from.”
“Is that what you see in your kindergarten class, hunters and predators and survival tactics?” He grinned at her and I caught her, before she glanced at me, making eyes back at him. She was flirting with him and she was doing it right in front of me. I was trying to recall if I’d ever seen her flirt before.
“Yeah, the pleasure principle, and the morals of it,” she wrote me back finally from the chalet couch. “Does it excuse anything we might do?” she added, “Like he said.”
“What are you saying to him?” Brady grinned across the couch at her.
“I’m telling him that you’re behaving badly and trying to seduce his wife.” I think both Brady and I were taken aback at the suddenly blunt turn of her mind.
“I’m doing no such thing!” He pretended indignation well.
“Are so,” she stared him down challengingly. She also bumped his foot back with her dangling bare foot. “Anyway,” she said, pushing herself up, “he’s not getting back till after midnight so I guess you have me all to yourself.” She smirked and leaned over his body to pick up his glass. She lingered there too, letting him take in the side of her body, the hang of her breast, and the touch of her bare thigh, before puffing amused air out her nose and straightening up. “Do I even have to ask a man who is guided only by pleasure if he would like another drink?”
She turned and made her way to the kitchen in the corner of the big dark room, but she stepped slowly and with each foot directly in front of the other to make her hips sway mesmerizingly for him — and she knew without checking he was watching her recede. But she checked all the same, with a smile and a flash of her eyes through fallen strands of hair, before she chuckled to herself and busied about the kitchen with bottles and glasses and ice.
I pondered how to answer her. Does it excuse anything we might do? she asked. I tapped the corner of my phone into my forehead. Why was she asking that? How did it play into what was going on below me? How do I answer?
The honest answer would be, mostly yes. I was influenced enough over the years by Brady to half suspect he might be right, that we do nothing but pursue pleasure, and that everything we do that isn’t, is merely machinations to hide the fact. “A big shame-industrial complex was built up around the natural man,” he said down in Josie’s. “The rise of all-seeing singular gods gave rise to all the new religions that dominate now, gods who aren’t interested in the weather anymore or fighting or fucking with each other, but instead, they’re completely obsessed with what we do from a moral point of view — that’s the shame-industrial complex it all its glory. Modern civilization is almost entirely driven by us hiding ourselves — beginning with the fig leaves in Eden.”
Celine curled her lips as though attempting to speak, but she couldn’t land on the starting word.
“It’s telling, isn’t it, where the fig leaves went.” He nodded at her and smirked.
She stared back at him and I stared at her. I had heard it all before. She was getting it first time. He always made hard thinking points like that.
“They didn’t hide their eyes, or their ears, or their mouths,” he went on, “Did they. They didn’t even hide their poo-holes,” he turned to me as though I was some sort of authority on that subject. Celine hunched her shoulders and giggled at his choice of words.
“No,” he was now hamming up the professorial voice and gestures, “it was the primary bodily expression of pleasure — the erect cock, the engorged pussy.” He had a knack,  like I said, for measuring and mirroring his audience. I looked askance at Celine because she didn’t talk about these things, and nor did she use words like that. I was surprised he did — was he reading her all wrong? But I was the wrong one. She wasn’t turning away from him in disgust at his language. She instead glazed over in her eyes and her mouth softened as though she were becoming entranced by him.
“We seek pleasure whether we consciously think we do or not, whether we think we are making choices about it or not. Therefore everything that isn’t pleasure,” he said, his eyes boring into Celine’s shining eyes, “is fig leaves. It’s hiding. It’s faking it.”
“Does this philosophy,” I said, needing to break his spell over her before she stripped and jumped him in the chair he rocked in right there in the pub, “excuse everything we might do?” It was my old and tired challenge to him.
He turned to me slowly, taking on his silly “must I suffer the immortals” professorial expression again, and said flatly, “It does.” He’d never confronted me head on like that before over it. He just stared at me like someone about to drop the mitts, before I burst out laughing, and he lost it and laughed hard too, and so did Celine, but not right away, and not fully taking her eyes off Brady’s eyes. She was infected with the thought, she was rolling ideas around in her mind for fit. And she was interested in him.
“It does,” I typed into my phone and hovered my thumb over the send button. She came back to the couch with two drinks and stood there in front of the couch, facing Brady from above and looking down at him. She sipped her drink without extending her hand to him with his drink, though he extended his in anticipation.
She curled her wrist and held it back from him. “Can you ever deny yourself? Is that not part of the pleasure thing too?”
He was amused and intrigued. He retracted his hand and draped it back over the top of the couch. He smiled with excitement, even.
“How so, exactly?”
Celine sat now in the middle of the couch, taking over the space that had previously been set between them. She folded one leg under herself and stretched the other out. It came to rest touching against his leg and foot, though she pretended to not notice. He noticed, but he let it pass without comment. I caught his glance though.
She reached behind herself and set her glass on her table behind her and then sipped from his glass, before laughing. She was only teasing him — she handed it to him. He drank from it but kept his eyes on her over the top rim, before setting his too aside on his own side table.
She reached to the ottoman and read her phone. She saw my reply: It does. It excuses everything we might do, I told her. I didn’t know what fire I was fanning in replying that way, but upstairs lurking in the shadows watching my wife and my smartest friend circle and tease each other was surprisingly entertaining. My answer was in a way my honest thought: I excused Brady with it because, unlike other people who might do things that would normally be cause for attack or for shunning, Brady was up front and honest about himself. You knew what he was and he made it clear: he came with a clearly-stated warning label. If I confronted him over flirting with my wife alone in my rented chalet, he would rightly be able to say: “Dude, I’ve been telling you for 20 years, I do what I want. You put me in there alone with her.” And he would be right. I did.
“Should we just go up to the chalet?” Celine texted me, asking what she should do — they were on the sidewalk out front of Josie’s and I was already gone to the poker game — or so she thought. I was actually in the chalet. I hadn’t told her that I changed my mind about poker.
“Sure,” I said to her.
“Alone? Without you?”
“Are you fine with that?”
“Are you fine with that, is who should be asked.”
“I am,” I said to her, and Brady would be correct, I put him with my wife alone all night in the cozy, romantic chalet. It would be like putting the fox in the henhouse and then blaming the fox for what happens. Or better yet, putting the rooster in the henhouse, and then blaming the hen for what happens.
She read her phone as though it was a long message from me, but it was only two words. “It does.”
She glanced over the top of the phone at Brady and when he looked back, she burst out laughing. I knew the laugh. It was her nervous excitement laugh. It was her thinking laugh. “Stop looking,” she said to him intimately with a quiet voice. But she didn’t stop looking at him.
She texted me back. “Are you sure?”
She held her phone in front of her face without putting it down this time. She squinted her eyes at Brady and then smiled to herself. She dragged the tip of her tongue around the corner of her mouth and then, glancing at him again, she laughed. She hid behind her phone again and peeked over the top at him. “Am I bothering you?”
“No,” he grinned back.
She pushed herself all the way on the couch to the opposite arm and leaned against it so she was sideways and facing him. She clutched at the edge of her dress and pulled it down between her legs, even as she pulled her knees up slowly and parted them a few inches, and then a few inches more. “How about now?”
He grinned but he also glanced down to see what he could see up there between her luscious toned thighs.
I thought and I thought. I knew it was one of those decisions that determine the forward movement forever after. Was I sure . . . I knew what she meant with that question. Was I sure that I was going to be fine with whatever she chose to do? She already knew from down in Josie’s that I had to be fine with whatever Brady chose to do, ever about anything. I told her straight up, “Anything Brady does, I can’t be mad at, he is honest and clear — you know what you’re getting when you bring Brady into the house. It would be like inviting a bear in and then complaining he isn’t behaving like a dog.”
“Wait,” he turned to me, “you calling me a bear or a dog?”
Celine laughed then and she laughed now. It was the same laugh: nervous, excited, a different Celine. An honest Celine? She dropped her mouth open and locked her stunning brown eyes big and dilated on his and shook her head in a very slight No as she slowly released the strength of the tug with which she held her dress down over the top of her legs.
“Maybe you just have a problem with delayed gratification,” she said to him from the far end of the couch. “I deal with it all the time,” she stated with mock aloofness. She also let her knees fall further apart and her grip on the edge of her skirt loosen. If he looked now, which he didn’t let himself do, keeping his eyes instead locked on my wife’s — he didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of winning, not yet, anyway — he would be able to see edges of her panties, so much of her legs were exposed to him.
Was I sure, was I sure . . . I pressed the phone against my head and peered over the floor edge to my wife below teasing, grinning, hanging her pinky off her bottom teeth, jerking her head forward so her hair covered her face in a wonderful mess. I could see her toes curl. I could hear her breath, she was having difficulty keeping it even and smooth. I also saw the tone of the skin of her face — she was flushed, she was hot.
“I’m sure,” I texted her and sent it before I gave myself a chance to think it through. She heard her phone behind her head. “Hold that thought,” she said to Brady and she twisted around and reached over and behind her head for her phone. In so doing, she flashed Brady her panties completely, and he let his eyes roam at will over those forbidden parts of her body. She untwisted and held her phone in her hands to read my message. She took longer than two words take to read because she was contemplating just what I had given her permission to do. She returned her knees to their folded position and to the same degree of parting that she had before, but this time, no hand stretched her tight dress down. Things were now plainly on the table. Her dress was around her hips and her panties were so visible, they were hit by the dim light and no longer in shadows. And she didn’t cover herself, she didn’t care, she even pretended to not notice.
She didn’t reply to me, she only put her phone back on the table reaching over her head with both hands, stretching her body out in front of Brady.
“What did he say this time?”
“He said you’re a pig who has no self control and who thinks only about himself,” she said to him matter-of-factly. But she also landed her hand on her breast and she even squeezed herself.
My heart skipped a beat and I crouched down low and drew nearer to the railing. “Holy fuck,” filled my head. She stretched her legs out and reached with her arching feet, even stretching her toes to poke them into Brady’s thigh. He raised his gaze as slow as curling smoke from her crotch, up her body, to her eyes. She massaged her breasts and exhaled sharply.
“Whose?” he asked.
“Whose what?” she replied, full of breath, softly, with her eyes lids fluttering and her mouth, open, but no longer smiling.
“Whose delated gratification are you dealing with all the time?”
She sniggered and rolled her head to the side. She also arched her back and slinked down further and flatter over the length of the couch. Her head remained propped up enough on the arm to see over her body to Brady, who now, sipping his drink with time and patience on his side, let his eyes go everywhere over her body before him. He pushed up and slid down the couch to the middle spot, lifting her legs under his arm as he slid under her, and he released her legs over his lap. He began to rub her shins, to massage her calves and feet, both as a foot and leg rub, and as a sculptor feeling the master work of another artist.
My wife grinned and dropped her head back harder into the arm. I saw her eyes close. “That’s good,” she said. “Are you good with all the different kinds of rubs?”
I gaped. She was advanced in her teasing. She gave as good as she got and I was curious to see how Brady would respond. He wasn’t the one this time running the show all himself.
He dragged his hand up as far as the edge of her tight white pencil skirt where it stretched between her slightly parted thighs.
“The kids,” she said with her eyes closed facing the ceiling. “And your’s now.”
“Mine?” Brady smiled. He pushed the edge up her thighs. She didn’t stop him. She didn’t squirm away from him. She in fact gently lifted her hips from her shoulders and her heels that dug into his thighs, and she invited him to push the dress further up.
“Are you able to handle it?”
“Handle what exactly?” he replied, watching as his hands pushed her dress over her hips and bunch it around her stomach before she lowered her hips again.
“Delayed gratification, pay attention. I’m out of bounds, you know — I’m married to your friend.” She suddenly sat up and tugged and squirmed and, laughing at her graceless self, she pulled her dress over her head and eased her body back down onto the arm of the couch. She was only dressed in her black satin bra and black panties. “Don’t get ideas, I’m just feeling too warm and I’m sure you’ve seen a nude female before, should be no problem for you.” She raised her knee and touched her toes down in his lap. She curled her toes and clenched them around the lump in his pants. She grinned widely and bit on the tip of her tongue.
“Interesting that you said it was only delayed gratification. It started off being denied.”
She laughed and covered her face with both her hands trying to stop and keep up with her act. “Touché, good one,” she said.
“Was it something your husband said?”
She grinned and blushed. “No, I am my own person, he knows that.”
“Are you allowed to do whatever you want to do?”
He was being pointed and he knew it. One of the big points we argued over in Josie’s was the issue of being allowed or not.
Celine knew he was using it like that too. She hesitated before answering him, moving her hands from her face down liquid-like over her cheeks, over her jaw, and down her neck, pressing herself, sliding her hands over her skin and staring at him.
She chuckled as though a thought came to her and she pushed her hands hard down over the mounds of her breasts above the scalloped line of her bra and she used the edges of her hands to push her bra down her breasts to cup them in her palms. She was bare below her hands.
“I am,” she said as softly as a feather landing on a bed.
“He knows what I’m capable of, does he know about you?”
“What about me?” she pushed her hands further down her chest. Her nipples emerged erect and full, and she lightly twisted both of them nearly off the tips of her breasts, sucking a sharp breath through her teeth.
“That you’re like this deep inside when you know there aren’t any consequences?”
It had been one of the  things he brought up, a point he made about video games. “Maybe we have it backward,” he said, “the avatar and the true self.”
Celine then played with the tiny pendant of her thin silver necklace and tongued it, held it between her lips staring at him as he talked.
“We think our true self is here, is how we are now, but that how we behave in a video game, driving over the sidewalk and running people down, shooting up the whole city, is just for fun, for release. But what if,” he said, turning his gaze to Celine who had been trying to get his attention, but when she got it, suddenly and directly like that, she blushed and grinned and turned away as though she were scanning the whole place. “What if the behavior in the video game is the true self unencumbered with the artificial and external restraints of society and civilization — the free, natural self, I mean. Don’t we all,” he zeroed his eyes in on hers when she was able to look back at him this time without taking her eyes off his, “act like kindergartners when we play video games?”
She laughed and shook her head. He was like that, he could bring people right up to him like that.
“What” he asked directly of her in the pub, “are we like inside when we know there aren’t any consequences — no risk of charges, of court, of jail, no police. . . “
“No teachers,” she added, laughing.
“No spouses,” he said, turning his head slowly toward me sitting there nearly forgotten by the both of them.
He was echoing it now on the couch. He meant, when he said to her about how it is deep inside her when she knows there aren’t any consequences, meaning specifically, no husband, no Shel.
My wife, her jacket on the kitchen counter, her dress on the ottoman, her boots on the floor, her black bra around her waist, her hand crunching and uncrunching in the lace fabric on the front of her black panties, inhaled sharply and tugged her head back hard into the pillow behind her.
“How did you know?” She tried to chuckle, to play her state off lightly, but it was a lost cause and she knew it. She was writhing nearly naked on the couch in front of a fire with my friend, and he had hardly got started.
“It’s the pleasure principle,” he said.
She laughed at him. But she also contorted her body and squirmed and kicked her feet. She raised her hips off the couch and planked herself with her feet pressed hard into his thigh and her head holding up her whole back and ass off the couch. Her hips began to rotate in the air, to thrust side to side and up and down.
When Brady put his glass down, Celine exhaled and inhaled rapidly directly after and held her breath. When he stroked his fingernail up her shin, she made a tiny inhaled whimper. When he watched his fingers touch and dance up her inner thigh, she went “Ahh,” sharply and tried to squelch it. When he wrapped his fingers around her thigh up high, her breath broke and caught, and it rapidly flowed in and out of her open mouth as though she was being electrocuted. When he touched the edge of her panties, her hips shot up and her body quaked. She watched him from the arm of the couch as though her own body was someone else’s. Her eyes followed his fingers just as eyes his did, even as he lightly dragged them over the front of her panties, and pushed them under her own long elegant fingers.
She emitted high-pitched, rapid-fire chirps from inside her closed mouth as he wrapped his fingers around the waist band of her panties. He sipped his drink to exude the definition of cool. When he tugged her panties ever so gently, she went “Fuck” under her breath that came out in machine-gun staccato.
He drew them smoothly and mercilessly down her long legs that she assisted him with, lifting them one at a time for him to fit her panties off her feet. He draped them over the back of the couch. Her pussy was exposed. She was completely naked. And even I could see the glistening mess she was between her legs.
He paused and she rattled. He drank again and she caught and released her breath like someone on the verge of either exploding or fainting. When he looked back at her she gave him her yearning sweet puppy dog eyes and she reached with hard outstretched arms toward his groin and her hands spread and her fingers stretched graspingly at him, begging him for his cock.
He merely undid his button at the top of his jeans and unzipped his fly, and my wife, buzzing like a high voltage wire in the rain, flew up from the arm of the couch and dove down between his legs. She licked him once, her whole body shaking, and she squeezed him, as much to try holding herself back as to warn him in any way. She looked up at him with animal-craze in her eyes and her messed hair flying over her face, and unable to withstand it a second longer, she cried out at him, “Fuck!” and she fell down in his lap, consuming his cock in her mouth till he stuffed her to her throat.
I knelt at the railing above and marveled at the scene below. It may have been my wife down there, but I had never seen such hot sex. She whimpered on him, sucking him madly with the ferociousness of someone denied all pleasure. She came up and tugged madly at his shirt, threatening to tear it if he didn’t help her get it off. She stood up crazily and wobbly and tripped on her boots stepping back and tugging on his pant legs until they also came off and she nearly stumbled backward. She tugged his shorts off too and went down on him again between his legs, falling to her knees and gripping her pussy with her fist.
Brady stroked my wife’s body all over, and pulled her until she came up on the couch with him but she wouldn’t let his cock come out of her mouth. Her rotated her body until her knees were on his shoulders and still her face was between his legs. She gripped his thighs and bobbed her head on him. He stood up and hugged her waist to his chest so she hung on him upside down. She cried out louder, even though her mouth was muffled by his cock. He sank his mouth down onto her spread pussy that undulated at his chin and she lifted her face off his cock only to howl and cry at the floor above her.
He laid on the couch where she had been laying and she nestled her knees between the back of the couch and his head and lowered her soaking pussy back down onto his mouth. She sucked at him and she licked him and she teased his cock and whimpered and cried and dove back down on it. Brady was an expert with the ladies from a long way back. She was powerless in his hands and soon, she was crying out with a series of “oh my god!”s and before long she was unable to keep sucking him but could only hold on. He body shook like an earthquake on him and she inhaled like someone coming back from the dead.
She laughed with syrupy slowness and draped her body lazily all over his, her own body an octopus of random and boneless limbs. I watched as she came up to his face and for the first time that whole night, I realized, she kissed him. But she had also reached between their bodies to grip him in her hand between her legs.
“You think you’re good at that or something?” she groaned through a grin as she gripped his cock harder and hovered her hips above him, arching her back and moving her chest over his.
“I don’t know,” he said with a shrug.
“Like fuck you don’t,” she shook her head. She touched her pussy with the head of his cock and sucked air noisily through her clenched teeth and tight lips. “I guess you’re getting your gratification after all aren’t you,” she groaned, even as she released his cock and rotated her pelvis down. I could see from between the railing stanchions above as his cock, hard and long, disappeared into her pussy, puffy and wet.
She cried out louder this time, she turned her face to the opposite wall and she went “Ahhh!” long and loudly. It was a well-built chalet but there is no doubt the neighbors on the other side of the wall heard it, she was that loud. And if they didn’t know what it was, she made sure they did the second time and third time and on and on, as she cried out with every thrust of her body against his.
When he pulled out of her she begged and whimpered and reached and panted at him angrily, all until he tossed her body like one would a pillow over in front of him and hauled her up to his kneeling frame by the waist. He was rough with her but she liked it, I made note. When he pushed her legs apart she flattened her face into the cushion of the couch and twisted to see him behind her. She reached up and touched his hard stomach. When he entered her, she squeezed and scratched and yelled into the cushions and bit on the couch.
I stood up and leaned over the railing staring down at the back of my wife as it torqued and waved in front of Brady who was pounding his cock into her relentlessly from behind. Every jarring bolt of cock he threw into her elicited a high-pitched surprised-sounding cry. She was brought to the edge all over again, and still he rammed her as was his wont. She came again from his fucking and she was surprised by it, as though it came up on her quickly, as though he was running her body, not her.
He pulled out and she rapidly rolled over in front of him and scooted down on her heels and head below him to stroke his cock in her hands. When he leaned back and crunched his eyes and lifted his face to me, his ejaculate spurted out of him and all over my wife’s stomach, her breasts, her neck, her face and mouth, and her hair. She laughed and stroked and pushed up to catch more in her mouth.
When they went to the shower, I snuck out. I gave it time before I texted. When I came in, she was in bed and Brady was gone. I came to the bed and knelt on the foot. She was fast asleep.
In the morning, when I sensed her stir, I said, “How was the evening?”
She took a moment but then she shot up, she threw the sheets off our bodies, and she tugged me down on top of her. She kissed me frantically and she spread her legs widely around me, pushing her pussy up against me. I was above her but she rammed me with her hips from below, fucking me like it was the first time all over again.
It was the best sex we’d ever had, and we had pretty good sex besides. She began to tell me what had happened over breakfast in the cafe. But I stopped her. “I was upstairs the whole time, watching,” I told her.
She squinted at me with a dead-inside expression. Then she grinned hard, she looked down in her lap and pulled her hair over her face, and she said, “You didn’t, did you?”
I could only laugh. She laughed too, both of us giggling against the wall of the village cafe like maniacal kindergarteners.
She came to me two weeks later squeamish and shy. “Want to go skiing again on the weekend?” she said. She blushed and grinned.
“I guess,” I said.
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