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The fire pit on Zach's rooftop threw shadows across the sectional. I watched Alyssa step over Zach’s outstretched legs to move to the other side. But Zach's hand came up and he caught her wrist and pulled her down into his lap.

“Just sit with me a bit,” he said, and she settled against him, her back to his chest. I looked toward the fire, then reached for my drink. It was empty so I got up and went to his mini-fridge. The can hissed open and I looked back over my shoulder at how my wife, shy and nervous Alyssa, seemed to be okay with settling into our upstairs neighbor’s lap so easily.

"You know what I've been thinking?" Zach said, and Alyssa turned her head toward him. It came very close. His hand slipped around her waist. "I've been thinking you two don't come up near often enough. You should come up more. I enjoy having just you two.”

“I think we’d like that too,” Alyssa said, nodding at me innocently. “Right Noah?”

Zach's fingers moved across her hip where her shirt had come up, his touch brief and casual. He kept his gaze on the fire pit ahead of them.

“You catch that game last weekend?" he asked me. "The Ravens?"

"No," I said. I sat back down on the sectional, a few feet away.

"You should have caught that,” Zach said. He shifted his weight and Alyssa shifted with him. His huge arm tightened around her waist. She hung onto it like you would a ride at the fair. “Fourth quarter was insane. They almost came back from twenty points down."

"That's impressive," I said, nodding and whistling. It seemed natural already that Alyssa would be sinking comfortably into this man’s lap. She looked so small against him.

She kept her eyes forward on the city lights. Zach's hand closed around her waist, his thumb moving in small circles through the fabric of her shirt. He continued talking about the game, his voice unchanged, describing plays and stats easily and casually. I was lulled into sinking back into the cushions as well.

"You should come up and watch the game with me next Sunday,” he said. "Both of you. I've got a new sound system set up."

"That sounds fun,” Alyssa said. “Doesn’t it,” she added in a smaller voice to me, nodding again.

“Yeah, we’ll do that,” Zach said. His hand moved from her waist to her shoulder, resting there, his palm flat against her back. "You're tense. You work too hard."

His fingers began to press into the muscles between her shoulder and her neck in a massage-like motion, firm and knowing like a ex-athlete would. Alyssa's head tilted forward as if in response to his pressure.

"That's what I'm talking about," Zach said privately. “The body needs to learn how to relax."

His hand continued the motion, his thumb working at the base of her neck. I watched her shoulders drop, the tension leave her frame. Zach's other hand remained around her waist as though pulling her up against him.

"Better?" he asked in a low grinning voice around the side of her face.

"Yes," Alyssa said meekly. "That feels pretty good."

"The city puts us on edge," Zach said. He switched hands, his right now working at her shoulder while his left wrapped around her waist. "Everyone's always rushing. Always stressed. You body needs to remember how to just be."

His hand on her waist slid over her upward following the curve of her ribs, still massaging, still keeping the motion all casual and therapeutic. His fingers traced along her ribcage through her shirt. Alyssa's breathing deepened.

"You have good posture, you “know that?” he said. "Most people slouch around all day."

He withdrew his hands and leaned back against the sectional, pulling her with him. She remained nestled against his chest. His right arm came around her waist again, and his left arm rested on top of the sectional behind her head.

"The stars are great tonight," he said, looking up. "You ever look up?”

"I didn’t notice,” Alyssa said, and she tilted her head back.

I sipped my beer and looked up to for a second, but looked back at my wife, watching her relax on him, seeing her lose her usual reticence.

"Look right up,” he said, and his hand moved to her chin, turning her head upward. His palm was around her jaw. "See how clear it is?"

She looked further up at the sky and his hand lingered on her chin for a moment longer before dropping back to her waist.

“You guys enjoying living right downtown?”

We go out," Alyssa said.

“Yeah? Where to?” Zach asked.

His hand on her waist began to slide around again, his fingers tracing patterns through her shirt, the motion becoming more obvious. It wasn’t aggressive, but it wasn’t accidental either. His thumb moved across her ribcage in slow arcs. Alyssa's head remained tilted back against the sectional, against the arm behind her.

“We ought to make a date to come up here together, us three, once a week. We can talk, we can drink, we can watch the city."

"That sounds nice," Alyssa said.

"Promise me,” Zach said. His hand moved higher, his fingers now tracing the line where her ribs ended and her chest began. "I want to hear you say it."

"I promise," Alyssa said, and she ducked her head forward and laughed a little.

Zach’s hand continued its motions, his fingers just touching the edge of her collarbone now. His other hand remained on the sectional behind her head, not touching her but close to it. I could see the muscles in his forearm, the way his hand moved.

“That’s good," he said. "Because I like having you two up here. You're good people."

I took another drink. Zach had been like this with us before, when it was just us. Quiet and calm, unlike his loud and boisterousness when he had his watch parties. It seemed like he was two different men.

His hand withdrew from my wife’s chest and settled back around her waist, resting there. Alyssa's eyes were still up on the sky. I think we both liked him like this.

"You should take her dancing sometime," Zach said to me. "Does she like to dance?"

"I don't know," I said. "We haven't probably since our wedding,” I laughed.

“You should get her out dancing,” Zach said. He tilted his head down toward Alyssa's face. “You like to dance?"

"I used to," she said with a shrug.

"You should do it," he said. His mouth came closer to her ear now, his voice lower. "You should do all the things you used to do before you got married,” he said and he laughed in a low rumble.

His hand tightened around her waist and he pulled her back against him more firmly. His mouth was close to her ear, his breath reaching her skin.

I stood up and walked to the edge of the rooftop, looking out over the city. Behind me, I could hear Zach's voice continuing to talk, low and conversational, about the restaurants in the neighborhood, about a trip he was planning, about the building's renovations.

"Come sit back down," Zach said to me. "You're making me nervous standing over there."

I walked back and sat down on the sectional, closer this time, maybe two feet away from where Alyssa was relaxing against him.

"That's better," Zach said. He reached over with his free hand and grabbed a bottle of champagne from the table beside the sectional. "Let's open this. I've been saving it."

He worked the cork out and poured three glasses and handed one to me and one to Alyssa.

"Good, right?" he asked.

“It’s very good," Alyssa said, fanning her face.

The fire pit crackled. Somewhere in the distance, a siren wailed and faded. Zach's hand on Alyssa's waist resumed its motions, his thumb moving in circles, the fabric of her shirt shifting with each pass.

"You know what I miss about playing?" Zach said. He was looking at the fire. "I miss the physicality of it. The contact. The feeling of your body doing what you told it to do."

He took a drink.

"After you retire, you lose that," he continued. "You're just sitting around in offices, talking about things. You forget what it feels like to actually do something with your body."

His hand slid up from her waist to her shoulder, massaging her again, his fingers working into the muscle. Alyssa's head tilted forward again, responding to his pressure.

"That's why I like having people up here," he said. "It reminds me of being around the team. Just hanging out. Being present with people, you know?”

He continued his massage on Alyssa, his hand moving from her shoulder to the back of her neck, his fingers pressing into her there. Alyssa's breathing had become deeper.

"You carry a lot of tension here,” he said. "Right at the base of your skull. That's stress. That's worry."

His fingers worked at the spot deeper and Alyssa made a small sound, something between a sigh and a moan. Her shoulders dropped further.

"Better?" he asked with a grin, he knew it was.

"Much," she said in a nearly inaudible voice.

He withdrew his hand. I noticed that Alyssa's posture had changed. She was leaning back more against him, her body more relaxed and at ease with him.

"Noah, you should try this champaign,” Zach said. "Really taste it. Don't just drink it."

I took another sip holding it in my mouth longer this time. It was good, I had to admit.  I nodded.

"There's a difference between drinking and actually experiencing something."

His hand began to move again, his fingers tracing patterns across Alyssa’s ribcage through her shirt. The motion was slow and rhythmic. Alyssa's eyes closed.

“Hey, you falling asleep on me?" Zach said.

"No," she said, opening her eyes and grinning. "I'm just very relaxed."

“That’s good. You should be relaxed. You deserve it."

His hand moved down to her waist and then across her hip, his fingers pressing gently into the bone there. After a moment, his hand moved to her leg, resting on her thigh, his palm flat against the fabric of her dress. He left it there, not moving, just resting.

I drank more champagne.

"Tell me something," Zach said to Alyssa. "Do you ever feel like you're missing out on things? Like life is happening around you and you're just watching it?"

"Sometimes," Alyssa said.

"That's what I was talking about," Zach said. His hand wrapped around her thigh. “We have to be experiencing things. Not just existing. Actually living, am I right?”

He picked up his glass with his free hand and took a drink.

"When I was playing professional football," he continued. "I was traveling all the time, meeting new people, doing things most people only dream about. And then it was just over. Just like that. One injury and it was done."

His hand began to move on her thigh, his fingers tracing along the seam of her dress, following the line from her hip down toward her knee. The motion was slow and steady.

"I'm not saying that to brag," he said. "I'm just saying it because I know what it's like to have a window close. I know what it's like to wish you'd done more when you had the chance."

His hand moved back up toward her hip, and then his fingers slipped beneath the hem of her shirt at her waist, just an inch or two, but enough that I could see his hand disappear. Alyssa's breath caught.

I drank my drink and swished the bubbly champagne around my mouth, my eyes on where his hand went.

“That’s okay," Zach said, his voice low. “We’re warming each other.”

His hand remained there for a few more seconds, his palm against her skin at her waist, and then he removed it and placed it back on her bare thigh and left it there, resting.

I stood up and walked to the edge of the rooftop again. I needed space. I needed to think. But Zach's voice followed me.

"You okay there, Noah?" he asked.

"I'm fine," I said. "Just getting some air."

"You've got plenty of air," he said. "Come back and sit down. We're having a moment here, aren’t we.”

I turned around. Alyssa was looking at me with an expression that was uncertain. Zach's hand was wrapping around her bare thigh, his arm was around her waist, holding her against him. After a moment, I walked back and sat down on the sectional.

Zach took another drink. "I feel like we're becoming real friends. Not just neighbors. Real friends."

His hand moved higher on her thigh, moving toward the inside of her leg, and Alyssa's body tensed. She didn't move away, but her muscles went rigid.

“Just relax," Zach said. His mouth was near her ear. "You're doing that tension thing again. Just relax."

After a moment, her body eased. His hand continued its motion, moving up the inside of her thigh, his fingers pressing her gently. I watched the shape of his hand move beneath the fabric of her dress. Alyssa's eyes were fixed on the fire pit, her expression blank.

Zach's hand reached the apex of her thigh and lingered there for a moment, then withdrew and settled back around her waist, over her dress, his thumb moving in circles again. He picked up his glass.

"You're both going to come back up here next Friday," he said. It wasn't a question. "We'll order food. We'll drink wine. We'll just enjoy each other's company."

"Okay," Alyssa said, and she beamed, flushed and grinning.

I nodded.

“That’ll be good, won’t Noah,,” Zach said. He finished his wine and set the glass down on the table. "I'm glad we're doing this. I'm glad you two moved into the building."

He fell quiet for a moment, his hand still moving on Alyssa’s waist in those slow infuriating circles. The fire pit crackled. I could hear the sound of music coming from somewhere in the city below, muffled and distant.

"I'm going to put on some music," Zach said. He stood and found his phone. “Just something to set a mood. Nothing crazy."

He walked over to a speaker mounted on the far side of the rooftop and pressed a few buttons on his phone. Music began to play, something instrumental and low, jazzy but not intrusive. When he came back, he sat down in the same position, pulling Alyssa back against him. His arm wrapped around her waist again. She remained as though waiting for him to return.

“That’s better, isn’t it,” he said.

We sat in silence for a while listening to the music and the ambient sounds of the city. Alyssa's glass was empty. Zach reached for the bottle and refilled it, then topped off his own and mine too. \

“You're even more beautiful when you're relaxed," Zach said to Alyssa. "You know that? When you first come up here, you were all wound up. But once you settle in, there's something really beautiful about you."

Alyssa didn't say anything but she took a sip.

"I mean it," Zach continued. His hand slid around her waist and moved up, following the curve of her ribcage, his palm flat against her. "There's a softness to you now. It's nice."

He looked at me. “She’s so beautiful, man,” he said. “She’s a classic beauty.”

His hand reached her shoulder and then moved along her collarbone, his fingers tracing the line where her neck met her shoulder. His touch was light, almost exploratory. Alyssa's breathing changed, become shallower.

"You should wear your hair down more often," he said. “I like it better down."

He reached up and took the small clip that was holding her hair back and removed it, letting her hair fall around her shoulders. He ran his fingers through it, his hand moving from the back of her head down through the length of her hair.

"There," he said. “Much better."

Alyssa reached back and touched her hair, as if checking that it was still there. Her hand dropped back to her lap.

Zach's hand remained in her hair for a moment, and then he brought it to her face, his fingers tracing along her jawline. It was an intimate gesture, the kind you might see between people who were dating. Alyssa's eyes closed again.

"You going to be okay?" Zach asked her privately.

"Yes," she said quietly. “I think so.”

He withdrew his hand and reached for his glass, taking a drink. His other hand remained on her waist. After a moment, he set the glass down and his hand began to move again, moving from her waist up along her side, his fingers trailing over her ribs through her top.

"I studied massage therapy at college,” he said. "I ever tell you that?"

His hand moved to her shoulder again, and he began to massage the muscle there, using his thumb and fingers to work at the tension. Alyssa's head tilted to the side, toward him, exposing more of her neck to him.

"Your shoulders are so tight," he said. “You want that loosened up?”

“Yes please,” my wife said in a soft, nearly whispered voice.

His hand moved from her shoulder to her neck, massaging the muscles there, his touch firm. After a few moments, he brought his hand to the side of her neck, his palm resting against her skin. His thumb moved back and forth across her collarbone.

I was feeling tightness in my chest. I didn’t know what to say. Alyssa wasn’t giving me any signals. Below, lights glowed in windows, cars moved along the streets. It was all so normal all around us.

Alyssa was looking at me over her shoulder. Her expression was hard to read in the shadows.

Zach’s hand moved down to her shoulder, and then to her arm. He held her elbow gently, his fingers wrapped around her bicep, and then he lifted her hand and placed it on his thigh.

She left it there.

"You see that? There's nothing to be worried about. We're just enjoying each other."

He took another drink. His other hand moved back to her waist, and he pulled her back against him, her back pressed harder to his chest. I could see his forearm against her ribcage, his hand splayed across her side.

"You know what I like about you two?" he said. He was speaking to both of us, but his eyes were on me. "You're so real. You're not trying to be something you're not. You know exactly what you are. That's so rare."

His hand moved up following the curve of her body, his fingers spreading across her ribcage. Alyssa's breath became uneven. I could see the slight rise and fall of her chest.

"Most people I meet are too busy performing," Zach continued. "They're trying to impress me all the time. But you two, you're just yourselves. That's what I like about you.”

After a moment, his hand moved down and took hold of the collar of her top, pulling it aside gently, exposing more of her shoulder and the upper part of her chest.

Alyssa didn't pull away. She sat still and relaxed, her shoulder exposed to the cool night air.

Zach leaned down and kissed her exposed skin there, his mouth lingering for a moment before pulling back. His hand released her shirt, and the fabric fell back into place. He picked up his glass and took a drink, as if nothing had happened.

I drank from my glass as well.

Zach walked over to a storage bin on the edge of the rooftop and he retrieved a blanket and draped it over both of them. He sat down in the same position, pulling her back against him, his arm around her waist, the blanket covering them both.

“She was getting cold, you were getting cold, weren’t you,” he said and he kissed the top of her head.

“I think so,” Alyssa said.

With the blanket covering them, his hand was hidden from my view. I watched as the blanket shifted, knowing that his hand was moving beneath it, but unable to see what he was doing now. Alyssa's head tilted back against his shoulder, her eyes closed.

"You're warm now though?” he asked her.

"Yes," Alyssa said. “Thank you,” she mouthed.

His hand moved higher beneath the blanket. I watched the shape of his arm shift. His hand was at her chest now, I could tell. Alyssa's breathing had become more audible, her chest rising and falling in a way that was visible even beneath the blanket.

"Tell me something," he said to Alyssa. "When you were younger, before you married Noah, what was the craziest thing you ever did?"

Alyssa remained quiet for a moment. Her hand was still resting on his thigh.

"I don't know," she said. "I was always pretty responsible." She grinned and scrunched down as though knowing her answer didn’t please him.

"Come on," Zach said. His hand continued to move over her under the blanket in ways I could only imagine now. But it seemed to me  to be definitely over her chest. “There has to be something. Everyone has something."

"I guess I went skinny dipping once," Alyssa said. "In college. At a lake."

"See?" Zach said with a big smile. "That's the kind of thing I'm talking about. That's living, right?”

His hand shifted beneath the blanket and Alyssa's body went rigid for a moment. She took a long drink.

"You got to do more things like that," Zach went on. "You should be more spontaneous. Life's too short to be careful all the time."

He leaned his head down and kissed the top of her head again, his mouth lingering in her hair. When he pulled back, his hand beneath the blanket moved to the waist of her dress. I could see the shape of his hand there, testing, feeling.

"What about you, Noah?" Zach asked me, snapping me out of it. "What's the craziest thing you ever did?"

I took a drink. It was hard to think with Alyssa sitting there, with Zach's hand where I knew it was.

"I don't remember," I said.

"You don't remember?" Zach laughed.

His hand began to move again, his fingers working at dress. Alyssa's hand clenched into a fist on his thigh. I watched her knuckles turn white.

"Relax," Zach said to her. "You're doing that tension thing again."

After a moment, her hand unclenched. Her fingers spread out over his thigh.

Zach's hand continued its work, and I heard the soft sound of a zipper being pulled.

His hand moved inside her dress now. I could see the movement of his arm, the rhythm of his hand. Alyssa's breathing became rapid, almost panting. Her eyes closed.

"How does that feel?" Zach asked her.

She didn't answer. She just drank more champagne.

"Good, right?" he said with a smile. It wasn't a question. “Girl deserves to feel good. You've been so tense for so long."

His hand continued to move beneath the blanket. The movement of the fabric was becoming more pronounced now. Alyssa's other hand came up and to grip the edge of the blanket.

“You good Noah?” he said.

I tipped my glass at him and nodded. I didn’t know how to stop things, what to say.

His hand continued its motions. Alyssa's eyes opened and were now staring forward, unfocused. Her glass was trembling in her hand.

“She’s really relaxing now, she looks good, doesn’t she,” he said to me.

I couldn’t deny it.

His hand beneath the blanket was moving faster now, his arm pumping slowly beneath the fabric. Alyssa's hand moved up and gripped Zach's thigh.

"Tell her," Zach said to me. "Tell her what you're feeling."

I couldn't speak. My mouth was dry.

"Tell her," he repeated, his voice harder now.

"I don't know what to say," I said.

"You can say it,” Zach said. His hand beneath the blanket continued its motions. "Tell her she's beautiful like this. Tell her you like watching her like this. Tell her something you’re feeling, don’t hide it.”

Alyssa was looking at me. Her face was flushed. Her breathing was coming in short, sharp intakes of air.

"You're beautiful," I said to her.

"Tell her what else," Zach said.

"I..." I started, but I couldn't finish.

Alyssa's body went rigid. Her hand clenched into a fist. Her head had tilted back against his shoulder. A small sound escaped her throat, something between a gasp and a moan.

Zach's was holding her against him, his arm wrapped around her waist, his other hand pressed against her beneath the blanket, beneath her dress.

Zach withdrew his hand from beneath the blanket and brought it up to his mouth, his thumb brushing across his lower lip. He smiled at me over Alyssa's shoulder.

"See?" he said. "That's what I'm talking about." He kissed her hair. “A little one, right?”

Alyssa hid her face and blushed hard.

“It’s okay, he likes it, you can tell him. Just a little one, right?”

She nodded silently and rapidly.

We sat there in silence for a moment. The music continued to play. The fire pit continued to crackle. And Alyssa's chest continued to rise and fall, her breathing slowly returning to normal.

Alyssa's eyes had closed again. Her body remained pressed against his, the blanket still covering both of them. After a few moments, Zach shifted his weight and adjusted the blanket, pulling it away from them. Alyssa's dress was up around her waist. He reached down and pulled it up enough that her lower abdomen was exposed.

"I'm thirsty," he said. He stood and walked to the cooler, retrieved a bottle of water. He drank from it, then offered it to Alyssa. She took it and drank as well, her hand shaking slightly.

When she finished, he took the bottle back and set it on the table. He remained standing, looking down at both of us. Then he extended his hand to Alyssa.

"Come here," he said.

She looked at his hand, then at me. Her expression was uncertain. After a moment, she took his hand and he pulled her to her feet.

He led her over to the edge of the rooftop where there was a large chaise lounge positioned to face the city. The blanket had fallen away as they moved. Alyssa's dress remained pulled up, her skin exposed to the cool night air.

Zach sat down on the chaise and pulled her down with him, positioning her so that she was lying back against his chest, his legs stretched out beneath her. He reached down and pulled her dress off entirely, letting it fall to the side. Her chest was exposed.

I remained on the sectional, watching. My body felt strange, disconnected from itself. I could see everything that was happening, but it felt like I was watching a scene play out rather than participating in it.

Zach's hand moved down her body, his fingers tracing a line from her collarbone down to her belly and then further. He spread his legs wider, positioning her between them, and he leaned his head down to her neck.

"You're doing so good," he said to her. "You're being so brave."

His hand moved between her legs again, and Alyssa's head tilted back against his shoulder. His fingers were working at her, his touch more confident now than it had been before. She was letting him do everything he wanted to do with her.

Alyssa's eyes were closed. Her breathing had become audible again, the same rapid, shallow breathing from before.

Zach's hand continued to move, and then he withdrew it. He took Alyssa's hand and placed it on his leg, guiding it up. She resisted for only a moment before her hand continued on its own, reaching the waistband of his pants. He lifted his hips slightly, and she understood, pulling the them down.

He was already hard. He was massive. The realization came to me with a kind of shock. Of course he was hard. Everything that had happened had been leading to this.

“Do you wan to touch it?” he said to her.

Her hand automatically wrapped around him, and she began to move on him slowly. Zach closed his eyes.

“Yeah,” he said. "That's good."

After a few moments, he opened his eyes and looked at me.

“She’s good, Noah. She’s okay with it, you see that?”

I had to nod.

Zach's hand moved to the back of Alyssa's head, his fingers threading through her hair. He guided her gently, pulling her forward. She understood what he wanted. Her mouth moved down, and she took him inside.

"There," he said. "Just like that. Nice and slow. Make it easy on yourself, take your time.”

His hand remained in her hair, guiding her rhythm. Alyssa's eyes had opened and were staring straight ahead. Her hand dropped away from him, and her arms lay at her sides.

Zach looked down at me, and our eyes met. His expression was unreadable.

Zach's hand began pushing her down further, holding her there for a moment before letting her back up. He continued this rhythm, and his breathing became heavier.

"That's it," he said. "That's really good, Alyssa.” He looked at me. “Your wife is a natural.”

I felt like I was floating outside my body. I shook my head and looked away, then looked back. My wife was taking the man’s cock in her mouth right in front of me. And I was just sitting there watching like it was a movie.

But she seemed to be so into it, she seemed to be so aroused doing it. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever seen my wife look like that. I didn’t feel threatened. Zach had made it feel so natural, so inevitable. It was extraordinary and yet so normal. 

His hand moved in her hair, controlling her movements, his breath coming faster and faster. After several minutes, he pushed her head down one more time and held her there and his body went rigid. When he released her, she pulled back and turned her head away, coughing. I saw it come out her mouth and drip from her chin.

Zach remained still for a moment, his chest heaving. Then he reached for the water bottle and offered it to Alyssa. She took it and drank deeply.

"You did good though,” he said to her. He looked at me. “She did good."

He pulled his pants back up and adjusted his position so that Alyssa was still lying back against him. His arm wrapped around her waist, and he rested his chin on her shoulder.

Alyssa's breathing returned to normal. Her body was still exposed, but she didn't seem to notice or care anymore. "You okay?" he asked her, pulling strands of her hair from her face.

She nodded.

“You’re good," he said. He looked at me. "You okay?"

I didn't answer. How does a husband say that seeing another man’s cum drip from his wife’s mouth was the hottest thing he’s ever experienced?

Zach reached over and picked up her glass from the table. He handed it to her and she drank from it immediately, finishing what was left in one long pull.

"You want more?" he asked.

"Yes please,” she said, laughing a bit. Her voice was different now, less uncertain. She was definitely loosened up.

He retrieved the bottle. When he came back, he poured more into her glass, then into his own and mine too. He set the bottle down and resumed his position behind her on the chaise.

He leaned down and kissed her neck. It was a different kind of kiss than before, less exploratory and more possessive now. His mouth lingered on her skin.

"I got to taste you now,” he said. “You know that, don’t you.”

Alyssa didn't respond. She took another drink of champagne.

Zach shifted his position on the chaise, maneuvering himself so that he was lying on his side, his head near her chest. He kissed her stomach, then lower, his mouth trailing down her body. Alyssa set her glass down on the armrest of the chaise.

He continued to kiss her, moving lower still, until he reached the apex of her thighs. He paused there for a moment, and then his head moved down and his mouth came over her.

Alyssa's body went rigid. Her hand came up and grabbed the edge of the chaise. A sound escaped her, something between a gasp and a moan.

Zach's head remained there, his movements slow and confident. His hands went to her thighs, spreading them wider, giving himself better access to her. Alyssa's breathing had become ragged again, her chest heaving.

I sat on the deck beside the chaise, watching. I could see Zach's back, the muscles of his shoulders moving as he worked on my wife. I could see Alyssa's face, her eyes closed, her mouth falling open.

After several minutes, Zach withdrew and looked up at her. His mouth was wet.

"You taste good," he said.

Alyssa didn't respond. She was staring up at the sky, her breathing rapid.

I was feeling every sensation of excitement, of peak arousal, even though I reminded myself over and over intellectually that that was my wife this man was going down on. But her acceptance, her body’s reactions, they were short-circuiting me. I knew what I was supposed to do as her husband, but I only wanted to watch more. Zach seemed to know that would be my response.

He moved back down and continued. This time his pace came faster, his movements more urgent. Alyssa's hand reached down and grabbed his head, her fingers threading through his hair. She wasn't passive anymore. She was pulling him closer, pressing him against her, pushing her hips up to his mouth.

"Yeah?” she said. Her voice was hoarse. "Yeah?” It was nearly all breath.

Zach's hands moved to her hips. He pulled her closer to the edge of the chaise, tilting her body toward him. His movements became rhythmic, almost mechanical in their precision.

Alyssa's hips began to move as well, grinding against his face. The sound she made changed, becoming more vocal, less restrained. She was no longer allowing something to happen to her. She was actively engaging with it, her body moving with his in a synchronization that seemed to come naturally to both of them with each other.

I felt both crushed and alive.

"Don't stop…” she said. "Don't stop…”

Zach's hands tightened around her hips. His head moved with increasing intensity. Alyssa's hand had come up to grip the fabric of the chaise, her knuckles going white.

“Oh my god, oh my god…” she repeated in a harsh whisper.

Her hips moved faster now, her breath coming in sharp intakes of air. Zach's rhythm matched her movements, his tongue moving in concert with the motion of her body. He was transporting her, he was taking her. He was having my wife.

After several more seconds, Alyssa's body pulled completely taut. Her head tilted back, and a sound came from her that was louder than anything before, something primal and uninhibited. Her hips pressed down against Zach's face and stiffened there, trembling.

Zach continued to move against her, drawing out the sensation, his movements becoming slower as her body began to sink. After a few more seconds, she released her grip on his hair and dropped her hand at her side.

He sat up to wipe his mouth with the back of his hand. He was smiling. He looked down at Alyssa, who was lying back on the chaise, her chest heaving, her eyes still closed.

"That was intense," he said.

Alyssa lay there breathing slowly and returning to normal.

Zach reached for his glass and took a drink. Then he set it down and adjusted his position on the chaise so that he was lying beside Alyssa, his arm across her nude body.

Neither of them seemed to remember that I was even there. Alyssa's arm came up and rested across Zach's shoulder. They lay there together, the two of them, and the space between them seemed to exist in a world separate from where I sat.

Alyssa turned her head toward Zach. Their faces were close. She kissed him, her mouth opening against his, her tongue pushing into his mouth. When she pulled back, her hand was already moving down his body, reaching for him. She wrapped her fingers around him and began to stroke him, her grip firm urgent.

Zach's head tilted back. His hand came up and grabbed her hair, his fingers threading through it. Alyssa continued to stroke him, her pace increasing. She leaned down and kissed his chest, her mouth moving across his skin while her hand continued its rhythm.

I was unprepared for this. I wanted it to be over. There had been enough to think about already. I didn’t think I could take more, and I didn’t want to find out what more there could be. But I had already allowed so much, there seemed now a momentum I was powerless to derail.

Alyssa shifted her position on the chaise, moving so that she came down between his legs. She lowered her head and took him into her mouth again, but this time there was nothing tentative about it. Her movements were confident and eager. She was working him with her mouth and her hand in tandem, her pace steady and controlled.

Zach's hand remained in her hair, but he wasn't guiding her anymore. She was leading now, setting the pace, controlling the depth. His hips began to move too, thrusting upward into her mouth. She accommodated him, taking him deeper, her movements becoming more aggressive on him.

I watched aghast, unable to speak, not knowing how to stop it before it was too late.

After several minutes, Alyssa pulled back and sat up. She straddled him, her knees coming down both sides of his hips. She reached down and positioned him at her entrance, and then my wife lowered herself down onto him slowly. Her eyes closed as she took him inside her.

I watched his cock, thick, hard, and shining with her saliva, slide between her wetter looking folds that gripped around him, that seemed to suck him into her eagerly.

She began to move on him, her hips rising and falling with a steady rhythm. Her hands fell down to his chest, her fingers spreading across his muscles. Her head tilted back, her mouth fell open. Every breath she took came out as a sound, a small gasp or moan that matched the cadence of her movements.

Zach's hands came up and gripped her hips. He was helping her move, pulling her down harder against him with each thrust. Alyssa's pace increased. She was no longer moving with restraint. She was moving with hunger, with desperation.

She leaned forward, her hands moving to his shoulders. Her breasts were bouncing with each motion of her body. Her face came close to his, and she kissed him hard, her tongue pushing into his mouth while her hips continued to slam on his hips.

When she pulled back from the kiss, she turned so that her back was to him. She remained straddled on top of him but facing the opposite direction. She braced her hands on his thighs and began to move on him again.

Her movements were becoming more frantic now. Her back was arching deeply and releasing with each upward and downward motion. Zach's hands remained on her hips, but she was the one driving the action, the one setting the tempo. She was using him, using his body to bring herself closer to what she so wanted.

She reached back and placed a hand on his chest, using it for leverage as she moved faster on him now crying out loud. Her other hand moved between her legs, her fingers working in rhythm with her hips. Her breathing had become ragged, almost hyperventilating.

Zach's hands gripped her hips harder and he began to thrust up to meet her movements. She pushed back against his hands with force, demanding more.

Her movements became erratic, losing their rhythm. Her fingers between her legs were moving faster, her hips thrusting downward with increasing urgency. A sound came from her that was guttural and raw, as though something was unleashed in her.

She pulled forward suddenly, and he slid out of her. She twisted around to face him and lowered herself back down, taking him inside again. She braced her hands on either side of his head on the chaise and began to move more, her entire body flowing over him in concert with her hips.

Her face was inches from his. Her eyes were open and fixed on his. Her hair was falling around his face. She was moving with abandon, all pretense of hesitation or uncertainty gone. She was completely present in her body, completely absorbed in the sensation.

Zach's hands moved to her back, and he pulled her closer, his hips thrusting upward to meet her downward thrusts. His jaw clenched. His breathing became shallow and rapid.

Alyssa's movements became more intense, her hips rolling and thrusting with obvious pleasure. She bit her lip and tilted her head back. Her entire body was engaged in the motion, from her shoulders to her core to her thighs, all of it working together in a choreography that seemed utterly natural and uninhibited.

I’d never seen anything like it. I was hyperventilating myself.

She pressed her forehead against his, her eyes still open and locked on his. She was saying nothing, but her body was speaking volumes. Every motion was a statement of want, of hunger, of total engagement.

Zach's movements became more forceful. His hands moved to her tis, rubbing her. Alyssa matched his pace, her movements becoming faster and more desperate.

After several minutes, her body went rigid. Her head tilted back and her mouth opened. No sound came out at first, and then a gasp escaped her, followed by a low moan that came from deep in her chest. Her entire body shook with the force of her orgasm.

Zach thrusted upward one final time and his own body went rigid beneath her. His hands gripped her hips tightly as he came inside her.

They remained locked together, both of them breathing heavily. Alyssa still straddled him, her hands now resting on his chest. Her breathing gradually slowed. After a few moments, she leaned forward and kissed him, a slow and languid kiss that suggested complete satiation and contentment.

She rolled off him and lay beside him on the chaise, her body tucked against his. His arm wrapped around her, pulling her closer. She nestled into him, her head finding the hollow of his shoulder. I could see his cum run from her pussy from behind. He had filled her so bad.

After several minutes, Alyssa stirred. She sat up slowly, as if waking from a dream. She looked down at her body, as if seeing it for the first time. The realization of her nakedness seemed to hit her all at once. She looked around for her clothes.

Her dress was on the ground beside the chaise where it had fallen earlier. She covoered  herself. The movement seemed to pull her back into her body, to ground her in the reality of what had happened.

She stood and pulled her dress on, her movements becoming more hurried. Her hands were shaking as she fastened the button and pulled up the zipper. She brushed her hair back from her face, and when her hand dropped, her eyes had changed. The openness, the hunger that had been there moments before, was replaced by shame, or confusion, or both.

Zach remained on the chaise, watching her. He was still naked. He didn't move to dress or cover himself.

"You should stay bit,” he said.

Alyssa shook her head. She wasn't looking at him.

"It's late," she said. Her voice was small again, uncertain. "We have to go."

I stood from where I had been sitting. My body felt stiff. Alyssa's eyes flicked toward me as I moved, and then away just as quickly. She couldn't meet my gaze.

Zach sat up on the chaise, pulled his shorts up. He stood and walked over to her. He took her face in his hands and kissed her, a kiss that was tender and slow. When he pulled back, he was smiling.

"Next weekend," he said. It wasn't a question.

Alyssa didn't answer. She simply nodded and turned away, heading toward the rooftop door.

I followed her. Behind me, I heard Zach turning off the music, heard the fire pit being extinguished. By the time we reached the door, he had already begun the work of returning the rooftop to its normal state.

We descended the stairs in silence. The interior of the building was quiet, the hallway dim. When we reached our apartment, Alyssa went directly to the shower. I heard the water running, heard her moving behind the closed bathroom door.

I sat on the couch in our living room, in the dark. The apartment was cold. It felt foreign to me now, like a place I was visiting rather than a place I belonged.

After a long while, Alyssa emerged from the shower. She was wearing pajamas. Her hair was wet. She didn't look at me as she walked past the couch toward the bedroom.

"Alyssa," I said.

She stopped but didn't turn around.

I didn't know what to say. I opened my mouth and closed it again. There was nothing to say that wouldn't be a lie or a complication or a beginning of something I wasn't ready to address.

She continued to the bedroom and closed the door behind her.

I went to the bedroom. Alyssa was already asleep, or pretending to be. Her back was to me. I lay down on my side of the bed and remained there, not touching her, staring at the wall.

But in the darkness, my body was responding to what I had seen. I could feel the blood moving through me, could feel the weight and heat of arousal building in my groin. The realization should have brought shame or anger, but it didn't.

I lay there in the dark beside my wife, my body responding to the memory of her with another man, and I couldn't move, couldn't speak, couldn't do anything but feel the contradictory sensations moving through me, both desire and dread, hunger and disgust, all of it tangled together in a way that made no sense.

I pulled myself up to her hips from behind and I kissed as gingerly as possibly the back of her neck. There was no hiding my erection and she reached around behind her and rubbed her thumb over the head.

I wanted to speak, I wanted to say something, but she twisted around to see me behind her, and I was stuck. But then she very slowly, very tentatively lifted her knee and slid her leg over my hip. She changed her grip on me and touched her folds, still hot, with the head of my cock. And then she tapped my lightly on my hip, and I pushed forward and filled her.

She arched so deeply, she reached behind her head and gripped my hair in her fist, she pushed her ass back and sank herself on me more than I filled her.

I rolled on my back with her pressure, but she came with me, lying on my chest on her back, and she bounced on me. I sat up and pushed her down in front of me, and hauled her hips up and took her from behind.

She muffled her cries into a pillow, her body jolting on her elbows and knees, my pulling her hair from behind, slamming my body into hers with loud slaps.

I felt her pussy quiver and grip around me, I felt it milk me, and convulse. I couldn’t last any longer and I spilled myself into her. She pushed back into me and reached with her hand to hold me in her like she wanted as much as she could get. Her own body continued to heave on the end of my cock.

We didn’t say a word about it, not about the epic sex we’d been having all week silently, in the kitchen, on the couch, on the floor, in the bed, like nothing we’d even done before, and not about what happened on the roof to start it.

But when Friday came, I merely said, “You think maybe?” and my wife was in the bathroom in a second, putting on makeup, doing her hair, and picking out a dress and shoes.

“Cocktails on the roof, then?” she said when she was ready, and she nudged her head toward our door. Already my throat was dry and my heart was pounding. I knew what was going to happen this time, but I didn’t know if that made it worse or better.
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