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My wife discovered she married a cuckold

“He could be a cuckold,” Jeremey said. He turned his face toward my wife June, but his eyes stayed in their corners on mine. “Could be, right?” he said to me, and he grinned up one side of his face. “Could be anyone — hard to tell just by looking,” he said, squinting his eyes.
We were hanging out in the condo, me, my wife, and my friend Jeremy who passes through town every few weeks. Him and I were on the sectional with the big screen in front of us and the big windows over the city at night behind. My wife was sitting on a stool with her back to the counter — we were between shows and undecided on what to watch next.
“Let me type the word in, see what comes up in the search,” Jeremy chuckled as he snatched the keyboard from me. “Might be a very intriguing movie with that word in the title,” he snickered.
“Just fuck off, Jeremy,” I finally said. I turned to my wife over my shoulder. “He’s got some kind of an obsession or with it or something. Not the first time he’s brought it up, either,” I said to her. “Makes you wonder, right?”
She tittered to herself, snapped off a celery stick in her teeth and pulled her heels up onto the rung of the stool. “What’s it mean exactly, anyway?” she said with a teasing smile pulled up one cheek. 
Jeremy gaped at her. “You don’t know what cuckold means?” he shouted with disbelief.
She rolled her eyes and shook her head at him. “I know what it means dictionary-wise, dummy. But like, it obviously means something else the way it’s used now.”
He sank back into the sectional and raised his grinning face to her. “Okay, what do you think it means, then?” he said, challenging her.
She laughed nervously and sank her hands down onto the edge of the stool between her spread thighs and swivelled the seat back and forth on its chrome stem. “Clive,” she rolled her head over toward me, “tell him what I think it means,” she said, and she burst out laughing and covered her mouth with her hand.
“I’m not fucking touching this,” I laughed back at her and shut my eyes.
“So what’s it mean, June?” Jeremy kept at her.
My wife stopped chuckling and stared at him with scowling eyes. She snapped off another celery stick with curling lips. “It’s a man whose wife goes with other guys,” she said, and she narrowed her eyes down to slits and shook her head at him.
“And, also, he likes it,” Jeremy seethed and he sucked air through his clamped and bared teeth. “That’s the important part,” he said, and he leaned over to reach and slap my leg. “Right buddy?” he said loudly right at me.
“You want to fucking die?” I raised my eyebrows back at him.
“Ooo,” he recoiled back into the couch with exaggeration. “Sounds like I’m probing close to a nerve there,” he grinned.
I snickered at him and shook my head. I twisted around to June again. “Swear to god, sometimes, remind me why I invite this guy up again?”
“Cause you secretly want to share your wife with him?” June said without hesitation, and she gave it two full beats before she bent herself completely in half and squealed with hilarious laughter. She straightened back up and covered her face in her hands and stepped off the stool barely able to walk she was laughing so hard. She draped her arms over my shoulders from behind the couch and bent over my chest still snickering uncontrollably.
She kissed my jaw and patted my stomach. “I’m sorry, honey, but you set yourself up for that one,” she said, and she rolled and slid over the top of the couch and ended up on her back with her knees dangling over the back of the couch. “Bored, Jeremy, pick a show already,” she cried out with her head hanging upside down over the front of the couch.
“Why don’t you go and put some hot outfit on, you should be the show tonight,” he said.
I rolled my head over to him. “The fuck, Jeremy?” I grinned at him.
He draped his arm over the back of his side of the sectional and crossed his leg over his other knee. “What? Your wife is hot. We got drinks, we got tunes — remember that club we used to go to?”
“What club was that, Jeremy?” my wife cried out with a wide smile still upside down with her hair falling over the floor. She patted my leg and pulled at the fabric of my jeans. “Tell me!” she said to me.
I looked down at her face upside down beside my thigh. “Back before we got married,” I said to her.
“So!?” she said. “Tell me!” She slapped and pinched my leg.
“Tell her, bro,” Jeremy grinned and sipped his drink.
I sighed and shut my eyes and grinned and snorted. “Just some strip joint,” I chuckled and I sipped my drink.
June chuckled. “So does that make you horny or something?” she said with a wide grin.
“That’s not what it’s about,” I shook my head and I drank some more. “Pick a show for fuck sakes,” I said to Jeremy.
He grunted as though in shock and widened his eyes at me.
“You’re dead to me,” I said to him and I squinted back at him menacingly.
June pulled herself up and rolled over to sit on her calves beside me, facing me. She used her fingernails to draw my hair across my forehead and sat back with her hands flat on her thighs. She was in sweats and a hoody. “So if that’s not what it’s about, then you won’t mind if I go and put something sexy on and dance for you and your friend?” she said, barely able to contain her tight-lipped grin.
I looked at her through the tops of my eyes and the words escaped me. I chuckled and shook my head.
“Did it make your friend horny, too?” she said to me, and she played more in my hair. “Is that what the problem is?” She smiled and pursed her lips. “You can tell me anything, honey,” she said, teasing me. “This is a safe place.”
“You’ll have to ask him that,” I said, but I caught myself. “On second thought . . . “ I started, but she covered my mouth with the palm of her hand and giggled.
“Did it make you horny to watch the girls dance, Jeremy?” she asked him with the innocence one might ask someone whether a meal was good or not. Her grin was wide. She knew she was teasing me.
Jeremy snorted and drank his drink. “Hot girl dancing nude right in front of you, what do you think?” he grinned back at her.
My wife slipped her hand around me cheek and placed her other hand on my other cheek and brought my face up to hers. “I don’t have any skanky outfits like all your hoes do who dance at the club,” she said to Jeremy but facing me with a grin dancing all over her face. “But my husband thinks some of the things I wear around the home are my sexiest things ever,” she raised her shoulders up high and bit her tongue between her teeth.
“Go for it!” Jeremy said and he laughed.
“June,” I rolled my eyes up to her. “Knock it off, okay?”
“Oh come on, poopsy,” she grinned, and she bent her head down below her shoulders and, still holding my face in both her hands, she placed a soft-lip kiss on the tip of my nose. “Just for fun?” she said, tilting her head sideways and curving her eyebrows up high on her forehead.
“Come on,” Jeremy grinned sideways at me. “She obviously wants to,” he said.
I rolled my face over to his. “I’m not going to tell my wife to dance for you, you fucking horn-dog!” I laughed. I turned back to June. “Sit down,” I said, patting the couch beside me, “we’re putting a show on, we’re having our drinks, we’re going to behave,” I said to her with a firm nod.
She pulled herself around and sat up straight beside me and folded her arms over her chest. “You’re no fun. I want a divorce.”
Jeremy snickered her bent over. “Whoa, that escalated quickly!” he laughed.
June snickered too but she tried to quell it. She turned toward me. “Now I want to dance, just because you said I can’t!” she snickered and grinned widely.
“So if I said you could, you wouldn’t do it?” I asked her with my face screwed up.
She snorted. “It’s going to be okay,” she whispered privately to me. “It kind of made me hot talking about it.”
I narrowed my eyes at her and pursed my lips. She narrowed her eyes back at me as though she were thinking hard about it too, mirroring me, but her mouth cracked with a grin. We both tightened our arms across our chests.
“You really want to do that?” I asked her in a quiet, low voice.
She shrugged but her eyes widened and her mouth parted open slightly.
“You do!” I said to her, and she squealed and bent over at her waist to hide her face in her hands again and she pushed her head down between her knees. “Fuck, do it then,” I said. “It’s just Jeremy ogling you like some perv,” I shrugged like it didn’t matter.
She popped up off the couch, she kissed my cheek, and she hugged me so hard she nearly pulled my shoulder up and out of its socket. She lifted herself onto the tips of her toes and skipped away. “Just one song,” she said over her shoulder to me holding up a finger. She glanced at Jeremy spread widely over the couch with a huge grin on his face. “You better watch it!” she laughed and warned him. “And no touching either!” she shouted from the bedroom door she bounded through.
I looked over at him and shook my head.
“What?” he laughed, unable to feign innocence. “Chicks love being watched dancing, you saw the way she was grinning.”
“I see the way you’re grinning, you fucker!” I said to him. “Anyway, she knows your type and the way you operate. She’s just having fun with you.”
He pulled in his chin and looked at me with a scrunched up face. “The way I operate? What the fuck does that mean?”
I snorted and shook my head. “She’s not going to fall for any of your shit, so good luck with that.”
“Well put some music on, we might as well get into this. Let’s see how far she takes it, shall we?” he said.
“She isn’t going to take it anywhere, she’s just kidding with you,” I sneered at him. “She’s making fun of you.”
“She seemed pretty keen,” he nodded with his eyebrows up his forehead.
“She’s a bit out of your league, dude,” I laughed at him. “She’s teasing you, she’s laughing at you.”
“I’m telling you, girls like being watched like that. She’s going to start getting carried away with it if you’re not careful.”
I rolled my eyes at him. “Not June, okay? She’s not like that.”
He nodded at me and grinned. “All girls are like that,” he said. “We both know it.”
I rolled my head over to him and we both had that look — slightly nodding, slightly grinning, eyes widened, eyebrows up. It was the classic challenging look.
“Let her do whatever she wants to do, let’s say that you don’t get to say anything,” he said.
I snorted and shook my head. “Okay, fine,” I shrugged. “Big deal. She doesn’t need me to tell her what to do or not to do anyway.”
“So if she asks you about doing anything, you’re just going to say, ‘yeah, sure, whatever’? To anything she says?” He nodded his head, taunting me, challenging me to disagree, ready to pounce on me for not trusting my own wife.
“I’ll just nod, and I’ll tell her it’s up to her, go for it,” I grinned back at him. I wasn’t falling into his trap.
“Even if she starts doing things that maybe go over the line?”
“She isn’t going over any line, bud,” I said and I laughed out loud.
“Okay, so if she does, let’s just say hypothetically, you’re not going to stop her?”
“I see what you’re doing,” I said to him. “I’m not a fucking idiot.”
“What am I doing?” he grinned.
“My wife is allowed to do whatever the fuck she decides she wants to do, with my support,” I nodded once to make my statement firm. “That’s what a marriage is these days, or are you still stuck in the last century?”
“Does that mean I can I do whatever I want?”
I laughed openly at him. “You can do what she lets you do, how about that?” I nodded at him and raised my eyebrows. “And good luck with that,” I chuckled knowingly.
He shot forward and leaned far over his knees to speak more privately. “Seriously, bro, just hypothetical here, cause you remember that time right?”
I narrowed my eyes at him and puffed air out my nose. “Of course I remember that time,” I said, and I rolled my eyes.
‘That time’ was a wild girlfriend I had in college — that we both had, to put it more accurately. She hung around our apartment so much, she became a third roommate. One night, drinking, things got carried away and I found her in the morning waking up in his bed. I didn’t care about her that much, to be honest. She was nuts and I was too busy to get into her dramas. We let her stay, and for the rest of the year, she went back and forth between our bedrooms. It was just one of those college things.
But one night, which is what he was really bringing up, she got naked and started riding him on the couch. And I stayed in the room and watched — and maybe I also jerked off watching, too. He made fun of me for it mercilessly and we both had pretty good laughs about it. All three of us had pretty good laughs about it, to be totally honest. Because it sort of happened more than once, too. They did it in front of me lots.
“But June isn’t that girl,” I said.
“But bro . . . ” he slapped my leg. “. . . you are still that guy, so you just gonna sit back and watch? Like you used to?” He had a grin on his face wide as a chasm.
“My wife doesn’t know about that, by the way — I never told her that one,” I said, squinting by way of warning him. “So no saying it, and I’m not still that guy, either.” I smirked and drank my drink and shook my head.
“Maybe she should find out about that part of you,” he said, grinning, slapping my leg. “See if you still like that.” He raised his eyebrows at me.
“Fuck you,” I said. “Seriously, fuck off with that — it’s for me to tell her, if I ever want to tell her.”
June came out of the bedroom. We both heard her close the door behind her but we didn’t look yet.
“She might find out though,” he said.
“Dude,” I said, but he caught the tiny grin that curled up the corners of my mouth.
“There it is,” he sat back and he pointed at me with his arm outstretched. “You still that guy — cu-, cu-, cu- . . . what is it?” he squinted, before he looked past me toward the hallway. “Wowza,” he retracted his chin into his chest and his eyes popped out
I turned still squinting and pointing a warning finger at him, and finally brought my eyes around to see my wife behind me. She stood in the entrance to the room looking down with her hair half over her face. She was in her torn bib-overalls and a tight white bra cropped t-shirt beneath. She looked shy, she looked nervous. But she was grinning, too.
“You should put the music up louder,” she said, and she puffed a breath of air out her nose.
Jeremy turned it up and settled back deep into his side of the sectional with his arms spread widely over the top of the back. I settled back too.
June came closer and pushed the table out of the way to give herself the middle of the room. She pushed her hands in her pockets and twisted on her feet and hung her face down and scrunched her shoulders up. She began to slightly sway on her hips and shut her eyes and started to feel the music.
“June,” I said, but she opened her eyes and smiled at me and shook her head. She rolled her head all the way around her neck and pulled her arms up from her pockets and snapped her fingers. She jutted her jaw and pushed her chest out, and that’s when it really began.
My wife transformed in front of Jeremy and I. She seemed to become possessed by someone else. When she opened her eyes, she looked out through a different face, it felt like. And she really began to dance, sensually and wildly.
She twirled around and shook her ass with her hands on her hips and she bent over and hung her hair over the top of her head. And then she turned to face us and pushed the brass buttons out of the holes of the straps that went over her shoulders. She brought her elbows up to her cheeks and pushed her hair up with her hands over her head, and the bib fell down in front of her chest and hung from her waist. She began to undulate and rock her bared stomach below her crop-cut white top.
I was both amazed and scared. She seemed to be someone else and I didn’t know how far she was going to take her clothes off. But the way she danced, the way she moved to the tunes, I was mesmerized. I looked over at Jeremy and he grinned like a boy and shot his eyebrows high up his forehead and looked back at my wife. I didn’t even mind that he was looking at her all over. I felt kind of proud.
When the song ended, my wife squealed into her cupped hands over her mouth and turned away from us. We both sat there silent and stunned, and a second song began. My wife turned around and became the other woman again. She used her hands on her hips like she was pushing herself up from a tight hole, and she pushed her overalls down over her hips. They crumpled to the floor around her ankles and she stepped out of them and kicked them high in the air and out of her way and she laughed. So much for one song only . . . .
She was wearing high-waist, thin-strapped thong panties. I gulped and narrowed my eyes. The way she moved her hips and the way she pushed her palms up and down the side of her body, it was as good or better than any dancer at any bar I ever remembered watching. She lifted her eyes to me under her fallen hair and smiled with pursed lips at me and I smiled back. I wanted her to know that it was good. Risky, but good.
She stepped over toward Jeremy and danced directly in front of him. She raised her arms high over her head and squatted in her knees and waist and came down between his spread knees, twisting left and right. And then she pushed her ass out behind her and rubbed it over his lap. She looked over at my through her elbows with her hands mussing her hair all over, and she smiled through dark eyes at me the way she had before.
I only nodded. Did she hear us talking? Did she hear me tell Jeremy I wouldn’t stop her doing whatever she ended up doing?
She sat on his lap and pressed her knees together and pushed her arms straight down to lock her elbows and plant her palms in his thighs. She shook her head forward and tumbled her hair over her face and pushed her back toward him. He understood: She was asking him to push her top up and off her. As soon as he touched it, she pushed her arms straight up over her head and he pushed her top up her arms.
She sat up straight on him and arched her back and looked over her shoulder at me. Her hair tumbled down all over her bare chest and half hid her bare breasts. She pushed down into his thighs with her hands and lifted her ass to swivel it and brush it side to side, still dancing, over his groin. I stared with my mouth dropped open. She was only wearing her panties and there wasn’t much to those, either, but two tiny triangles of thin white fabric.
Jeremy reached around her body from behind and clasped his hands around her ribs just under her swaying breasts.
June reared up and twisted around so fast her hair whipped over his face and she laughed. “I told you no touching,” she groaned to him in a tiny, private voice. She glanced at me out the corners of her eyes but she didn’t do anything to push his hands off her ribs. When he pushed his hands further up and brought them over the underside of her breasts, and then over them entirely, squeezing them and caressing them, she pushed her hands down behind her back and into his hips, and she arched her back in and dropped her head to the side and twisted it around to him again.
With her eyes on me and his hands rubbing her bare breasts, she said, with a creeping grin, “You aren’t supposed to touch the girl, I thought.” Her breath was catching and her mouth dropped open.
“If the guy doesn’t say anything,” he grinned toward me, “it’s allowed. If the girl wants the guy to touch her, that is.”
She gasped and dropped her head back and clutched her hands over top of his hands that continued to squeeze and paw her bare tits. “I didn’t say I wanted you to, though,” she groaned more than said.
He just chuckled. I watched unsure what to do or say. I was conflicted, you might say.
My wife peeled herself up from his lap and, leaning over and, pressing her hands down into his knees, she came back down and spread her thighs around his legs and sat on his lap facing him. She pulled her legs up behind her so the tops of her feet rested on the tops of his knees, and she leaned back to grip her ankles behind her, stretching her chest and stomach out in front of him.
She looked sideways over at me. Still she swayed and pumped her hips on his lap in time with the music. “Your bad friend who doesn’t listen to instructions,” she said, turning her face to him and scowling, but also grinning, before turning back to me, “wants to know if you’re allowing him to touch your wife like this.” She stared at me. So did Jeremy — even as he put his palms right back on my wife’s tits, and squeezed them so hard he made her flinch and twist her face back to his.
“Stop it, he said,” she flared her eyes at him. But she also pushed her chest up further and arched her back in more. She pushed her hips up toward his stomach, too.
“He didn’t say anything that I could hear,” he grinned at her.
She laughed and set her elbows on his shoulders and bent her wrists down to let her fingers play in his hair. “So what’s a lap-dance, anyway,” she said to him. She leaned her head down, turned it sideways, and rested it against his shoulder under his chin. Her elbows poked up behind her back and her hands fell into his lap. I could see her eyes watching me through her hair all over her face. She was undoing his pants. “Is the girl supposed to do this for you?” she said.
“Not usually, actually,” he said, “without a very high price,” and he drew his hands down her back and over the high, thin straps at the hips of her panties, and down over her thighs where she straddled his lap.
“No?” she groaned in a tiny whine and pushed her face up to lick and then kiss his lips. “Are you supposed to do it yourself?” she whispered to him just loud enough for me to hear. I could see without looking directly that she had fished his cock out of his pants that she had opened, and that she wrapped her hand around it and stroked it slowly and lightly.
Jeremy rolled his head over the back of the couch to me staring from the other side. “If you’re the watching type, then I guess you have to do it yourself,” he answered her, but he was looking at me.
Suddenly June pushed herself back from his lap and stood up and walked to the kitchen. She poured a glass of water and drank it back in one go. She came back into the living room and knelt on the floor in front of my knees , lowering her ass to sit on her calves, and she set her elbows on my thighs and rested her chin on the bridge she made of the backs of her fingers.
“Don’t you want to know what I was just about to start doing?” she said up to me. “You know how I get when you rub my tits like that,” she said, and she sank her face down into my groin and squealed, muffled, against my pants. She rolled her head sideways and looked over my lap at Jeremy. He stroked his cock casually, staring back at her.
“You’re friend wants me to,” she said and she squealed again and buried her face. She lifted her head up to me from below my chest and she dragged her body up, lifting herself to her knees.
She pressed her lips to my ear but before she said anything, she twisted her face to Jeremy. “Don’t listen!” she cried out at him with a wide, guilty grin. She chuckled and turned my face sideways to whisper in my ear. Jeremy leaned over as though he were trying to hear. “Get away!” she said.
“Do you want to watch me suck him off?” she whispered breathily against my ear. She tugged her face away and spun around to glare at Jeremy. “You better not be listening!” she grinned.
“Do you want to?” I said to her, not whispering, but in a low private voice.
She squirmed her body tightly against mine and pushed her hips forward into my groin where I was slumped so far down, I hung over the front edge of the couch. She tittered with her face on my chest and her fingers pushed through the hair on the back of my head and she tugged it.
“Kinda,” she said, and she puffed a shot of air out her nose. She flipped her face over and rested her cheek on my chest again, now facing Jeremy. “He wants me to,” she said in a whisper, but this time louder.
“We’re not talking about that!” she shrieked at him, and laughed. She pushed her mouth back up to my ear and pushed her hips hard into my pelvis. “But it’s making me so fucking hot the way he’s just pulling on himself staring at me,” she whined against me.
“Put that thing away,” she said, turning back to him. “You’re being very disruptive!” She frowned at him. She began to rise and drop, dragging the front of her thong panties up and down over the front of my pants. “Maybe just for a little bit?” she said against my ear.
I still said nothing. She drew back on her knees and held my knees with her arms at length. She curled her lips in between her teeth and raised her eyebrows at me. She shrugged and dropped her hands down to the floor and walked, still twisting around and watching me through her messy hair over her shoulder, on her hands and knees until she drew straight up on her knees with her hands on his knees, her arms at length.
She looked at me and pursed her lips. Then she slowly swung her face around toward Jeremy. “Get your hand off that,” she said, as though annoyed with him. She leaned forward and pushed his knees apart. “Do you want me to?” she said to me in a tiny girls voice. But she didn’t wait for a reply before she shivered in her body, closed her eyes, and wrapped her hand around his cock. I sat frozen as she dropped her mouth open and fitted her lips widely around the head of his cock.
I wanted to say something but I didn’t know what. I watched transfixed as my wife’s shoulders pushed up, her head dropped down between them, and she pushed her wet, wide lips down over the head of his cock, and down the shaft until her face pushed into his pants.
She pulled up and off him and wiped her arm over her mouth and laughed languidly up at him and stroked his cock more freely in her hand. She glanced over at me but then, keeping her eyes on mine, she went down on him again, and this time, she came up and went down over and over, until she closed her eyes and moaned in a muffled tone, and gave him sweet, hot head.
Jeremy sank back and pushed his hands into her hair and she moaned louder. “That’s good,” he groaned and she came off him, she looked up at him and grinned sheepishly.
“Am I good?” she said in a tiny, high voice, and she dove back down on him and corkscrewed her body to twist and turn on him as her whole body began to rise from her knees and fall.
“Fuck ya, you’re good,” he finally groaned and she moaned louder. He looked over at me as my wife’s head went up and down on his cock and her body twisted and contorted between his knees. “She’s good,” he grinned at me.
I stared. I watched her rise and fall and I heard her moan and squeal. I saw her elbow poke up and her hand push down between her stomach and the front of the couch, and I saw her slip it inside the front of her panties. Her hips curled out and thrusted in, and her knuckles pushed out agaisnt the tight front of her thongs. So I reached into my pants and pulled out my cock.
My wife pulled her mouth up and off him and licked it and pressed it into her face and eyes and forehead and she kissed it and slobbered all over it. She caught sight of me stroking my cock staring at her sucking my friend’s cock, and she smiled deeply to herself and went back down on him deep and hard, and she pulled her hair away from my side to make sure I could watch.
Finally she pulled off him, but only to pull her body up against his until she stood between his legs. She wiggled her hips at him and pulled her arms up over her chest to her neck and dropped her head to the side. He hooked his fingers into the straps at the sides of her panties and he pulled them down. She squeezed her knees together to help him pull them off her legs and she glanced over at me. She sat again on his lap, now completely naked, and she laid her cheek into his chest and reached under her stomach to stroke and rub his cock.
“How much do you like to watch?” she said to me. Her ass rose and fell and she rubbed her hips up and down over his hips.
I remained unable to talk.
She arched deeply and reached behind her back to grasp his cock in her hand reaching from behind between her legs. She adjusted herself on her knees over his lap getting her aim right. She leaned her hand into his chest and tickled her pussy lips with the tip of his cock that she drew back and forth through them.
“Does he like to watch this too?” she said to Jeremy.
He wrapped his hands around her hips and she sighed. “Is he saying ‘no’ to you?” he grinned.
She looked over at me and continued pushing and pulling his cock through the cleft of her pussy lips wet with her glisten. “He’s not saying anything,” she said.
Suddenly Jeremy reefed down on her hips and at the same time, he shoved his hips up. My wife yelped and gasped and spun her face to him with a shocked and horrified expression. She curled her hands into fists and she pounded on his chest. “You’re so rude!” she cried out at him.
But he only laughed and pushed her hips down, lifted them up, and pushed them down again, forcefully, and he rammed his own hips up into her.
“Oh my god!” June said, her whole body jolting from the force with which he shoved himself into her, and the depth. She dropped her head back and shoved her chest forward. “I wasn’t ready!” she cried out at him.
But he only laughed harder and held her tighter and fucked her body deeper and faster.
June leaned back to grasp one hand on his knee and hung from his neck with her other hand, and with her hair bouncing in waves and her whole body jolting from his impact on her groin, she turned her face to me.
“You’re fucking friend is fucking me,” she said. “Don’t you care?” She swung her other hand back up around his neck and she curled her back out, dropped her face into his neck, and cried out loud, “Fuck, that’s so good!” She began to thrust her hips at his hips with the same force and at the same frequency.
She looked over at me as she rode my friend hard. “Baby, I can’t stop myself if you’re not going to stop me,” she said. She turned to Jeremy whose hands roamed up and down her sides and gripped and squeezed her tits. “Why doesn’t he make me stop fucking you?” she cried to him before panting at him in higher and higher pitches of breath.
Jeremy, true to his word, did not tell her. And true to my word, I stayed silent. He rolled my wife down under him and she pointed her feet on the end of legs straight out to the ceiling and he lowered his hips between her thighs and pummelled her body into the couch, and she howled and gasped and clawed at his back with her fingernails.
They rolled over the couch and they fell and rolled on the floor. My wife got on her elbows and knees and reached between her legs and under her high-thrusted ass and she pawed at her pussy and opened it with her two fingers. When he knelt on the floor behind her and poked her with his cock, she seized it in her hand and yanked him home into her, and pushed her own ass backward to pound herself back into his hips.
He made my wife orgasm like that, gripping her hips, ramming her from behind, and slapping her ass. She came and laughed and rolled over and cupped her hand over her sore pussy and reached over her head to find her panties on the floor and she pulled them back up her legs. She found her top, too, and pulled it back on, and slumped into the couch beside him.
“You’re a cuckold, aren’t you,” she said to me, once she got her breath back. “You loved watching me get fucked by your friend, didn’t you,” she said.
“I did,” I finally admitted to her.
She thrusted herself up and walked on her knees down one part of the sectional and up the other part until she fell into me and hung her arms around my neck. “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” she said, kissing me and nuzzling me. “Is it embarrassing?” she asked me.
“It’s fucking weird,” I said.
She looked up into my face with sympathy on hers and she kissed me again. “No,” she said, thoughtfully. “Not that weird,” she shrugged, and she covered her mouth and tittered.
“It’s fucking weird as shit,” Jeremy shouted.
“Fuck you, man,” I shouted back at him.
My wife patted my cheek and squeezed my mouth. “Don’t let him bother you like that,” she cooed. “He’s just a bad, bad man . . . “ she shook her head and glanced over her shoulder at him as she spun around and laid on her back with her head in my lap. “ . . . who fucks your wife in front of you,” she squealed and she pulled her knees up to her chest and laughed uncontrollably, rolling back and forth in my lap.
Two weeks later, I was chopping in the kitchen when June came through, twirling on her bare feet and dangling her phone in my face. “Guess who’s back in town tonight?!” she sang out, before she crouched over and protected her phone from my grasping clutches.
I left her alone and went back to the chopping. She hung her arms over my shoulders and pressed her body against mine from behind. “Aw, poopsy,” she said, and she kissed my neck. “Do you want him to fuck me in the bedroom instead tonight?” she said straight-faced before she squealed and bit my ear playfully and slapped me hard on the ass.
I tried to look at her with anger on my face, but she caught the little curl of a grin in the corners of my mouth. She came up to me and kissed me long and deeply. “Baby,” she said, “I can suck you off,” she said, “and swallow all of you,” she whispered, “before he gets here, or,” she pressed her hips forward and licked my nose with her long tongue, “I can suck you off after,” she growled and laughed deeply. “What does baby like?”
I rocked her hips with my hands around behind her back. I grinned. “After,” I said.
She extended her arm behind her and pulled me by a finger. “Come help me decide what to wear,” she said over her shoulder at me. “He wants to take me out to dinner and then bring me home and fuck me,” she grinned at me.
“A date?” I said.
“Mm-hm,” she smiled at me. “And you get to wonder where and what he’s doing to me in the car, or under the table,” she tittered. “It’s casual-elegant,” she said. “Help me pick things out for him.” 




How I caught my wife cheating

My wife was having sex at her office with a co-worker. I was secretly catching her in the act. And I did nothing to stop her.
In truth, it was a tug-of-war in my mind: Yes, my wife was cheating on me, and yes, that was a blow to my identity and my price. But also, Yes, I’d always gotten off on spying on people having sex. And also yes, the longer I delayed acting on it, the hotter it was to watch.
It was painful in all the predictable ways, but it was also enthralling in so many unpredictable ways. She seemed to let go and become wild with the other guy in ways I’d never experienced with her. And at the same time, I had full, private access to my favorite porn trope in living 3-D, each time a little different from the last.
For example, at this very moment, she is down the hall on her floor in her office building. The alarm hasn’t been set yet because she is still up here on the 16th floor. And she isn’t alone. One of the other lawyers in the firm also “stayed late,” probably having made the same phone call at the same time to his spouse as Sandy made to me. I had a key to her building and to her floor and to her office — “security measures!” she said. It was for safety, but it also let me come visit her without her having to come all the way down to the entrance of the building.
“So much work!” she moaned into her phone. “But it’s one final push on this stupid contract, and then, freedom!” she sang to me.
“Did you get dinner? I can come down and bring something,” I said from home.
She wasn’t an expert cheater, though. She let little things slip.
“No, not necessary, Kent ordered us something,” she said. Kent is a name I’d been hearing more frequently the last few weeks. Kent makes her laugh, Kent makes her think, Kent is so articulate, Kent has good ideas.
“Kent staying late too?” I asked.
“Yeah, uh-huh,” she replied curtly, already no doubt feeling she’d said too much.
“Just Kent then?”
“He offered to help me get the file ready. He’s been a big help,” she said, not answering, and then I heard the distinctive smudging sound of a hand held over the mouth-end of a phone. Something private needed to be uttered over there.
This would be where most husbands would ask their wive’s what was going on. This would be where most husbands would demand it stop, whatever it was. But my head, unlike most other husband’s heads, swirled and nearly blacked out. I knew what was going on without having to ask. And while it scared me and sent me into tornados of self-talk, it also made me infuriatingly aroused.
I’d found new and expensive — and fancy — underwear in one of her drawers when I was helping at home putting away laundry. She’d changed the code on her phone “just to update security measures,” she chuckled, but she neglected to tell me the new code. And then the late nights home from work began . . . .
At first I dealt with the unexpected arousal in the only way I knew how: I went and jerked off to bookmarked and reliable porn. But some of the best, for me, was porn clips of spying on couples. I wasn’t surprised anymore when I went back into that hidden bottom drawer of hers, but I went back often anyway. Just touching it, just holding it up in front of my face, made me shake, knowing she bought it and wore it for Kent to find her in it, and to slip it off her. I began jerking off imagining her having sex with him. I told myself it was just to clear my mind.
I drove down after she called and after she explained why she didn’t need me to bring her some dinner. I checked around me out on the street as though I were breaking and entering and I slipped inside the building. I used the key to open the elevator. At the end of the hallways was the glass door to her office floor. The lights were off, but not all of them. A glow emanating from around the corner behind the reception desk and down the hallway.
I slipped inside and held the door behind me to let it close without clicking. I had a backup plan if someone else was also in the office: I was on tip-toes sneaking in because I was going to surprise her. I carried a bag with food in it just to make the point. But if what I thought was going on really was going on, and by this point, how could it not be?, then I could be pretty sure only one other person was in the whole office, and he wasn’t anywhere that Sandy wasn’t.
I peered around the corner and pulled my head back. The way was clear. The office took up two floors of the same corner of the building and had a “staff room” that was a magnificent private club-like lounge with leather couches, a double-high ceiling with a loft surrounding it and a killer view of the city and coastline for miles in both directions.
There are back stairs up to the loft level and I pass through the door silently and creep up dragging my back along the wall. The lights are on and music is playing. There are small tables and chairs along the glass railing like in a club. I get on my hands and knees and slowly, stealthily, slink like a cat between the metal legs.
I see the top of my wife’s head first and I recoil backward. This shouldn’t be so easy, I think. She really is a bad cheater. I lean forward again and peer over the edge of the floor through the thick glass of the railing. They are on a couch almost directly below my line of sight. Kent is sitting in the middle of the couch without a shirt on, but still in blue pants.
Between his spread knees, my Sandy stands on one leg and kneels her other knee down against his lap. His hands are wrapped around the back of her bare legs. She has her off-the-shoulder white sweater on, the one with the extra long sleeves, and I knew she left home that morning in a tight red pencil skirt, too, but she isn’t wearing that anymore. One of her hands is wrapped around the back of his neck and her other hand, pale pink and glossy nails, caresses his jaw. Her hair is tied up at the back of her head and her shoulders, round and shiny, poke up. Her neck and ears are exposed to his mouth.
She is leaning her wavering body over his reclining body and looking down at him. His neck is craned far enough backward he could see me, if he isn’t distracted by her breasts pushed into his exposed neck. His chin is pressed into her chest. Their eyes are connected and they murmur to each other and chuckle. It has the tone of flirtatious talk, teasing talk, but I’m not able to make out individual words. I carefully ease myself down onto my calves and get comfortable. If they suddenly make tracks to go, I’d easily be beat them to the front door of the office to race down the stairs and get home long before she’d know I ever left home.
I open my pants and ease out my already throbbing and hard cock. I knew I would — I had thought ahead even back at home, and stuffed a paper towel in my pocket for the purpose. Just to clear my mind, you understand . . . .
Kent slips his hands up under the bottom edge of my wife’s sweater and she turns her face sideways with her eyes still on his. She grins in a “You better not” way, but she does nothing to push his hands off her bare skin beneath. When he pushes it up her body, she only raises her arms over her head and bends over, laughing while her face is lost inside the sweater, allowing him to pull it up and over her head and off her body.
She reaches up behind her back and pulls the knot out of her hair and shakes her head with her neck stretched back and fluffs her fingers through it to cascade it down her back. She is only in her black satin bra and panties — the ones with art nouveau designs and a red ribbon woven through the middle. She comes back to him with her knee pressing down on the couch again, wedged further up now between his thighs. I lean over further to see that she is slowly sliding the top of her thigh up and down against his crotch.
They laugh and murmur more and he says something that makes her draw back and cover her mouth with her hands, behind which I can tell she is widely grinning. She squeezes her elbows together in front of her chest and her breasts push up and out the top of her black bra. She twists the balls of her feet into the ground back and forth like she is suddenly shy.
“You make me feel like a teenager again, like I was with my first boyfriend,” she says to him.
Kent just slumps in the couch and spreads his legs out and his knees apart. He crosses his arms behind his head and leans back into them. He is daring her.
“You’re so bad,” she says through her hands. “I can’t believe you said that.”
“You know you want to,” he says and he tilts his head as though looking at her body, top to toe with the casual interest of an art gallery painting.
“I know for sure that you would love me to,” she says and she juts her face at him and shakes it side to side with her eyes half closed.
“I can wait,” he shrugs.
My wife looks around behind her and I duck down out of sight.
“Do you promise no one is coming up?” she says.
I slowly ease my face forward and look down over the very edge of the floor of the loft. She pushes her hands behind her back and pulls at the waist of her panties and lets it snap back. “So do you like them?” she says.
“You look crazy delicious,” he says. Still he keeps his arms folded behind his head and still he relaxes like a man in no rush whatsoever.
“Of course you’d say that, you picked them out,” she says. I didn’t know that detail. Had he been buying her all the new sexy underwear I’d been holding and examining — and jerking off thinking about?
She steps up between his knees and half bends over to drag the tips of her fingernails up and down over the length of his thighs. She seems to have a tug-of-war in her mind as well.
“Do you want me to take these off?” she says.
I realize that while they’d been staying late and he’d been buying her fancy underwear, it might be the first time they were taking things past the kissing and petting stages.
“Do you want them off?” he says with a half-sneer.
“Well I’m hardly comfortable being the only one on display here without clothes on,” she narrows her eyes and shakes her head. “Fair’s fair, right?” she says, and she creeps her fingers to the middle of his waist and bends at 90º at her waist and begins feeding the tail of his belt through the metal loop. She snickers because “Fair’s fare” is the motto of her firm.
She pulls the button free and unzips him and stands up and back and tugs on the bottom of his pants. He rocks minimally side to side until his pants came off his hips and she staggers backward and laughs with his pants in her hands. She steps back up to him and does the same thing with his athletic shorts, tugging the waist and stepping back as he lifts his legs straight, and she takes them off.
She kneels down between his legs and props her elbows on his knees. Her hands dangle down and her nails brush the skin at the top of his thighs. “I suppose you’d like me to take my bra off for this,” she says, shaking her head.
“That’s how you described it in your texts to me,” he says. “The way you imagined doing it.”
My wife had been texting more the last couple of weeks, and leaving her phone face down, too. Usually she’d relax with a game on her phone, so the thumb-typing was new.
“I don’t have to if you don’t care,” she says flippantly to him, defiantly. But she also wraps her hand around his cock and stands it up. I see a shiver course through her body and she grimaces when she raises her face from her hand and his cock to his face.
“It’s a lot hotter than I thought it would be,” she says to him in a tiny voice.
That confirms it for me: it is their first time going this far. I become torn between the news telling me that I could still stop things before anything serious happens, and feeling so lucky that I chose this night to sneak into her office and catch them going this far their first time. Her nervousness, her reticence: it made me need to let my cock go and try to settle my mind down before I erupted too soon.
I roll back onto my back and stare at the lower ceiling of the loft and question again what I’m doing. What kind of man not only lets his wife cheat, but encourages her? I knew she was phoning me to stay late at work not always because work was suddenly so much more demanding, and yet I told her to take her time. I told her I wouldn’t come down. I made it clear to her I wouldn’t disturb things. I was obvious about not touching her phone, even when it was left out for me when she showered, for example, especially when it was directly after coming home late.
I run through my mind all the reasons a man should be angry, jealous, and outraged when he catches his wife cheating. I pinch the skin on my wrist as hard as I can to see if I have somehow stopped feeling pain altogether, but that isn’t it. I feel nothing about seeing my wife naked with a man. I was not fearful, not honestly, anyway. I know that if I am caught, I’ll revert to wild displays, but it’ll be faked. I’m not threatened by Kent. I know as though intuitively that it’s partly the way he is so not her type, that she is attracted to him only sexually.
There is zero risk he’d want to be with her — we both know well the kind of marauding guy Kent is, I mean, he’s an up-and-coming lawyer — and there was less than zero risk she wants to be with him in any way other than sexual. He’s everything that infuriates her in men. No, I realize, reaching down between my legs again, she isn’t going to fall in love, she is conquering a part of herself. She is overcoming the intimidation men like Kent represent to her. It has nothing to do with me. She isn’t reassessing her relationship with me and she isn’t creating a relationship with him. She is managing a relationship with herself.
I can’t find the feelings in me of anger or betrayal, try as I might. I know that if anyone else finds out, I would create those feelings. But then, that would be me angry at myself, wouldn’t it. Angry at some image of me of a man that I’d been told I should be: a man who won’t abide his wife even entertaining the fantasy of it, let alone getting it for real.
I roll back up to sitting and dare myself to look down again. I breathe deeply and lean my head into the glass of the railing. My wife is sitting on her calves tidily between Kent’s spread and bare legs. Her black hair rolls in waves over her shoulders and down her back. They are talking, grinning, and teasing and flirting. Her forearms relax on the top of his thighs and both her hands are wrapped lightly around his erection that she slowly, calmly, strokes up and down. She is tempting herself, she is daring herself. I know my wife. She is testing herself to see if she is the kind of woman who would do it.
She gapes with her mouth wide in a grin and she tilts her head to the side and makes eyes at him. She also sticks the tip of her tongue out and lashes as though licking his cock from afar, and she laughs nervously and full of shyness. Then she rises high on her knees and her shoulders poke high up as her head drops down and she laughs again, teasing him with her tongue nearly touching the tip of the head of his cock.
He knows what he’s doing — he knows the way to get a cat to jump in your lap is to pay it no mind at all. He continues to relax into the back of the couch with his arms folded behind his head as though trapped there, as though to assure her — he’s telling her that any touching would be her’s to decide.
She rolls her head back and laughs at the ceiling and pushes her body closer up between his thighs and murmurs something more to him. It’s as though she knows she will do it, but she can hardly believe it herself. She laughs nervously again before she abruptly stops smiling to study her hand that she rubs, palm down and flat, over the head of his cock. Her chest heaves and her shoulders lift. She raises her face to him as though in supplication, her eyebrows curving down as though helpless, and she bites her bottom lip and drops her mouth wide open. She is making herself ready. She is losing whatever battle is going on in her mind.
I press my forehead against the glass of the loft railing and tug my cock up and out of my pants. My wife groans and grimaces as though struggling against real pain, before her neck collapses and her face drops down. Her frosted, full lips engulf the head of his cock and she pulls back up for a brief moment before moaning out loud and dropping her mouth all the way down his shaft.
She wriggles forward on her knees to press her body closer between his wide thighs and she squeezes his cock in her hand and pumps it in front of her rising and falling lips. I gasp out loud and rock back but neither of them are able to hear my tiny sounds from above — they’re both making much louder but similar sounds.
I look down again and watch my wife reach slowly for his resting hand, to seize his wrist in her fingers, and to drag it over to the back of her head. She spreads his palm over her scalp and the presses her open hand on the back of his. She makes him push her head down further on his cock than it seems her mouth and throat are prepared for. But she does it again and again until she is able to take her hand away, now that he puts both his hands on the back of her head and pushes her face down. My shy wife made him fuck her face.
I actually think to myself, “But Sandy, you don’t like that!”
If I still had doubts about my wife experiencing a different personality in herself and not just a different man, the scene below me ought to put those to rest. To say that being forced in any way in bed was opposite to her entire constitution would be understating it. When she lifts her face from his groin and coughs and grins madly and wipes her arm over her mouth, he gives her time enough to catch her breath before he pushes her face back down. Her arms flail, her fists punch his waist, and her moans and cries, muffled, rise up to the loft and invade my ears. But she isn’t really struggling as hard as she could. And when she gets her face back up and off his cock, her even wider, deeper grin, gives it away.
“Motherfucker!” she says and he rolls his head back and laughs up to the ceiling. I retract from the sheet of glass separating us and only look over again when I hear the sucking and popping sounds, the sounds of her moans, her tiny muffled cries.
She pushes herself up and eases her knees out over his thighs and wriggles up close against him. She leans back and scrunches her shoulders together before hooking her thumb in the shoulder strap of her bra, one at a time, before she tugs it down around her waist. She leans her hand into the back of the couch beside his head and cups her other hand around the underside of her bared breast, and she serves it to his mouth and titters when he closes his lips around her nipple.
She sits back on him and rubs her saliva around his shaft and over the head of his cock. “I’m not going to take my panties off for you cause I don’t want you to get any ideas. We’re not going to do that okay?”
“Do what?” he says, playing dumb, and I shake my head and nearly guffaw too loudly.
“I’m sure other girls fuck you all the time,” she says. It’s not a word she uses often, if ever. She says it with her bottom lip folded deep inside her teeth. “But I’m not going to, just so you don’t get your hopes up.”
“You can do what you like,” he says, shrugging. “It’s up to you.” His hands cup her bare breasts before running lightly down over her obliques and around the line of the waist of her panties, front to back and to front again. He peels them down her abdomen and her ass an inch or so.
“I’m warning you,” she says. But she doesn’t move away from him and she doesn’t push his hands off her hips. He pulls her panties further down. “This was only a test, remember?” she says to him in a warning tone.
“Hard to remember,” he sneers.
“I know, I can feel how hard it is,” she narrows her eyes at him and wraps both her hands around his erection between their stomachs. “And I think the test is done, the results are in, and it’s time to move on,” she says. But she purses her lips, interlocks her fingers, and moves her hands up and down his shaft more tightly. She also lifts her hips from his lap just enough to allow him to push the waist of her panties over her ass and part way down her thighs where they stretch between her legs.
“No,” she says, pulling her panties back up most of the way, but she lifts herself further up and presses her hips into his lap. She pushes the palm of one hand against the top of his erection and presses the underside against the front of her panties. Her hips curl up and down and she rubs the fabric of the front of her panties up and down against the underside of his cock. “I told you we can’t,” she whispers.
“Just one little touch?” he says.
“But you’re not going to stop at one little touch,” she shakes her head down at him. But she pulls the leg hole of her panties away from her thigh and stretches it around his cock.
With his cock inside her panties, she settles back down on his lap and rocks on him. She wraps her hands around the back of his neck and entwines her fingers together. “Just a little, but don’t try anything,” she says.
“You’re very hot,” he says.
She laughs and drops her face down into his shoulder and neck. “I know!” she says. “I don’t know what you’re doing to me!” She begins to curl her hips in and out with his cock still trapped inside her panties.
“Ouch,” he says.
She laughs, apologizes, and pushes back and off of him to stand between his knees in front of him. “Okay, I’ll take them off, but you better not!”
“Better not what?”
“You know!” she says, and she presses her knees together, bends them, and bends at her waist to hook her thumbs in the waist of her panties and draw them down her thighs and over her knees. She stands back up and wriggles her body until they fall like a cloud to crumple around her ankles and she steps out of them. She only remains with her bra on, but it’s hanging loosely around her waist. She climbs back up on his lap and shimmies on her knees up to his stomach with her hips. “You may touch,” she says. “But no going in!” she says sternly and holds her index finger up at his face.
He grasps his cock and bends it down to aim the tip of the head at her pussy.
She squeals and retracts her hips down his thighs by arching her back deeply. “I said touch only!” she scolds him.
“But that’s all I’m doing!” he grins back.
“Bullshitter!” she says, her mouth gaping in mock disbelief at him.
“I promise, just a touch.”
“You better be telling the truth.”
“I’ll just hold it here. You do the touching.”
She titters and agrees. “Okay, but you better not budge.”
“Scout’s honour,” he says.
“Yeah, I know all about you scouts,” she retorts, but she twists her hair into a cord and pulls it around one shoulder to see down her body and into his lap. She titters some more and lifts her hips from his groin and edges it forward. She bites her bottom lip and puffs air out her nose. “Hold it still,” she tells him, and she hovers her bare pussy over the head of his cock. “Just one touch, remember.”
“Just one touch,” he nods in agreement. He holds his cock up in one hand and wraps his other hand around her hip.
She uncurls her hips and her pussy protrudes from her abdomen and her lips, glistening in the overhead lights, barely touches the head of his cock before she retracts it away. A string of her moisture stretches between them and she sucks a breath sharply through her clenched teeth.
“Good boy,” she says, “maybe you get another.”
He looks at her face and grins but she’s staring down at his cock. She juts her hips forward again and this time she draws the tip of the head of his cock through the furrow between her wet lips, and pulls up.
“Did you like that?” she says in a soft, private and intimate voice.
“Uh huh,” he says.
“Then how come you’re so under control?” she says, and she bites the corner of her bottom lip.
He seizes both her hips in his hands and she shrieks but she doesn’t pull her body away from him. He pulls her hips down and she squeals and inhales sharply. His cock touches her lips and her body quakes once. “No entry though,” she barely whispers and she rolls her head back on her neck.
He pulls on her hips harder and she pushes her arms straight down and plants the heels of her palms into his hips, fighting against his increasing pressure. “I’m married!” she whispers hoarsely down to him.
He lifts his hips under her and the head of his cock pushes her pussy lips open. Her thigh muscles flex and she strains to pull herself up from his lap. “I can’t,” she says. Her voice shakes and her body writhes under shivers riding up and down her spine.
“Just one,” he says.
She half laughs, half gasps. “You know it won’t stop at that,” she barely forces out. But her knees collapse and her hips sink down. The head of his cock opens her pussy lips wide and disappears inside her.
“It’s wrong,” she sighs. But she also releases all her resistance. He pushes up just as she sinks down, and in one, long, slow thrust, their pubic bones meet and he disappears entirely inside her. Her body sags over his and her ass, curled out, rises but falls again, and rises. In a moment, they are full-fledged fucking on the couch in the staff lounge at work, lights on, curtains open, downtown rising all around them.
“Oops!” she titters breathily into his neck.
I can hear the slushy sounds, I can here my wife’s groans and cries, and I can hear the soft music giving the soundtrack to it all. My wife grips the top edge of the back of the couch and I can see her knuckles go white. Her back undulates like waves of a lake washing the shore. She pushes her hips far back and snaps them forward to swallow his glistening hard cock deeply inside her pussy, over and over and over again.
It’s not a gentle fucking, it’s not a soft, quiet, romantic love-making. She isn’t purring, she isn’t hiding, she isn’t putting the lights out. She isn’t checking her voice. And she isn’t passively under him. She isn’t doing it like I know her to do with me. She is aggressive and hard, she’s crying and laughing and moaning loudly, and she’s seemingly even enjoying the lights, enjoying sitting back on his lap and watching his hands travel freely around her exposed body, grabbing her tits and squeezing them, seizing her hips and pulling and pushing her, holding her by the waist as he rams her from below.
He tosses her and she shrieks, landing on her back and she shoots her legs up toward me without his command. So much for the one little touch. He lands between her widely spread thighs with vigour and pumps his hips so hard down into her hips, the feet of the couch rattle on the floor of the lounge, but it’s barely discernible behind the loud cries and moans of my wife under him.
They laugh and my wife squeals and squirms to eject herself from under him and she crawls on the floor to get away from his grasping hands, laughing and shrieking. She gets up and flys like a sprite to the floor-to-ceiling windows looking over her shoulder with a wide grin.
He laughs and runs to chase her. She raises her arms over her head and plants her hands on the glass. She arches her back deeply and presses her bare breasts against the window. She lifts herself on her toes and offers him her wide-spread ass.
He steps behind her and hefts his cock in his hand and aims it at her wide, sopping pussy lips, and plunges himself back into her. She pushes back against him, bending deeper at her waist and turning her face down to the busy street and pedestrians coming and going to clubs and restaurants below. Her body rattles against the glass he’s fucking her so hard from behind.
Suddenly she pushes him off, laughs with complete abandon, and grabs his hand in hers and she rushes out of the lounge, pulling him behind her. I panic worried she is taking him up into the loft, but that’s not where they go. I creep down the stairs and peer out the door into the long hallway of offices.
I can hear them — or at least, I can hear my wife’s shrieks, laughter, and moans. There is light flowing out from one of the offices half way down the hall. I creep gingerly door to door until I am a foot away from the edge of the glass along the front wall of the office with lights on.
I can see in the reflection of the glass of the office directly across the hall the nameplate on the door: It’s Kent’s office. I peer around. My wife is on his desk and he is standing in front of his tall-back leather chair pushed behind him. My wife is on her back with her hair falling over the forward edge of the desk and her heels are planted into the front edge. Her knees are up and her legs are flopped open. Her breasts are jiggling up and down her chest —he’s got his hands on his hips and he’s pumping his cock into my wife’s sloppy-wet open pussy. Her arms are stretched out to her sides and her hands are gripped around the edges. She is holding on and he pounds her so hard, I wonder that she doesn’t break.
I lean against the opposite glass window in the dark hallway watching the scene like it’s playing for me on the largest screen ever, behind the glass of Kent’s office. I can hear my wife laugh and shriek and moan — she’s having the time of her life. She’s never been so free and expressive. I see her body tense and I can hear her voice: she is going to cum. She’s never cum from straight intercourse, not with me, and to believe her word, never before me with anyone else, either. She herself seems as surprised as I am, to hear her shocked gasps.
After she shakes and releases, she laughs with disbelief and exhaustion. She isn’t even aware that Kent is grimacing and clenching his teeth, until he pulls out and strokes his cock at her. His jism arcs through the air and lands on her hair and face and over her neck and chest and stomach. She squeals and pushes herself onto her knees between him and his desk and entirely envelopes his cock deep in her sucking mouth. It’s hard to tell who is cumming harder, my wife or Kent, they are making the same level of frantic sounds. Nothing escapes my wife’s mouth. I can see her neck, her throat, as she swallows and swallows again.
I spend myself into my paper towel and collapse onto the floor outside Kent’s office, nearly kicking the glass.
I make it into the tiny hallway to the bathrooms on my hands and knees just as Sandy and Kent come out of Kent’s office, holding hands and breathing hard and laughing languidly. I let them pass unable to believe the closeness of getting caught, and I scramble out of the offices and down the building stairs and out of the building into the cool night air. I look up to the 14th floor just in time to see the staff lounge lights go out.
I was still in my car when her text came. “All done!” she wrote. “On way home. Love you.”
I put on her iPad for some tunes and sat in the big chair facing the dead TV screen searching my mind for how to confront the issue. I tried to ignore it, but the little red badge on the messages icon would not stop stealing my attention. Her iPad still got all her text messages — she neglected to turn that off after she stopped using it at work.
So I opened it. I touched one conversation — her texts with her best friend. I tried to look away, but it was impossible to tear my eyes from the blue and grey boxes. I didn’t scroll, but I didn’t need to. The last messages were enough.
Her friend had written, “Why, though, Sandy, just why?”
And my wife had written back, “It makes me feel alive. I need to feel alive. Jeremy gives me everything, a future, security, safety, love . . . . And I love him dearly,” she wrote her friend about me. “But am I supposed to make Jeremy also supply that to me as well?”
I shut the app and paced the room. Sandy came in, chirped a delighted greeting to me, and claimed to need to go straight to the shower. She came out in a robe, her hair in a towel. She leaned her hips against mine and clasped her hands together behind my back to lean backward and smile up into my face. “So what did you get up to while I was slaving away at work?”
There was so much I could have said. But I just smiled. “Just standing around here missing you,” I smiled back.
She shrugged and grinned and leaned her face against my chest. “Aw, baby, you know I’ll always come back to you,” she cooed against me.
I patted the side of her head. “I know, babe,” I said. “I know.”
She warned me she would need to stay late at work again, a week later. And then I saw her get dressed for work in underwear new and different from what she normally wears — it was sexy as fuck.
“Maybe don’t wait up for me this time,” she said as she kissed me on the way out the door.
And I let her go. It makes her feel alive, doesn’t it.




Single again, for a night

My wife Aileen bent so far over at her waist, she folded herself in half. She covered her face with her hands and squealed into them and stomped her feet on the floor.
Dean reached over her curled-up body beside him on our couch and scrambled his fingers into her sides and laughed like an evil villain.
Aileen shot up and jammed her elbows behind her back to try to push his hands away from her body, and she contorted and squirmed and screamed at the ceiling and laughed uncontrollably.
“Oh my god, would you tell your friend to stop molesting me!” she shrieked at me after she finally earned a respite from his grabbing paws by leaping up and off the couch. She curled her shoulders and crunched down in her abdomen and held her arms up in front of her body protectively. “I’m his wife, you  know!” she said to him in a barking voice, but she also smirked and flared her hazel eyes widely at him — before she folded her legs sideways under herself and settled back down on the couch beside him.
Dean shot his hand out when she wasn’t looking, and flipped it palm up just as she sat on it. She pulled a gravely disappointed face at me and swivelled her head slowly around to him.
“Remove it or else,” she said with her lips curling in and her eyes narrowing.
“Or else what?” he grinned back at her.
They stared at each other for two beats, Dean grinning as crookedly as a cartoon and Aileen struggling to keep from grinning back at him. She rolled sideways off her legs and slapped feebly at his arm, but still he didn’t pull his hand out from under her.
“Oh my god, Howie,” she said to me as though scolding me.
Dean kept moving his hand under her ass, scrunching it up into a fist and spreading it back out, over and over.
Aileen crossed her arms over her chest, flared her nostrils and eyes, and inhaled deeply, staring at me the whole time.
“I’m sorry, really, I am, ma’am,” Dean finally said, and he pulled his hand out and sat up straight, clasping his fingers together and cupping his palms in his lap in an exaggeration of a good schoolboy pose.
He found out my wife was an elementary school teacher only that afternoon.
“Why didn’t you say something,” she said to me, but she was only pretending her outrage and couldn’t sustain her offended-looking expression without snickering. “You need to tell your friend to stop touching your wife,” she shook her head at me. She turned to him beside her on the couch. “You’re not supposed to touch another man’s wife like that. I thought you would have been raised better,” she shook her head disbelievingly at him. But the corners of her mouth pulled up all the same.
“Didn’t you two live together even?” she shook her head at me. “I can’t imagine what it was like. How’d that even come about? You,” she said to me, and she turned to Dean still posing straight-backed beside her. “And him,” she seethed.
She crossed her arms over her chest and crossed her leg over her other knee. Dean slumped down low in our couch and flopped his legs widely. I noted that they had come to touch at the knees, the hips, and the shoulders, but Aileen didn’t acknowledge it or pull away. She had to have felt him against her body, though. Her eyes were dilating at me.
“Yeah, what was it like, Howie?” Dean smirked. Aileen leaned forward to clasp her fingers together around the front of her knee. I pretended not to notice as Dean reached behind his head, mussed his hair, and dropped his arm down behind Aileen’s back on the cushion. I could tell he had lifted his hand and was slowly, lightly, rubbing my wife’s back. She surprised me: she showed nothing. She only stared at me disinterestedly, letting me take my time answering Dean.
“It was the classic odd couple situation, I can tell you that much,” I said. “I mean, what do you think it was like?” I lifted my chin to my wife. She slightly smiled back at me. Her body nearly imperceptibly rocked back and forth. I didn’t let my eyes glance directly at it, but I could tell from the movement of Dean’s bulging bicep tucked down into the cushions behind them that he was methodically, rhythmically, rubbing her back, even as far down as the top of her ass.
“Football player, jock, drinking and partying and what not, this guy,” I said, snorting at Dean and kicking my foot out from the big old chair I sat low and relaxed in to bump his shin with my toes. “And me, the academic-wanna be, building forts out of books around my desk and trying to block out the sounds coming from his fucking bedroom all night.”
Aileen pursed her lips to contain her grin as she twisted her neck around and ducked her face down to give him one of her devastating looks of disapproval. But she didn’t lean back and she didn’t disturb what his hand was doing across her back.
“You fucking watched too,” he sneered at me in a low growling voice.
Aileen gasped and exaggerated her shocked expression. She turned to Dean and patted her hand on his thigh. “He didn’t!” she said. “Did he?” she curled her lips up at their corners.
I again fought to keep my eyes from looking directly at it, but Aileen left her hand on his thigh — curling her fingers in, rolling her hand onto it’s side as though she’d merely forgotten it there.
“Through the holes around the receptacle you could see into my room from the laundry room behind our apartment in that fucking basement,” Dean grinned widely at me and he shirked his shoulders up and chuckled.
“That’s bullshit,” I said, and I grinned and looked hard to the side.
“You loved to watch,” he groaned low in a conspiratorial voice.
“Ooh, tell me!” Aileen said with embellished excitement on her face, and she tapped his leg with her fingers and scrunched them into the fabric of his jeans. And she left it there, scrunched and twisting and grasping in the loose denim.
“I wasn’t watching him,” I said to my wife, but my grin got the better of me and I tittered and tried to hide my smirk under my hand. “Dude!” I finally shouted at Dean, and I yanked out the little pillow from behind my back and whipped it at his face.
I turned to Aileen. “The guy was bringing home a different date virtually every night of the week! It was a parade of them.” I shook my head at him and snorted. “Every single one of the hottest chicks on campus, through the fucking living room to his bedroom back and forth, back and forth, nonstop.”
Aileen pulled a half grin high up one side of her face and turned her head to look straight down at him beside and below her where he had slumped further down into the cushions. “True?” she said softly to him and she bit her lip.
He shrugged back up at her. I could actually see his thumb and fingers where he’d rubbed his hand all the way up her back to touch and grip and massage her on the back of her neck, deeply under her obscuring waves of styled coffee-brown hair. Her chest heaved deeply as she stared down at him with her tight-lipped and widening grin. She settled her other elbow on her thigh and curved her wrist inward to support her projected chin on the back of her hand, and her lips parted open. She was willing to wait all night for his reply.
Suddenly he pushed himself up from his deep slouch and leaned hard sideways until he was virtually behind my wife. From there he placed his open palms on both sides of her face and turned her head up and straight toward me.
“Look at her, Howie!” he said. “I might have lead the scoring all year long, but your number got called once and you scored the championship touchdown! Ain’t none of them chicks can touch your wife for straight up hotness!” he shouted at me.
Aileen reached for his arm as though to push his grasping hands away from her face, but she only wrapped her fingers around his wrist and hung her hand from him. She didn’t know where to put her eyes and and she puffed air out her nose and turned her face half away and blushed deeply. Her lips, rose pink and glossy — to go with her sleeveless pink dress — brushed against the heel of his hand and I caught the slightest protrusion of her lips as though she nearly kissed his hand, before she reminded herself where she was and with whom.
“Stop it,” she said, turning her face to him, but her voice was low and intimate, almost as though it was not for me to overhear. She pulled his arm by his wrist off her jaw but she passed it over her head, ducking in the process, and let it fall down behind her back as she leaned back into the couch, trapping his arm and hand behind her. She was even half leaning not against the back of the couch, but on his shoulder and chest behind her.
She crossed her arms over her chest, dangled her leg from her other knee, and let the raised shoe hang and nearly fall from her toes. She slowly brought her glaring, penetrating, fiery eyes from the floor, up my body, past the table between us, and finally to my eyes. They widened when we met gazes.
It was like a challenge. She was finding in herself some unexplored defiance, I could tell. I kept my eyes on hers even as I could see the shoulders and sides of her pink dress slightly tug and stretch. Behind her, where she leaned on and trapped Dean’s hand, he was rubbing her.
“I never got to do anything in college,” she said to Dean, but facing me. Still her eyes smouldered as her dress pulled tightly over her chest, and slackened. She opened her lips and touched the tip of her upturned tongue against the bottom centre of her top lip and rolled her face over to Dean’s face that was too close. But she didn’t adjust, she only turned further to face him straight on, close enough they were breathing each other’s breath.
“I was too afraid of guys like you,” she said to him. “All loud and brazen and stupid,” she grinned but pulled the smile back just as quickly. “And always touching what isn’t their’s to touch,” she said more softly.
“She went to a private girls’ school,” I said to Dean. “And a Christian college,” I shrugged.
“Do you miss it?” he said to her. She switched her legs so that her other leg dangled, and her foot now touched his leg and bumped it and rubbed it where it hung from her knee. I saw her body shiver once. Her back arched slightly. The fabric of her dress moved.
“I wouldn’t even know what there was to miss,” she said to him, staring back into his eyes with that new-found defiant expression again.
“Do you wish you went to a bigger college, like a regular state college?” I said to her. I knew the answer already. I wanted her to open up to Dean. To talk about it. There was something about it, watching my wife play around with personality traits, confronting things that used to scare her — like big, jocular guys.
She rolled her face back to mine. “I wish I had boyfriends — I mean,” she shrugged, and grinned sideways. “Not instead of you, but sort of like, before we met,” she said, and she squinted, unsure if she made her point clearly.
“You wanted a little of the life of freedom and fun and running around and getting in trouble, didn’t you,” Dean grinned up at her widely. I saw the fabric of her dress tug low around her hips and I noticed her body flinch again — it was as though he pinched her low down, perhaps even on her ass. But she gave nothing away to me.
She kept her eyes hard on Deans. “‘Want,’” she said, “not ‘wanted.’”
She planted her hand flat down on his thigh half way up to his hip and she pushed herself up and leaned over the table between her and I to scoop up their two glasses and she stopped beside my chair on her way to the kitchen. “You want a refill too?” she said to me down over her shoulder.
Aileen might sometimes have a glass of wine. Occasionally she’ll sip a tiny shot of whiskey or scotch, but it makes her giddy and flush. “I hate being so out of control!” she said about such thimbles of liquor. Aileen was an English major, she became a teacher of little kids, and she loves to read the thickest books known to man, all while drinking tea by the gallon. She was a bulky-sweater, walk-in-the-forest type of girl. Another shot of whiskey was uncharted territory for her.
And for me, to be honest. I knew from those long forest walks and yearning-filled conversations that she deeply wondered about lives she didn’t live, selves she didn’t explore, experiences she didn’t experiment with, the way everybody else did at college. I nodded up to her and held out my glass but she laughed and switched her hands twice before realizing she couldn’t take mine at the same time. I pushed up and followed her into the kitchen.
Dean got up too, and went to the patio door and stepped out onto the balcony to lean on the railing and gaze around the city spread out below. He was passing through town and his flight connection gave him enough time for a lunch out with me and Aileen. Then a text arrived telling him his flight was delayed till night. We walked around our neighbourhood, hung out at cafes, and shopped for a dinner to make at home.
Over dinner, he got another text: his flight was canceled and he was booked into another one the next day around 1. “Couch?” I shrugged.
“Just like back in the day!” he slapped me on the back. Aileen and I made dinner, and after we ate, I got out the whiskey and we put some chill tunes on and relaxed like we did back in that old basement apartment back at college.
“I like your wife,” Dean said at one point, out of the blue, right in front of her. “She’s got good gams,” he said, and he chuckled.
“Is this how you guys talked about women back then?” Aileen looked sternly at me, but she was joking — at least half joking, I was almost sure.
“Got a mouth on her though,” he said, and he kept a straight face.
Aileen gasped deeply and widened her eyes and spun around toward him. But Dean burst out laughing and tweaked her sides to tickle her and make her shriek. “Got you!” he shouted. “Made you blush too!” he laughed.
That’s when she bent over and squealed and covered her face with her hands. He didn’t know that blushing for her marked the height of social embarrassment. She thought people could read her mind, she said. It always made me wonder what was really in her mind.
“You sure about another one?” I said to her, coming up from behind and rubbing my hand up and down her back — exactly where, I realized, my friend’s hand had so recently been rubbing her.
She turned toward me and draped her arms over my shoulders and pressed her hips forward into my groin. “What are you afraid I might do? Lose control?” she said, holding a straight face for two beats before she ducked her face down into my neck and squealed.
She came back up and glanced over her shoulder to make sure Dean was still out of earshot. She pulled me close against her body and rolled her forehead against mine. “It’s fun to imagine being someone else,” she said. “Hanging around with your friend all day, it kind of makes me feel like what it would have been like knowing you two back in college.” She snorted a puff of air out her nose, grinned sideways, and closed her eyes to kiss my lips lightly. “Just imagining things,” she said almost to herself, and she chuckled.
I leaned back from her with my fingers clasped in the small of her back and she leaned away from me too so that we were frowning at each other and considering things.
“What?” she finally broke the spell and laughed with a tinge of nervousness.
I shrugged. “He’s a charming guy, isn’t he,” I said.
“He’s fun, yeah,” she shook her head and squinted at me as thought wondering what I was getting at.
“To be honest,” I said, and I pursed my lips to hold my grin down. “The only reason I had any fun at college was because of Dean. One can’t go on living like that, obviously, but for a time there . . . “ I shrugged and looked into the distance of time out sideways to the floor.
“For a time there, you got to go a little crazy,” she said.
“Dean brings it out of people — I’ve known him all my life. Heart of gold, that guy.”
“I can tell,” she said thoughtfully to me. “He was already bringing things out of me,” she said. “Couldn’t you tell?” she said with a crooked smirk.
The way her eyes glinted and her mouth curled, I was half inclined to tell her I saw his hand rubbing her back, and her fingers scrunching in his lap. But I decided to let her keep it a secret a little longer. Having secrets is a big part of having that kind of fun that she missed.
Dean had wondered back in from the balcony and was fingering her shelves of books with one hand in his pocket looking like he was trying to avoid feeling like an extra during a private moment.
“Dean, come in here a sec,” I said.
“Not going to interrupt an intimate exchange between the loving couple,” he smirked.
“Oh get off it!” Aileen said, leaning so far back from me, her head hung upside down to face him with her hair covering her ass “Get in here now!” she grinned. She didn’t even know why I was calling him into the kitchen.
He stood in the archway and leaned on one foot with his shoulder pressed into the wall. “What up, homies?” he said.
Aileen spun around so that my hand fell around her waist and I sat back on the edge of a stool and she slid herself back and sat on my lap facing him. The bottom edge of her pink skirt rode up her thigh. Her feet twisted and pointed at each other where they pressed into the floor between my outstretched legs. Both her hands pushed hard into my thighs that wrapped around her hips and her fingers picked and pulled at the fabric of my pants.
“You remember the Night Crawlers?” I said to him.
He snorted and looked down and raised his eyebrows. “That was one rocking’ club,” he snorted.
“Such bad boys!” Aileen chuckled and, in front of Dean, she swung her face around to mine and kissed me deeply, with tongue too. She never did that kind of thing — making public displays of affection like that. I attributed it to the whisky, but in truth, she hadn’t had any of the refilled glass yet. She pulled away from me and tittered in a high-pitched squeal and leaned against me hard and looked back at Dean with glowing eyes.
My wife was excited, it was obvious. She was also behaving very unlike herself. She was crawling in her skin, she was fidgeting and antsy.
“I got an idea,” I grinned at Dean. Aileen turned her face to mine, kept her eyes tight in their corners to keep looking at Dean, and she licked my cheek. He ignored her and lifted his chin to me to ask me what it was.
“You’re in town for a night,” I said. “Aileen never got to go to the Night Crawlers or any other club back then.”
“Oh my god, no!” Aileen suddenly squealed and she buried her face in my neck again. “Not ready!” she cried out into my neck and she kicked her legs and stomped her feet into the floor.
“Why don’t you take her out?” I said to Dean.
Aileen screamed into my neck.
He chuckled and shook his head. “Yeah right,” he said.
“Seriously,” I said, and Aileen raised her face from my neck and stared at the side of my face from an inch away. “Take Aileen out,” I said to Dean. “Let’s let her have some fun like what she missed back then.”
He smiled and snorted and he and Aileen looked at each other like two deer in opposing headlights.
“You’re coming too!” she said.
I screwed my face up and looked down at her. My coming as well or not was hardly the issue that I thought would come up. She was already implying that she was more than willing to go out at that time of night — it was already bedtime, normally, and besides, clubs were foreign territory to her.
I pulled my chin in to my chest. “No,” I grinned at her as the idea formed further in my head. “It’s a date,” I said to her with a single shoulder shrug. “Dean is going to take you out on the date you never got to have.”
Aileen kicked her legs, squealed, and hopped off my lap. She skipped and dashed down the hall to the bathroom. “What am I supposed to wear?” she shrieked.
Again I was struck by how immediately willing she was to do something she’d always feared and avoided. It was weird. She didn’t even ask twice about me coming along.
Dean gestured for me to come with him back out onto the balcony, and I brought both our refilled glasses with me. He shut the glass door behind me and bobbed his head looking behind me to make sure Aileen didn’t see or hear us.
“Dude,” he stood straight up and looked over his cheeks down at me. “A date? With your wife?”
“Why not?” I grinned and shrugged. “You’re the perfect man for it,” I said, and I cuffed his shoulder.
“Not going to lie,” he raised his eyebrows at me and checked again inside the suite. “You’re wife is hot something fierce, and I like her a lot. But, the Night Crawler? I mean, things go on in there . . . “ he said.
I smiled and shook my head and snorted. I slapped his shoulder. “Aileen is Aileen,” I said to him. “Nothing is going to happen.”
“Uh, maybe you don’t know but . . . “ he began, but I cut him off. I didn’t want him and I to discuss my wife letting him rub her back and neck. I wanted her to enjoy at least for a night a tiny little secret all to herself. She didn’t want to tell me about it, and I didn’t want to break that trust.
“Maybe she’ll kiss you,” I said, and I shrugged. “Not the end of the world for me. She never got to have any of that fun, right?”
“What if it’s more than just a kiss?”
“As if!” I snorted, and I looked over my shoulder to check on her. “Honestly, I’d be delighted if it was more than a kiss — she’s been talking a lot lately about exploring different selves and shit. I want her to get a little wild. I want her to have a little fun for herself for a change.”
“And what, I bring her back by 12, dad?” he said and he laughed.
My idea was forming as I spoke it. “Why don’t we make it reallylike a date, and let her pretend she’s not married, like she lives here alone?”
“What the fuck are you talking about?” he snorted.
“What if you take her out, we’ll call an Uber, and when you bring her home, back here, you play it like a date. Maybe she kisses you, maybe she invites you up, maybe you hang out on the couch and talk, I don’t know.”
“And where they fuck are you going to be?” he punched my arm.
“I’m going to be in a b’n’b or a hotel or something, I don’t know, I haven’t thought it all out, but by the time you get back, I won’t be here. Let things take their natural course. Let’s let her feel like she’s single — just for a night.”
He rubbed his chin but he couldn’t wipe the grin from his mouth. He glanced over my shoulder and jutted his chin. Aileen had come back into the room behind me. “This sounds kind of fucked, if you ask me,” he said. “What’s the limit?”
“No limit,” I said without thinking.
“Dude,” he squinted at me.
“Aileen decides the limit,” I nodded. “That’s the way dates go — she lets things go as far as she wants them to, right? So your limit is whatever Aileen says it is. Not me.” I mulled it over in my mind. “She’s a single girl tonight, remember?”
“Look how she got dressed,” he said, gesturing to me with his face. “You still think this was a safe idea?”
I turned around and looked back through the closed patio door. Aileen was standing in the middle of the room with her hands pulling her arms tightly down behind her back, and her feet were twisted in together. She hung her head forward and hid her face behind her fallen hair. I could see her eyes glinting from under her strands.
She had on her one party dress, a short black and tight flared-skirt number with a low front and a very low back, and black strap platform sandals. The dress was purchased for a party we were invited to at my company, and at the last minute, she chickened out and went with her more usual conservative fare. I’d never seen the dress again since then. She combed her fingers through her hair over her face and pushed it aside. She shrugged at me and grinned. She knew it was her first time out dressed anything like that.
I slid the door open and Dean and I stepped back inside. “So,” I said to Aileen, who held her mouth closed and her eyes big like she was listening to parent’s rules. “Dean’s going to treat you like his date tonight,” I said.
“Okay,” she said immediately and without question in a tiny, nearly quivering voice. She glanced at him but brought her eyes back to mine.
“It’s a real date, Aileen,” I said to her.
“Okay,” she said right away again.
“For tonight, you’re a single girl,” I nodded at her. “And you live here alone,” I added.
She squinted uncomprehendingly at me.
“After you and Dean go out, I’m going to find a b’n’b nearby and book myself in for the night. So . . . ” I raised my shoulders and played out my hands. “ . . . when the guy brings you home from a date, you might or might not, it’s up to you, but you can invite him up, maybe to have another drink, I don’t know. But it’s up to you — I won’t be here.”
“I don’t understand” she said, but her breath was deep and rapid, and her chest heaved.
I grinned at her. “You get to feel what it feels like to have a real date, including coming up after, having the guy over — no one else at home, because you’re single, you live alone.”
“And you’re going to be where?” She screwed up her face at me but she also couldn’t quite staunch the grin creeping over it. Her skin began to blush.
“I won’t be here, not till I call you tomorrow. I don’t know when, let’s say around noon?” I nodded at Dean.
He shook his head and snorted and grinned and looked away. “This isn’t good,” he murmured to me.
“Just me and Dean until noon tomorrow?” she said with her eyes squinting. “You know he’s already sleeping over here, right?”
I didn’t mean it quite like that, but I also didn’t want her to feel any pressure or any sense of things coming to an end on a clock. “Just you and Dean,” I nodded for confirmation. The truth was, I’d forgotten that he was already sleeping there. But it was too late to back up.
Dean snorted again and I brushed his concerns away with my hand. He was scared that me leaving her alone with him was a bad idea, but he didn’t know Aileen. If they kissed, if they danced closely together at the club, if she flirted with him back up in the suite, I was hardly going to worry about it. Whose wife doesn’t do a little bit of flirting just for fun? And the chances of anything more than that happening were next to zero.
“You’re going to be gone all night?” she turned her face half sideways and frowned with doubt at me.
“All night,” I nodded and I smiled.
“And then you’ll want to know everything that happens, so me texting you the whole time?”
“No!” I laughed and I stepped up to hug her. Her scent was sweet and rose from her chest. It was unusual. “You’re not telling me anything. It’s your private time. Just like you’d have had secrets about things from dating before we met. Now you get to have secrets from dating, just like I do,” I nodded. “Cause I do,” I shrugged. “So now you can too.”
“So,” she squinted even harder at me. “You don’t want me to tell you anything about it even the next day?” She still remained half turned away and grinning with suspicion.
“Not the next day, and not ever,” I said. “This is what it was like, right? I never had to tell anyone what I was up to.”
Dean cleared his throat. “For the record . . . “ he began, but Aileen cut him off.
“ . . . shut up you,” she said quickly and firmly and she squinted her eyes back at me. “Nothing? No matter what?”
“No matter what,” I said and I swallowed.
“Ever.”
“Ever,” I nodded. 
“Even if maybe we do things?” She dropped her jaw open with a grin like she got me there.
But I wasn’t biting. “Even if you do things,” I tried not to laugh. Her “things” would be nothing but flirting for anyone else, I was sure. “I want you to go wild,” I grinned at her.
“Do you promise that nothing that happens is going to be an issue?” she said.
Dean stepped up closer to her, beside me. “This is . . . “ he started.
But Aileen, with narrowed eyes on mine and her thin grin widening, reached up without looking and pinched Dean’s lips closed. “Maybe I do go ‘wild’” she said, using air quotes. “You’re going to be okay with that?”
“Yes!” I rolled my head back and laughed. “You deserve to have that kind of night at least once,” I said.
She moved her fingers off Dean’s mouth and ran her palm over his jaw and down his neck. She pushed her fingers around behind his neck and looked sideways at me. “Kiss me,” she said to Dean. “On the mouth,” she said.
“You guys!” he shook his head.
But Aileen spun her face to his. “Kiss me you fucking idiot,” she said to him.
He shrugged, I gestured for him to be my guest, and I stepped back.
Dean stood in front of Aileen and brought his hands to her waist. She wrapped her arms around his neck and lifted herself on her toes to bring her grinning face up to his. She fluttered her eyes closed and twisted her head slightly, and she kissed him on the lips. I watched and I saw tongue go between their mouths. Both ways. I swallowed and frowned but I wiped it off my face — I didn’t want her to prove her point.
She pulled back from him and looked over at me. “Dean,” she said, still looking at me through her narrowed eyes. “Touch my body,” she said.
“Uh,” he grimaced. “Where?”
“Where you were touching me earlier tonight,” she said, still staring at me.
He pursed his lips and rolled his eyes, but he reached behind her and placed his hand on her mostly bare back where her new dress dipped down.
“Lower like you were trying to do on the couch,” she said to him.
I swallowed again and Dean puffed his cheeks out with a tight exhalation. But he lowered his hand down her back further.
“Lower,” my wife’s voice said in a light sweet tone.
Dean put his hand around my wife’s cute round ass.
“Harder,” she said, dropping her head back and jutting her chest out toward me, and she grinned.
Dean squeezed her ass and Aileen tittered and wriggled on her hips.
“Okay,” she suddenly said, and she spun around on the tips of her toes and snatched at Dean’s arm to slide her hand through it. She walked in her clicking heels toward the door and pulled Dean behind her. “Don’t wait up, mister,” she said to me with a glint and a grin over her shoulder and she bit her tongue and snickered.
Dean caught my eye over his shoulder as they exited the front door and he twisted his face at me and shook his head. Before the door closed, I saw my wife slide her hand around his waist, and Dean slide his hand around her waist, and I heard her chuckle more. I crept out onto the balcony and looked down. I saw them come out of the front door of the building and walk, arms around each other’s bodies, to the waiting Uber. He opened her door, and she turned to press her body against his and to tug his hair and kiss him longer and harder than even up in the suite.
I didn’t look for a b’n’b and I didn’t phone any hotels. I pushed things aside in the hall closet and climbed inside and closed the doors on myself. From the gap in between them, I could see the whole couch, half the kitchen, and the hallway to the bedroom. I climbed out and looked at the closet doors from the couch. Nope, I nodded, can’t see a thing in there.
I drank my whiskey and a few more besides before I heard a slam of a car door outside and below. I jumped up and looked down. This time, it was finally them. And she was bringing him up with her. Of course she would — he had to come up.
It wasn’t fair that I was going to secretly watch her with him in our suite, but I couldn’t resist the chance to see how different my wife might get. I smiled widely imagining her having maybe the most romantically exciting night of her life. Even her and I didn’t date, really. We already knew each other before we fell in love. This was her first time having fun with a totally new guy.
I brought a refreshed glass of whiskey into the closet and carefully set it on the floor. I crawled in and pulled the doors shut in front of me and covered my mouth to stop from laughing. Maybe someday I could tell her that I was hiding in the closet the whole time. It would be good for a laugh.
The front door key poked into the lock and I crouched down and got comfortable. I figured on 30 minutes before it was bedtime and she went to our bedroom. I might as well make myself comfortable. When she went to bed, I would be easily able to sneak out and go sleep in my car in the basement parking lot, and I already knew that Dean slept so deep so quickly, he wouldn’t catch me either.
The young and cute couple came tumbling through the door together and my wife squealed and he shushed her with his hand over her mouth, which she kissed, I saw, and she laughed behind it. I was surprised. I was expecting her to be more stiff in the suddenly private confines of our suite.
He pushed the door closed with his foot and my wife sagged against the wall directly opposite the closet — and the gap I peered increasingly anxious through. We used it for storage so there was no risk of her opening the doors on me. But I saw her drop her little chained purse on the floor and push her fingers into the hair on the back of his head. When he pushed his body against hers, pinning her to the wall, she smirked, she chuckled, and she stepped her feet apart.
He tried to pull away from her but she moaned and grinned and pulled at his arm until he spun her around and my wife landed with her bare back right across the gap between the doors, and right in front of my nose. I held my breath. I could hear, inside their long, deep kiss, tiny moans emerging from my wife’s throat. My eyes widened.
I heard rustling and I looked down. Dean was twisting his hand around and around and my wife’s skirt was slowly rising up over her ass. I didn’t know that she chose to wear her nearly transparent black lace-patterned panties, the ones she bought for our anniversary, even though she was too squeamish to wear them when we took things to bed that night. Dean squeezed her ass bared to me through the gap in the doors and I bit the knuckle of my finger and uttered to myself a “Fuck!”
My wife drew her arms up from his body and hung them high over her head and chuckled. Dean understood sooner than I did — as he always did, with the ladies. He lifted her dress up and over her head.
I staggered backward and only because they were so deeply engaged with each other did they not hear my back thump into the wall at the back of the closet. I stared through the gap at the bra straps and panties and otherwise naked body of my wife, and my friend’s hands, roaming all over it.
I wanted my wife to find her suppressed alternate personalities. But I wasn’t prepared to witness them.
Her elbows bumped the door and she laughed and I heard the distinctive tinkle of a belt. My wife suddenly shrieked and bent at her knees and ankles to drop down between Dean and me. She had tugged his pants down, and she held them down, too, as she pulled at his legs to encourage him and balance him to pull his feet up and out of his pants. She came back up slowly, undoing the buttons of his shirt as she straightened in front of him. She laughed some more as she made an exaggerated gesture of peeling his shirt back from his shoulders one at a time, until he shook his arms behind his back and let his shirt fall on top of his pants behind him.
I could have stuck my finger through the gap and touched the back of my wife’s neck, or her panties, too, for that matter. He pressed her body so hard against the front of the closet doors I carefully pressed my hands against the back of them, fearful he would push them inward and their nearly naked bodies would fall over me inside the closet.
She moaned and giggled and breathed hard and gasped. The doors creaked and rattled on their tracks. I realized Dean was thrusting his hips against my wife’s hips and that it was her back, her shoulders, and her ass that were grinding into the doors in front of my nose.
It was impossible to stop things without exposing myself as the same old creepy perv he made me out to be back in our apartment in that basement. I still denied it, but now, with him nearly naked with a girl again, and me hiding in the closet peeking? I sank into the wall and wished I really had gone to a hotel.
Obviously, I had miscalculated. I was able to tell my wife to be free of any concern whatsoever only because I was sure that she wouldn’t take things further than innocent flirting. I knew I could trust Dean not to push her where she didn’t want to go, which allowed me to assure him he could go with her as far as she took him.
But clothes off? Hands rubbing all over nearly naked bodies? Dry-humping against the closet doors within minutes of getting home? They weren’t even talking or hanging out or getting music on or drinking. I expected at most a drink, a laugh, maybe a kiss, maybe temptation and grins and wishes and bit lips, before she announced it was bedtime and sent him to the couch. That would be the Aileen I knew, even an Aileen gone wild. What I was seeing through the gap in front of my nose was a whole other woman.
She twisted and turned and with both her hands behind her back, she pulled him by one finger of one hand behind her down the hallway and to the living room. She turned and necked with him again in front of the couch before she pushed his chest with her splayed fingers, and said, “Sit!”
She came back down the hallway and turned into the bathroom. I sucked air and rubbed my forehead. I heard the toilet seat go down. It was my chance to peel out of there, tell Dean I stayed home to watch, and tell him he had to go to a hotel. “Just say you changed your mind, or something came up,” I imagined pleading with him as I shoved him out the door and threw his clothes after him. “I made a big mistake,” I could tell him. He’d understand.
I swallowed and breathed and shut my eyes and steadied my nerves. I pushed the door open and stepped out. At the same moment, the bathroom door flew open and my wife — in such sexy panties and bra my jaw dropped — came prancing out. I stepped back and shut the doors on myself.
I watched with a mix of fascination and foreboding. My wife talked loudly as she came up to him and she immediately spread her knees and knelt on the edge of the couch over his lap. She leaned the heels of her palms into the back of the couch behind his head and jutted her bra into his face and he leaned back and looked up at her. She dropped her head down beneath her perfectly round bare and shining shoulders and sank her mouth over his mouth and moaned loud enough for me to hear across the room and through the doors.
She pushed herself further up his lap until the front of her panties pushed against the front of his shorts. “You certainly know how to get a woman started,” she said down to him. His hands roamed freely over her back and around her sides and over her stomach. “But do you know what to do with her once you get her motors purring?” she said, and she held her grin for three full beats, staring down into his stunned expression, before she rolled off his lap, pulled her knees up to her chest, and laughed uproariously.
Dean followed her body down where she landed on her back and he tickled her sides and she shrieked and kicked and twisted and contorted under his touch. He finally relented and leaned back against the couch and stretched his legs out over the table.
Aileen laid on her back across the couch and bit a fingertip and pushed the soles of her bare feet into the side of his bare thigh, making him rock sideways with her pushing. “Why don’t ou put some music on,” she said.
“Not hooked up to your bluetooth,” he said, looking down at her laying on her back.
“You can connect to it, I’ll tell you the name,” she said.
“What’s wrong with your music?”
“I want to hear yours,” she said, pushing her feet into his thigh, rocking him on his ass side to side.
He shrugged and put his tunes on. When he tossed his phone onto the table in front of him and his music filled the place, she curled her toes and pulled out the waist of his shorts with them. “Why don’t you take these off?” she said casually to him.
He turned and grinned and rolled his eyes and shook his head at her.
She shot up and onto her hands and knees and she pushed her face up into his. “I said, take them off,” she said in a fierce voice and she shivered in her body and clenched her hand around his bulge. “You’re supposed to do whatever I said to do, isn’t that what Howie told you?”
She poured her body down over his and pushed his knees apart as she came down the front of the couch and onto her knees. “Anyways, I can tell you’re too uncomfortable in them,” she shrugged and she hooked her fingers into the waist of his shorts and began tugging one side and the other until he pushed his hands into the cushions just enough to elevate his hips off the couch, and she pulled them down his thighs. His cock sprang up already fully hard. She rolled back onto her back on the floor in front of the couch and laughed as she tugged them the rest of the way down his legs and off his feet and over her head.
I squinted and tilted my head sideways. She was being sexually playful. She was teasing him. She was the one who was pushing things along, not him. I saw it in his eyes, too: he looked at her like he was not entirely sure what was really going on.
She pushed back up to kneel between his knees and she fixed him with her steely eyes as she leaned forward and wrapped her hand around his shaft without looking at it. “I suppose guys like you just expect girls to suck you off, don’t you,” she glared at him as though suddenly angry.
“No, I don’t . . . “ he started, but Aileen suddenly opened her lips and sank her mouth around the top of the head of his cock like she was kissing it deeply. She wasn’t waiting for his reply.
She looked up at him as she gripped his cock tightly in her hand and wrapped her wrist around it and tugged it up against her jaw and cheek. “You thought all night long that I was going to end up giving you a blow job, didn’t you,” she said.
He shook his head with genuine fear and confusion on his face, but Aileen wasn’t letting him answer. She straightened her back and lifted her shoulders up high as she dropped her head down low and sank her mouth around his cock and took him deeply into her mouth, so deeply, she recoiled and coughed and laughed when she came back up. 
She wiped her arm over her mouth and smiled widely at him. “Did I do it good?” she said in a suddenly little and shy voice.
“Uh-huh,” Dean said, laying his arms out to his sides and staring down in his lap with confusion.
Aileen pinched the tip of her tongue between her gleaming white teeth and grinned widely at him, before she dropped her head down again and took him between her lips to pump his cock with hand and mouth in unison, and deeper, too, and for longer than ever she’d ever experimented with me. She also moaned, and not quietly, either. She was loud.
She shivered and climbed up on to his lap again and took his jaw in her hand and dropped her head between her high shoulders to kiss him sloppily all over his mouth.
“Fuck, baby,” she groaned with pain on her face, and she collapsed one shoulder and then the other and sat back on his lap to twist her collapsed bra around her stomach and pull the clasp apart. She flung her black bra behind her and pushed her stomach up and jutted her bare breasts at his stunned face. She cupped her hand under her perfectly round breast and leaned over him with her other hand planted into the back of the couch, and she fed her nipple and then her whole breast into his wide open and shocked mouth.
I opened the closet doors again and stepped out. I swallowed and shut my eyes hard as though to be sure I was seeing what I was seeing.
My wife suddenly pushed herself up to stand on the couch cushions with her knees bent and pressing into the back on either side of his head. In that tiny, happy and innocent little voice of hers, she said, “Do you want to lick my pussy too?”
Dean rolled his head back over the back of the couch to look up at her as though mortified, but that’s not what Aileen saw. She tittered and stepped back and bent at her waist and knees. She wavered with uncertain balance and grabbed the top of his head. “Hold me!” she yelped and laughed and Dean wrapped his hands around her bare toned thighs. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and peeled them down her ass and thighs, and then stood up holding his head to allow him to take them the rest of the way off her body. She delicately lifted one pointed foot and then the other, and when her panties were off, he tossed them aside.
Aileen looked down her completely nude body and bent her knees again as Dean slumped down in the couch under where she stood straddling his hips and he rolled his head back and his face up. My wife gripped her fist in the hair above his forehead and she spread her pussy lips open with her other hand, making an upside-down peace sign with her two fingers.
He opened his mouth and let his tongue emerge. With the care and precision of a surgeon, my wife pulled her hair out of her way, curled her hips up and sank her stomach in, and with shaky knees, she brought the lips of her pussy delicately to the tip of his tongue. Her own tongue was pressed between her rows of teeth and she jutted her hips forward and drew her pelvis up and down over his mouth.
She controlled him with her hand tightly fisted in his hair. If he stuck his tongue out or jutted his jaw, she recoiled in her hips and went “tsk tsk” down at him until he understood to keep his mouth and tongue perfectly still.
She carefully brought her lips forward again to just barely touch them to the exposed tip of his tongue, and she gasped and inhaled sharply and unevenly. She yanked her hips away as though it was too much, but she tried again, this time drawing her hips around in a slow, tight circle over the protruding tip of his tongue.
“Like that,” she murmured down to him.
He seized her thighs in his hands and lifted her whole body up and swung her around. She shrieked and yelped and he laid her down along the couch and pushed her knees up to her belly. He got down on his knees and lowered his face to her groin.
My wife’s back arched as deeply as a gymnast’s and her face rose up on her head backward and upside down, facing the arm of the couch. Her breasts stuck up high and her groin curled impossibly down. She plunged her hands into the hair on the top of his head and lifted her feet to drive her heels into his back.
“Oh my fuck!” she cried out loud and her body rattled violently with tremors that coursed up and down through her frame. “Yes!” she shouted too loud for neighbours and she shouted it again and again and I crawled back into the closet embarrassed for her. She cried long and deeply and shivered and stopped breathing, before she curled up with her stomach crunching and her shoulders curling over her body, and she turned sideways into the back of the couch and pulled her knees to her chest and hugged herself in a tiny ball.
I knew what happened, but Dean had no way of knowing. He appeared stunned and scared and his eyes darted around the place.
My wife murmured something into the back of the couch and he leaned over her body and kissed the back of her neck and asked her what she said.
She squirmed and protested in a tiny squeaking voice and pushed her face deeper into the crease between the cushions. He dragged the back of his fingers down her back and she contorted under his touch and squeaked again into the cushions.
“Tell me,” he said.
“No!” she cried out in a voice muffled by how deep she pushed her face between the cushions.
He stroked her back. “Was that your first?” he said.
She remained still but for her breathing, before she rolled back and looked up at him from below. “How did you know?”
“A lot of girls don’t have orgasms until they’re a bit older,” he said, the back of his hand stroking her breasts and stomach and the front of her hips. She didn’t seem to notice that he enjoyed full access to her entire naked body.
“You liar,” she grinned at him and she pulled a small pillow out of the side of the couch and lightly hit him with it.
“It’s true,” he nodded down at her. He dragged his knuckles one by one over the front of her pussy and she shut her eyes, she grinned, and she exhaled with an audible moan. Her knee fell over and she spread herself open in front of him, draping her arm over her eyes as though to not see herself how she was offering her body to him.
“It’s not true,” she murmured. “I’m just weird.”
“I swear to you, you can look it up.”
She pointed her foot and reached with her toe and ran it up and down the side of his erection. “It felt amazing,” she said. A moment later she curled up with her stomach clenching and she buried her face in her hands and screamed. “So embarrassing!” she cried out loud.
“Good though?” he said to her, his knuckles rubbing her clit lightly.
“What do you think?” she said. She brought her other foot up and reached it over his lap and she pressed the sides of both her feet around the sides of his cock and she lifted her legs and stroked him like that with her feet and she tittered. “I think you broke me,” she said.
He just looked down at her and sneered. She inhaled sharply and grasped both her hands around his wrist, but she didn’t lift his hand from where he used his fingers to run lightly over her clitoris. “And if you’re not careful,  I think you’re going to break me all over again,” she gasped out through clenched teeth with her eyes closing and opening rapidly.
“Is that good?” he said, genuinely checking with her.
“Yeah, uh-huh,” she replied immediately, her voice high and whiney. She wrung her fists around his wrist.
“You’re very responsive,” he said to her.
“I think that’s you, not me,” she replied as out of breath as someone who just ran a marathon.
“You’re so wet,” he said. “And big and hard.”
“Fuck Dean,” she groaned and she lifted her hips and pushed his hand down and she rotated her body hard against his fingers. “What are you doing to me,” she cried out loud. Her hips began to buck and her back arched again.
“It’s like you’ve never been touched before,” he said.
She could hardly catch her breath and her body writhed all over the couch. “But I love Howie,” she grimaced and squeezed out.
“Got nothing to do with that,” he said.
She rattled under his touch and she held his wrist hard and pushed and rotated her hips up into his hand. “It doesn’t feel like this though,” she could barely speak, her voice was so thin and breathless.
Still Dean rubbed her. Suddenly her neck protruded and her head snapped back and she raised her body on her heels and the back of her head. She shook violently and her wrists curled inward and her fingers bent over like a witche’s hand.
“Oh my god!” she cried out and her body fell down again and she breathed like she’d just surfaced from the bottom of a pool. “What the fuck are you doing to me?” she cried through a wide grin.
I breathed hard, too, at first for reasons to do with alarm and fright. But I had other reasons as well. I had spied on Dean almost every night that he had a girl in his room. And I was right back there again, spying on him with another girl, doing his thing on her.
Say you play serious community baseball when some ex-double A guy shows up and you find out, yeah, okay, that’s a whole other level. Say you play beer league hockey, and some friend of a friend who played minor league as a pro for few years back in the day comes out, and you learn in a hurry the difference between hubris and boasting, and serious and hard. I once played a hockey game against a guy who played fourth-line minutes in the NHL for a grand total of three games — just five shifts of about 30 seconds each, two decades earlier. He was like McDavid skating around ice filled with peewees. I tried to get in the guy’s way once, and he had to stop and apologize and help me off the ice for accidentally brushing against me as he passed by in a blur. Now imagine McDavid, and you have the difference between me and Dean with the ladies.
I did okay, I have noting to be ashamed of. But Dean was just on another level altogether. He broke girls. They lined up for him. My wife was far from an outlier when it came to her sexual response to Dean. I didn’t know she never had an orgasm before. I suspect she did have them with me, but they were not of the order of magnitude that he delivered. I had no problem accepting that it felt to her like she’d never had one before, after she had two and counting from Dean. I take no shame in it, just like no beer leaguer would take shame in not blasting a shot like Ovi.
Not for the first time did I grin, undo my pants, and take my rigid cock in my hand, spying through a little hole at Dean with another of his ladies. Sure it was my wife this time. But, holy fuck, I thought nearly out loud, did he ever make that one cum hard! It’s not like I was sucking his dick, but I had no problem understanding why chicks fought each other to do it.
“Do you just do this to girls all the time?” Aileen said to him as she crawled up against his body and sat in his lap. He tried to answer but she covered his mouth with hers before she pulled away from him an inch and laughed. “What’s the matter, having trouble answering?” she said with a grin.
I craned my neck and clenched my cock in my hand.
“You might want to think a sec,” he said.
“Fuck you!” she said with a cute and high-pitched chuckle, and she jutted her jaw and snickered at her own boldness. She lifted herself and I saw her reach behind her back and between her legs to wrap her long cool fingers around his cock. “You think you’re the only one who knows how to rock someone’s world?” she said, and she leaned her head back, bit her tongue with a grin, and shoved her chest forward. She dragged the head of his cock through the cleft of her pussy lips and I saw the glisten and the swell of them.
“I just think we might take a sec here and make sure,” he said.
She laughed at the ceiling and pushed her hips down far enough, she was able to remove her hand from his cock. The head was engulfed inside her wet, full lips.
“My husband wants you to fuck me, don’t you know anything?” she said, and she leaned her head down and covered his mouth with her mouth.
“I don’t know,” he turned his head sideways and wrapped his hands under her bare ass.
My wife pushed her body ass down hard against the tension of his hands pushing her ass up. “Would you just fuck off!” she groaned and she chuckled and kissed his mouth and neck and ears and cheeks. “I want your cock in me now!” she breathed more than she said.
He pushed her sideways and she rolled onto her back. He tried to push himself up but she wrapped her legs around his waist and locked her ankles in his back. She wrapped her hands around behind his shoulders and she slung her body under his and pushed her hips up trying to chase his dangling cock with her sopping pussy.
“It’s too much,” he said down to her beneath him.
“He wants you to fuck me good and proper like a bad girl should be fucked,” she cried out loud and she tried to ram her hips up into his and to capture his cock with her pussy.
He managed to push himself upright and step onto the floor in front of the couch and to steady himself with his hands reaching for the arm of the couch for balance. My wife hung from the front of his body like a growth. She gripped her fingers tightly around the back of his neck and drove her heels hard into the small of his back. Her ass hammered into his thighs and she grimaced and groaned with frustration before she reached with one hand to grip his cock and aim it at her wildly swinging pussy.
He instinctively gripped her around the bottom of her ass to keep her from falling. She madly pushed her pussy at his cock trying to get it inside her. He carried her to the kitchen and placed her on the counter. She pulled her knees up to her chin and pushed her heels into the edge of the counter and she licked her palm wide and wet her pussy with it and pressed her finger into herself.
“You better fuck me,” she said. “Or I’m going to tell my husband that you left me . . . “ she paused and turned her face sideways. “. . . unsatisfied,” she uttered in a groan, before she laughed out loud and leaned back on her hands she planted into the counter behind her.
“I’m not going to fuck you,” he said firmly and with a serious expression on his face, but he broke down in a moment and laughed at the absurd situation they were both in.
My wife laughed too and she tilted her head sideways down to her shoulder and spread her legs wider on the counter. “Just a little,” she shrugged. “Just put it in a bit and take it out. I haven’t had a cock like that before,” she said.
He snapped a celery stick off in his teeth and turned to face her and let her snap more of the stock off in her teeth.
“So refreshing,” she groaned.
“Right?” he grinned. He came closer and his erection stood out in front of him.
My wife laid her head sideways on her shoulder and arched her back and protruded her abdomen toward him. “Did you ever not fuck a girl who begged you to fuck her like this?” she said, smirking and biting her tongue.
He stepped up closer to the edge of the counter and fed another celery stock into my wife’s yearning mouth. She laid her head back and snaked her tongue around it and sucked it in between her lips before she snapped it off in her clamping teeth.
“Just once before,” he said, before dipping the next stalk of celery in the tiny cup of hummus and feeding it to her licking, grasping mouth. His cock touched her wide open pussy hanging over the edge of the counter. She glanced at him but he seemed not to notice that the head of his cock kissed the swollen lips of her dripping pussy.
“Who?” she said, leaning her head back to catch the rest of the stalk in her mouth. “Howie’s girlfriend?”
He retracted his hips as though he’d been kicked in the groin and widened his eyes at her. “Fuck me, how did you know that?”
She curled up and draped her hands over his shoulders. She kissed him to allay his fears and she licked his jaw and ear. “I just guessed, baby,” she said, and the head of his cock nudged the slick lips of her pussy. “But did you really?”
He wrapped his athletic hands around her waist and held a celery stalk in his mouth that he aimed at her mouth. She teased it with her tongue and bit it with her bared teeth.
“Some girl named April,” he said.
She gasped and nipped and bit at the rest of the celery until their lips met and she dropped her head and they kissed even as they chewed and swallowed the food.
“That was his first real girlfriend, you know,” she groaned quietly at him as she curled her spine in and drove her hips forward enough to cover the head of his cock with the soft, swollen, and hot lips of her pussy.
He bounded his hips off the counter and his cock penetrated my wife’s open and willing pussy. “I know,” he said.
Aileen leaned her head back and sideways and sucked her mouth over his lip and groaned. He pushed his cock deeper inside her. “He talks about that, you know,” she said. She pulled her hands around the back of his neck and skidded her ass over the counter closer to the edge.
He pushed himself into my wife and her body jolted when his hips hit her upraised thighs. “Do you want to know a secret?” he said.
He pulled back and pushed forward and foamy mucus formed around the sides of his cock where he penetrated my wife fully and completely. She hung from his shoulders breathlessly and half smiled, half grimaced, and pressed her heels into the small of his back to press him into her harder. “What’s your secret,” she said, barely able to talk, barely able to hold her head up straight.
He gripped her by her waist and thrusted himself against her, slapping his thighs against her upturned ass cheeks. She yelped and dropped her head back.
“He wanted me to do it to her,” he said.
He fucked my wife on the counter fully and deeply, and she hung from him, thrusting her hips over the counter to meet his hips, bang for bang.
“That’s pretty fucked,” she managed to squeeze out of her deflated lungs.
“Tell me about it,” he said, and he rammed my wife all the harder.
She moaned to the ceiling and cried like someone stabbed. I realized she was experiencing another orgasm, just as big and hard as the previous ones, but longer and  more drawn out. Her body sagged and she seemed to turn to wet rope the way her body hung and snapped to each of his thrusts into her.
I stepped down the hallway. I stood in the middle of the room. I faced the back of the kitchen counter, and the back of my wife, the back of her hair undulating over the counter with each penetration Dean thrusted with his huge cock into her open, wide, and wet pussy.
Dean saw me first. It was too late, obviously, to pull out of my wife — the deed was well past done. He stared at me and I stared at him, even as I came up behind the counter and behind my wife and placed my hand on her shoulders.
She spun around and immediately tried to cover her pussy with her hands, but Dean’s hips, not to mention his cock, were in the way, and she realized that and chuckled and shrugged even as her body jolted  from his thrusts into her while I hugged her from behind.
“What are you doing here?” she said, but I covered her mouth with mine and we kissed upside down. I caressed her chin and neck and chest and she laid her neck out and her head back and smiled languidly at me from the countertop.
“Your friend is fucking me,” she said. With each slam of his hips into her ass, she grunted.
“I know baby,” I said. I kissed her mouth upside down and I caressed the sweat from her face. “I told him to.”
“Oh fuck,” she grimaced, and she clenched her eyes. Something was passing through her body. “Why would you do that?” she said, barely able to breathe.
“He’s good isn’t he,” I said to her.
“Fuck yeah, baby,” she cried back at me, and she cradled my jaw in her palm and stretched her neck to reach my lips with her mouth and she kissed me with passion.
“Aileen?” I said to her.
“What baby,” she said, barely able to breathe and barely able to keep her eyes open. Her whole body jerked under me. Dean clamped his eyes shut and gripped his hands around her hips and drove himself harder into her.
“I’m going to to down to the car and sleep there,” I said. She knew the routine: we’d slept in the car lots on road trips. It was no big deal. “You spend the night with Dean,” I said.
She moaned and cried and tiny high pitched chirps escaped her throat. “Are you sure?” she said. It was code for ‘Go ahead, I’m not stoping you.’
I turned and left. Before the door closed, I heard my wife erupt in an even more powerful-sounding orgasm. She’d never orgasmed from penetration, not even faking them. It was a night of firsts for my lovely, beautiful, and shy wife.
When I came up in the morning, Dean was gone. Aileen had coffee already on the counter — the counter on which she fucked all over on mere hours earlier.
We stared at each other and sipped in silence. Finally, she reached over and held my wrist, in the same hand that wrapped around his cock. “So did you really ask him to do that to your girlfriend before?”
I looked down and inhaled deeply. It was time for pure, unadulterated honesty. I raised my face to her’s and zeroed my eyes in on her eyes.
“I’m a good man, handy, money-making, safe, reliable. Right?” I said to her.
“Of course you are honey!” she said, leaning over and grasping my hand in hers and curving her brows sympathetically.
I pulled away. “I don’t need patronizing,” I said to her, leaning back and crossing my arms over my chest. “I know I’m not an adventurous lover, I’m not mind-blowing in bed,” I said.
She tried to speak but I hushed her.
“I know, it’s okay, I’m not Don fucking Juan,” I said.
She looked away and her eyes turned inward.
“I was never going to be the kind of man in bed that Dean was, I knew that. But I thought if I was a nice enough guy, if I was strong and reliable, if I was able to do things, I thought I could at least entice a girl to be with me as a way to have access to a man like Dean,” I said, and I hung my head in abject shame.
She didn’t say anything. Her thumb only rubbed up and down over my wrist.
Finally I looked up through the tops of my eyes. Aileen turned sideways and shrugged her shoulders. “And the girl said no?” she asked.
I lifted myself from the counter and squinted at her. “She said no,” I said.
Aileen looked sideways at me a long while. “Why?” she finally said.
“Exactly! Right!?” I exploded.
Aileen let me settle down before she spoke again, softly and tentatively. “Maybe,” she said, “you just asked the wrong girl.”
I looked sideways and slowly moved my face toward hers and looked up at her through the corners of my eyes. “What do you mean?” I said.
She shrugged deeply and squeezed my hand hard in hers. “I mean,” she said, turning her gaze to the side and dropping it to the floor. “He’s nothing a girl could live with, he’s too much,” she said with a pained grimace.
“My thought exactly,” I chuckled.
“And he’s certainly not anything a girl could rely on,” she looked directly at me and shook her head. “He’s not to be trusted!” she said with a sneer. “He would be a man you’d want to be a father to your child,” she shook her head side to side emphatically.
I gripped her hands in mine. “And yet, right?” I said.
She grinned and looked sideways. “And yet, yes,” she nodded at me.
“He makes you cum so hard,” I said.
She gasped and shrieked and dropped her face down in her arms. But she didn’t let go of my hands in hers, and only rubbed the backs of my hands harder with her thumbs.
“How are you okay with this?” she said to me in a tiny voice.
“I trust you,” I said to her. “I want to have a life with you,” I said. “I want to raise children with you, maybe, even,” I shook my head at her. “I want you to see me as a good contributor, a trusted confidant, and close friend, a reliable partner, a solid support for all you want to achieve,” I said to her.
“And you are!” she emphasized and she squeezed my hands harder.
“A man works hard at getting a woman like you,” I said.
She tilted her head to the side and looked at me with some confusion.
“He studies how furnaces work, to keep her warm. He reads up on how roofs are installed to keep her dry,” I said. She recoiled from me. “He studies cars in case you have a breakdown. He looks into martial arts in case he has to fight men off from you. He tries to understand cremes and lotions in case you expect that. He tries to look into color schemes and architectural movements because you keep mentioning things like art nouveau and mid-century,” I said, and she sighed and dropped her head to the side and smiled widely.
“I wanted you to see me as a perfect father for your potential children, but on top of it all, I had to add exciting, enticing, mysterious, and intriguing lover, and it was too much,” I said and I shook my head and laughed. “I can’t make you cum from fucking you,” I nearly shouted at the counter. “But I can give you access to a man who can, and in the meantime, would you want to spend the rest of your life with me?”
It was like another marriage proposal all over, only of a very different and twisted kind.
“Baby,” she finally said. “I could lie,” she said.
“Truth,” I smiled at her.
“It was okay,” she said.
I cut her off right away. “I was in the closet the whole time, I watched everything,” I told her.
“Oh my god!” she squealed and she hung her head down to the counter. “So embarrassing!”
“And yet not,” I said to my wife. “I’ve seen so many woman do that with him.”
She ducked her head and bit her lip. “Cum, you mean?” she said softly.
“Hard, too,” I said and I nodded.
She ducked her face down and blushed and grinned. “It’s just because he was so different and new,” she said.
“No,” I said. “He’s good.”
She snorted and rolled her eyes and huffed. “Okay,” she said, “that too, I guess.”
“I know he fucks better than me,” I said.
“No!” she cried out loud and she squeezed my hands in hers.
“He does, I know that better than you do, even after last night,” I said.
She demured and bit her lip. “He was good, I guess, yes,” she said.
“Good?” I shouted and I laughed. “He makes women feel like there’s no tomorrow to worry about, like there’s nothing that matters. He makes them feel like they’re ready to die!” I said. “I laid down next to the wall behind which girls were, one after the other, dying for just one more kiss.”
“You’re good too, honey,” she said.
I laughed and shook my head. “I’m not worried about that,” I said. I looked up at her. “What if I wanted you, as my wife, to have the best sexual pleasure possible, but I knew it wasn’t something I could give you?” I said.
“What are you saying?”
“What if I could give you a night with Dean every now and then? A way of giving my wife mind-blowing sexual pleasure, even if I can’t do it directly myself?” I said.
She blushed and dropped her face down. “Oh my god,” she murmured at the countertop. “You mean be single for a night again?” She slowly looked up and her eyes flared with fire. “With him?”
I nodded and grinned. “I mean, if you want that.”
She immediately squeezed my hands in hers so hard it hurt, and she nodded frantically and barked at me, “Yes please!” and she snorted and blushed at her own eagerness.
“Well,” I shrugged. “Dean’s’ going to be coming through town about once a month for the foreseeable future,” I said.
My wife squealed and squirmed on her stool and squeezed her legs together. She pushed her fist down hard into her pelvis. “When?” she said. 




The night I I set my wife up with my friend

“C’mon!” I said to my wife Erin. “It’ll be fun for you.”
“You’re crazy,” she said, turning her face down and away. But I could see the grin spread from her lips despite how she pursed them to fight it.
Des was my friend from high school and he came up with Erin and me to my parent’s cottage for the weekend to help me sort out some electrical upgrade work I wanted to get done.
Erin always got shy and squirrelly when Des was around, and Des always got stiff and quiet when Erin was around. They definitely brought something out of each other, I just didn’t know what it was.
“You like him, it’s obvious,” I smirked at her and nudged her arm with my elbow.
“Stop it!” she said, widening her eyes at me and frowning like she truly was annoyed. She pinched the skin on my arm. “I’m warning you,” she growled.
“Just an evening, just one night. I’ll come back later in the morning. C’mon,” I grinned at her. “Des already said ‘Ok.’”
“Oh my god!” she gaped and slapped my forearm. “You already asked him?”
I hadn’t but I was going to. “He likes you a lot, I can tell.”
“He’s always weird around me.”
“That’s because he gets like that whenever he’s around girls he likes. You’ll be doing him a favor, you’ll be helping him. He needs to learn how to relax around hot girls. He’s so nervous, I just think he’s missing out on life.”
“I’m not just some hot girl for him to paw at. I’m a married woman!” she glared at me and used her thumb to twirl the ring I gave her around and around her finger. “Or did you forget?” she said with her eyes wide open at mine.
My wife also needed to loosen up around people, especially men. She told me half the reason she agreed to marry me was so that she could escape the whole dating thing and men and pressure. But being too quiet, too nervous, too unused to being around them: it was holding her back at work.
“I’m not going to get all jealous and angry if anything happens,” I shrugged.
“Oh my god!” she cried out even louder. “Nothing is going to happen!” She slapped me again, even harder.
“Just saying. It’s not the end of the world. I know you like him.”
“He’s not bad, okay? Was that what you want to hear?”
“Wouldn’t it be kind of fun in a secret kind of way to spend an evening in the cottage alone with him? That’s all I’m asking.”
“Why are you so interested in your wife being alone with your friend like that?”
I took her by her shoulders and rotated her toward me and ducked my face down closer to look up into hers. “Erin,” I said, fixing her with my serious eyes. “He’s a fun guy, I like him a lot. You like him too — I can tell how you get around him.”
“I do not get like that around him!” she murmured back to me. But she grinned because she knew she did.
“Spending time alone in a cottage with a man that isn’t me will help you get more relaxed around men in general. This will be good for you.”
“Is that what you told him?” she said, screwing her face up at me.
“No, I made the same speech to him — he likes you, so he gets all weird around you, but he just needs to spend more time in close proximity with hot girls without me around so he gets more relaxed in general around girls he likes.”
At least, that’s what I planned on telling him.
“Just one evening?” she turned her face half away.
“Just one evening, and overnight,” I shrugged.
“Where are you going to be?”
“At Tom’s, other side of the island. I’ll come back in the morning — I can pick up some take-out breakfast at the Firefly on the way over,” I said.
“And we’re just going to be hanging out?” she said, crossing her arms over her chest and jutting her bottom lip out to puff air up her face and throw the escaped strand of chocolate-brown hair off her eyes.
“You’re doing whatever you’re doing — I think a big part of this is, I’m not setting boundaries, I’m not setting a script, I’m not setting rules. You both need to just hang out, relax, and do what comes naturally.”
“You must really trust Des,” she squinted at me. “To leave your wife alone with him all night.”
“Des is a really fun guy, he loves playing games, he loves jokes, he loves laughing, he has a really great sense of humour. He just doesn’t show it to any women. I want him to get relaxed like that with you.”
“What if things get carried away?” she said.
I laughed out loud at the thought and she slapped me again and I tried to stop giggling, but the concept really was beyond hilarious. Getting carried away for Erin would be a hug and a kiss on the cheek before they went to separate bedrooms. The most she would say would be “That was nice, thank you.”
And Des wasn’t much less predictable than Erin. He’d probably say something dumb like “Thank you for a pleasant evening,” and he’d scrunch his face and shut his eyes and miss her cheek altogether.
“I want things to get carried away,” I patted her bicep and nodded. “It’s the cottage, it’s the lake, you’re far from home and work, it’s holidays. Nothing counts.”
“Nothing counts?” she asked as though she was thinking about it. I could just imagine what she was thinking was the worst possible thing. A kiss on the lips? Laying her hand on his shoulder? Talking in slightly risqué ways about past experiences?
“Nothing counts — whatever happens, I give it my prior blessing.”
“What if something bad happens? You said so yourself, I like him. He’s attractive. I like the strong, quiet type, it’s true.”
“I swear to god,” I said to her, “No matter what happens, how bad you guys get, I absolutely won’t care. I want you to get bad!” I said.
She snorted and rolled her eyes and grinned. “Are you sure you know what you’re saying?”
“I am positive.”
“Anything at all?”
“I won’t even know, will I, and I won’t ask either. I won’t even be there.”
“You promise?”
“Nobody can sneak up anyway, you know how the headlights light up this whole place when any car comes in the driveway, and you can’t drive up the driveway without lights on.” Well, I could, I grew up at the cottage, but I needed her to feel safe.
“All night?” she checked twice and three times, and more.
“I will text around 10 in the morning or so when I’m up and tell you when I’m heading over, which will give you and Des about 30 minutes to make yourselves decent and get back in your own beds.”
She snorted and slapped me and turned her face away. But she also blushed deeply. “One night?”
“An evening and a night that will not appear on any calendar. It won’t exist. But more nights after, if it goes okay.”
Erin pursed her lips and pulled her mouth hard to the side. “Sounds kind of exciting when you put it that way.”
“You can just be yourself.”
“Being myself would mean going straight to bed and reading my book and locking my door. I think you mean, be someone else.”
“Okay, true that,” I said.
“I guess I know him so there’s that. It’s not like you’re abandoning me with a stranger.”
“You like him,” I held her elbow.
“He’s different from you,” she said.
“Great!” I leaned back and grinned. “You can be a different person with him!”
“And we’re all alone all night, and you’ll text before you come over?”
“I promise,” I said. I lied. If she knew there was a possibility I might sneak over, the whole experiment would fail. She’d never loosen up if she thought there was a chance. But of course I would have to sneak up and peek through the windows. I needed to know how they behaved in that situation so I could figure out next steps for both of them. I felt a bit like a lab scientist with the one-way glass.
“Okay, I’m thinking about it,” she said with a tiny grin.
“I don’t want you to think. I don’t want you to plan. I don’t want you to feel any restrictions. There are no rules. Be someone else!” I smiled broadly at her. “This is your chance!”
She raised her eyebrows and pulled in her face. “Sounds kind of fun . . . . “
Des proved just as hard to convince as Erin was. “I don’t know that being left alone all night with her is a very good idea,” he said in his typically nervous, stilted way.
“That’s why I’m forcing you to do it — so you get past overthinking things so much and deciding beforehand what is and what isn’t a good idea. Tell me, Des,” I said, leaning back from the table between us at the Firefly. “When was the last time you did something without first knowing every single permutation of it beforehand?”
He took my question seriously instead of for the joke and teasing insult that it was and rolled his eyes up to the ceiling as he cast back through his remembered history.
“It’s a trick question, Des,” I said. “You’ve never done it.”
He scowled at me for teasing him. “Why don’t you stay too?” he said.
“Cause then you’re just going to talk to me and ignore Erin.”
“I don’t ignore her!” he protested.
“You get all wound up when she’s around. This is called exposure therapy. I’m shoving you in the cabin, I’m taking the car, and you’re being forced to stay in there alone with her until I come back.”
“When are you coming back?”
The guy was genuinely nervous. He was afraid. It was all the more reason to do it. “I will text in the morning, sometime after 10, and that will give you 30 minutes to make yourselves decent and get back in your own beds,” I said, making the same joke I did with Erin.
It went down with him about the same as it went down with her. He was mortified at the suggestion.
“I don’t think I like this idea,” he said. “Things could happen.”
I laughed and shook my head. “Buddy, I want things to happen, that’s the idea!”
“What if things get carried away?”
I was amazed how his concerns were so exactly like my wife’s concerns. Maybe they were more alike than I realized. Getting carried away, for Des, would be about as tame as they would be for Erin.
“This is just a first time,” I said to him. “We’re going to do this so many times over the summer, that by the fall, you’ll be yourself with any woman.”
“I don’t want to be myself,” he said. “I’d like to be like someone else for a change.”
I had to sip my beer and lean back. It was almost identical to what Erin said. “Fascinating,” I said to him.
“What is?”
“Nothing,” I said. “But that’s the idea, Des. Be who you want to be. The night doesn’t count. There are no consequences. There is nothing that can go bad because there is no bad possible. Do what you want.”
“And you won’t be there?”
“I won’t know a thing. I don’t even want to know. You two do whatever you want — I don’t want you to think. I don’t want you to plan. I don’t want you to feel any restriction. There are no rules.” I was saying the same thing to him that I said to Erin. “Be someone else — this is your chance!”
“Sounds kind of fun,” he said, and a tiny grin curled up at the sides of his mouth.
The similarities between them were greater than I had realized before I concocted my devious little plan. All the more reason I had to watch what was going to happen.
"So!” I clapped my hands. “Fridge is loaded, you got wine, you got beer, you got whiskey,” I said. Erin stood in the main room looking sideways as did Des — directly away from each other where they stood more than eight feet apart. They said nothing. I shut my eyes, I sighed, and I shook my head — but I wasn’t obvious about it. The poor things — they were both so nervous.
“Remember — don’t be yourselves,” I laughed, and I slapped the door frame and went out the porch and over the gravel to my car.
I drove around a while, I stopped at the Firefly for a late dinner and a couple beers, and I went the back way up the neighbour’s driveway — I knew they weren’t around. But it gave me access to the boathouse below our cottage where I had already made up a sleeping bag to sleep that night. I hung out on the porch watching the lake.
I knew they couldn’t see over the edge of the hill and it was getting too dark anyway. Around ten, I decided it was time to go up and check on the happy couple. I knew the trails and rocks and stumps like the back of my hand, so I didn’t need a light to find my way up the steep climb and through the trees to the outside of the cottage. I also knew that if the lights were on even dimly inside, like I had left them, there was no way anyone in there could see outside.
I creeped up to the side window looking into the kitchen and the main room where the couch was. I could hear music, so that was a positive sign and I grinned to myself. I also heard laughter — my wife’s — which was also a good sign. I pressed my back to the outside cedar shingles and twisted my face to peer around the edge of the window.
I was able to see the couch nearly straight on. I was surprised. They were sitting nearly together they were so close, and they were both slumped deeply down into the back of the big old soft couch, with their legs out, knees up, and their toes hung on the edge of the old round cable spool that was the coffee table. My wife was in a white t-shirt and her grey running shorts. Des was in a white t-shirt too, and jeans. They were talking, laughing, and spooning ice cream from the little cups with the tiny wooden spoons I filled the fridge with.
I was immediately struck by how easy-going and relaxed they both already looked. I don’t know what I expected, but it wasn’t that. I pulled away and stared out into the shadows of the surrounding forest and I nodded and grinned to myself. Maybe this whole thing will work better than I thought, I told myself.
I rolled over my shoulder and rested my elbows on the old peeling paint of the window sill and rested my chin on the back of my hands like I was settling in for a lovely little show.
Erin had chocolate ice cream and Des had vanilla. There were other flavours at the store, but I knew my wife and I knew my friend, and chocolate and vanilla were about right for them. Erin grinned and looked up over her shoulder at Des who was grinning at something she’d said, and she scooped a dollop of ice cream and held it up to his mouth.
I expected him to stiffen and turn away, but instead he scraped around the edge of his own cup of ice cream and scooped up a dollop on his own spoon and held it up to my wife’s mouth.
They laughed, they jiggled, and with their arms crossed over each other, they tried to feed each other their ice cream. It was hilarious, for them — and edifying for me. “Huh,” I said out loud, risking, I realized, getting caught. Erin wrapped her fingers around Des’s wrist to hold his hand still as she projected her neck and wrapped her lips around his wooden spoon offering.
And then the strangest thing happened. After they both dragged their lips over each other’s wooden paddle and savoured the melting flavours in their mouths, Erin smiled up at Des, he smiled over his shoulder down to her, and they brought their faces together.
“No way,” I murmured and I pressed my face against the glass. They actually kissed.
It was brief and light and they both snorted air out their noses, but it was on the lips, it was soft, and gentle. And it wasn’t fast. They finished their cups and put them on the table and then Erin reached between them, took Des’s wrist in her hand, and pulled it around behind her shoulders, and she leaned back with her head trapping his arm behind her.
My mouth dropped open in a shocked gape. “What the fuck,” I groaned with a wide grin spreading over my face. And then my wife, tugging on my friend’s hand where it hung around her shoulder and down nearly over her chest, twisted her face to his again, just as he twisted his face to hers. They proceeded to neck.
My wife even twisted around on her cushion while they continued to make out, and dropped her arms over Des’s shoulders and ran her nails lightly along the back of his neck and up into the hair on the back of his head. Meanwhile, Des’s hands moved around her shoulders and slid down her sides to hold her by her waist.
I twisted around and leaned against the wall as my knees bent and I slowly slid down the wall until I came to sit in the dirt with my knees up to my chin staring dumbfounded at the dark blankness that surrounded me. I guess, I told myself, that it was only what I said I wanted. Only I didn’t expect to see it in two hours — I thought it would take several weekends to get to that point. I wasn’t ready for such quick evolution.
And then I had a thought that made my body shiver for one brief violent moment. If it took them only two hours to get to that point, and they still had 12 guaranteed hours without me showing up, what had I risked here? I grinned, but only up one side of my face, because, while on the one hand, the idea of it was absurd for both personalities, there was, in the irritated and confused back of my mind, the idea of it.
It wasn’t something I was aware of in myself previously, and it wasn’t even something I had a word for. But it was enough for me to note: I was aroused. Huh, I thought. This was supposed to be all about my wife and my friend learning about themselves and developing unknown parts of themselves. I snorted: Imagine, me, actually being the one to learn something about myself at the end of it all!
I heard a shriek that at first I thought was one of the lake birds at night, but I heard it again, above and behind me, through the window. I slowly elevated my body back up against the wall as I turned so that my eyes rose like a periscope over the edge of the windowsill.
Erin had rolled over onto her back, sideways, and was kicking her bare legs and feet at Des with her arms folded up protectively in front of her chest, and she was shrieking with eyes clenched and a smile stretched over her face.
Des was laughing harder than I’d ever seen him laugh, other than when it was just him and me, and he was on his hands and knees half over my wife, trying to dodge her violently kicking feet and clutching her sides to tickle her. He was nearly unable to because he was also twisting with spasms — Erin was strategically darting her protective arms out to tickle him back on his sides.
She laughed so hard she rolled over and fell off the couch onto her hands and knees. That only made her laugh more, and Des followed her down. She tried to scramble away but he seized her ankles and pulled her sliding back and then tried to climb over her again, to scratch and dig at her sides. Her t-shirt had ridden up her body, exposing her to him.
She yelped and screamed and pulled herself up and they had a stand-off bent and and at the ready for each other, breathing hard and grinning like kids, staring from opposite sides of the couch. When Des lurched around the side, Erin pranced off squealing and dashed into the bedroom. Des followed her.
I ducked down and frowned at the ground around my feet unable to comprehend what I was seeing. I was happy, for sure. But I was also unprepared and confused. “The fuck,” I said to myself, and I edged along the wall and around the back, to under the bedroom window. I thought the night would be a victory if one or both of them uncrossed their arms from over their chests.
The bedroom window was higher up in the wall but there was an old yellow milk crate handy on the porch and I set it down quietly under the window and crouched on it. When I rose up to see through the window, I found my wife on her back on the bed, her knees up and her arms over her body, but no longer able to protect herself, and laughing so hard, she was making no sound at all.
Kneeling over her was Des, clutching her at her sides, driving her crazy. My body shivered and I stared like I was looking into an abyss or an alien landing. It was like I was peering into a different time-line or a whole different window with two utter strangers behind it.
Des finally relented and fell onto his back against Erin, also on her back, and together they caught their breath and jerked with spasmodic after-tremors of laughter. They sure would have stories to tell me the next morning, I shook my head with amazement.
Then Erin rolled her head sideways just as Des did, and they began to kiss again. She reached over his body and tugged at the bottom of his t-shirt and then she thrusted herself up and threw her leg over his lap to sit down on his hips, straddling him.
Erin, I thought to myself. Who are you?
My wife and I played and tickled each other too, but she was being someone else entirely in the bedroom of the cottage. She was messy and careless and playful beyond anything I’d seen in her before. And Des — he really did have a great sense of humour, but he was not what you’d call a playful, pranking kind of guy. Yet here he was, every bit as messy and carefree and playful as my wife. He pushed his arms up over his head and let my wife peel his t-shirt up and off his body like they were the most natural and relaxed couple on a vacation as you’d ever see.
If I had thought to set rules, about there is where I’d have wanted to stop things. “No taking each other’s clothes off,” would have been one such rule. I just didn’t think there’d be any chance for invoking it. And with the promises I gave them, it wasn’t like I could step in now, show myself as a liar and a peeper, and impose rules after the fact. There was nothing I could do but watch.
Des flopped back down but when my wife leaned low over him to kiss him more, he tugged like she had at the bottom of her t-shirt. And just like he did for her, she immediately — and I mean, there was zero hesitation — she immediately threw her arms in the air above her head and invited him to pull her t-shirt up and off her body.
She normally wears cotton athletic bras on weekends at the cottage. But for that night, for some reason, she was wearing one of her “special night” bras, as she called them — white, lacy, full-cup, scallop-edged, with a tiny red bow in the middle of the cups. It was sexy, not comfortable. It was going out in the city hot, not hanging out at the cottage cool.
She came down low over him and leaned with her hands planted into his shoulders. Her hair draped around their faces and she lowered her head between her high-poking and bare shoulders to kiss him, but not on the mouth. She made a trail down his jaw, over his chin, down his neck, and then further down, too. She shimmied on her knees as she made a trail over his nipples, down over his ribs, and still she went lower, further down his body. She kissed his stomach and finally reached the edge of the waist of his jeans.
She tittered and sat back on her calves and turned her face challengingly to him as she twisted the button at the waist of his jeans. The window was open a few inches and I could hear their voices. “My husband tell you he isn’t coming back . . . all . . . night. . . long?” She bit her lip and shimmied on her knees further back till she slipped over the side of the bed and stood up. She tugged on the bottom of his jeans.
He folded his arms under his head and lifted his hips. His jeans came off in her hands and she staggered backward, laughed, and tossed them with an exaggerated gesture over her shoulder to land on the floor somewhere behind her.
“He did,” he said with a smirk. “And he said not to worry about anything — that whatever we do, he’s got nothing to say about it.”
“Uh-huh,” my wife nodded down at him. She pulled at the bottom of his shorts and he lifted his hips. She slipped them down his legs too, and tossed them over her shoulder with an even more languid laugh. “He doesn’t want to even know,” she half-lidded her eyes at him as she crawled back up onto the bed and over his outstretched and naked legs.
“Anything come to mind?” he said to her, and she wrapped her hand around his erection.
“Might come up with a few ideas,” she said, and she dropped her head down below her shoulders, she opened her mouth, and she poured her palm over the head of his cock and down his shaft. Her lips, glossy and pink, pressed into the head of his cock, before —with resistance —they pried open and folded around his cock and down his shaft.
She moved up and down on him with her fist curled in front of her mouth and I could hear, amidst the sloshy sounds of head, tiny, needy moans escaping from my wife’s muffled mouth.
I sank down below the window and my eyes darting left and right like I was watching an invisible tennis match at high speed. I heard my wife’s voice again, her squeal and yelp, and I inhaled, I shut my eyes, and I turned and raised my gaze over the edge of the window one more time.
My wife was standing on the floor with her back to the bed and to Des. Des was sitting on the edge with his legs on the floor and his knees parted around my wife’s legs.
He was kissing her back. Her bra clasp had already been undone and the two sides hung loosely at her sides, the shoulder straps already fallen down her arms. She held her bra against her chest with one hand and with the other hand, she reached behind her and gripped her fist in his hair and released it.
Des carefully slid his fingers inside the waist of her shorts and pushed them down inside over her hips. Her shorts came down over her hips and fell to her knees. She used her grip on his hair behind her to keep her balance as she wriggled her knees and lifted her feet to kick her shorts down and off.
Des leaned into the small of her back and kissed her skin. Erin dropped her head back and her hair fell down her back and she groaned with her face to the ceiling. Des slipped his fingers inside her panties and Erin tittered and exaggerated the contorting and twisting of her hips to hurry him up and get her panties off. He pulled them down her calves and she slowly turned within his embrace to hold her balance with her hands on his shoulders and lift her feet one at a time to let him take them off her.
He kissed her stomach and then her abdomen and then lower. “So good,” my wife moaned and she pushed him back from he body until he fell from her onto his back. She laughed and pushed and squirmed with him until he edged himself up, under her spread legs, to rest his head into the pillows. My wife walked on her knees spread to the sides of his body until, holding her hair out of the way and looking down her body at his face below her hips, she grinned, she tittered, and she shook in her thighs.
Des wrapped his arms around her legs and pushed his spread-out hands around her hips. My wife bent at her waist, jutted her chest forward, and leaned her elbows on the wall in front of the bed. She leaned her face sideways, facing me, but for her closed eyes, resting against the backs of her up-turned arms, and she lowered her hips with Des’s gentle pull on them.
We’re not kids — we were all 28 — and though Des was shaky at best around women, he was no virgin. Still, he also wasn’t the most experienced of guys, and until I watched him eat my wife out, it never occurred to me he even knew how to do that.
And Erin! Obviously, she was no virgin either, but she was not an expressive woman in bed. She was neither demanding nor resistant — she was in a way a generation or two out of step. I didn’t mind, but part of my interest in the whole “experiment,” if I could still call it that, was her liberation not only in the boardrooms she aspired to join, but in the bedroom, too.
Because she was not the kind of wife to push her husband back onto the bed on his back with a sassy push of her stretched-out fingers, and to crawl over his naked body to plant her pussy down on his face with her knees sunk into the pillows. To be honest, if she let me do that to her at all, it had to be a special night, the lights had to be out, and she started, at least, with the sheets over her body from her waist to over her eyes.
She was also embarrassed about the noises she made when I did manage to get my mouth on her.  I knew she loved it, but she hated me finding that out every time.
I knew it wasn’t the cottage in the woods by the lake and well away from neighbours that allowed her to get vocal because we’d played around in that very same bed ourselves often enough, staying perfectly quiet. Des pushed his mouth up to seal his lips around her pussy, and my wife, with her head falling back and her chest pressing forward, cried out loud with her mouth falling open and her eyes clamped shut.
Lights on? Not a problem. Rocking her hips and pushing her sopping wet pussy up and down over the man’s face? No issue now. Shaking in her thighs, inhaling in high-pitches getting higher with each of the man’s kisses down there, mashing her hips down hard over his mouth? All good, all of a sudden.
Des’s hands held her hips and his fingertips sank into the flesh of her butt. He held her and moved her and pushed her down on his face. She only yelped, and chuckled, and moaned, and smiled.
“Fuck!” she groaned out loud as she sank against the wall above his face. I needed to get a notebook out to keep track of all firsts I was witnessing. That, for example, is a word that she didn’t know.
I don’t mind telling you that in three years of marriage, my wife has had a total of three non-faked, genuine orgasms — with me. I got her a toy and she assures me she likes to use it, but I’ve never been sure if she ever has. The first one with me was her first one ever. This is not totally unusual for women. She had some weird situations growing up and her early boyfriends sound like they were dickheads through and through. She had her hang-ups, in other words.
She almost — but not quite — developed another one with me. That first time I got her to let me eat her out, which she resisted on claims of it being dirty, was a revelation for her. Her orgasm was, you can imagine, mind blowing. But when she finally couldn’t hold whatever it was in her down anymore, she thought she peed all over my face and took off for the bathroom like a shot.
It took a long time to convince her it wasn’t pee. She allowed me to eat her out again, and again, she came, and screamed for fear that she’d peed again. That’s about where we were, plus one other time in the back of our car half way home after a party when she thought she peed again but laughed and didn’t care.
Now she was kneeling over Des’s face, pressed into the wall and gyrating her hips over his mouth, and inhaling in those short, sharp gasps that I knew meant only one thing: he was getting her higher and closer with each inhalation.
But this time, she didn’t rush off. This time, she didn’t scream. And this time, she wasn’t filled with a chorus of “sorry!”s. Instead, she rose up in her shoulders, shook violently in her hips, and gripped her fist down on his hair between her legs so hard he gasped too. I could tell she came: the sound of her flooding wetness and the scent of her filled the room so much it nearly knocked me over outside the three inch gap in the window.
And then, she pushed back from the wall, she pushed her hands into his chest, and she leaned down between her shoulders and kissed him on the mouth — his wet, red, and possibly piss-covered mouth. And she laughed and bit his chin and shivered as she dragged her sopping pussy further down his body.
She sat back on his thighs and when he reached his hands up to her chest, she grabbed his wrists and pushed his palms into her breasts and she wriggled on him and moaned and bit her lip. She also stretched up and back and twisted in her shoulders to reach down around behind herself to find his cock behind and between her legs.
She rose and fell over him and her fingers slid up and down over his rigid member. She moaned at him and her eyes grew glassy. He rubbed her sides and stomach and tits and neck and she laughed and wriggled and chased his fingers with her lapping tongue and lips.
I was so dumbstruck, I could not feel my face and my eyes burned from not blinking.
She laughed and stuck her tongue out at him below her when she raised herself on her hips again and sank down far enough to push and pull the tip of the head of his cock through the glistening cleft between her swollen pussy lips. She sank further and took her hand away, now that his cock’s head had disappeared between her lips. When she released her tension finally, her back arched as far back as a ballerina’s and she dragged her scratching nails down the extended front of her exposed throat with her face nearly parallel to the ceiling above her. I saw their pelvises crash together, and if I had any doubt about it, her loud moan made it clear: My wife was full-on fucking my friend.
And not just a little bit or timidly or hesitatingly. She rocked him hard and deep and fast. He rolled their bodies over together and she yelped and laughed and pushed her legs enthusiastically up to the ceiling with her feet pointed and her toes curled, and the whole bed lifted from the floor as he pummelled my wife in it.
She laughed and scampered out from under him, but only to lean on the wall on her knees like she had earlier, and she looked over her shoulder, she dragged a finger down over her stretching bottom lip, and she jutted her ass out and spread her thighs, begging him to take her from behind. And he did, so hard, she slipped down from the wall and hugged a pillow under her to her chest and laid her face sideways on the bed with her ass sticking up, her eyes clamping shut, and me, my nose pressed to the window and not breathing.
When Des began to groan, my wife laughed and scrambled under him to pull her pussy off him and push herself down beneath his spread knees until she could open her mouth below his still thrusting groin. She seized him by the hips and pushed her face up to wrap her lips around his cock. He lost his balance and fell onto his hands and knees over her head. Still he pumped his hips, and he buried his cock in my wife’s open, willing mouth. My friend fucked my wife’s face like that right in front of me. And I watched — I even did more than watch.
I gripped the window sill to keep from falling down, the blood had drained from my head so rapidly. I hung and stared as Des’s cum erupted from the corners of my wife’s mouth and burbled in a stream of foam over her chin and neck. He pulled out and she smiled broadly and he shot more and hit her face, her hair, and her tits. She laughed hard and squealed and wiped it with her finger, rubbing it into her nipples.
Who even was this woman?
They went to the bathroom and I stumbled and fell like a drunk man down the forested bank to the boathouse and crashed on the dock outside to lay on my back and stare up into the silvery moon and billions of stars.
I must have fallen asleep because I was awoken before morning light came up to the sound of someone crying or being hurt. But I figured out what it was. My wife was being impaled again. By Des. Up in the cottage.
I did as I said I would: in the morning, I texted them both the briefest text and I ordered breakfast for take-out at Firefly. I crept up the driveway at exactly 10:30 and sat in the car with the engine off staring at the cottage. So quiet, I thought. And yet, inside, the previous night, and apparently all night long, too, so not quiet. . . .
I knocked before I opened the door to my own place. Inside I found Erin in the kitchen making a cup of coffee, and Des on the couch blowing on his fresh cup.
“Oh my god, perfect!” she cried out, swooping the bag from my hand. The table was already set. “Des!” she cried out. “Dig in!” She turned to me. “We’re famished!”
They ate ravenously, me not so much. When we were done, we all sat back and sighed.
“So,” I started, but my wife cut me off.
“No asking what happened, you promised!” she smiled at me and put her upright finger to my lips. She pulled her finger away and looked in her mug before she poured it back into her mouth. “But I can tell you that we enjoyed the evening very much and we talked about it and we’d like to do it again next weekend since you already offered that.” She raised her eyes to mine. “But Des and I can just drive up, so you don’t have to try to find somewhere else to sleep, alright?”
I blew on my coffee and considered her proposal. They may have been keeping secrets from me, but I had my own secret, too. It was still hanging on the wall below the bedroom window on the outside of the house. I had more things to think about than what my wife and friend were really up to — I had a whole new kink to look into, one I didn’t even know I had, but I had it bad. I left a load of cum on the side of the house when I watched the man fuck my wife so good.
So. I was a voyeur to my own wife cheating on me — a cuckold, as it’s apparently called. And the reason I nearly fell down the hill after, the reason the blood rushed from my head at the window so profoundly, was that I had cum more powerfully in my hand watching my wife and friend in bed than I ever had before.
“Sounds good to me,” I said, and I drank my coffee, I lifted my face, and I smiled at my wife first, and then at my friend.
I had time enough to figure out what parts of this I didn’t understand, and I had time enough also to decide what I was going to do about my wife cheating on me with my friend.
But first, I needed to make the boathouse more comfortable — it seemed I was going to spend more nights down there. 




My wife has a boyfriend

Bryan, Kristen and me were hanging out on the deck at night with the strings of mini-lights glowing above, the hottub quietly burbling, and the chill tunes droning. Kristen was in her red bikini with a loose white beach top hanging off one shoulder, and Bryan was in his blue tropical trunks with a towel around his neck.
He and I went a way back and had gotten each other out of tight spaces more than once.
“You doing okay, though?” I clinked his bottle of beer with the thick bottom of mine where it sat on the broad arm of his Adirondack.
“Is what it is,” he said, holding a frozen shrug and looking at me out the sides of his eyes with a twisted face. His girlfriend had dumped him a couple of months earlier.
“Aw, poor baby,” Kristen said as she sashayed back from the edge of the hottub she’d been dipping her toe into, checking if she was ready for another dip yet.
She pushed her straight fingers down over the tall neck of his green bottle and lifted it like a grappling crane and, as she twisted around, she dropped it between his legs tight up against his crotch and lowered her hips to sit gently on the arm of his chair where the bottle had been. It was not unusual for her to be comfortable around him dressed like that.
She crossed one leg over the knee of the other and leaned back against the fanned-out slats that made up the broad back of his chair and pushed her fingers into the hair on the back of his head and squeezed and rubbed the back of his neck. “What are we going to do with you, anyway?” she said with an amused puff of air out her nose. 
“I’m not a restoration project,” he looked up at her through the top corners of his eyes. “I’ll be fine,” he nodded with his eyes closing for reassurance.
She ignored him and wriggled until she poured her body off the arm of his chair and into the wide seat up against him, her face turned toward me. “We need to get your friend laid, I think,” she said with a seriousness that she managed to maintain for about two or three beats before she erupted in titters and twisted around to find him behind her, against her back. “Wouldn’t that be nicem for you? Me and Dud finding you a girl?” she said when she regained her serious tone — but she lost it again just as quickly and she put her fingers over her upper lip to shield her mouth and the guilty grin spread wide across it.
“Do we know anybody?” I said to Kristen as I leaned my head back into the slats making the back of my chair and I drained several gurgles of my bottle down my throat looking up through the rafters above and the strings of lights hung from them to the inky blackness of the deep night sky further up. “Might be hard, he’s such an ugly  fucking piece of absolute garbage,” I said causally.
“And yet,” he said, also leaning back and looking at the same sky mirroring me, “even though you’re so fucking repulsive they use pictures of you to induce vomiting at poison control, you somehow snagged the hottest girl that ever passed through this place.”
“Aw!” Kristen said, twisting around and snuggling closer against him. “Do you really think so?” she smiled at him where he squeezed into the side of his chair to make room for her. She ducked her head forward and placed a light kiss on his cheek. “I’d love to see you get you some, you know,” she said almost privately to him. 
She pulled his arm out from where it was trapped between them and leaned forward a moment to pull it around behind her head and pat it in place around her shoulders so that his hand hung limply around her and hovering over her chest. “I’d do him myself if I wasn’t already married,” she said to me matter-of-factly. She turned to him with their faces too close. “I’d so fucking do you right here and right now if he weren’t in the picture. You’re a sexy man, Bry.” She patted his bare thigh that pressed against her bare thigh, and then left her hand lazily draped on it. “In a heartbeat,” she said to herself before sucking more of her drink.
“I guess if we can’t find anyone else,” I said, watching a swift silent point of light cross the sky, “you might just have to do it yourself.”
She continued to drink her drink utterly non-plussed and looked at me over the white, round table between the two oversized chairs. “He’s very attractive, he’s very charming. A lot of girls would jump his bones with half a chance.” She turned to him. “And not just single girls, either.” She extended her neck and lightly touched her pursed lips to the tip of his nose.
“Would you really do him if I wasn’t here?” I turned to her and pulled an amused grin up one half of my face.
“Not here but married still, you mean?” she narrowed her eyes at me.
I considered the implications of those details through a squint that she returned to me. “Scenarios,” I announced. That was the name of a game we played, and whenever someone called it, we had to play it. Both Bryan and Kristen straightened up and stared at me.
“Three scenarios,” I stated. “Four,” I nodded, after I paused to think about it a moment more.
She reached behind herself and wrapped her hand around his inner thigh and squeezed and pulled. “Oh goody!” she said. “You’re in on this one, too,” she turned to him with excitement rising in her voice.
“Scenario one,” I said. “You and I aren’t married, and you’re single,” I stated.
“I . . . . “ she began, but I cut her off.
“Listen to all the scenarios first,” I held my thumb up to her before I extended my first finger. “Scenario two: We’re married, but I’m out of town,” I said.
“And unaware?” she half turned her face.
“And unaware,” I agreed.
“Pay attention!” she said to Bryan over her shoulder. He had been squirming against her. “I swear to god,” she shook her head at me and rolled her eyes. His hand was doing something behind her back that I couldn’t see.
“Scenario three,” I said, holding up another finger and shutting one eye as though I was too inebriated to count them accurately. “Married, out of town, but aware.”
“Ooo!” Kristen laid back against the side of Bryan’s body. She stretched the other way around so that she looked up at the bottom of his face with her chin on his chest. She laid back over his body like that, too, laying her head into the crook of his further arm and resting her cheek on his stomach. “That’s kinky,” she murmured. She entwined the fingers of one hand through the fingers of his hand where it rested on his chest.
“Scenario four,” I said.
Kristen grimaced and inhaled hissing breath through her clenched teeth. She lifted her head and pulled her hair into a lightly-twisted cord and settled it out of the way over his shoulder and gently settled back down on his torso. She grinned and winced in her eyes. It was also not totally unusual that would be affectionate with him like that, laying on him even, but maybe not in bathing suits. She was teasing me.
“Married,” I nodded. “But not out of town,” I winked one eye. “And not only aware, but watching.”
Kristen shrieked and covered her face with both her hands. “Oh my god!” she cried into the palms of her hands.
“Answers please,” I said, and I downed a gulp or two.
Kristen pushed herself up and sank her knees down on both sides of Bryan’s hips and sat comfortably back on his knees. She reached over the front of her body and hooked her fingers into the bottom edge of her loose beach top and stretched her body up and back and pulled her arms high up over her head to pull her top off her body. She twisted around looking for where to toss it before I held up my hand for her to throw it to me.
“Getting hot out here,” she said with half a grin.
She reached over his body supporting herself with her hand planted into his bare chest and snatched up her glass and fiddled with her tongue trying to catch the short straw to suck up some drink.
“Who goes first?” she said to me but her eyes were wide and bright on Bryans and her grin was crooked.
It was fairly normal for Kristen to tease and frolic and flirt with Bryan, even right in front of me. She was always a physical girl and she touched a lot, to show affection, concern, that she was listening, whatever. But in nothing but a bikini, sitting on his lap in that way, him in nothing but trunks? It was a little bit more than the typical evening hanging out on our deck. I chose to note it but to not draw attention to it. She was feeling loose, she was having fun. She needed it — she’d been having stressful times at work.
She leaned far up and over his body to return her drink to the further arm of his chair even though it caused her tight bikini top to brush over his chest, touching him. She sat back up straight and turned her hands outward to lean down with her arms locked straight with the heels of her palms pressed into his obliques.
“We’ve got to be honest, don’t we,” Bryan sighed. That was the one rule of our Scenario game. 
“Always,” Kristen murmured, and she picked up his hand and glanced at me a second and, thinking I was looking up at the sky still, she kissed his finger a little more deeply in her mouth than you would a friend. She also brought it down for him, but against the front of her bikini top, before placing it on her bare thigh against his side.
“Do you do it?” I said rolling my head over the slats of my chair to face them both square on. I met eyes with Bryan. I didn’t need to say, “You first.”
“Okay,” he said, inhaling deeply and letting it out through puffed cheeks. “What was number one again?”
Kristen bent low at her waist and leaned down closely to his face. Her back was arched deeply and her stomach curved so far, her skin touched the skin of his chest. “I’m not married,” she grinned and cooed close to him.
“So,” he said, rolling his head over to me and ignoring my wife who bent completely over and piled her hands one atop the other over his clavicle and brought her chin down to rest on the back of her hand. Her face was close to his. Her breasts pushed against his chest. Their stomachs were pressed together. Her hips sank down into his hips. It was close and intimate.
I appeared to not notice, but I wasn’t ignoring it, either. I asked her once, after a party where she flirted with him, how much she was attracted to him.
“I like him a lot,” she said to me in the car staring out the front window into the highway stretching out in front of us and into the night beyond. “I’d be with him if I weren’t with you,” she said with one firm, decisive nod. “It’s all just a bunch of fun, anyway, right?” she turned to me and puffed air out her nose with a sideways grin.
“You’d be living a very different life,” I said to her.
“I think that’s part of the attraction, isn’t it,” she turned back away from me.
“Meaning?”
She pulled the seatbelt out from her body and twisted to half-lean into back into the door and face me with her thumb on her cheekbone and her straight fingers splayed over her forehead.
“Meaning, we all wonder about other versions of ourselves, don’t we. That would be another version of me. That would be what it’s about: less about him and more about another version of me.”
“That’s what makes you flirt with him? You’re flirting with another version of you?”
“Does it bother you?”
I stared out the front window a mile or two before I had an answer. “The way you do it right in front of me?” I started and I turned to her. “I mean, if you were doing something behind my back, yeah, of course that would bother me. But doing it right in front of me?” I squinted and chewed the inside of my cheek. “I know I’m supposed to be angry, but I’m not threatened by it at all. I mean, it’s Bryan, right?”
“What if it’s not just all fun and games?” She reached over and took my hand in her cool palm and fingers and covered the back of my hand with her other hand. She pulled it up to her mouth and placed a gentle, slow kiss on it.
“Meaning?”
She chuckled and looked out the passenger window behind her. She looked back at me and pulled her one leg up to lay her knee sideways over her seat. Her dress hiked up to her hips. I could see her white patterned panties.
“Meaning, it kind of excites me.”
“Flirting with Bryan?’
“I know it’s not supposed to. We’re married, right? But am I supposed to hide from you that I get kind of excited around him? I just do — and it makes me want to flirt with him. It’s the excitement of being a new person, being someone else. It’s intoxicating.”
“Do you want to do more than just flirt with him?” I grinned crookedly at her and squinted one eye. “Is that what you’re saying?’
“Of course not,” she intoned flatly and she twisted straight again and kissed the back of my hand mindlessly.
I drove another few miles before I turned to her again. “Yes you do,” I grinned.
“I do what?” she said, pretending that she’d already moved on from the conversation.
“You want to do more,” I said.
“Oh look!” she suddenly cried out. “That parking lot!”
We’d made love in the car in that parking lot when we were back in early times together.
“Go up, let’s go up!” she said, slapping at my arm and raising her eyebrows.
We parked where we did before, with the nose of the car hung nearly dangerously over the edge with the valley, the city, and the coast stretching out in moonlight before us.
After we settled in with the engine off and the seatbelts retracted, I said to her, “You didn’t answer.”
“It doesn’t mean anything between you and me,” she said.
“I know that,” I nodded back at her. She answered me without needing to say it.
“So you remember before we were together? We both sort of got around.”
I snorted and raised my eyebrows. “‘Got around’ is one way of putting it.”
“And we both confessed that we weren’t ashamed of it, we weren’t guilty of anything — we liked that mode of life, that time.”
“We did say that. And it’s true,” I agreed.
“So when people get married,” she turned to me and ducked her face downward to pull a strand of hair through her lips. “It’s not like that desire for the other just miraculously vanishes. I mean, we put it to rest, we defeat it, we fight it, even, but the desire is still there.”
“We are who we are,” I nodded. “You even make fun of me for looking twice at other women.”
“Cause I get it,” she nodded. “I love you and you love me, but it’s not like the attraction to each other completely blinds us to the rest of the world.”
“Or defeats our desires.”
“Or defeats our desires,” she nodded in agreement.
“No cost,” I said to her. It was a thing we said to each other — like an off-the-record statement to police that couldn’t be used in court. “Do you have desires for Bryan?”
“Yes,” she said, turning to look at me straight on. “Does that bother you?” We held each other’s gaze for several beats. “No cost,” she added.
“No,” I finally said. “I want to say it does, I feel like I’m supposed to say it does, I worry that you need me to say yes, but it doesn’t, even when I imagine it.”
We had our own vows at our wedding, vows we thought expressed our unique attitudes to life and adventure. We vowed that where possible, we would always seek to encourage, enable, and accommodate each other’s life-long urges to explore, discover, and develop, whatever that should come to mean.
“So if . . . ” she started again, grinning and kissing the backs of my fingers she held up to her mouth. “ . . . Bryan was over, say, and we had a little to drink one night, and things sort of started to happen . . . ” she bit her lip and her breathing grew harder.
I sucked breath in through narrow teeth and squinted at the dark valley below us. “You want to plan something?”
“Not plan, no,” she tilted her head and narrowed her eyes as though deciphering an incoming message written on the dark sky. “That defeats something crucial in it, doesn’t it.” She turned to me.
“It has to be by surprise?”
“Organic. Like a mistake that happens. That’s the way it was back then, wasn’t it. We didn’t exactly go around with firm plans about who we were going to fuck and where and when.”
“True,” I had to agree. “You were prepared, but it happened by surprise.”
“That’s what made it so good, right?” she bit her lip with a smile. “You never knew what a night out would bring. You never knew where things would lead. That’s really what it is that we loved about it so much — the excitement, the anticipation, the wondering.”
“The unknown.”
She nodded thoughtfully. Not knowing. I mean, I love marriage, I love you, I love what we have. But one thing it doesn’t have . . . “ she said, but I finished her sentence for her.
“ . . . one thing it doesn’t have is any surprises.”
“And it’s not the surprise of, ‘Hey, look, a potential mate to spend my life with.’ It’s just the surprise for the night, just something not serious.”
“And Bryan is safe for that, isn’t he,” I said turning to her.
“He’s halfway, isn’t he,” she smiled back. “Safe, not as reckless as a stranger, but still surprising, still exciting, unknown.”
We drove home and didn’t bring the topic up again. We didn’t mention it either when he was coming over to hang out. I had actually forgotten about it until Kristen took her top off sitting on his lap.
She was doing more than the usual flirting with him and I was intrigued about how far she might go. To be honest, through her, I began to experience some of what she had talked about in the car that night. The uncertainty, the surprise, the excitement, the unknown. I was feeling her feelings. How else to explain my racing heart when my wife was sprawling her body all over my friend right beside me?
Frank cleared his throat. “Gonna go with ‘Yes,’ ‘hard no,’ ‘no,’ and ‘very hard no.’” He nodded and rolled his head back to the sky satisfied with his answers.
“You fucking liar,” my wife murmured softly to him with her grinning lips nearly brushing against his bottom lip and chin.
She rolled her face over her hands to me and said, “No, yes . . . . Wait!”she squealed and rolled her face back down into the back of her hand and grinned. She bit her lip and lifted her face up to Bryan’s face. “What was number two again?” she asked him privately.
“You’re married and he’s out of town and doesn’t know about it.”
“Oh yeah,” she tittered and her body curled and uncurled and her hips pushed up and down over the front of his hips. She turned to me again and I noticed her hips, nearly imperceptibly under the dim lighting, continue to curl in and out, pushing hard against his hips.
“Start again?” she said to me. She played her tongue out between her teeth and grinned at me.
I gestured silently with my outstretched hand.
“Okay, so, One, yes, definitely.” She squealed a little and pressed her body harder down against Bryan’s body. She lifted her face to his and held his jaws and cheeks in her hands with her mouth nearly touching his mouth that she stared at with wide, warm eyes. “Right?”
She laid her face down sideways on his chest and slid her arms around his sides to grip her hands over his shoulders from under his back. “Two — No,” she nodded with wide eyes and a serious mouth as though to emphasize the “No.” “Three — um,” she erupted in titters again and turned her face to hide her embarrassed grin in his chest. She pushed her body up agaianst Bryan’s body and tried to settle her laughing enough to whisper in his ear before she came back down, kissing the side of his face, his neck, and his chest.
“Your wife wanted me to say for her, ‘Possibly Yes to three,’” he said.
I stared into her eyes and she returned the stare back into mine. Her motion on him, like the silent, un-breaking waves of a lake at night, became more rhythmic and pronounced. She bit her lip at me and her eyes drew shut.
“And to scenario Four?” I said.
Kristen shot up and sat back on his thighs before squirming to push her legs down to the deck between his knees. “I’m too shy!” she said, and she leaned back and pulled Bryan with her hands gripped around his wrists. “Come on, time for another dip in the tub,” she said, struggling to squelch her titters.
She was up to something. My mind was in deep conflict. My wife was openly flirting physically with my friend in ways far beyond what she’d done before. But I was also in tune with her and feeling as though by some proxy connection her excitement, the thrill of those pre-marriage days.
She lead him by the hand to the edge of the pool and gestured for him to go in first. He settled down on the ledge with the burbling, misting water rising up around his chin. My wife held his shoulder for balance and he reached up to hold her hip as she carefully stepped down beside him into the swirling, bubbling, bottom-lit water. She reached over him again as though the one place for her drink to go was on the deck on the other side of where he rested his head back, and she slumped down beside him with the water up to her chin as well, reaching with her stretched toes to hook them on the ledge on the other side.
She leaned her head back onto the deck and stretched her eyes up to find me directly behind her head. “Baby,” she said, “are you okay if I take my bikini off? You know that this mineral water does a number on synthetic fabrics.”
I hesitated. In that hesitation, she said, “Can’t see anything, it makes no difference, right?” And she squirmed and chuckled and came up with her arm high over her head pinching her bottoms between her fingers to let them drop on the deck behind her. She twisted around and arched up her back toward Bryan and pulled her hair in a chord around her neck and over one shoulder.
Bryan twisted around and caught my gaze. We stared at each other for three whole beats before I rolled my eyes, shook my head, and gestured for him with my hand to go on ahead and do it. He looked at my wife’s back and carefully unhooked the clasps of her bikini top. My wife laughed and sank further down and tossed her top from the front of her body over her head where it landed nearly on top of my feet.
“You too!” I heard her say to him and she laughed and glanced over her shoulder at me again. “Him too, right? I mean . . . “ she shrugged and then floated out into the middle of the tub to face him. She laughed and splashed and contorted and squealed, and a moment later, she pulled his trunks up above the surface of the water and tossed them onto his empty chair and laughed nervously.
She murmured more to him, words I didn’t hear, and she tittered against him. He rolled his head back to find me upside down behind them both.
“You coming in too or what?” he said.
“I’m happy here,” I said. “A little too hot for me.”
I was out with Bryan at the hardware store getting some lumber. “I know you’re nervous when Kristen starts flirting with you, the way she does,” I said as we drove back.
“Dude,” he shook his head. “I never know what to do when she starts getting like that.”
I turned to him over my shoulder with my arm straight out and my wrist dangled over the top of the steering wheel. “Just go with it,” I said. “I don’t mind, you know. It’s good for her.”
“You don’t mind your wife is flirting with your friend?”
“She has a lot going on, she’s responsible for a lot of people and a lot of budgeting at work. She’s the only one checking in on her parents.” I shrugged. “She fantasizes about you, she told me.”
“She told you that?”
“Yeah,” I nodded. “And I thought, What’s wrong with that? I mean, why not? Where’s the harm in it? It’s a break for her, it’s a throw back to before she had a career and a family and everything else to worry about.”
“I was wondering if you were going to put a stop to it.”
“I won’t,” I told him. “In fact, if things went further, I wouldn’t get in the way of it.”
“Like how much further?”
“You like her, I know that.”
“Dude, Kristen is a super-hottie, I told you that.”
“A lot further,” I said to him.
“Like, how far?”
“If we plan it, if we circumscribe it too much, it loses it’s essential ingredient of surprise,” I said to him, quoting my wife. “Not going to plan it, not going to talk about it before hand, not going to say when and where, if ever. But if things start getting carried away somewhere, sometime, keep going with it. Let it happen. I won’t mind.”
“No cost?”
“No cost,” I said to him, and I reached my hand out to shake him on it.
“Why?” he said.
“It’s exciting for Kristen,” I nodded at him.
The hottub water bubbled and gurgled and my wife spun around and faced me. She slowly slid her floating body up over the top of Bryan’s body until she held the top edge of the deck in her hands to either side of the back of his head. The water was up to both of their necks and her chin rested on his shoulder. I knew she was sitting on him again, and that neither of them were wearing anything below the water.
“You have to answer, too,” she said to me.
I cleared my throat. “Not sure my scenarios are about me doing anything or not, just you and Bryan,” I said.
“Would you be okay with it,” she said, “Would you get off on it?” she elaborated. She suddenly flinched and laughed and looked down at Bryan’s face below hers. She had risen out of the water above him high enough that her breasts were peeking above the surface. “Would you just?” she scolded him privately and glared at him with wide eyes and wider grin. “Stop it!” she whispered harshly at him and I saw her arm drive down the front of her body between them.
He flinched this time, shot his head back and uttered “Ouch!” to her equally privately, to which, her eyes on mine, she chuckled and shook her head.
“Yes to Number One,” I said. “I mean, what say would I have in that?”
She nodded at me silently.
“Then No, obviously, to Number Two,” I said.
“Obviously,” Kristen said. But she also looked down at the top of Bryan’s head from above. She was high enough out of the water, she didn’t realize her chest was completely exposed. “I am warning you!” she said privately to him. She had withdrawn her hand from between their bodies but her back arched, her shoulder dropped back, and her hand reached down low behind her back. She looked at me with her chin on top of his head. “Go on,” she said with wide eyes and a serious expression. Her arm moved up and down behind her. “Don’t mind Bry, he’s just being a naughty little boy.”
“No to Three,” I said, but I hesitated. “Let me think. So, it’s you two, but we’re married, but I know about it. And the question is, would I be okay with it? Or would I get off on it?”
“You better hurry up and answer,” Kristen said and she tilted her head sympathetically at me and bit the side of her lip.
“But which is it, Okay with it, or Get off on it?” I squinted at her.
“Okay with it,” she squirmed and said in a higher-pitched voice. Her breathing was harder.
“And the last one is, what again?” I said.
Kristen sucked in with a short, sharp gasp and clenched her eyes a moment before opening them up to mine again, now glistening and glazed. “You watching us do it,” she said, barely able to squeeze a voice out of her panting breath. Her arm rose and fell in the water behind her back.
“Getting off on it, or okay with it?” I repeated to her. I was teasing her, I was playing with her.
“Dude,” Brayan said with his head pushed back to catch me upside down. “It better be getting off on it, because what the fuck would you be doing watching it if not?”
My wive laughed but she stopped almost immediately and sank her face down to lick languidly up his neck, over his chin, and, sloppily, over his lips, before she sank down on him with a deep, engaging kiss. I could hear her moan inside the kiss.
“Good point,” I said to Bryan with a tip of my bottle in my hand and I tilted it back at my mouth and swallowed a gulp or two.
My wife’s hand gripped the edge of the pool hard enough her knuckles turned white and her hair fell around the back of Bryan’s head. She rose and sank on him and removed her hand from behind her back to grip the pool on the other side of his head. When he leaned his head back with a startled expression, she tittered and gasped and covered his mouth with her mouth.
Her body rose and fell rhythmically on him. She lifted her face from his face and through strands of her hair, her eyes wavered before they finally found mine. “You took too long,” she said and she gasped with her head rolling back to show me her throat. Bryan’s hands slid up her body above the water level and he took her breasts in his palms and gently squeezed her.
“Too hot,” she said with a gasp and she stood up on the ledge and tittered as she balanced herself pressing her hands into the top of his head as she stepped up and over him onto the deck. Her body, naked, ran with rivulets of water and steamed from the heat rising off her. She turned and extended her hand to help Bryan come up, too, and he also stood naked, glistening, and steaming.
Kristen pinched her bottom lip and looked down with her hair over her face and a nervous grin on her mouth as she drew past me, trailing Bryan on her arm extended behind her.
I turned in my chair and sipped my drink and watched through the open patio door as Kristen took Bryan to the couch, stood in front of it with him, kissing him, caressing him, and pressing her body against his. Together they slid down onto the couch and she lifted her leg over his lap and sat down on his thighs. She lifted her ass and arched her back, and through the gap of her lifted legs, I could see her hand grapple down around the head of his cock to massage it, and then to draw the head through the cleft of her glistening lips. And then I saw her let it go, I saw her bend her knees, and I saw his cock disappear inside my wife’s pussy.
I drained my bottle and stood up only enough to clasp my chair behind me and turn around to put it back down to face the couch inside the living room directly. The sounds my wife made flowed out the open door — high pitched and breathy, her gasps grew shorter, closer together, and higher in pitch.
Bryan pushed her off and she shrieked and laughed and landed on her back with her ankles dangling over his shoulders. He clasped her legs to his chest and pushed himself into her causing her to roll back on the top of her head and to arch her back up and push her breasts out. Her fingers reached to grab his sides and her nails dug into his flesh.
She rolled over and smiled up at him and stuck her tongue out as she lowered herself onto her elbows and knees and arched in her back further to push her ass up at him behind her on his knees. She laid her head sideways on the cushion of the couch and her eyes opened to find me staring back at her from outside the patio door, and she smiled just before her body jolted from Bryan’s penetration of her from behind.
Her orgasm was loud.
He came out first, dressed again, picking up his trunks and towel from the deck, saying nothing. Kirsten came out after, dressed as well in her joggers and a hoody, and she helped clean up. They murmured to each other and laughed lightly before she went back in and came out with three fresh beers and sat down.
We all stared into the darkness beyond silently. I was the one who broke the awkward silence.
“I guess we found someone for Bryan to get laid,” I said.
Kirsten burst out laughing and tried to stop herself but couldn’t and Bryan leaned forward to look over at me and shake his head with a wide, shit-eating grin.
“Did you guy’s plan this?” he asked.
“No!” Kirsten shrieked. “Well maybe a little, sort of,” she went on.
“Talked about it,” I nodded at the sky. “Didn’t plan it — but talked about it.” I drank my beer. “I told her I’d be fine with it.”
“And was it fine,” she asked me with her fingers twirling in the hair on the back of my head.
I shrugged. “It was pretty hot, actually,” I said.
“So a Yes to number four for you?” she said. “You never did answer.”
“You didn’t give me a chance,” I turned to her. “So fucking horny you didn’t even try to control yourself.”
She shrieked and slapped at my arm. “I waited as long as possible!” she protested with a grin. She turned to Bryan and with her other hand, she twirled her fingers in the back of his head, too. “But if I’d known I wouldn’t have waited this long,” she said.
She turned back to me. “So,” she dropped her face and pulled a smirk.
“What?” I said to the sky.
“Can I have my boyfriend over next week too?” she said.
“I guess.”
“But without you watching? I don’t think my boyfriend likes it.” She pulled his hand entwined in hers to her mouth and made me watch her kiss it. “Or maybe I just go over to his place?”
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