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The Shy Wife

I carefully made my way up the tight circular wrought-iron staircase to the 7th floor of the old limestone library that dominated the center of campus. It was the oldest part of the sprawling labyrinthine building and hardly anyone ever went looking for old books up there.
As my eyes came level with the iron floor above my head, I held my breath and tried to control the pace of my racing heart. There was a gap of two inches below the shelves through which I could see along the floor the shoes of Isaac, the mid-40s professor I played basketball with in our casual league. I could also see the peek-a-boo heeled sandals of Stacy, my 29-year-old wife, a nurse, and the most painfully shy person you could ever meet. Only her feet were spread apart enough to be around his feet. They weren’t standing close to each other, they were standing against each other.
I carefully breathed as I moved like a salamander. I needed to stay low so I wouldn’t be seen through the shelves in the gaps between the tops of the rows of books and the bottoms of the next shelves. I crawled on my hands and knees on the iron floor, trying to ignore the stabbing pain in my knees and palms. I could hear over the rumble and ticking of the ventilation system the low murmuring voice of my wife and the lower chuckling tones of Isaac. They were sharing. I made my way around the far end of the row of shelves and slipped down the row directly behind their row.
It smelled like an old library — the air was thick with paper and ink and old plaster walls and sweating steel. The lighting was both bright and dim at the same time from the antique incandescent wire bulbs hanging bare from the invisible rafters above. I snaked like a burglar along the row until I was directly opposite where Stacy and Isaac were standing, talking, chuckling. Only when I was sure I had not been detected did I turn my head and begin to lift it past one row and then the next. I was close enough to reach through and touch them. They remained oblivious.
The bottom of my wife’s long black skirt was lifted high enough for me to see her bare thighs through the gap between the books. I heard her moan and very slightly squeal. She knew she was being bad and she was loving it. Isaac’s hand, I could see when I came up another row, was under her skirt and fondling her ass and her tight black hipster panties. I held my lips in an “oh” shape and breathed carefully out and in again. I was close enough to hear her murmur against his ear.
I crept up further. She was wearing her loose tan crop-cut cashmere sweater that hung loosely as though stretched around her neck. I could see her bare stomach — Isaac was pressing his other hand into her body there, feeling her, touching her. I slowly edged myself up to a crouching position, resting my hands on my knees and turning my head slowly sideways to see through the next gap, and her face. Stacy was smiling in between slow, long kisses she shared with him.
It was an amazing sight. It was something I had not ever imagined before. I came up just high enough to see her eyes over the tops of the hardcovers. They were closed and her smile, when she wasn’t kissing him, was that of a person who looked like they were dreaming, she so couldn’t believe what was happening either. “Holy fuck,” I droned long and low, but only in my head of course.
We’d been reading in bed together a week prior. We often downloaded the same book so we had our own private bookclub to chatter to each other about. The book that night featured a professor who was both the expert witness at an intriguing murder trial, and the murderer himself. He was also a serial seducer of young students at his college.
“Totally believable,” my wife nodded. I wasn’t so sure but she elaborated. “Oh come on, every female student at college fantasizes about one or another of their professors.”
“Seriously? They’re older men usually. Quiet men.”
“Yeah!” Stacy kicked me under the sheets. “That’s part of the appeal, don’t you know anything?”
“Do they, you know,” I screwed up my face at her. “Often?”
“Do they what?” she asked me in that innocent way you could never tell if she was genuinely not knowing something or was putting it on just to flirt.
“Does it go on a lot?”
“You mean, do the young female students sleep with their older male professors?” She rolled her eyes like it was me who was the shy one. But when it came to the world of fiction, she was at ease — as long as it wasn’t real, she was open to any conversation. “Late at night, maybe, in their offices,” she reached over and scrunched her fingers into my leg, “or in the quiet, empty library? “Hm?” She played with me between my legs. “What do you think?”
She laughed heartily when I rotated my face toward her. “That’s a little specific. Are you recalling a particular library”
“Oh come on,” she grinned. “You know I’d never have the courage to do anything like that.”
“But you dream of it.”
“Do not,” she protested. But she also flashed her eyes at me and couldn’t stop a grin from curling up the corners of her mouth.
“The Galloway Memorial Library, say,” I grinned right back.
She grabbed a pillow and covered her face. “No, never!” she shrieked.
“You and him all alone finally at last,” I pulled the corner of the pillow from her face.
She buried herself in it deeper and squealed. “No!” But then she peered over the top of it. “You mean like the 7th floor? Of the old part?”
I widened my eyes at her again. “The specificity is glaring,” I squinted at her.
She laughed in a forced way and put her phone in front of her face close as though to make clear she was reading again. “Girls can dream,” she murmured.
I touched the top of her phone with my finger. “Are you telling me a little fantasy of yours?”
She pursed her lips and tried to focus on her words. She finally very quietly said, “Was.”
“You used to fantasize about doing it with a professor in the library?”
She straightened her jaw and lifted her chin, still staring at the page on her phone. “Harmless daydreaming.”
“How deep does this professor thing go with you anyway?”
“Deep,” she answered right away, before lifting her eyes to my shocked gaze and crunching her abdomen, laughing hard. “Your face right now!” she glowered.
I happened to have a friend who was a professor, who was also about 15 years older than us, and who I played basketball with. My wife’s shyness in general, and reticence about sexual topics in particular, had always played on me. I wanted her to become more open, to enjoy it more. I wanted her to experience her sexuality more freely. I certainly had, back in college especially. But she didn’t get the chance having lived at home through it all.
I remembered most of all what it felt like when a girl showed interest in me, and when things went past just talking to become real. I remember the head-spinning elation of it when the line was crossed and it was clear that we were going to do it. I remember the powerful emotional feelings of being wanted and taken, of being out of control and with a girl also losing control, and the thrill of it when it finally happened.
It played on me for weeks after she admitted she had a professor fetish. She even had a fantasized location — the 7th floor of the old library wing. Mostly, it turned me on in a new and strange way to imagine my wife getting turned on, to imagine my wife living out her fantasy somehow or other.
The idea fell into my mind that I really could treat her, and once the idea got there, it didn’t dislodge. It took over my mind. My friend Isaac and I talked about everything. Without planning to, I began to tell him about my wife.
“She still has it, I think,” I said to him.
“What did she tell you?” We were having a beer after playing b-ball like we always did.
“She said all girls do at college, and then she even named a place — a part of the library.”
“Why are you telling me this?” he asked.
And that’s when I said it. I didn’t plan on asking him, and until he asked me why I was telling him about Stacy’s fantasy, I didn’t know why either. But it came out without me planning it. “Maybe I can give her fantasy to her.” I drank my beer unable to believe what I had just said. But I couldn’t stop. “I mean, she’d obviously like it, right, and what’s the only thing keeping her from it? Convention. Expectations. All the social constructs.”
“You,” he added.
“Me, that’s true,” I nodded. "A husband is supposed to be adamantly opposed to his wife doing that, true enough.” I nodded firmly once.
“But the reasons for being on guard against it have lifted haven’t they.”
“What were they anyway?”
“I imagine it was paternity. You didn’t want to be raising a child with someone else’s DNA.” He sipped and watched me over the rim of his beer glass.
“We aren’t having kids.”
“Lots of behaviors are carried over from long past when it last mattered.” That was his field — anthropology. “Does a husband become jealous when a wife reads a book about a whole other life, different men, different families?”
“Of course not. But knowing she’s with another man, sexually, like. That’s very different.”
“Is it though? Surely you must realize she had other men before you. You may or may not remain together all your lives, its a 50-50 proposition. So surely you know she will likely have other men after you, if it comes to that. Do either of those scenarios particularly bother you?”
They didn’t and I shook my head silently.
“Past and future, no problem. So just in the present, and why is that?”
“It really is, or feels like it is, only the judgement of others, the social matrix.” I was trying to be honest in my reaction to what he was suggesting.
“You could experiment.”
I laughed. But he was serious.
“I am an older professor. And we know each other very well.” He grinned at me because he knew what he was proposing bordered on the absurd. “In the interests of science. It would certainly be safe.”
“Just to see what it feels like, to uncover what remains of the reasons for its continued taboo status.” I was down with his idea. I liked it.
“And barely that, if studies are to be believed. As many married women as married men now have illicit dalliances.”
“They must be getting caught as often as men get caught,” I reasoned.
“And yet, we don’t hear about it very much, do we. The divorce rate isn’t any higher now than it was 40 years ago.” He had a point.
I chewed the inside of my cheek. “She’d never go for it, she’s way too shy.”
“Shy — what is that, though, but someone who feels their feelings far more strongly than the average.”
“Is that really what it is?”
“I think so — a much higher sense of the state of mind of others around them. I wouldn’t say ‘too sensitive’ because that would make it out as though they’re wrong to feel that much. Maybe they’re more evolved than us and can read minds better than most.”
“And she thinks everybody else can read her mind.”
“And she has a such a dirty mind!” He laughed and we chinked glasses again.
“What if I had you over for dinner, let you two meet each other, see if there’s any chemistry there, so to speak. And if there is, maybe we can do something about it. Test all this idle chatter of ours.”
“I am at your service,” he grinned. He’d seen her before. He was taken with her too — I knew he thought my Stacy was hot. It took no coaxing to get him to agree to spend time near my wife.
We had him over for dinner on the pretense of loosing a basketball bet. Stacy was vivacious all night. After he left, I asked her what she thought of him.
“He’s nice,” she said, noncommittally.
“Just nice?”
She turned away and put the glasses away. “You already know I like older men.”
“Older professors especially.”
“Yes,” she grinned. She narrowed her eyes at me.
I came up against her from behind and kissed her under her ear on her neck. I wrapped my arms around her stomach and she wrapped her arms around mine.
I said, “What if you could do it with him, without any guilt?”
She stopped moving. My idea was abrupt, I had to admit that.
But I carried on. “Without cheating. With my permission?”
She unclasped my fingers and peeled my hands back from her stomach. She slowly turned around. “What are you saying?”
I stepped back and gave her room to breathe and think about it. “It’s your fantasy. Maybe I can let you have it.”
She looked sideways at me and then grinned like she figured out the joke. “Is that why you brought Isaac over?”
“Partly,” I admitted.
“You’re being ridiculous,” she announced and she left the kitchen.
I followed her into the den where she pulled up her legs under herself and leaned back on the couch.
“I’m serious. If you want, maybe we can let you do that.”
“Stop talking,” she said, holding her phone up to her face closely. She was blushing.
“It would be no threat to me. I mean, it would be open, between us, we’d plan it together.”
She dropped her phone from her face and tilted her head at me with exasperation. “You’re being silly now, it’s not going to happen.”
“Imagine,” I said, pushing over onto the couch with her. “Making out with the older professor. In the library. On the 7th floor.”
She pushed against me. “You’re being ridiculous now,” she said, but softer than before.
I raised my mouth closer to her ear. “Imagine Isaac feeling your body, touching you.”
“Stop it,” she breathed but she didn’t push me anymore. She only hung her finger in the collar of my t-shirt.
“He’s feeling up your body.”
“Cut it out,” she squirmed against me.
“Touching your skin under your top.”
“I’m warning you,” she whispered.
“What would you be wearing?”
“My cashmere sweater,” she answered immediately.
“And?”
“My tan skirt so I don’t have to take anything off.” She pressed harder back against me.
“What’s underneath?”
She rolled over on me and kissed me and moaned against me, “Stop it. This is ridiculous. It isn’t going to happen.”
“It can,” I said close to her ear.
She fumbled with my pants and soon dug my cock out. “God damn you,” she sighed, and she quickly tore her pants off and pushed the crotch of her white panties said. She was already extremely wet. She brought me inside her with no effort and bounced on my lap with her fingers clasped together around the back of my neck. I could tell she was imagining things — her eyes were closed the whole time. That, plus she orgasmed quickly and deeply.
I helped her get ready the day we planned for but she was a bag of jangling nerves. “Call him now,” she said in the bathroom turning her face away from the mirror where she had been putting on her makeup. “I’m not going.”
She had been doing her eyes darkly and her lips in pink.
“You can just go and talk. You like him.”
She huffed and sagged in her shoulders. “I do,” she said. “He’s kind of hot.”
“So just get ready, I’ll drive you, and you just go up there and find him and talk.”
“That’s so stupid though, we both know what he’s doing there. He’s going to expect it.”
“That’s not what it’s about. It’s just for you.”
“Maybe we can go and I’ll just go up and tell him it was a bad idea, and then we can go.”
“Okay, we’ll just go,” I agreed.
She got ready in her long skirt and heeled sandals. “How do I look?”
She looked incredible and I told her.
“I can’t believe you’re doing this,” she said.
On the way to the campus, she was fidgeting and sighing the whole way. “Turn around,” she said.
“You’re just going up to tell him you changed your mind.”
“You can just text him.”
“Just go up,” I said, stopping on the roadside closest to the center of campus.
“It’s embarrassing.”
“It’s late, it’s just you and him,” I squeezed her leg.
“What if things happen?” she looked up through her hair at me ruefully.
“I want them to happen.”
“Why would you want that?”
“It’s a gift. It’s your fantasy.”
“But you aren’t supposed to want me to have it.”
“It’s an experiment. To see if you can enjoy that without me doing what husbands do.”
“I think you’re crazy,” she said, leaning her head against the glass and looking up at the imposing building
“I’ll be nearby.”
“What if someone finds us?”
“I think the risk of that was always part of the thrill for you, wasn’t it?”
“It’s what kept me from ever doing it. But I’m not a college student anymore.”
“You still want to though, don’t you.” I knew she did.
“Of course,” she whispered. “And it turns me on something fiercely having you here pushing me to do it.”
“Go,” I said.
She put her hand on the handle of the door. “Are you sure?”
“Positive.”
She grinned and puffed a breathed out her lungs and pulled open the handle. “This is crazy, you know that, don’t you?”
I could only grin at her.
I didn’t tell her I’d be sneaking up myself. If she knew I was watching, it might ruin it for her. But also, I wasn’t ready yet to tell my fantasy to her. It was too new to me and I only discovered it when I was planning on how to give her her fantasy. The through of watching her with another man had been driving me crazy.
I raised myself and peered through the books. Her sweater was up around her neck and her body was exposed to him. She didn’t wear a bra. Isaac cupped her ass in his hands and, surprising me, she wriggled and lifted her legs one knee at a time until her skirt came off. And when he turned her around to make her face the books to lean into her from behind, she raised her arms over her head, she closed her eyes, and her mouth fell open. She groaned out loud, and I marveled at the scene. She was so sexual all of a sudden.
I sank against the shelves behind me. The truth was, I expected at most for shy Stacy to kiss Isaac, maybe fool around a little, make out. I thought at most I’d see him touch her body over her clothes, perhaps try to go under her clothes even. But I thought she’d stop him, she’d laugh, she’d be flattered and aroused, but she’d keep things at a decent level. I thought she’d get off on the idea of it, just like I did. I didn’t expect it to actually happen.
But Stacy had been transformed. When she got out of the truck, she was the reticent and shy and embarrassed Stacy who was going up just to tell Isaac that it was nice of him to come out, but she was leaving. By the time I came up the tiny spiral set of iron stairs only ten minutes later, she was a different Stacy, moving against him, sticking her ass out and arching her back, and letting him pull her top up, exposing her in that public space. She was pressing herself against him behind her. And she was moaning for it, she was behaving sexually, she was aroused. Gone was shy Stacy. She raised her hips to him, her bare stripped hips, and I gaped I was so shocked to see her tender skin. I thought I’d see her kiss him. I wasn’t prepared for watching her do things with him that seemed to be what was coming.
His hands felt around her stomach and she turned her face over her shoulder to him and smiled and kissed him. She was breathing hard and her whole body undulated under his touch. His hands moved up her body and covered her breasts under her sweater. I was shocked that she would moan like that, so liberated, so engrossed.
“Where do we stop?” Isaac said when he and I were figuring things out.
I didn’t have a reason to suspect he’d have to stop himself at all — Stacy would provide all the stopping. “Just go where she takes it,” I said.
“But what if, you know, it goes further than . . . “ he didn’t finish his thought.
But I was sure. To me, the real stretch would be Stacy hugging and kissing, and there was no harm in that. “No limit,” I said to him. “This is hers to decide.”
Now I watched as his fingers poked under the waist of her black panties and she only encouraged him. She waved her ass at him, she ground herself back into his pelvis with her ass sticking out. She was being erogenous. She had been unleashed. I couldn’t have stopped her if I tried.
She leaned against the shelves directly in front of me and gripped the edge of one above her head. She arched her back hard and wiggled her ass. Isaac stripped her panties down her legs and off her feet one at a time. She only watched him over her shoulder and smiled. He grabbed her breasts and she groaned. I crouched down and checked as though I couldn’t believe it. But she was as I knew she would be: naked from he waist down. Her undulating hips and bare pussy looked beyond enticing. I watched as Isaac’s hand moved down the front of my wife’s body and hid her pussy from my illicit gaze.
I looked over my shoulder and peered through the gap in the books and shelves behind me. They weren’t looking around at all. It was as though she’d forgotten all about the possibility of being caught. She wasn’t even dressed the way she said she could be — she wore a skirt so she could, she said, do things without taking clothes off. I laughed because I knew she wasn’t going to to do things regardless, but I enjoyed her playing with the idea.
Now it wasn’t just an idea, and nor did she bother with staying dressed. Nor, also, was it only a matter of “doing things” as I thought she teased me about — Isaac feeling her up. I sat back and marveled at how they got along at the dinner when we had him over. But I knew my Stacy. Liking someone was one thing. Getting carried away with him was something else, and was not in any way within her character, or at least what I had up to then had known as her character.
She moved her hips under his touch. I bent lower to peer at the level of her hips. She bucked gently against his hand. His finger had begun to rub her. I could see as well as smell: she was becoming so wet.
I raised myself half way back to the gap at the level of her breasts. Isaac had pulled her sweater up around her neck and bared her breasts to me. My wife’s breasts — the breasts he massaged and tweaked and pinched. She only grinned, she moaned, and she breathed hard and dropped her head down.
I could see she was reaching around behind her with her hands shaking. Was she going to feel him too? No, she was undoing his pants. I told Isaac no limits. I told him, whatever she wants. He let her undo his pants and when she turned around and kissed him and stuck her hands down the front of his opened pants, he only kissed her back. Even when my wife began to sink down to her knees, the back of her head facing me so close I could reach forward and stroke her hair, even as she smiled up at him and kissed his cock, and opened her pretty mouth and took him inside. I was incredulous, I was not believing.
It nearly buckled my knees. I had imagined things and I liked what I saw, but it was not this. I bent down to see through the gap as Stacy kissed and licked his cock, as she worshipped it against her face, and as she took him deep into her mouth. Her head bobbed on his cock. She worked herself on him like someone who had done that before. I was staggered. But I could not stop it. I could not turn away. I could not block my ears from the sound of my wife moaning so deeply with such pleasure. Her pleasure became mine. Her liberation was mine.
When she pulled away and rose to face him and kiss him, I was relieved. I got myself ready to peel out of there and make it down the steps before they came out of the rows of shelves. I had had an experience beyond anything I had signed up for. I didn’t know my wife was capable of doing anything like that. It was not what I had ever imagined when I set the whole thing up. Watching her suck on Isaac’s cock was the wildest thing I’d ever gazed upon.
I reached the stairs and checked back. Neither of them had emerged from the shelves yet. I paused and tuned my ears. I only heard more panting, more gasping. I crawled back on my hands and knees and squeezed back into my row between the shelves. I saw their legs still there. I lifted up to the next level. My wife was on her toes. I raised myself further. I could see, I could touch if I only reached, her bare thighs. Isaac’s hands were on them. I came up higher. My wife’s face was pressed into the books, her eyes were clenched, and her mouth hung open. She was bent over at nearly ninety degrees. If I breathed I would have moved the strands of hair that had fallen over her face.
I shifted to the side and looked past my wife’s grimacing face to see down her nearly prone back, all toned and taut. It was arching and moving slowly as though dancing to a song I couldn’t hear. Isaac’s hands rubbed up and down over her thighs. My wife’s arms stretched out and I nearly got poked by her fingers when she reached through the racks and gripped the edge of the shelves from my side. I could have kissed and licked her fingers. I shifted to the side a bit more. From there, I could see Isaac’s hips directly behind my wife’s ass. And just when I realized the position they were in with each other, she gasped loudly, I felt the breath from her mouth, and I saw her body jolt.
She cried out loud and rolled her head back and hung onto the shelf edge tightly. If there was any mistaking what I was witness to, those doubts were laid to rest when Isaac pulled out and rammed back into her as though in slow motion. She groaned and grinned with each of his slow thrusts. He was fucking my wife — right in front of me. And I asked him to, I brought her to him to fuck.
I forced myself to watch. She gasped and whimpered and he groaned and grunted. Their bodies, both naked from their waists down, moved together and against each other. I could hear the wet suction sound of Isaac’s cock plunging into my wife’s pussy. I knew that sound was telling me how aroused she was, how wet he made her.
He pulled out of her one last time and she spun around and sank to her knees and took him into her mouth again. That itself was a scene I didn’t think was possible to see. She stroked him into her mouth and when he came, she gagged but she swallowed all of him. She came up to him smiling and murmuring. They pulled up their clothes and she giggled.
She climbed into my car and I drove away before either of us said anything. Finally, I broke the ice. “Was that good then?”
“It was,” she said in a tiny voice looking away, out the window.
“I peeked,” I blurted out. She didn’t say anything. “I was watching, I saw what happened.”
More time passed before she finally turned to me. “I know,” she said. “I saw you through the books.”
I didn’t know what to say. She knew I saw it all and that I didn’t stop it. “I didn’t think that all that was going to happen.”
“Me neither,” she said.
“It just happened?”
“It just happened.” We drove several minutes more in silence. This time she broke the quiet. “Was it good? For you?”
It wasn’t something I was expecting her to ask me. But it seemed the moment for honesty. “It was,” I had to admit.
She reached over and took my hand and squeezed it.
A week later, Stacy came to me in the den. “Hey,” she started, taking up my hand in hers and kissing the back.
“What’s up?”
“Was just wondering. If . . . “ she trailed off with a shy grin.
“Say it!” I shook my head.
“Well,” she curled up and bit her lip.
“Out with it!” I mock-scolded her.
“I was just wondering if you wanted to have your friend over again, you know, for dinner . . . “
I knew who she meant. We hadn’t talked about him yet because both of us were, I think, still too weirded out by what had happened.
“Just for dinner?” I joked, not expecting a reply. I was wrong.
“No,” she said demurely. “Maybe a little something after dinner too.”
“Are you asking me if you can, like,” I stammered, “do it with him, again?” I spilled it out because I was so sure she wasn’t meaning that.
But she was. “Yes,” she said simply. She also began to undo my top, button by button. “Do you want to watch again?”
She saw me swallow. She knew she had me. She opened her top and collapsed her arms around her chest and pushed out her breasts. “Do you want to see me fuck him again?” she said, whispering the word “fuck.”
I couldn’t reply.
She pulled up her legs and tugged down her shorts, and then her panties too. She reached over my lap and undid my jeans. She leaned down over my cock and kissed it with her pretty lips. She looked up and tilted her head on its side. “Do you want to watch me suck his cock again? Would that be nice?”
She didn’t wait for my answer but I didn’t have one for her anyway. She went down on me and swirled her tongue around my cock in the hot wetness of her mouth.
She lifted up and kissed my mouth sloppily. “Do you want to watch me take his cum in my mouth?” She nestled against me and used her knees to come up close over me. She stroked my cock where it stood up between our stomachs. “Do you want to watch me swallow him again?” she nearly sighed in my ear. Her pussy lips wrapped around my cock and she moaned hard against my neck as she lowered herself onto me. “Or do you want to watch him cum inside my pussy this time?” She ground her hips down hard against mine. I remained silent.
Isaac enjoyed dinner and when Stacy suggested we all go to the den, “put on a show, maybe?” both he and I followed her. I brought a fresh large glass of whiskey. Isaac sat on the couch and Stacy turned down the lights before sitting down beside him. He and I looked at each other and I sucked back a gulp of whiskey staring at him right back. I looked angry but he knew I wasn’t. Stacy looked at me too, before touching Isaac’s face, turning his gaze to her, and, with her eyes still on mine, kissing him.
I sat rooted to my chair as my wife began to neck with Isaac in full view, in front of me, with me right there watching. And even as she slipped her tights down her legs and swung her legs over into his lap. I kept watching, sipping, and remaining silent. she lifted her halter up and over her head and I only watched. Isaac rubbed her tits and sucked on her nipples and I twirled my glass of whisky on the arm of the chair. My wife opened his pants and stroked his cock between them and I drank, I stared, and I grew hard myself.
She looked over her shoulder at me and she smiled as she slid down his legs and landed on her knees between his legs. She kept her eyes on mine as long as she could before she consumed his cock deeply in her mouth.
I sipped my whiskey and I tried hard to keep breathing.
She stared at me when she came up and turned around to straddle him backward, her hands on his knees, her legs spread over his legs, her face toward me straight on. She sank down on his cock and fucked him in front of me, smiling at me, when she was able to keep her eyes open.
And she did as promised: she fucked him until he came inside her, his ejaculate gushing out of her pussy in front of me. And I realized, I got my wish: My shy wife was shy no more. 




Photog

Feeling ridiculous holding my breath down on my elbows and knees, with my finger, I carefully hooked the edge of the French door curtain and pulled it aside just barely enough to peek through the bottom of the bottom window with one eye.
“Crafting with Rose” my ass. Nobody gets dressed-up like that, or made-up like that, just to mess around with scissors and glue with their bestie at home.
I was surprised to find that guy Dusty of all people sitting there reclining on the couch like the prince of the kingdom right in front of me. I had paid him —stupidly it turned out — to “test my wife” three weeks ago. He did, and she failed — miserably.
I was still getting around to deciding what I was going to do about my wife cheating on me when I found her getting ready to go to Rose’s place like she was going out clubbing, and I hatched a plan then and there to spy on her again, this time at Rose and Jerry’s.
What truly surprised me when I brought my beady little bulging eye up to the door, though, as I surveilled the scene out the tiny gap in the curtains from inside the dark room  in my buddy’s den, was who was taking pictures of Rose and my wife Jill while they posed in front of the curtains in various stages of increasing undress.
I didn’t make Jerry out to be a professional photographer any more than I made my wife out to be a model. But I guess that was the kind of new normal this whole place was turning into, because even more shocking than my discovery three weeks ago that Jill was a cheater — when the opportunity arose (and just as Dusty predicted) — was my discovery that straight-shooting, strong-willed Rose, Jerry’s wife, seemed to know this “Dusty the Wife Tester” character just as well as Jill did.
Now why would that be?
Dusty gave coach-like pointers quietly to Jerry who moved around, up to, back away, over and under his wife and my wife who were giggling nervously, play wrestling, and tickling and poking at each other as Jerry directed them and encouraged them.
“I want you to kiss Jill,” he said, not taking his squinting eye from the eyepiece of this new camera of his with the big, long lens. He said “I don’t know, I’m into nature I guess — better to shoot pictures than bullets?” when I asked him at poker why he was all of a sudden fully engaged with this new hobby of his. So another liar, in other words.
Jill and Rose faced each other, each cradling the other’s elbows in their palms as though unsure to take Jerry’s direction seriously. Jill was wearing this bright yellow pleated and short sun dress, the kind you’d wear to a bar-b-que, maybe with kids not around because it dipped very low in the back as well. She looked incredible. Rose was no second fiddle though. She was in this off-one-shoulder purple wrap dress tied slim at the waist and falling like it weighed less than air from her arms and her hips. They were both in strappy platform sandals giving a certain air of classy/slutty to both their outfits.
I couldn’t believe it when they kissed. It was at first just a light, lips barely touching, peck that they held as though waiting for Jerry to finish with the camera. But then Dusty spoke up directly to them instead of privately to Jerry. “Ladies ladies, the man said kiss, I don’t think he meant the way you kiss your grandma.”
Rose and Jill chuckled. Jill, still holding Rose close to her, turned to Dusty. “It’s weird.”
But Rose touched her jawline lightly with her finger and turned her face back to her. “Come on,” she said quietly to her. “We can do this.”
What I saw next made me wonder if the cheating I watched three weeks ago was a one-off aberration, a momentary advantage of opportunity and circumstance, or if it gave me just the opening preview on a show called “My Wife Isn’t Who I Thought She Was.”
When Rose held Jill’s face in both her hands and closed her eyes and leaned in, Jill closed her eyes too. Whatever was weird about kissing her best friend romantically, must have gone up in smoke the last few seconds, because I watched Jill’s spine curve out toward Rose’s chest, her hands reach tentatively out to touch Rose’s sides, and her and hips curl up as though she was clenching everywhere from the centre of her stomach on out.
When Rose’s hand cupped her face and slid around so her fingers scrunched and tangled into her hair, Jill twisted her face into Rose’s and I could see that both their mouths, lips painted, on Jill, deep Persian red, and on Rose, sand nude, open, and their tongues wrestle.
Jerry was moving around their bodies like a moth around a flame. Dusty sat their grinning and nodding. Me, I was losing my mind. I didn’t know what it meant for a man to find his wife making out with another woman, especially in the context of the purgatory we were in, with me holding off and uncertain about how to tell her I watched her cheat on me with the guy I paid to test her. It could be argued that my crime there was almost as bad as hers. But this night was different, and yet, also through me for semantic confusions. Was she cheating again, making out with a woman, a best friend?
It looked like their first time, the way they were so tentative at first. But the way they went at it now, I had to wonder if they were only tentative because Rose’s husband and that Dusty guy were watching — and there were photos being taken. What fell over both of them once they got past the initial reticence looked like anything but a first time.
I pulled the curtain open further and pressed my eyeball nearly against the glass itself. Jill’s fingers, long and delicate, scratched with muted but frantic pulls at the sides of Rose’s dress. I saw her foot rise and fall and tap the floor the way a dog will, when you scratch their belly sometimes. Rose stroked Jill’s beautiful, long layered ashen blonde hair, and maybe even pulled it, tugged it, playfully.
Jerry took more pictures than I thought cameras could hold. I squinted my one eye at my wife unsure if she was actually her. She pulled away from Rose and she looked at her lips as though angry at her, jutting her bottom jaw and clenching her teeth. But I misinterpreted the expression, as I had misinterpreted so much the last month. Jill ran her hand down Rose’s neck and tugged at the shoulder of her dress, pulling it off and letting it fall as a cloud around her waist.
I’m not one to covet my neighbour’s wife, but Rose was one of those examples where you had to force yourself to look away just to make sure you didn’t start coveting. Much as I was appalled at my wife, watching her do the bidding for Jerry’s cameras in front of Dusty, the guy I should never have paid to test her, I was distracted the whole time by Jerry’s wife Rose, about whom I could not help become enthralled.
But when my wife pulled Rose’s dress off her chest and down to her waist, the distraction was too much. She was wearing a whiter-than white scallop-edged modernist design bra that looked more expensive than Jerry’s weekly salary. I puffed my cheeks and exhaled completely. I didn’t expect the photo session to take that kind of turn even if Dusty was there looking on the whole time.
Rose shimmied her hips and made a show of twisting and squirming her knees to move her dress slowly down her body and around her ankles. She scooped it up with her toes and picked it off her foot reaching behind her. She folded it over a couple of times and handed it out until Dusty leapt up to take it and lay it on a table. Rose didn’t even look at him, she was focused on Jill.
She jutted her jaw crookedly and rolled her eyes when Rose began in a defiant, foot-spread pose, to undo the buttons down the front of her pretty yellow sun dress. “Do we have to?” she looked askance at Rose. She glanced at Jerry who moved like a maniac all over them. But I noticed, to my stomach-sinking chagrin, that when she settled her eyes on Dusty, and when he nodded gently to her, she seemed to take assurance from him, and looked back into Rose’s eyes, and even undid the last couple of buttons with her.
Rose slowly revealed Jill’s shoulders and chest below her dress, peeling it back like she was uncovering a treasure, and then guiding it down her torso, and even over her butt. Jill was clearly uncomfortable, sighing and looking away at the curtains behind them. But when Rose, half-squatting, tapped her leg, Jill accommodated her, lifting one foot before the other allowing Rose to take her dress all the way off, fold it over, and hand it too, just like hers, to Dusty.
I felt oddly exposed, maybe for Jill. She doesn’t like being naked generally. She is also not particularly sexual. She dresses super-nicely, and looks after her body very well — she’s at the gym every day. I’m pretty sure that the shoes she wore were not her own. Even the yellow sun dress was not something I recognized, and I would have if it were anything she’d worn before because it revealed her back in a very sensuous dip. I knew she was out of her comfort zone and I wanted to come through the door and put an end to things.
But how would I explain what I was doing there? Another problem presented itself: I might have been misreading her expression. What I took to be her shy innocence at being undressed in front of men by another woman, might instead have been her struggling to barely control her restraint. When both Rose and her were stripped to their underwear, Jill, in a stunning and contrasting black shimmering satin balconette bra and lo-rise hipster panties, shivered all over her body briefly before aggressively pushing one hand directly onto Rose’s breast, and her other, in a very male-like posture, tightly around her ass, pulling Rose against her hard, almost, you might say, roughly. She stepped her feet widely around both of Rose’s feet and pushed herself so forward into Rose, she was forced to lean back. And then she provocatively licked her neck, her chin, and her lips.
Rose went back on one foot and lifted her other knee to Jill’s waist and wrapped both her hands around Jill’s waist to hang on. I rose up into a kneeling position and pulled the curtain aside in the middle of the door. My wife, a person hitherto unable to watch sex scenes on a show without squirming and covering her eyes with embarrassment, was rubbing her hands with pressure all over Rose’s body.
Jerry clicked away saying nothing, letting the two young women direct themselves, and Dusty sat there quiet too, his eyes dancing with delight, his grin the sideways smirk of a charmer. I couldn’t have stopped things if I wanted to, not without having to confront the whole, huge issue of the cheating in front of the very man she cheated with, therefore my paying him coming out and with it the fact that I set her up to cheat, all of it in front of Rose and Jerry, who themselves obviously had some secrets as well. With Dusty there, did it mean Rose also had sex with him? If so, did that mean Jerry also paid him to? And if that were so, did Jerry watch his wife cheat on him as well, and given that they were still together, and in fact playing around now with Dusty, and my wife, did he do nothing about it either? He seemed to join in the general fun is what it looked like to me.
Jill twisted Rose around so that she faced her back. She leaned over her shoulder and nipped at her neck. But she also worked at the clasps of her bra and soon was drawing the straps down Rose’s arms, and off. She tossed it to Dusty, ever the accommodator. How did Jerry feel about his wife being stripped naked in front of Dusty? He didn’t seem to care —he just kept shooting. I had the distinct impression it wasn’t the first time.
It wasn’t Jill’s first time being stripped naked in front of Dusty either, I well knew. But it was certainly her first time in front of Jerry, not to mention her first time in front of a camera. She turned her back to Rose and pulled her hair over the front of her shoulders and bent over slightly, letting Rose undo her bra clasps as well. She did it with a smirk and a chuckle, but that was all. I stared like a cat at night.
Jill and Rose face each other again the same way they started, holding each other’s elbows gently in their hands. But this time when they kissed, they pressed their bare chests together, mashing their breasts flat between their bodies. I’d never seen anything like it before.
When Rose slid her hand down the front of Jill’s stomach, palm first, Jill inhaled sharply and fell into the long languid kiss harder, more sloppily. In my mind, all I heard was, “No way, No way, No way . . . “
But she did. Jill shot her hips back and clasped her knees together and bent them like someone touched by an ice cube, but she moaned so loud I could hear her through the glass, and she pulled up straight and forward to Rose. I could see the lumps inside Jill’s panties where Rose’s hand travelled. Jill’s hips rocked like she was rubbing Rose’s hand with her pussy as much as Rose might have been rubbing her pussy with her hand.
My heart pounded and my throat constricted. There was no doubt it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Jill was hot to start with, but she was on fire when she made herself up. Rose was right up there in 10.5 territory with her. They worked out and played with make-up together. To see Jill sexually was overcome turned the dial on everything up a new level. To see Rose in a similar state blew my mind wide open. I didn’t know whether to scream, throw myself out the window, or grab my cock and yank myself into oblivion.
I settled on the latter.
Rose rubbed her under her panties, but it was Jill who initiated taking them off, with a giggle. That’s when I was sure things had gone too far. I twisted the knob and closed my eyes. Where was it going to stop? Nobody was doing anything to put a limit on it. When I opened my eyes and steadied my nerves for how I was going to make my entrance exactly — what was I going to say, exactly — Jill had squatted and lifted her panties off her butt and down her legs. Lines were being crossed. She looked at Rose and laughed and licked her lips and without hesitating, she squatted in front of her and pulled her panties down the same way. Rose did not protest, but stepped out of them holding her balance with her hands on Jill’s shoulders.
My eyes dried and my cock grew harder still. I had to slow my roll to avoid losing it. Jill didn’t come back up after lifting Rose’s panties off her feet. She knelt in front of Rose and then did something I almost couldn’t look at. She ran her hands around Rose’s hips and gripped the cheeks of her butt. Rose stood over her looking down, her hair mixing with Jill’s hair in a halo of shimmering, shining smooth beauty. Rose lifted her leg and draped her thigh over Jill’s shoulder. Jill moved her face into Rose’s abdomen. One look at Rose’s face, her head thrust back, her mouth dropped open, her eyes clenched shut, told me everything I needed to know about what Jill was doing to her between her legs.
Jerry was overcome too — he paused his camera a moment to look with both startled eyes at what was going on before him and Dusty. He fell back on the couch and he and Dusty looked each other with nods and grins. I could hear through the door Rose’s pants and moans. Then she pushed Jill’s shoulders and Jill fell back, laughing playfully like a kitten. Had they really not done anything together like this before? It was weird. They moved like they were both exploring new territory, surprising each other with each move. But at the same time, it was as though they were so choreographed, nothing needed to be spoken.
Jerry too: he didn’t say anything the whole time, issuing no further directions after he said, simply, “Kiss her.” Rose fell down on her knees on top of Jill who reclined on the floor. But then she turned around and, at the same speed, lowered her hips over Jill’s face and lowered her own face down between Jill’s raised knees, to her abdomen.
I had to stand up to see over the back of the couch. I pulled the curtain open and let it go — getting caught didn’t seem to matter so much. I slowed my jerking, I didn’t want to cum yet. Two incredibly beautiful women, both completely naked, were on the floor doing 69 while Jerry snapped pictures and Dusty bopped his head and I bugged out behind the door. I thought I had to stop it for Jill’s sake — she didn’t think where the pictures might potentially end up. She wasn’t thinking about how she would face her friend again, after this thing went on between them. And with Dusty — he made her cheat, and now he orchestrated her further descent down the pole of depravity, sucking and licking another woman’s pussy.
I knew I was supposed to step in and end it. But I was rooted to the floor and couldn’t move. Rose’s back moved in slow, sliding waves from her hips up to her neck. They both moaned loudly from between each other’s legs. Jill rolled and Rose fell with her, and now it was Jill’s back twisting and torquing over top of Rose, her hips pushing up into Jill’s face like she couldn’t get enough of her mouth.
My wife Jill. She was vanilla all the way, strictly missionary. Husbands say they want their wives to feel safe and free and creative and expressive. If I had an ulterior motive in paying Dusty to test my wife, it was to achieve that for her, to make her feel she could flirt safely. Now she was sprawled on Rose and Jerry’s living room floor with lights and camera recording every undulation and gasp.
Jill rolled off and Rose and they kissed and then shared a secret. I ducked and shut the curtain when they helped each other up. Jerry was on his knees against the curtain snapping pictures and oblivious to the fact that was his wife too. The two girls held hands and walked in tiny steps on their toes to the couch where Dusty was all relaxed with his hands behind his head, slouched in the couch.
I looked hard at Jerry. He showed nothing. It was clearly not the first time, or the second, judging by his acceptance. I squinted and exhaled and tried to ready myself for bursting out. What they looked like they were going to do was nothing I could accept. But I was too slow, I was too paralyzed. The two girls crawled up like slinky little vixens on either side of Dusty and began to strip him of all his clothes, giggling and kissing and squealing the whole time. I realized Jerry had long ago put his camera on video mode.
Rose knelt on her calves and brought her breasts to Dusty’s mouth. I saw her glance over her shoulder at her husband, but he did nothing but stare through his lens. Was I any better? When my wife reached between his legs and grasped his cock with her elegant, long fingers, and when she stroked him, I did nothing. When when she ducked down and disappeared below the back of the couch, I did nothing, but nor could I. My legs felt like they were filled with cement.
I moved to the extreme right side of the French doors and pulled the curtain aside. From there, I was just able to see my wife’s head bob, her hair swish, and her shoulders poke up and down. My heart sank. No Jill! I wanted to cry. How could you?
But the emotion was clouded by an evil voice in my head that was screaming “Yes! Yes! Fuck yes!” My cock raged. It wasn’t the first time.
I ran into Dusty at a Starbucks where we both happened to be one day, getting a cup. We ended up chatting at a table in the hot sun. That’s where the “Wife Tester” thing came up.
“Not a real thing,” I guffawed. I had asked him what’s the worst thing about his work. He’s asked me the same thing, after I told him I was a plumber.
“The emotional turmoil of it.”
“Emotions? What are you, like a counsellor?”
“No,” he grinned, “I’m a Wife Tester.”
“Go to hell,” I grinned and drank my coffee. It would be pretty hard to bullshit me with the places I’d been.
“Sweat to God,” he said. “I do some modelling and acting, but it’s the wife testing thing that brings in the real income. Steady, too.”
“What the fuck you talking about?” I’d known him from some of the poker games I go to. Being poker, and being a bunch of guys, it would be just the thing to try to pull a guy’s leg with. It would get a lot of laughs at the game next weekend,
“Men pay me to test their wives — to check if they would cheat on them. We set something up where I get them alone, usually in their own house. The guy’s there the whole time, hiding. It’s all completely safe. I put the moves on his wife who thinks her husband is not only out of the house but for sure not coming back for hours. It’s the opportunity theory of infidelity, I call it. Dusty’s Opportunity Theorem.”
“You’re shitting me,” I laughed, but only after about 3 or 4 seconds staring at him seriously. But he didn’t laugh with me. The fucker was totally serious. I did that to give him the win, let him think that for those three seconds he had me. That’s all guys want when they’re pulling one. You do that, then tell them they’re shitting you, and that’s all it takes, they break down and laugh with you, usually saying something like, “But I fucking had you for a second there!”
But he didn’t do that. Instead he kept it up. “They don’t all do it of course. But a lot more than you’d think. And it’s never for revenge or because they’re lonely or they aren’t loved. It’s none of that. You know what it is, the big mystery of why wives cheat?”
“No but I have a feeling you’re about to tell me,” I said, not giving him the satisfaction of my rapt attention. I gulped my coffee back.
“It’s the same reasons husbands cheat.”
I took my cup out from my mouth and settled it down on the table. I was done being the butt of his joke and done laughing. If he was serious, okay, I could be serious too.
“And what’s the reason husbands cheat?” I said to him. I never had.
“You ever hear of a guy saying he feels unloved? He feels lonely? You ever hear of a guy starting an affair because his wife doesn’t love him?”
“I don’t know, Dusty, I don’t really have that kind of conversation with a lot of guys.”
“It’s the Everest Effect.”
“What the fuck are you talking about?”
“Everest. Why did Hillary climb it?”
I shook my head uncomprehendingly. “I don’t know, man, because it’s there, right?”
“Because it’s there. Opportunity. Its the leading cause of affairs. Not lonely, not lack of love, not security and not revenge. Just ordinary opportunity.”
“Okay,” I nodded. It made sense to me — I’d seen enough guys do stupid shit for less reason.
“It’s the same with wives. Nowadays, anyway.”
“What are you talking about?”
“Those wives who have a career, have their own assets, they have their own identity. Previously, if they cheated and got caught, the price could be very high indeed. Now, they get caught, it sucks, yeah, but she doesn’t lose her whole existence. Marriage breaks up maybe, that sucks, but half of them do anyway. Career, money, identity, there isn’t even any shame, she’s not getting cast out of the community or anything like that. The cost isn’t high. It’s the same cost as for the husband. And now they cheat at the same rate as husbands cheat, and they do it mostly for the same reasons, too.”
“Because they can.”
“Because they can, that’s it. Nothing personal, doesn’t mean anything, they don’t want to leave their husband, their not looking to start over again, they just want a fling, a fuck on the fly, and why? Why do they want that?”
“You’re getting to me man, I’m not sure I asked for all this.”
“Why would you do it, if you ever did it?”
“What, cheat? Fuck a chick?”
“Fuck a chick. Why would you, if you did?”
“Why wouldn’t I? If I could,” I laughed like it was obvious.
“Same thing with your wife. She’d do it too, why wouldn’t she? If she could.”
“Dude, you talk to other guys like this? I’m surprised you’re still alive if you do.”
“You think you’re wife wouldn’t?
“I know my wife wouldn’t. You don’t know Jill. She isn’t built that way. Sex isn’t such a big deal to her.”
“Maybe that’s how she plays it within the marriage just to keep things steady and even.”
“No, dude, you don’t know her like I do.”
“Anyway,” he suddenly said, looking away, draining his cup, “that’s what I do. I test guys’ wives. I let them find out if their wife would go for it if they had the opportunity.”
He stared off in the distance watching the rapid roofs of cars flash by as they careened down the freeway over there. I sat quietly too. It must have been three whole minutes before I had to say something. I knew he was just fishing off the back of his boat, having wiggled his lure and now patiently waiting for the tug on his line, the cocksucker.
“What do you mean they pay you?”
“They pay me. One thousand bucks. We make a plan for how I somehow need to come over, for how they somehow need to leave, but not for so long that I would leave too, like some emergency at work or something, and then I secretly text them that it looks like a go to me, and so they text and say to their wives something happened and now they need to be gone for hours. Now I’m in the wive’s safe place, and she knows the husband is gone for sure for hours. And the husband, he’s somewhere in the house watching — that way he knows its all safe, and also, there’s no disputing the facts afterword.”
It was only after I hired him that I realized the watching part had an ulterior motive. Ever since I watched him seduce my wife, I’d been wracked not with guilt or with shame or anger or jealousy. I was wracked with one emotion: yearning. Craving. Lusting — lusting to watch him fuck my wife again. But it wasn’t just that. It was to watch my wife become sexually craven and wet and wild again, the way she got when she thought she was alone and safe with that “sometimes actor, sometimes model” motherfucker. I realized what his main shtick was with women. It was to play the opposite of the good guy, which wasn’t the bad guy, just like the opposite of love isn’t hate. It’s indifference, and the opposite of good guy isn’t bad guy either, it’s the indifferent guy. They guy no woman is ever interested in spending time with. He’s not the bad boy to reform, and he’s not the good guy safe harbour. He’s just nobody, a guy you never think of in that way. He’s just a fuck.
Just a fuck. I had to repeat those words to myself when I was crammed in my closet in our townhome, peering out form the dark hall into the living room and the couch where Jill was “chilling” with the guy after I had to step out for a plumbing emergency at an office building.
True to the plan, Dusty texted the code and I wrote Jill form the closet. “Crap, babe, gonna be at least four hours here, this is not some simple broken pipe.”
“No problem,” she wrote back. “Dusty is just chilling with me in the den watching shows — I’ll see if he wants to hang around til you get back.”
I already knew he would — that was the plan. But she didn’t ask him that, she didn’t ask him anything. What she did was, she looked at him, she laughed nervously, and she ducked her head down and laid her cheek on her knees looking at him sideways.
“Why does it feel like I know you?” she said.
“There’s one like me in every college class.”
“Maybe,” she smirked. “But I’m pretty sure I’d remember a guy like you.”
“I’m nothing.”
“I hardly think modelling and acting are nothing.” I knew she’d be impressed with that. I didn’t think he even did it really, that was just his line. Though it has to be said, he did look it. Why do famous actors all have that kind of twinkle in the eye that none of us do? Not that Dusty was famous, but he had that confidence, that knowing about him. I think that’s what Jill meant when she said he appeared familiar.
“Tell me about posing. Do you like doing it?”
“What part?”
“I don’t know. Taking your clothes off in front of people?” He posed for art classes he told her. As if.
“It’s pretty normal, it’s not like a sexual thing, it’s just the human body, it’s anatomical study.”
“I’d be nervous.”
“Oh yeah, the first time, for sure. But then it becomes normal. Like everything. You do it once, it’s hair-raising. Second time? You’re bopping your head, you survived. Third time? You’re shaking your head at the nervous newbies. Everything is like that. Killing a soldier on the other side, divorcing a spouse, skydiving. Taking your clothes off.”
She laughed at the last one. “I hardly think it’s the same thing!”
“It is,” he nodded.
She texted me on her phone. “Dusty says he’s heading home.”
“Okay, tell him thanks anyway,” I wrote her back from the closet, but she had already put her phone down and didn’t bother to read it. He had come over for the made-up reason of going over some route we were going to plan for a big bike ride.
“Show me,” she said to Dusty.
“Show you what?”
“Show me you’re completely comfortable taking your clothes off in front of a stranger.”
She pulled her legs up under her and turned sideways on the couch to face him. She reached for the remote behind her back and turned the lights down and the music up. “Just so you’re not too uncomfortable,” she said.
Jill was the same age as Rose, both 30, just like me. Dusty was like 36 or so. Older, but not by a generation or anything. But he seemed to be in a totally different world from us. He whipped his shirt off, stood up and dropped his pants, folded them, then dropped his underwear with no greater an awareness than with his shirt. He pulled his socks off and stood with his hands on his hips, turned to face Jill.
I was losing my shit in the closet. Jill should not have asked him to do that and she definitely should not be just sitting there with the guy totally naked in our home.
But she just nodded slightly with a crooked grin and stared, letting her eyes drift over his body like an object. “Is this like art class for you?”
“Sure,” he said. “They’re free to look wherever they want to.”
“Do you turn around for them?”
He slowly turned around for her.
She clapped her hands and covered her mouth and squealed like a kid on Christmas morning. “This is crazy,” she said.
“You want crazy?” he grinned.
“Sure!” my wife said. She drank her wine and sank down in the couch and made herself comfortable. I think that “Sure” of hers was when we took leave of reality. Everything after that was from a different world.
She grinned looking at his chest and stomach. “Hang on a sec,” she said and she grabbed her phone. I thought she was going to take pictures of him, but she was texting. My phone buzzed a moment later. “Text me when you’re on your way so I don’t get surprised,” she wrote.
I shook my head in amazement. It was as much her making her own opportunity as taking advantage of one set up for her. In that, Dusty was only slightly wrong. “No problem,” I wrote back. She wasn’t looking at her phone any longer though.
“Okay,” she said to him.
He stuck a Charles Atlas pose rocking his arms together all flexed in front of his chest, then a Schwartzenegger pose, his hands planted on the back of his head, his one leg turned out. They both laughed. He stepped up closer to her where she languished on the couch. She didn’t back away when he fondled his cock and balls right in front of her face.
“What are you doing?” she said softly with obvious discomfort.
“It’s not just drawing classes, it’s sculpture too. Artists need to feel the contours.”
“You’re kidding right?” She was nervous and gulping.
“Yeah,” he said. He grinned but he didn’t move away.
Then my wife seemed to phase over into the other world. She put her wine down and calmly, deliberately, with her face seemingly overcome with soft focus, opened her pretty pink glossy lips (that she had redone after I left) and tickled with her long, dancing fingers, the underside of his balls. He had shaved himself completely, or even used something to remove every hint of hair down there. I noticed in fact his whole body was shiny and hairless everywhere.
She beckoned with her fingernails on his balls and leaned on her body forward. She laid her tongue out over her bottom lip and flicked it at the tip of his cock. She laughed, nervously again, but he wasn’t laughing. He began to gently and almost lovingly caress her head.
“Is this okay?” she asked him in a soft, low voice.
He didn’t answer before she pressed her closed lips to his cock at first to kiss him there, I thought, but she didn’t move away. I think she meant in her mind to just kiss him too, kiss him, pat him, tell him that was nice, put your clothes on, goodbye. But something about being that close to his cock with her mouth, being that alone in our place with him, he being such a nobody like he said, and me being for sure so gone for so long, she opened her lips and pulled him inside her mouth.
She pulled off and very gently stroked him, looking sideways and up at him with a bitten lip smile. “It’s nice,” she said.
“Fun isn’t it.”
“Yes,” she agreed with a a little hiccup of a squeal, before plunging her mouth over his cock and taking him as deep in her mouth as she could fit him. I watched catatonically as she moaned with yearning and more fucked him with her mouth than simply sucked him off.
“Teach me,” she suddenly said, pulling back and standing up in front of him. But that was a play — she didn’t need him to show her how to tear her clothes off.
But he gripped her forearm before she could tug her halter over her head. “Go slowly, make the bull furrow the dirt, don’t just throw your clothes off, muleta them.”
“What’s that?” she tilted her head sideways and bit her lip. She scraped at the back of his hand with her nails. My wife was thoroughly engaged, she had become sexual.
“The muleta is the cape the matador waves in front of the bull.”
“Jesus Dusty,” she was nearly collapsing. He grabbed his phone and turned up some beat-heavy droning hip hop and reclined back into the couch, splaying himself for her naked and takable.
“I don’t know if I can,” she tried to start moving to the music with her hand tapping the side of her thigh.
“Everybody can dance,” he said.
“It’s not that,” she retorted, turning around for him and lowering her jeans half over her panties. “All I want to do is fuck you.”
When she turned back toward him her face showed the transformation was complete. She raised her arms high over her head and began this strangely beguiling motion with them as though braiding her arms as them came down in front of her face. She pulled the shoulder straps of her halter down her arms and peeled her halter from her breasts so it hung around her slim waist. She continued with her braiding hands to her hips and worked her jeans the rest of the way down over her ass and then danced with her hips till they slowly fell on their own down around her feet.
“That’s good,” he smiled at her.
“I don’t know how you made me do this.”
“I think the little Jill inside always wanted to be like this.”
“It’s true,” she turned again and, when she came turned back, she was without her bra. “I can’t believe I’m going to get completely naked though,” she said, as she bent over and drew her panties down her legs and off her feet.
Embarrassed she skipped over the two steps to the couch and covered her mouth and yelped and squealed. But if she was shy, it didn’t bear out in where she landed, right up against him with her face buried between the back of his shoulder and the couch cushion behind him.
“Come out come out wherever you are,” he said, tickling her back.
But she didn’t giggle at it, she only undulated and then pulled her face up to his, gripped him by the jaw, and kissed him long and noisily.
“But we can’t fuck,” she said to him right in his ear.
“Okay,” he said, “Then lets do the next best thing.”
She pulled back from him, even as she casually, nonchalantly even, wrapped her hand around his cock. He pulled her up and dragged her up behind him.
“Where we going?” she squealed with delight.
“To the kitchen to eat!”
I could see from where I was hidden half the kitchen. He picked her up and she yelped as he set her down on the edge of our counter. He used the tea towel to blindfold her. She laughed and kicked her legs. The completely naked couple were having fun.
He pulled things out like cheeses and blueberries and strawberries. He didn’t feed to her yearning, grasping lips the whole fruit. Instead he cut the tiniest slice even of a blueberry, and let it, paper thin, touch her wrapping and curling tongue.
It was driving her crazy. She seized his wrist in both her hands and sucked his finger into her mouth. “You know exactly what you’re doing don’t you,” she cooed to him. She lifted her knees and locked her ankles into the small of his back.
“Let me,” he said, pushing her back. It didn’t take much for her to fall on her back on our counter, her legs spread and wrapped around his waist. He dropped cold honey onto her nipple and leaned over her to lick it off.
She squirmed and moaned loudly. He dribbled white wine on her stomach and she writhed and clenched. When he tracked it with his tongue chasing the running drops, she gasped and dropped her mouth wide open. He found the vanilla ice cream in our freezer. With a spoon he dug a small pat out and dropped it onto her pussy. She squirmed and yelped and thrashed her head side to side. “Cold!” she screamed.
He bend over and put his mouth over the ice cream and her pussy. Her knees came up and squeezed agains his head and her hips pushed up into his face. “Oh fuck,” she moaned loudly. “God Dusty,” she said. “You’re insane.”
But he didn’t relent. She began to breath rapidly and emitted tiny, high-pitched whimpers over and over. I leaned my head out of the closet doors to see. She was twisting and contorting all over the counter. She kept repeating, “Oh fuck!” in an increasingly fearful-sounding voice. 
When she came, she cried out so often and so loud I was sure the neighbours would be knocking. It sounded like someone being stabbed repeatedly, and I know they never heard it like that when I was doing it with her.
When she recovered, she reached between her legs where his cock still stood hard and strong just inches from her pussy. She tore the tea towel from her eyes and looked down between her thighs to her hand working up and down over his cock. Nothing was said. She just pulled him with each stroke until the head of his cock poked at her pussy lips and she kept pulling him little by little until he was inside her.
She seemed to cry for real when she let go, and when he pulled back and then fired himself into her, jolting her body across the counter. I stood in the hallway watching Dusty full-on fuck my wife. And I watched my wife’s fingernails dig crescent moon indentations into the flesh of his hips, she craved his cock so badly.
When Dusty leaned over her and began to fuck her for real, she arched her back up so high I thought she was going to break. When he began to ejaculate into her, she nearly sat all the way with just the force of her clenching stomach muscles, she shook and flexed so violently.
They kissed a long time, my wife hanging off his shoulders like a old shirt. He turned on the spot and reached behind himself with his hands under her thighs. She giggled and wiggled and ended up on him piggyback style. She kissed his neck and chirped and nipped at his skin, and told him which way to navigate to the shower. They passed so closely by the doors of the closet behind which I stood with my breath held and my heart nearly stopping, I could smell her sex and his cum.
I left to the sounds of my wife playing with the man in our shower, laughing, chattering, and sometimes only softly moaning. The way she was propped up in bed reading a book when I turned around and came back in 30 minutes later, it had me seriously wonder, of all the other times I came home from a late job to find her just like that, in bed, cheery, reading and asking me disinterestedly how things went, had she been cheating?
When I pawed her, “Period,” she said, with sympathetic eyes. She was good.
Now I watched her suck on Dusty’s cock again, naked on the couch with Jerry’s wife who kissed him as passionately as my wife did. There was no doubt in my mind that Jerry fell for the Wife Tester sales pitch too. And now had the same consequence: it didn’t stop at once, and it wasn’t a test anymore. And also, judging by how he came in for closeups with his camera both on my wife and his, he had the same troubling response to watching his wife fuck another man: he didn’t leave, he didn’t freak out, he didn’t get angry and he didn’t get violent. He found a way to connect.
My wife and Rose play-fought on Dusty’s naked lap, struggling with each other and pushing. They were fighting over who was going to fuck him. My wife won, yay. She straddled his lap even as Jerry’s wife Rose reached behind her ass and wouldn’t let her land her pussy over the head of his cock. They giggled and kissed and when my wife finally captured his cock with her pussy, so wet she dripped, Rose came up in front of her and kissed her mouth. Dusty slid down and laid under both of our girls so Rose could lower her own soaking pussy over his mouth.
I stroked my cock the whole time, how could I not? There was at least the cover story of watching Jerry’s hot wife Rose with her gorgeous hair and tight body ride Dusty’s face, but there was no denying something different, something on a different level watching my wife ride his cock. It was her total abandonment to sexual fulfilment that gripped me from behind the French doors.
It was something ancient the way I could connect to my wife, and feel the sexual power and energy she was flaming with. I felt like me feet were leaving the floor and my breath was somehow the breath of the Earth. My mind entered that state of dreaming with eyes open, the images of my wife in the throes of some kind of low-level, never-ending orgasm, and the sounds of both women crying in tiny whimpers, sending me into a weightless orbit. All. I could think was, I was experiencing feminine sexuality, somehow, like something from India or with aliens. I rolled my head back, my eyes fluttered shut, and I pulled so slow on my absolutely steel-rigid cock, I had achieved, I think, tantra, my whole body quaking on a knife edge between rising up and falling over.
The French door suddenly flung open and bashed me from forehead to knees. It bashed me a second time and I stumbled back and lost my footing with my pants around my ankles.
“What the fuck!” cried Jerry’s voice in a horrified whisper.
“Are you okay honey?” Rose called to him in a high, breathy voice from the couch where she moved over Dusty’s face and up against her best friend Jill, necking with her, groaning with her, and rubbing her tits against hers.
Jerry shut the door behind him, shouting back, “All good. Be a moment.”
I struggled up to my elbows and looked from the floor up at Jerry staring down at me. “What the fuck yourself,” was all I could think to say to him.




Cucked in her Classroom

I snuck into my wife’s elementary school classroom to surprise her with dinner plans downtown. The building was mostly empty — she was always the last to leave. I found her grade 3 classroom with the door open and lights on, but no one inside. When I heard her shoes clacking down the steps from down the hall, I snuck into her students’ cloakroom grinning like an idiot. She didn’t come into the room alone though.
“How long did you say you were here for?”
“Three weeks for this part. Then it’s course work for a month, then back here hopefully for another six weeks,” said a male voice in reply. I knew her colleagues, but I didn’t recognize the voice.
“You’re doing so great,” she said to him.
Then I heard the door close followed by complete silence. That was odd, I thought. It sounded like they came into the classroom, not like they walked past it. I poked my head out from the cloakroom and nearly suffered a heart attack. My wife had raised herself on her toes, she had draped her arms around this guy’s neck, and she was kissing him. I backed up behind the wall again and stared blankly at the space in front of my face unable to comprehend what my eyes had just recorded.
She giggled lightly, even intimately, and I heard her murmur, “Such a good kisser too.” My mind raced through all the possible innocent situations in which that would be said to someone. But that cupboard was bare.
Just that morning she teased me about how teachers had supposedly become the new number-one porn theme, taking over from long-time favorite, nurses, she had read. “Do you fantasize about teachers, Curt?” she asked me with manufactured innocence and big doe eyes, swallowing the breakfast I made her with her lips lingering on her fork and her eyes drifting down my face and chest. She was sexy without even trying. If someone did have a teacher fetish, she could star.
“Every day’s a porn flick living with you,” I joked back.
“Does that mean you like to watch?”
I screwed up my face. “Where you going with this exactly Miss Amy?”
She chuckled and got up. “I don’t know,” she replied playfully as she padded over to the kitchen sink licking her spoon too thoroughly. “Maybe we should talk about our fantasies sometime. It’s healthy the article said.” She glanced over her shoulder to gauge my reaction.
“Okay, what’s one of your fantasies?” I bit.
“I don’t know,” she squirmed sheepishly and looked thoughtfully back down into her bowl she rinsed as though she was seriously thinking hard about her fantasies at 7 in the morning. “Maybe a younger man for a meaningless fling,” she shrugged and shook her head back letting me know — or think — she was just teasing.
“You plan on acting on that someday or you all just talk?”
“You never know,” she grinned turning and drying her hands too long and slowly. “What’s one of yours then?”
“Watching you with that younger man,” I joked. She peeled with laughter and left the kitchen. 
“Like that’s ever going to happen,” she called going down the hallway to the bathroom.
I put the whole thing out of my mind, and why wouldn’t I? She teased me in a similar vein all the time. But now I was hiding behind her classroom in the late afternoon while she was out there with a younger man making out. I never once considered the possibility she was telling me anything true, or that anything she said was ever going to happen.
I leaned slowly out again still unable to believe what I was seeing. Maybe she knew I snuck in and was having me on. I saw her leaning back on a student’s little desk with her long legs spread to the sides of the guy’s legs where he stood pressed against her. Her sneakers were dug into the backs of his calves and her arms were wrapped under his arms so her hands hung from his shoulders. His hands were around her waist. That was some act if she was just pretending.
“Maybe that’s enough,” she said to him, finally breaking off the long kiss but leaning her forehead against his. She was breathing hard.
“Just getting started,” he said.
“That’s what I’m afraid of,” she warned herself. She pushed him on his chest but she also leaned her head back and yielded her face to him for more. I could hear her moan with what definitely sounded like yearning inside the kiss. They came apart again and she nearly whispered to him, “We can’t.”
I pulled back into the cloakroom and thought about my options. One: I could burst out and bust her and wing it without a plan, just let it come flying out however it came. Two: I could wait for them to leave and find her at home later and confront her. Or three: I could think more deeply about what she was doing and why she was doing it as a first step, then act after I knew what I was dealing with. It was my job to ask why — I was a construction accident investigator. I was trained to not assign blame but to objectively understand why something happened. I kicked into work gear with a new problem to solve — my wife cheating on me.
I listened longer as they burbled and giggled with each other, and when they made no sounds at all, which was the hardest part of staying objective, I cheated sideways and drifted closer to the opening to the classroom. “Mmm, no, seriously, you’re going to get me in trouble if you keep doing that,” she said to him breathing like she was hiking a mountain. I didn’t risk peeking around the corner at what he was doing to her, but it was obviously not just kissing that was going on anymore.
“You’re hard to keep my hands off of though,” the guy said.
“Anyone can walk by the door and come in.”
“What, you’re just helping me learn about teaching.”
“Yeah right, with my jeans open?” Her jeans were open? Like, what the fuck?
“I’ll bet the dads can hardly stand it coming for parent conferences.”
“You’d be surprised how many times I get propositioned.”
“I probably could guess,” he said and there was the distinct sound of vigorous kissing. “You’re kind of ground zero for male fantasies — cute, young teacher sort of thing is hot online now.”
She laughed. “That’s amazing! I was just reminding my husband about that this morning,” she said. There was more silence filled with more vague sounds of rustling clothes and light murmurs and moans. “Did I mention that I have a husband, by the way?” she tittered.
“I believe you dropped that in conversation a few times.”
“Do you know what he said? I told him I had a  . . . hang on.” I ducked down but if she was walking to the cloakroom, I was surely busted. I heard her open the classroom door and close it again, this time turning the key and locking it. “I told him,” she began again, but she stopped and tittered more. “Stop it a minute, I have to tell you this.”
I was dying. Was it a first time? Had they been flirting for weeks?
“So, don’t you go getting all sorts of crazy ideas,” she said sternly, “but I told him I had a fantasy about starting a fling with a younger man and . . . . “ She was interrupted again and broke out giggling. “Stop it! You’re making me . . . all wet.”
“Wait,” the guy said, “I’m not a younger man.”
“How old are you?” They were talking in tones that were close and intimate, like they were hanging off each other.
“25.”
“Well I’m 30, so yes you are a younger man,” she stated flatly to him.
“You’re not 30!” Oh this guy was a charmer all right.
My wife snickered and cooed. “Why Ben, how old do you think I am?” she burbled.
“I thought you were like 25.”
“And yet a teacher for 4 years. I thought you said math was your strong suit.”
She laughed, he chuckled, and there was an infuriating several minutes of no talking and more rustling and kissing sounds filled with tiny moans. My wife whispered harshly, “Stoooop!” and chuckled. “You’re going to make me stain my jeans. Look what you made me do to my panties already!” She tsk-tsk’d and tittered more. “I mean it,” she breathed more than whispered.
I couldn’t stand it and crept close to the edge and peeked with one eye. The guy — Ben, I gathered — had taken his hands out of my wife’s pants, but only to begin undoing the buttons of her white shirt. The fluorescent lights buzzed and the fish tank by her sink burbled. My wife had said everything to stop him and herself, but her body and her hands spoke an entirely different language. She undid the buttons on the front of his white shirt too. When she opened him up, she seemed to lose her remaining resistance and let her hands travel all over his built chest and washboard stomach. He opened her shirt too. She was wearing a white satin bra with a lace trim. The whiteness of everything was making the whole scene clean and pure to my eyes, even though in my blood toxic chemicals of rage and jealously coursed like black sand.
“Did I lock the door,” my wife said, turning to look over her shoulder knowing full well she was dragging her long, luscious milk-chocolate hair over his face and exposed body. She tittered too. She was having fun.
“Pretty sure we’re safe,” Ben said. I nearly burst out laughing if it weren’t so painful.
She pushed her fingers into the hair on the back of his head and rolled her forehead on his, looking down between them at both their bare stomachs, and further down where her other hand was toying along the top edge of his pants. “He asked me if I was planning on acting on it sometime soon,” she said, looking up at his eyes very closely, curling her lips together and bulging her eyes at him as though she was desperately helpless to stop herself. Her fingertips slipped inside the waist of his pants.
“Your husband?” Ben said, his hand sliding back down between her legs. I could see from my vantage point that her white panties had a large wet spot at the front, before his hand covered her.
“Yes,” she breathed, “my husband. Have I mentioned I’m married?” She straightened up and arched her back to straighten her arm and push her hand all the way inside his pants. She inhaled sharply through her clamped teeth.
“What did you say?” He slipped his fingers inside her panties and this time she didn’t stop him or protest at all.
“I told him that you never know.” She had followed him move by move and slipped her hand palm forward inside his underwear. She dropped her jaw, she gasped, and she kissed him more fully and sloppily than ever. She pulled his cock out — I could see it plainly in her hand, big, long, hard and thick. She delicately drew her fingers up the skin before wrapping her hand around it and pumping back down on him. I could hear her hard and deep breath in the cloakroom. “You know what he said his fantasy was?”
I could tell he was fingering her. Her chest heaved and she looked down to watch. His arm moved forward and back in time with her arm moving up and down on him. “What he say?”
She twisted and bucked on his fingers where they worked on her between her legs. She looked closely at his mouth before kissing him harshly. “He said he wanted to watch.”
“He wants to watch me kneel down in front of you,” he said to her, kissing her chest, “and take your jeans off right in your classroom,” he went on, cupping his hands inside her jeans and around her ass, “and go down on you?” She raised her hips and he pulled her jeans inside out and off her legs.
“Fuck,” she breathed.
He knelt and she raised her knees over his shoulders and cradled the back of his head where he nestled himself between her thighs. “Would he like to watch me lick his wife’s pussy?” he said kissing the wet spot on the front of her panties.
She breathed so hard she could hardly talk. “I really don’t think he would like that,” she said, but her legs rose and her heels dug into his back.
“Take these off,” he said, biting at her panties and pulling.
“No,” she said, but she raised her hips to allow him to pull them off her legs with his teeth. She covered herself with both her hands but he only barely touched her wrists with his own hands to make her pull them away. “You’re making me wet all over my student’s desk,” she groaned.
“I better clean you up then,” he said, and he pushed his head between her legs. I stood in the cloakroom doorway stunned and paralyzed watching my wife’s eyes close, her head fall back, and her hair grace the student’s desk. A moan flowed out of her from so deep inside it sounded like a fissure in the earth had opened. She lost her strength and fell onto her back and spread open her arms and legs all over the group of desks with her student’s decorative names on them, their art and their crayons flying all over. Ben’s hands pushed up from her waist to her ribs and slid under her bra to push it up and over her breasts so he could squeeze and pinch her there too. She arched so deeply she nearly faced me upside down on the top of her head, were her eyes not clenched in utter pleasure.
I was deeply conflicted. On the one hand, my wife obviously was cheating on me and I knew what I was supposed to do. Charge in there, break them up, hit the guy, yell, scream, charge out of there, grab my stuff, never go home. On the other hand, speaking purely objectively, I’d never seen anything so hot — a young teacher in her classroom, writhing in sexual ecstasy on her small students’ desks, half stripped with a built guy going down on her. I didn’t know which way to allow myself to go -- to do the man thing and kick the shit out of the whole scene, or step back, keep peeking, and enjoy the three-dimensional porn flick starring my very own gorgeous wife. I chose the latter and whatever was required, I would have plenty of time to do my reactionary best later. For now, I took my cock out in my hand. What? Me getting busted jerking off would be worse than him getting busted licking out my wife, or my wife getting busted letting him eat her out?
“Ben,” she groaned loudly and pushed his head away from her sopping pussy. She eased herself up on her elbows and lifted her legs to push him in his chest with her feet. “That’s all,” she said trying to catch her breath.
But Ben had other ideas. He peeled his pants open and stood between her legs lifted and spread, her feet planted on his lower stomach, her toes clenching into his muscles there. He dropped his pants to his knees and my wife moved her feet to his rigid, long cock.
“What do you think you’re going to do with that thing?” she intoned to him as though it was a real question, as though she had no idea.
“Got to settle you down somehow,” he said. He hefted it in his hand and he reached to pet her bare pussy all glistening wet from his mouth and her horniness.
She reached past her hips and gripped his cock. She pulled him nearer her. “I think someone else is needing to settle down.”
“We could both settle each other down in one go.”
She laughed and squirmed and pulled her hips closer to the edge of the desk and got both her hands around his member. “Pretty sure that isn’t going to happen.”
He used his thumb on her clit to make her twist and torque under him. “What isn’t?”
“Nice try,” she shook her head where it rested on the desk surrounded by her fanned out sea of beautiful hair. She rubbed her thumb over the head of his cock and pulled him closer to her yet.
“Nobody is going to know.”
“How do you know my husband isn’t peeking at us right now?” She opened her lips and licked and smiled but also trembled looking up at him where he loomed further over her.
“I think he would have busted us up by now if he’s any kind of man.”
She tugged on his cock. The head was inches from her pussy. She pulled her knees up higher and pushed her heels against his lower back. “I told you, he likes to watch me fuck other guys.”
I began to sweat she was skirting the line so closely. I couldn’t even be sure she didn’t know I was there.
“Is that what we’re doing?” He pushed himself closer to her and she resisted but barely.
“You can come closer but you’re not going inside, okay?”
“Just touch.”
“I don’t think we should.” She let him come so close there was barely any daylight between the tip of his cock and the glisten of her pussy.
“What can go wrong?”
“You know what,” she breathed again. She looked between her legs and heaved in her chest. She let the head of his cock touch her pussy and she pushed him away. I could see strings of pre-cum stretch between them. “Okay?” she said, barely able to talk. “Satisfied?” she whispered.
He slid his hands down her thighs and tickled her stomach with his fingertips. I could see my wife’s nipples hard and erect. She squirmed under him and moaned and twisted. He pushed his hips and she didn’t push back. The tip of his cock touched her pulsating lips and stayed there. “Just one,” he said.
“No,” she whispered, but she also closed her eyes and wrapped both her hands tighter around his cock. When he pushed again she let him and I could see, when I leaned out further, the entire head of his cock slide between her soaking lips and disappear inside her for a moment. “Fuck,” she groaned.
He pulled himself back out and wrapped his hand around hers where it remained wrapped around his cock. Her forced her hand to allow his cock head to slide up through the furrow of her pussy and down again, becoming completely covered in her wetness. “We can’t,” she breathed. But she pulled her hands free and wrapped them around his waist and pulled. She spread her legs wider and drilled her heels harder into his lower back. “Don’t,” she said, arching her back, twisting her head and chest sideways one way and the other, and pulling on him.
His cock buried into her pussy and she gasped as though electrified. He slid slowly all the way until his hips jolted her body. “He’ll know,” she groaned before arching harder back and crying out in a song of pleasure more beautiful than anything I had ever heard. He pulled out nearly all the way and plunged back into her harder, causing the little desks she laid over to scrape back and forth over the floor and student papers to drift out of desks. Her eyes popped open directly onto mine.
Ben didn’t notice my wife and I locking our gazes onto each other. Her head bounded up and down over the desks as he kept fucking her harder and harder. Neither of us showed any reaction whatsoever until I slowly withdrew back behind the wall. I listened the rest of the way as my wife moaned and cried and gasped and came. I peeked one more time when I heard Ben groaning loudly and saw him shoot himself into my wife’s face and all over her neck and chest where she had slid down onto a student’s tiny chair backward to let him fuck her mouth and finish himself off.
I stayed in the cloakroom until they straightened themselves up and cleaned themselves at her classroom sink, laughing and murmuring in low secret tones. I stopped at a bar on the way home, the dingiest, darkest, bar I could find on the downwind side of town. I drank two whiskies straight and decided it was time.
Amy’s car was in the driveway when I pulled in and I had to sit again in my car outside and gather myself. But try as I did to plan a speech or an action, my mind was like buckshot and I couldn’t settle on anything to say or do. I went in the front door with no greater a resolve than to close it behind me and see what we would do as though I was a character in my own movie in which I had no idea what was going to happen.
I found her at the kitchen counter on a stool with two glasses of wine, one with her hands wrapped around it tightly as a roller coaster bar, the other sitting in front of a pulled-out stool on the opposite side in front of her. Her face was down and her hair was fallen around it, hiding from me her expression entirely.
I accepted the offer — I had time to plan and I had, by then, control over myself. “How school go today?” I piped up full of the usual cheer as ironically as I could.
She snorted and shook her head down further and pushed her hair out of her face enough to look up at me from almost the level of the countertop. She pursed her lips. “It was an accident, I think,” she said, but as though it were a question, not a statement.
I sucked back nearly my whole glass of wine and set it down gently again. I had so much to say that nothing came out. Finally, the only thing I could think was what she had said in the morning, the one critical word I almost didn’t notice at the time. “Was it meaningless?”
She sighed and tentatively reached her turned-up hand out to me halfway across the counter. ‘Of course it was, what do you think? He’s nothing to me.”
I wanted to scream, I wanted to throw things, and I wanted to leave. But I also had a nagging thought that would not leave my mind try as I did to squelch it. I had, almost one year earlier, cheated on her. I was out of town at a big conference. She was a colleague. It was exciting, it was raw, and it was so good. But it was also meaningless, so meaningless, I didn’t feel guilty not confessing it to Amy. I even had to remind myself in the months after that I did it, so little did I remember it, so little did it mean to me. It happened not because I was unloved by Amy, or because I was looking for a change in our life. I didn’t do it because she left me unfulfilled or unsatisfied. I did it for the kind of reason someone might take up an offer to go skydiving or go to an old-school strip-club: It was just fun, it was there, it was a lark.
In my wife’s face as she looked up at me holding her hand out to me, inviting me with to hold it, clenching and releasing, I saw the same thing. It was a lark, a spur of the moment, and it reflected on me and us in nearly no way at all. A thought flew through my mind that I struggled to ignore but that filled me with excitement for her: I had to remind myself, Hang on, she just fucked a guy at work, it wasn’t just a fun thing that happened to her. We always shared in each other’s little victories in life and our little moments of excitement and joy. I had to remind myself that this was qualitatively not like those, but it was a struggle in my mind.
And yet, nothing else would come into my mind to quell it. I couldn’t find the anger, I couldn’t locate any jealousy, and I couldn’t drum up any rage no matter how much I tried to put myself back in the spot, in the cloakroom, when I peeked and saw her grab him, kiss him, open his pants, suck him. I was without a rudder. My mind was blank. I couldn’t even keep it focused on one thought or image. I opened my mouth unaware if there was anything that would come out. I said, “Was it exciting?”
She stared into my chest with the expression of someone trying to decide if they were still alive or dead. She pulled her jaw crooked and darted her eyes to their corners. “It was,” she said softly as a breeze and our eyes met just like they did when she was being so thoroughly pounded in her classroom, her body spread over her students’ desks, her cries filling the space.
“Did you plan it, did you know you were going to be doing that when we talked in the morning?”
“No! Not at all, no, never!”
“Was that the first time?” I knew it was.
“Of course it was.” She took my hand in hers and squeezed it. “Want to know the most exciting part?”
I was amazed she would be so bold as to open the possibility of discussion about the details. But I was also still blank in my mind. I had nothing, literally, nothing in my head. I only meekly nodded to encourage her to tell me.
“Knowing you were watching and listening.”
“How did you know I wasn’t going to kill somebody?”
“I realized right away that you’d been in there the whole time. If you were going to do something like that, you’d already have done it. I knew that in an instant. I knew that you meant it when you said you fantasized about watching me with another man.”
“I was only joking.”
“No you weren’t,” she shook her head.
“Okay I wasn’t, but I also wasn’t suggesting you immediately go out and fuck the next guy you see.”
“It wasn’t the next guy, that’s crude. Ben was flirting with me the whole time — it was kinda fun.”
“If I wasn’t there, if I didn’t catch you, were you going to tell me about it?”
“Probably not right away. But truthfully?”
“Always truthfully.”
“I would have started a conversation like this morning and I would have got us to a place where I might have been able to tell you what I did — I would have wanted to tell you, it would have eaten me up inside not telling you. I would have eventually, but I admit it wouldn’t have been easy and it wouldn’t have been right away.”
“Why did you do it?”
“I don’t know, honestly I don’t. It was meaningless, it truly was. I don’t feel unloved by you,” she said. My throat constricted at how much she sounded exactly like my own thinking. “I’m not looking for any change in our lives,” she went on, shocking me with the similarity. “It’s not because I feel unfulfilled or unsatisfied. It was just fun, he was fun, he made me laugh, it was a lark, he was a toy.”
I hung my head it was so stunning.
“I’m sorry,” she finally said. “I swear to god it won’t ever happen again.”
“No,” I had to stop her. “It’s not that.” I breathed deeply and resolved to look her straight in the eyes and confess my own infidelity. “About a year ago, you remember that conference I went to? Three days?”
She nodded with a sideways look, suspecting she was going to be hit with something. 
“I cheated on you. There was a woman. One night. I never told you because it was just like you said here, it was nothing, it was just a thing that happened, it meant nothing to how I think about us.”
She stared stoically at me. “Just that one time?”
“Just the one time.”
“Because this is the chance to put it all out there.”
“For you too, you know.”
She looked down. “Okay, I did it once before too.”
“In your classroom?”
“No!” she squealed and laughed and then quickly squelched it. “At that big union meeting I got talked into going, remember that four-day meeting at the hotel?”
“We talked a lot on the phone.”
“We did.”
“You did it there with another teacher?”
“I did.”
“Okay,” I said. “Fair’s fair. I did it once before, but we weren’t married yet.”
“Oh my god!” Amy squealed. She pulled her hand back from me and twisted away from me. But she also grinned.
“Something about putting a ring on your finger, other women just flat out start hitting on you like never before.”
“I know, right!?” she slapped at my arm. “My girlfriends are crazy. They think it means the guy won’t bother them the next day or try to get with them again. That’s why, you know. They’re safer, supposedly. Because another girl thinks they’re good enough to marry, also, so they must not be too creepy.”
“I swear to god, guys should know about this — just buy yourself a ring and go hang out at the club, girls will crawl all over you.”
“I know!” Amy laughed.
We both laughed. And then I remembered what we were talking about and what she did earlier in the day and sobered up. “Are you sure it was meaningless?”
“Swear to god. It’s just going to be awkward cause he’s still at my school for a bit longer.”
“Guy is built,” I said.
“No shit, hey?”
“You probably want to doit  with him again, knowing you.”
“No!” she squealed. But she also glanced at me, gauging me.
“You sure?”
She didn’t answer. She only looked down and bit her lip.
“You do!” I accused her.
“Maybe,” she blushed and looked away. “Stop staring at me!”
“How badly?”
She finally clenched her eyes and grimaced. “Badly?”
“He was that good?”
“You saw, didn’t you?”
“Amy,” I wiped all laughing from my voice. I looked at her seriously and held both her hands in mine. She finally straightened up, cleared her throat, and wiped expression from her face. She opened her eyes onto mine.
“Are you sure it’s meaningless, it’s just for fun, it doesn’t do anything to us?”
“Absolutely,” she said.
“Give me an honest answer to how you would reply to me if it was me you caught fucking a girl at work and me telling you I want to go and fuck her again.”
“Hm,” she torqued her head sideways. “Good one.” She thought long and hard. “It would be hard,” she nodded. Finally, she said, “I don’t know if I would be able to let you do that, to be honest.”
“But you want me to let you do it?”
“I’ll let you watch?”
I shivered and tried to hold my expression but she caught it.
“You love that, don’t you.”
“Fuck off, Amy.”
“You do! That’s the difference — you get off when you watch me getting off with some guy.”
“That shouldn’t matter.”
“Well it doesn’t, if you need to know. If you were going to go fuck a girl, I can’t exactly stop you or hold it against you, can I. I’m just saying it would be hard to allow it. Not that I wouldn’t allow it.”
“You would allow me to go fuck a girl?”
“It has to be meaningless. And if anything starts up that is not meaningless, we have to be kind to each other and stop it right away.”
“Are we making some kind of agreement right now?”
She ducked her head and screwed up her face in a crooked grin. “Is that what we’re doing?”
“We’re really going to let each other go and fuck other people, so long as nothing meaningful is allowed to arise from it?”
She rocked her head and searched the floor all around us. “I guess if you’re okay with that, I can be okay with it.”
“Also I get to watch you,” I threw in.
“I wonder if I’d like to watch you too,” she frowned, genuinely thinking about the answer. “I don’t think I would.”
“Too kinky for you?”
“Yeah,” she said, grinning slightly, “maybe.”
“So what, we do it here? You bring Ben over?”
She looked around as though imagining it. “Here?” She covered her face with both hands and squealed.
“Well where else am I going to be able to spy on you two?”
“Is this for real?”
“I guess it is.”
She shrieked and then looked over her shoulder into the living room, at the couch. “I guess here,” she said, looking up and down the length of the couch.
“Friday?” I suggested.
“Oh my god!” she squealed again.
“Too soon?”
She paused and breathed. “Not too soon I guess,” she said in a tiny, squeaking voice.
“I’ll be supposedly out of town?”
“Oh my god I’m so excited!” She stood up and leaned her luscious body over the counter in a sharp bend to throw her arms around my neck and kiss me deeply on the mouth. “You’re so kind to me. You’re the best1”
She made an excuse about wanting to show Ben some planning techniques and told him to bring wine. “My husband is out of town,” she added to her text, winking at me where she laid against me slumped together on the very couch where the act would happen.
I joined my wife in her closet and helped her decide what to wear — her black leggings and bulky grey hoody. “What about underneath?” I asked.
“Oh my god, are you serious?”
“Well what do you think is going on tonight?”
“This is too exciting,” she shrieked, but she also danced over to her dresser and pulled open the lower drawer where her more racy underwear was. She pulled out her pink nearly transparent boy-shorts. “How about these?”
I pulled the closet bi-fold doors closed on myself when Ben arrived. Amy pulled them open to kiss me deeply one last time. “I love you,” she said. “It’s the most exciting present ever!” she whispered and she closed the doors on me and opened the front door to Ben and invited him in.
And that’s how I became a willing, even enthusiastic, cuckold. I’d say also it was how Amy became a hotwife, except for six months now, it’s only been Ben she’s had. And she doesn’t let me watch anymore and spends overnights at his place. Is that still a hotwife?




Bashful Wife

The smell of paint and sawdust filled my nostrils. I could hear Jude, my wife, talking, or more like laughing the way she does when she’s nervous, or when she’s excited. I edged closer to the four-panel window set gingerly inside the fake quarter-inch plywood wall. I had to remind myself that everything around me was a mocked-up house of cards — a movie set for the bad-boy “beauty and the beast” film I was set designer for.
My wife was checking out the dive bar, complete with pool table, flickering beer-brand neon signs, and slow overhead fan. With her, alone, or so she thought, was Daryl, the tech CEO dude with a new-found interest in being a producer and losing reams of money on movie making. But hey, when my wife bared her soul to me one night and revealed her fantasy type of man and fantasy location, I realized I could give her that. It was a crazy transient idea, the kind that flits in your mind when you’re driving into work and you smirk and move along. But the idea gnawed inside my brain like a mouse on the home wiring; it would not leave me alone.
Behind the fake flimsy wall I stifled my tittering. I figured I’d give it a half-hour or so, let her embarrass herself and then enjoy her trying to squirm out of it after biting on the real-time 3D fantasy courtesy the magic of the movies. When I saw enough, I’d come out and surprise her. It was supposed to be good for a laugh — we pranked each other like that all the time.
But when I didn’t hear any more talking or laughing through the thin plywood, I had to peek. Were they still there or did they go to another part of our set? I moved sideways until my eye slid behind the window. What I saw shocked me. They were still there all right. They were necking.
I ducked down under the window and pressed slowly up the other side to get a wider shot of the middle of the fake dark bar. Jude got dressed earlier in the day in her black and red checkered Mac shirt that she tied in a knot at her stomach, and her beat-up “old” jeans — they cost a lot to look that old. She put on her tall spike sandals with the tiny sparkle-encrusted straps. “Slutty enough?” she said before bursting out laughing in our bedroom upstairs.
She’d met Daryl when we had a “CSO” drinks night — crew only plus significant others — a week earlier and I could tell she was enamored with him, as much as she tried to hide it from me and herself. It was the first time she was that close to a bona fide billionaire and she showed it. When Daryl rented out a nightclub for the whole crew for the wrap party, the theme was, dress like you’re in the movie. That is, Tennessee white trash — bar sluts and dumb cowboys all around.
“Hey,” Daryl came up to Jude and me. “I got the infamous pick-up truck out back, let’s grab some beers and go out to the set before they strike it tomorrow!”
“That’s a great idea,” I had to agree. “You sure?” Of course it was a great idea, it was my idea.
“I own the set — of course I’m sure.”
“Jude?” I turned to my wife. She was barely able to talk all night when Daryl came over to where we sat.
“I guess,” she blushed. I’d never seen her like that around any other guy before. It was interesting. It was enlightening.
I didn’t know before she told me that self-made billionaires were such a big turn-on for her. I grinned when I turned away. She’s going to love it, I thought to myself, the surprise I had planned for her. And it was just starting too.
We got out back where Daryl had the 1972 silver Chevy C10 pick-up glistening under the yellow alley light. To call it “silver” was misleading. It was mostly sun-baked bare metal and rust in splotches or just holes big enough to put your fist through. For a certain look, it was the most beautiful specimen of old dog of a truck I’d ever worked with.
“Get in!” I held the door for Jude.
“In the middle?” she nervously checked with me.
“Sure!” I waited till she was sliding over and up against Daryle before I spoke. “I’m going to grab my car, see you out there,” I said and I cranked shut the groaning door on my stunned looking wife inside alone with the rich guy.
“But Nate, no!” I heard her protest. I just gave her a little finger wave and turned and left pretending to not hear her. I checked before I went around the corner to the sidewalk. She stayed in the middle. She was already laughing with him before he even ground the gear shift down into drive and rolled squeaking and rumbling out of the alley and into the street. She’s going to have such a good story to tell! I thought.
I got out there first and hid my car and ducked into the set itself without turning any lights on. Daryl came in leading Jude and flicked the switches that brought the bar to life in every way except for the dangerously glaring and bearded patrons and the stink of their spilled beer.
I didn’t see how Daryl did it, but I guess he surprised her when he came in for a kiss.
“That was unexpected,” she said to him when they finally came apart.
“Unexpected,” he nodded. “But unwelcome?”
“You do know that Nate and I are married, right?” She was leaning back on the edge of the pool table with her arms spread behind her and her hands spread on the green felt. Her legs were parted and Daryl was standing between them. I know my wife and I know that she would think that pushing him, turning from him, shutting her legs, would be a sign of weakness and she wanted always to be understood to be in control at all times. It was in her genes so to speak.
“Never know what kind of marriages people have,” he grinned at her. It wasn’t as creepy as it sounds. I could see why Jude was attracted to him. He had a boyish charm. He would always be taken as innocent even with a bloody knife in his hand over a bleeding-out body.
“Still, you probably should ask before you try that again,” she scolded him.
“I didn’t know there was going to be an ‘again’.”
She laughed and shook her head. “You surprised me is all, okay?”
“You look like the kind of woman who likes surprises, though.”
She guffawed and rolled her head back and laughed again nervously and excited at the same time. “If you knew what I did at work, you’d realize how wrong you are.”
“Let me guess. You do the accounts.”
She swung her head to the side so her hair fell over her face and she lifted her eyes slowly up to his face. “Not bad for a first guess. Receivables.”
“Nothing but control at work. All the numbers adding up perfectly, all the rows and columns laid out in grid.”
“Yep, that’s right,” she laughed and smacked her lips. “No surprises!”
“Should I ask first next time then?”
“Men should always ask first, don’t you think?”
I craned my neck and shifted on my feet. The whole time they talked and laughed, she kept her legs spread, allowing him to stand between them where she propped herself on the edge of the pool table. I would have come out by then. I wasn’t supposed to be a long prank. Getting her to the greasy bar alone with a real billionaire was all I had up my sleeve. But the kiss, and her reaction after, seemingly really enjoying herself, gave me pause. She appears to be enjoying flirting with him a bit. I wanted to let things play out a little more before I broke the fourth wall and ended the magic for her.
“I loved that kiss. I would like another one. May I please?” He kept his face straight which only made Jude smirk and heave with her shoulders all the more. I’d never seen her so nervously excited.
But then she surprised me again. “You may,” she smiled. What? Jude? What the hell?
For him to get close enough to kiss her that first time, which I didn’t see, I could only assume she was caught off guard. Jude is not the cheating type, not even for a secret kiss or a flirt at a party. The fact that that kiss wasn’t broken off immediately I chalked up to the glasses of wine and the utterly alone space, the magic of the otherworldly set, the billionaire effect on her groin. So she let herself enjoy something for a moment, there was no harm in that. She was probably feeling sexy too, dressed in her best slutty outfit for the party.
But when she invited him to kiss her again, that was the point I leaned forward. That was different for her. I may have put her in the fantasy she confessed to me (under duress and a lot of coaxing, I might add), and doubled it up for her putting the billionaire in there with her in a greasy bar to make it a two-for, but she was taking it further than I anticipated. She raised her arms and dropped them around his neck when he stepped up against her. She snickered and she lifted her shoulders, but she also closed her eyes and opened her mouth. I could see their lips meet, I could see the motions of their lips and cheeks telling me their tongues were wrestling, and when I noticed her chest heave, I could see her press her pelvis forward ever so slightly into his. That was totally out of character. That was totally unexpected.
I rolled back from the window and faced the dark blank wall behind me. It was not how this was supposed to go. “I’d love to do it on top of a pool table,” she said when we were sharing fantasies in bed. “In a biker bar.” We both killed ourselves laughing at that one. Now I rolled around again and spied her through the thin glass windows. They weren’t kissing but they were talking with their mouths very close together. Her hands gripped his biceps and released him over and over. She tittered and kissed him freely in little snippets. And his hands? He was slowly, gently, undoing the knot holding together the front of her plaid shirt. And she was not stopping him.
“Where did Nate say he was going?” I heard her say to Daryl. She looked down to watch him loosen the tails of her shirt and open her up. How could this be happening? It felt like a paralysis dream to me.
“Jar-Jar needed help loading stuff out of the bar after the party,” Daryl said raising his hands over her skin inside her shirt, up her sides, and over the top of her chest to her neck and shoulders. Jar-Jar was our nickname for my chief assistant.
“How long is that supposed to take him,” my wife said to him in a dreamy, this-isn’t-real voice. She also collapsed her shoulders back and let Daryl draw her shirt off her body and down her arms. She was wearing a striking black lace full cup bra. I was nearly gasping watching Daryl strip her top off.
“I told him to text before he starts out back here — told him that way I can get the supplies shed and gate open.” He pressed his hands into her breasts. And she let him.
“Rich and smart,” my wife said to him. She wasn’t stopping him in any way at all.
Daryl said to me earlier out behind the bar offering a fresh cigars, “How far you willing to let things go?”
I knew Jude probably better than he thought I did, or at least that’s what I believed. “Wherever she wants to take it,” I assured him. To me, the question was about how far to take the flirty talking and laughing. I owed her a little fun with all the late nights I’d been working close to so many female stars.
“Seriously,” he said, “What if things happen?”
I laughed. “Things happen, that’s life,” I said. I mean seriously, Jude wasn’t going to do anything. She could barely tell her own husband about a fantasy of hers, and that’s after four years of marriage, and even then, it was the barest of outlines and nothing about anything happening. My wife didn’t even fantasize about things happening, in other words, it was strictly situational for her, a tableau.
“No limits, is that what you’re saying?”
I was only going to be 30 minutes or so behind them — or so she would think. She wasn’t going to let anything happen in 30 minutes that she couldn’t even allow herself to dream about after four years. “No limits,” I grinned. I enjoyed playing the confident husband with Daryl. He might have his way with whoever, being young, dashing, and rich. And he might be my wife’s fantasy type of guy. But I was beginning to doubt his intelligence if he thought, meeting her, she was going to respond in any way but to laugh at him. “Wherever she takes it or lets you take it,” I said brimming with self-assurance, “is gong to be good with me. I let her do what she likes to do.”
To his credit, he did check with me a third and final time. “Wherever?”
“Wherever,” I nodded hard. I imagined her telling him she had a rich guy fantasy. I imagined her telling him a pool table in a bad-boy bar was a fantasy. I imagined her opening herself up to flirting a little with him being left alone like that. She didn’t even like undressing with lights on with me. She didn’t like screwing in bed without the sheet over her body. I had nothing to worry about, so much so, it didn’t even occur to me to think about what I was potentially agreeing to with Daryl.
Now he was massaging my wife’s breasts where she continued to lean on the pool table edge looking down and watching his hands travel over her body. I was barely able to breathe. It was nothing I had ever imagined seeing — another man’s hands moving like that over my wife’s body.
He drew her hair over her ears and let his hands trail down her neck and chest and she arched for him. She wasn’t laughing so much anymore. She wasn’t squealing either. Or talking. She was only breathing loud enough for me to hear from ten feet away where I was also breathing so hard on the glass I was fogging it up.
My heart began to pound and my head got heavy. I didn’t know what I was watching anymore. When I clenched my eyes I saw over my head a great big lit-up sign saying “Fool!” And a big arrow pointing at me. When I opened my eyes, I could see between their bodies Jude’s busy fingers pulling on Daryl’s big trucker belt buckle.
“You swear he’s going to text before he heads out?”
“It’s what we always do,” Daryl swore to her.
She continued slowly and deliberately feeding the tail of his belt out of the buckle. “Don’t get any funny ideas,” she said. “But,” she started, but then stopped and grinned and laughed.
“But what?”
“Nothing.”
“Tell me.”
“No!” she squealed. But she kept feeding his belt out. She even hung her bent fingers over the top edge of his jeans. Her fingertips, I noted, were inside the loose waist. She had pulled herself up to sit on the edge of the pool table and had pulled her bent legs up behind him.
“Come on,” he said.
“It’s silly.”
“It’s a movie set, it’s nowhere, there is no time, we’re just here, you and me, all we do all day is deal in fantasies.”
She curled her lips between her teeth and rolled her head back to stare up at the non-existent ceiling. “It’s just,” she started again.
“What?” he nearly whispered.
“I’m too embarrassed, I can’t.” She bit her lips crookedly and looked down. It was as though her fingers were someone else’s. She watched distractedly as they pushed out the button holding his pants together.
“The movies are all about letting go.”
“That’s what Nate keeps saying,” she nearly moaned it more than she said it. It was true. When I got her to admit her fantasies of greasy biker bars and pool tables and billionaires, I kept telling her, imagine it’s a movie, tell me what you see in the movie. It was my genius to put them all together in one scenario. Genius or my downfall, I wasn’t so sure anymore. My wife appeared to be losing control.
“What happens next?” he said to her. She must have recognized it because that’s what I said to her, that’s what we all say to each other all day long when we’re designing and blocking.
What she said next, though, truly blew my mind. It was nothing she admitted to me no matter how hard I tried to get more out of her. With me, the fantasy was just, “Pool table. In a biker bar.”
“Doing what?”
“You know!”
“Tell me.”
“I can’t.” She stopped me asking more by ducking down below the sheets and taking me in her mouth. I of course left it at that. I wasn’t going to interrupt her with more questions if that’s what she was willing to do to stop me. I guess I didn’t realize at the time — she was telling me.
“I want to suck you,” she said to Daryl. She covered her face with one hand and smiled broadly behind it. If the lights were up she would be obviously beaming in red. I was breathless behind the thin wall and window. Her other hand pushed slowly down the front of Daryl’s pants. She tilted her head sideways at him as though asking him permission.
“That’s possible,” I could hear him swallow. Even he was caught off guard by her.
She did not come across like the kind of girl who could say that let alone offer to do that. And she wasn’t. She was cute, she was quiet, and she was shy most of the time. Maybe it was dressing up like a slut, maybe it was being alone with a charming billionaire, and maybe it was being in a make-believe biker bar (and a very good facsimile of one too, I might add). Maybe it was all of those elements together.
“With me on the table,” she nearly whispered. She pushed the back straps off her shoulders and let them fall down her arms. “Naked,” she said. She used his arms to guide herself down to laying on the tabletop. She raised her hips and untwisted the buttons of her jeans and then held herself up in an upside down plank. She was inviting Daryl to pull her pants off.
I gasped but swallowed it. My eyes darted around. I couldn’t stop things now, it had gone too far for innocence, but what was I supposed to do? I told Daryl three times, no limits, go wherever she wants to take it, I will not stop it. When he tugged her jeans off her feet, she giggled again and then spun herself around on her ass lifting her arms and knees up. “Like this,” she said, and I nearly died.
She laid down on her back over the table wearing only her panties, black lace floral too, hipsters, gorgeous, especially on the sharp green felt of the 12-foot table. She lowered her head over the edge and faced him upside down. She reached out with her fingers dangling. “Give it to me like this,” she said to Daryl. Was that my wife, that brash, bold woman, asking specifically for detailed sex acts? I bulged my eyes out and nearly swallowed my dry tongue.
I also almost passed out. My wife kept a great body, tight and slim and toned and fit. Daryl was no slouch either. He quickly tore all his clothes off and my wife giggled on her back with her head out and hair hanging down. She writhed waiting for him. She brought her hands down over her chest, over her breasts, down her stomach. Her knees came up and flattened down and her hips rose and fell. She parted her knees and closed them and she pressed her hands up the insides of her thighs. She rolled and squirmed and lifted and fell like she could hardly stand it. In the light of the neon signs and the spotlight on the table above her, the lighting all around the bar, it looked a lot like a super-hot, high-end porn. Her naked body glowed deliciously.
Daryl went to the jukebox along the wall. The only one we could find was a real working one. We decided to connect it up with solid speakers — the crew loved it after a long day. He picked a few selections and cranked the volume before coming back to her. He was semi-erect already. She opened her mouth and used her tongue to beckon him, to beg for him. She smiled and she writhed, she closed her eyes and she licked her lips. She reached with her fingers impatiently fluttering at the end of her outstretched arms. I filled the window with my face unable to believe that was Jude, my wife, in her panties on the pool table begging to suck off the naked billionaire. I was dying, but she was giggling.
He stood in front of her upside-down face and put his hands on his hips. My wife grinned and she opened her mouth and played out her tongue. I got so hard I had to open my pants for relief. She reached behind his ass and pulled him. I could tell Daryl was reluctant at the final step but she was the one who was pushing things forward. When the tip of his erection touched her lips, her body thrust up and dropped down and rolled side to side. Her legs fell open widely and she plunged her hand down between her thighs and under her panties.
She arched her back and dropped her head further and pulled on his waist. I could see her throat bulge where his cock pushed too deep inside her mouth. She coughed in a muffled way and he pulled out for her, but she laughed and breathed hard and pulled him back in. When he plunged into her, when he fucked her mouth, she lifted her hips and pushed her two fingers inside her pussy. From where I craned to see them standing on my toes, her pussy was so wet she glistened all over her legs and stomach. My wife was hornier than I’d ever seen her.
I knew I was supposed to be angry, I knew I was supposed to be violent. A man was taking my wife and I was supposed to stop it. But I couldn’t. It wasn’t just because it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen (and I’d been involved in earlier days in some pretty hot soft-core shots), and it wasn’t just because she looked so good, and so did Daryl, I had to admit. Watching two beautiful people have sex is half the reason there is a successful movie industry and I wasn’t alone in enjoying watching it and I’ll admit no guilt about that part.
But there was something more. Gripping my cock in my hand and stroking myself slowly to avoid shooting, it was like I could feel what my wife was feeling. Maybe not his cock in my mouth, of course, but the emotion of it, the heightened sensory world of it, the stimulation, and the bodily reactions. My wife was living a fantasy that was so deeply felt by her she could hardly annunciate it to me. I made it come to life for her and now she was in it. I may not have ever wanted a billionaire to fuck my mouth upside down on a pool table in a biker bar, but I was feeling deep inside myself what it is anyone feels when their deepest fantasy is brought to life perfectly. I could barely keep my eyes open and my moans quiet. I breathed with her, I whimpered with her, and I shook with her. Every squirm of her body, I squirmed, and every heave of her chest, I heaved. I stroked my cock in time with her fingers plunging into her pussy. She rocked him.
When he pulled out of her, she gasped and she contorted. Her saliva and his pre-cum stretched in strings from his cock to her lips. She wiped it with her fingers and she rolled over and looked at him with an animal essence filling her eyes. She was panting and she was sweating. She stopped laughing and only looked at him challengingly as she pulled up onto her hands and knees and purred and growled to the middle of the table directly under the light. She sucked on her fingers and lowered herself onto her elbows and raised her ass up high.
“Come on,” she said and she slowly, enticingly wiggled her ass. She laid her head down sideways on the green felt and she lifted her hand to her ass and pulled her cheeks apart.
Daryl shook his head. “I don’t think so,” he said to her.
She only grinned and began to tug at the waist of her panties. “Come on,” she said again. “Do me.”
“I don’t think we should.” He tried, he resisted. But it was like she had become unleashed.
She pushed her hand inside her panties and pulled her fingers up to her mouth and licked them off. She wriggled and waved her ass. “I want you,” she said to him.
Daryl looked over his shoulder and up behind the set walls and around the dark ceiling. He knew I was watching somewhere. And he knew I wasn’t stopping things.
But how could I? I let what had already happened to go that far. To come out now would admit I allowed that, but now, I won’t allow this? I was stuck. But that’s not entirely true either. I was also loving it. I was enthralled. I was frozen in time and space. It might have been my wife’s fantasy, but the look on her face, the desire in her eyes, the need in her voice: I was experiencing the rush and thrill of it no less than her, it felt like. That was my wife offering her pussy up to the guy and it was wrong, I admit that. But I also wanted him to fuck my wife, to fuck her deeply, to fuck her good.
Daryl crawled up onto the table. His cock was mean looking it was so hard for my wife. She had tugged as though helpless with her panties and when he drew them off her hips, she raised herself on her straight legs and toes and pulled her feet clear of them. They were both finally completely naked. She lowered herself again and spread her knees on the table.
She looked hard around and up at him behind her and she gasped as he sidled up to her ass. He grasped her hips and yanked. She squealed and moaned. She wavered her ass at him and breathed hard. He lifted his cock in his hand and squeezed her waist. She arched her back down so far her whole chest was pressed into the pool table and, as though double-jointed in her spine, she pressed her hips impossibly up higher for him. She so wanted him, I could see her open pussy pulsate and drip. The loud music beat and the fan turned slowly overhead. The neon signs flickered and buzzed and a cone of yellow light poured down over the hips, the back, the shoulders, and the hair of my wife. There is nothing to prepare a man for the moment he watches another man, a richer, more appealing, stronger man, fuck his wife.
I tried to feel anger and I tried to give myself courage enough to step around the thin wall and shout. A man is supposed to be devastated by finding his wife fucking another man. A man is supposed to be horrified, to be scarred, to be debilitated to find his wife like that. It’s supposed to drive you apart, it’s supposed to be the one unforgivable thing you could never get over.
But none of those things were happening to me. I could not get to my own feelings so crowded my head was with hers in proxy. And the feelings I felt on behalf of my wife were sharp pangs of desire in its most pure and distilled form. The want was primal, it was molecular. I could not blame Jude if she was feeling anything like what I was feeling for her, which was unbridled lust. I had one thought only, my head had so shut down to the one narrowly focused beam: shove that cock in my pussy. Fuck me. Ram me. Take me!
Jude rotated and thrust her hips and shoved her body backward trying to capture his cock with her sopping, gaping pussy. She tried to fuck him before he lined his cock up for her. She cried out and she whimpered. God she wanted it so bad. And so did I.
“Fuck me,” she cried. “Now!” she breathed. I squeezed my own cock tight to stop myself from shooting it was so hot to see her so needy, so ready. He touched the head of his cock to her open and wet lips and she inhaled and shot her head up. When he barely pushed, her knuckles went white wrapped around the edge of the pool table.
I lost it and I groaned out loud. I fell against the wall and my cum shot all over the bare plywood. Daryl took control of my wife’s body, he grasped both sides of her hips, and he plowed himself into her deeply, hard, and fully. My wife’s body jolted hard and she silently screamed facing the opposite wall. He pulled back and she pulled ahead, only to crash back into him harder than he plowed again into her. The smacking sounds raised above the beat of the music and the smell of sweat, pussy juice, and cum filled the space.
I sagged against the window grateful the whole wall didn’t fall in on them, and I watched as Daryl pummeled my wife rapidly and ferociously, and as my wife crammed herself back at him with equal if not greater vigor. She screamed and she let loose in every way possible. It was as epic a fuck as anything I’d ever imagined. He began to lose his rhythm and collapse and his cock slipped out at the critical moment he came, and she reached frantically between her legs and shoved his wildly spurting cock back into her pussy.
When he finally fell over and his cock fell out of her, I watched as she rolled languidly over onto her back and flopped her legs over lazily. She toyed in his hair where he laid beside her and his cum ran from her pussy all over the green felt.
I was staggered and barely able to push up. I made my way out of the set hardly able to stay upright. I got to my car and breathed and leaned my head on the steering wheel. I was so confused. I watched my wife cheat, or at least believe she was cheating. That should be serious. But all I felt was amazement. I might never have cum as hard as I did in my own hand secretly watching the billionaire fuck my wife.
I finally texted Daryl. “Loaded up, on the way.” He would be able to read that any way he wanted. He knew I was watching. He knew I didn’t stop anything. He knew I let him fuck her.
I thought about the pros and cons of telling Jude that I caught her doing it. But she would have to ask all her questions the way she does, and she would figure out in no time that I set it up, that I invited him to take her, that I made myself apparently disappear, that I wanted her to do it with him, that I took what she told me about her fantasies and used them to trap her. Yes, she might have cheated in her own mind, but then she’d realize, she didn’t cheat at all if I was there cheering him on the whole way.
And what would she make of me watching it? Would I admit to her that I got off on it, that I came harder than I ever had? Being caught cheating would usually be an unforgivable offense. Being set up to cheat mitigates that. But setting someone up and then watching it? That’s equally unforgivable, and there is nothing I could think of that would mitigate it. Worst of all, she would think that I used her most private secrets about her fantasies, things she was so reluctant to tell me, to trap her. It was a worse betrayal, me of her than her of me.
I said nothing about what happened on the set of the film that night, and Jude didn’t bring it up, either. The whole incident was looking like something from another world, a movie, not real, and ready to slip away from our lives, or at least nestle into that place in our memories we keep the hottest most private things. In the morning, she fucked me like she never fucked me before. She was enthused, she was bold, she expressed what she wanted. She said maybe we should try anal. She was different. 
It looked like nothing else would come of it. That is until a few weeks later when I found my wife in the bathroom taking a long time putting on makeup.
I didn’t say anything. She would be honest, and if I asked her what she was up to, where she was going, then I’d have to confront the whole thing.
When she came down wearing a tight, black shining tube dress with cut-out shoulders, I pretended not to notice. When she slipped on high heel spikes and fixed bracelets around her wrist and gave herself a once over in the hall mirror looking deadly smoking hot, I remained mute. Neither of us said anything. She only held her arms up for us to hug, and with her lips touching my ear, she said in a near-whisper, “Don’t wait up, okay?”
She texted on her phone, she blew me a kiss, and she turned and went out the door to the Maserati that had just arrived rumbling impatiently in our driveway. She waved a tiny finger wave at me as it backed up.
I knew the Maserati — it was Daryl’s.
I had been expecting it. He told me she was texting him, asking him out again. And I told him, I said to him, “Whatever she wants.”
“Whatever?”
I jerked off thinking about her and him. She had started another conversation earlier that week about fantasies. “I can’t tell!” she pulled the shy girl thing again. But I pressed her. “Okay,” she crawled over me and lowered her hips until she enveloped my cock in her extraordinarily warm and exquisitely wet pussy. “I like to think of sucking a really rich guy off in his hot car while he’s driving on the highway.”
I have to admit, the sex between us since the first time was hotter, wilder, and more intense than any other time in our marriage. I ejaculated knowing my wife was doing exactly that, knowing she was at that moment lying over the seats moaning hard with Daryl’s cock deep in her mouth. Sucking him off.
I couldn’t wait for her to get home and try to hide from me her spent and sore body.




My Friend Borrowed My Wife Sophie

I had to book a last-minute and expensive room for one just to get onto the property, but I was spinning in my head too crazily to turn back. It was already past sunset and virtually no one was outside because it was too cold. My wife Sophie had texted me when she arrived that she and Brent, my long-time friend, got a ground-floor room. “It’ll be easy to get to the pool!” she texted me.
“That’s excellent!” I texted back. “Which room?”
“108, but why? You’re not coming up, are you?”
“No, never,” I texted back, adding an “lol,” even though I was already halfway there dictating to my phone in my car flying up through the rising mountain pass.
I knew the layout of the resort a little bit since we’d been there once before, her and I. I brought her with me when I was contracted to design and build a glass-enclosed tunnel from the new hotel wing to the ancient mineral-spring-fed hot pool. She loved it there, but me? Meh. I’m too restless in both body and mind to sit around a resort entertaining my own thoughts. They’re too apt to find dark places to go when left on their own . . . .
I made sure to book a room in the older wing so we wouldn’t likely cross paths unintentionally. I was making my way in the dark and cold through the archway when I was startled to already spy them in the glass tunnel to the pools. A hilly garden with shrubs and low trees came up the backside of the round, glass-enclosed pool building and I stepped off the path to get out of the low dim lights and hide in the shadows of the shrubs.
I only meant to let them pass the path where it came close to the tunnel so I could carry onto my room and plot my next move. But where I stumbled into gave me an unexpectedly complete view of the round pool building. I crouched down and checked that no light from any source was hitting me so that no staff or guests would spot me lurking in those shadows. And then I slowly raised my face to the tall foggy windows, and to the scene that nearly buckled my knees inside.
She said she found a solution before she even told me the problem. “I can just go up with Brent!”
I slowly rotated my face from the game in the den and shrugged, completely unaware of what we were suddenly talking about.
“The Black Bear resort — I always want to go back and you never want to. What about Brent?”
“What about Brent?”
“Him and I were talking, and I was telling him about the place — he’s never been! Anyway, I thought, why don’t him and I go, that way I’m not dragging you to something you don’t like, and I get to show Brent something he doesn’t know, the know-it-all!”
“When were you talking with Brent?”
She shrugged and left for the kitchen. “I don’t know. We often talk.”
Brent and I hung out in a kind of lingering stasis of inability to let go of those wild, crazy college days, even though our lives had since parted down different roads. We went to art school together and had uproariously insane experiences, but I started a small design and build firm that was taking off, I got married to Sophie, and I settled in a suburban house with her with plans to grow the family, while he still played music in a few bands, traveled in search of always changing things whether it be spiritual enlightenment or a girl he caught sight of at an airport, and he lived out of a duffel bag rotating around a number of friendly couches throughout the central mid-west.
Sophie liked him though. He’d come over for the game or a bar-b-que and then stay long past my bedtime, apparently chatting through the middle of the night with Sophie about his old war stories and new discoveries.
“He’s interesting!” she defended herself one morning after she’d only got into our bed after 3. She was a corporate trainer and was often circulating around the cities in that whole part of the country too. “We have a lot more in common than I thought,” she added.
“Like what?” I was incredulous but I managed to modulate my voice to sound like I was only vaguely curious. I couldn’t imagine what a busy, always traveling and sharply ambitious corporate trainer had in common with a modern-day minstrel.
“He’s a good listener. Plus he’s got new ideas about a lot of old-fashioned things.”
I crouched lower in the shadows outside the golden glowing hot pool windows and watched as Sophie and Brent, the only two people in the whole place, laughed, pushed each other, and discarded their robes to reveal their bathing suits beneath. Sophie wore what I knew she felt was her risque bikini — the one she bought in Mexico during our last trip there, and the one she said she couldn’t wear anywhere around other people because she’d be too shy. She looked stunning in it.
I had had my own conversations with Brent about some of his new ideas.
“There’s lots of different models now,” he was saying over beers when he and I went out to catch a game at Mackay’s.
“I’m sure there is,” I maintained my distance, keeping my eyes on the giant screen.
“Monogamy for life, man, that was never going to fly, it never has.”
“It’s what most people vow,” I shrugged dismissively at him.
“They vow. But they don’t do it — women or men. Thing is,” he sucked back his brew keeping his sneaky little judging eyes on mine, “most people don’t expect it really of the other, nor do they really mind it too much when the vow is circumnavigated.”
I had to stop him at that point. There was lots Brent had to say about modern civilization and its unwritten and unobserved rules and the whole appearances for public consumption versus private life thing, but for a guy never close to marriage, I didn’t think he had much expertise in that field.
“I’m pretty sure they mind it.”
“You’d be surprised,” he twisted his head and half-lidded his eyes.
“Would I?” I challenged him.
He firmly planted his bottle and looked left and right and leaned over the table close to me in conspiracy mode. “Jay,” he started before leaning down even closer to the table. “There’s a few wives around who, how do I say this? Who I borrow, let’s say. You even know one of the guys who lets it happen.”
I glinted at him. He was a bullshitter from away back and he’d caught me more than once falling for his shit.
I was a pretty straight-up conservative guy and Sophie was even more straight than me. Still, we shared books and reading devices and even browsed together online just like we used to years ago on trips to Paris or Istanbul wandering through book stores. We laughed when we accidentally found a trove of cuckold and hotwife stories for sale. We had to look up their meanings in the urban dictionary we were so out of touch. But it brought out of us a conversation.
She scrunched her nose up at me from our bank of pillows. “Why would a guy want his wife to play around with other guys?”
I shrugged. “Beats me honey, I can’t imagine it.”
“Do they watch?” she pursued the line of inquiry.
“Maybe, I don’t know, what are you asking me for?” I laughed.
“Is that one word, or two,” she said, typing out “hot wife” on the tablet.
“All the titles use one word.”
“Oh my god,” she covered her mouth when she pulled up the definition and images. “They announce that they’re a hotwife. They tell the other men they are.”
“Lemme see that,” I said, snatching it from her.
She laughed and inhaled sharply and pointed at me. “You are interested! Look at you!”
“I’m curious about what the world is coming to,” I shook my head.
She reached under the sheets and snatched at my cock — which was admittedly erect. “You are! You’re interested! Admit it! It turns you on!” She covered her mouth and shook her head accusingly. “Jason B. Mac,” she gaped at me in mock alarm. “A wannabe cuckold!”
“I think it’s you who wants to be a hotwife!”
She scrunched her shoulders and snuggled down in the bed and pressed against me. She also stroked my cock casually. “Maybe,” she said, before bursting out laughing and nibbling at my nipple. We made love and never returned to that conversation. But the vigor of her lovemaking — she rode me with her face buried in my neck like she was bound and determined to grind herself against me as hard as necessary to get herself off — was unusual.
I wasn’t quite ready to admit it to her, but that conversation started a revelatory round of researching for me. She was right, even though I didn’t realize it at the time. The idea of her going with another man turned me on in a way I could not clear from my head. It was wrong in every possible way, but the image of it — and it was the image more than anything, of Sophie, naked, hot, riding another man — was making me slowly come apart. Brent’s hitting upon it in that sports bar that afternoon was a final straw kind of moment.
“Bullshit,” I called out Brent. “Who’s the husband who lets you borrow his wife?”
“Of course I’m not going to say, but you know me, I wouldn’t make that up. I make a lot of shit up, but I wouldn’t make this up, I couldn’t make it up, who could?”
“You’re right there,” I laughed. “Even this is a story too far even for you.”
“There’s a few where the husband is like, he knows, he’s aware, we talk, he lets it happen, one reason or another, who the fuck knows.”
“How many?”
“It’s not that kind of organized thing. It just comes up. But there’s maybe, what,” he scanned the ceiling adding up the numbers, “four wives who I’ve done it with more than once. And buddy, seriously,” he patted his chest with his two outstretched fingers, “I would never do it with her without you knowing and agreeing.”
“Whoa,” I recoiled. “Who you talking about here?”
“Just saying,” he played it cool sitting back and drinking his beer, watching the play unfold on the big screen. “I’m safe, right?” He kept staring at the screen. “You know me, so there’s that.” He took a drink — he knew I was staring dumbfounded at the side of his face. “You control it. I mean,” he looked around the whole place, “fifty percent of wives are going to cheat at some point. That’s all wives, too — the ones who would never, the ones who no one would go with, all of them. You take your wife there, Sophie,” he drank back another long swig. I didn’t interrupt him, which I think was what he was waiting for. “Hot, very, very hot. Gainfully employed. Very ambitious woman, very intelligent, very independent. Modern urban professional woman in a big city. What do think would be the percentage among hot, intelligent, independent, ambitious, young urban wives?” He just stared at me deadpan. “You got to think it’s something north of 50%. I don’t know. Fucking 80%?” He drank again.
We stared at each other silently a long while before I finally said, “How do they set it up?”
“Usually the wife and I go on a little trip out of town.”
“What do you mean, like to a hotel?”
“Yeah, exactly that. A holiday. The guys usually don’t want any chance of anyone seeing his wife with another guy. So, out of town it is.”
“They just say, here, take my wife.”
“Not quite like that, but sort of, yeah. It’s a holiday, motherfucker. Let me ask you this.” He leaned far over the table again. “Let’s say the table is turned, and your wife says to you, hey Jay, Jason, J-ball, I don’t know, what does she call you?”
“Babe?”
He laughed. “Okay, hey babe,” she says. “Me and my best friend, you know the secretary, you can’t miss her, slim, long brown hair, big brown eyes, likes wearing lingerie around the house?”
I laughed and drank my beer.
“Me and my best friend were talking, and you know what? I know it doesn’t mean you love me less just because you look at her, and I know it won’t be a threat to me if something should spark between you two, because I know her and anyway I’m giving her permission, but how would you like a nice little holiday at some out-of-town hotel with her, and you can just, you know, fuck away the weekend with her and have a good time and I won’t think anything the less of you. It’s just a holiday from the usual. I want you to have a good time.”
“Just like that?”
“See?”
“See what?”
“You didn’t say, not interested, you didn’t say wouldn’t do it, you didn’t say insane idea, you didn’t say can’t imagine it. You said, ‘Just like that?’ like someone being given something they would want for sure, and can’t believe the scenario they already created in their mind where they are getting it.”
“That’s a lot of interpretation for just three words.”
“Well what would you say if she said that to you?”
“I’d think she was testing me for a reaction.”
He laughed. “No seriously, okay, you call her on it, but then she gets serious and says, no really, I mean it. What would you say?”
I shrugged.
“Fuck off you don’t know! You know what you’d say, if you knew for sure she was serious and it wasn’t going to cost you anything with her.”
“Fine.”
“Fine,” he nodded. “Now, you got married to Sophie because she’s a soul-mate, you have lots in common, right?”
“Of course.”
“You’re so alike.”
“I know where you’re going with this.”
“Then finish the fucking sentence. We already know that the only reason husbands have cheated more than wives traditionally is because they had the softer economic landing if the cheating lead to a split. Wives didn’t cheat before because if the marriage split because of it, they didn’t have a job, they didn’t have income, they’d be scorned, they’d be alone, they’d lose too much. Now, not so much. A woman once married is still someone another guy would marry. She probably has a job. She might even make more than her husband, that’s the average now. And what’s the result? Women now cheat as much as men. It’s not because they’re as bad as men. It’s because they’re built the same as men. They get curious, they fantasize, they want to enjoy shit, they want to know they still got it, it boosts their ego, whatever. I mean, when you imagined fucking her best friend, why did you think you’d do that in your scenario?”
“Cause she has a super hot best friend.”
“Fantasy, okay? So you’d do it because of the fantasy — who doesn’t want to fuck someone hot and ready? Same thing for her.”
I stared at him a long time before I finally burst out laughing. “Fuck you, Brent, you almost had me!”
He laughed but not as vigorously.
“You nearly had me, I got to hand it to you,” I said, clinking my bottle against his. “Good one.”
“Not kidding, brother,” he said.
“That is truly the most fucked thing you ever pulled on me.”
“Not pulling anything on you.”
“You think I’m going to sit here and arrange for you to borrow my wife, as you put it, and take her to Rock and Stars for a weekend and I’m just going to sit back and enjoy you fucking her?”
“You already know the place, do you?” he said.
I let minutes pass before I spoke again but I couldn’t make eye contact with him. “Do they pay you?”
He politely kept his eyes on the screen too. “Not for the first time.”
“Does the wife know it’s arranged?”
“Not every time. But I highly recommend putting it all out there, make everyone honest.”
“Do the husbands get off on this or something?”
“Uh huh,” he said just as flatly as a dead heart line.
“I don’t understand why husbands would get off on this.”
“Why do you get off on it?”
“That’s what I don’t understand,” I said. “I don’t know why I get off on it so much.”
“You don’t have to question it,” he shrugged like it was nothing more than a dinner out he was asking about. “I like your wife,” he said. “I think she likes me.”
“Oh yeah,” I had to nod. “She likes you a lot. She’s always up and down and prancing around and trying to get your attention when you’re over.”
“I noticed that too. I was wondering if you noticed it.” He nodded. “That’s another benefit by the way.”
“What is?”
“I learn things about your wife that wives don’t really tell husbands about too much.”
“What do you mean?”
“A husband is a more important person, a person you might be shy around, a person you might be afraid to share things with in case it’s weird. But a lover, an affair, a guy they can take or leave without incurring any cost, they tell you way more about what they like and how they like it, they don’t hold back, they have no reason to dance around it. They come right out and tell me how they want to be licked, how long, where exactly, how hard. She ever tell you that shit?”
“No not really.”
“Not really, no, they never do. But they do with me. With me, they’re just right out there with it. They like to get it the way they want it — they can be very selfish. I spend a weekend or a night with your wife, I can tell you a lot about what she likes and doesn’t like.”
“Like you’re a therapist.”
No, but I’m the holiday. The sex is not related to anything in the real world. It’s just straight-up sex apart from home, plans, family, the past, the future, everything. It’s just the sex. It’s like when you go to a resort — the eating doesn’t count for your health or your diet or your weight loss or what you should or shouldn’t have. It’s just a few days, you’re on holiday, eat what you want when you want, there’s time for getting back to the routines when you come home. That’s how they are with me. I’m the holiday.”
And that was how I knew where they’d be. We didn’t talk about it in so many words. Brent said he’d talk to her but I said I would, except it was hard and I kept putting it off. Brent called so many times, and every time, I assured him that, yes, I wanted to go through with it, and yes, I was going to talk to her about it, but no, I hadn't been able to yet. The truth was, I didn’t think I’d ever be able to. Waiting for the perfect opportunity was an excuse for not talking at all. It was getting in the way of our normal relationship.
When Sophie told me that she and Brent had been talking and that she had come up with this great new idea about going back to that resort with him and not with me, I knew that he was lighting the fire under me. Yet still, I didn’t talk with her about it. We both pretended that it was face-value just her having a holiday with a friend. She knew it was more than that, and I certainly knew it was as well. It was possible and probably likely that Brent told her that I was into it and that he was waiting for me to bring it up to her. So everybody knew. The only hold-out was me, and it wasn’t even a rejection of the idea, it was instead an inability to admit to myself that I was one of those guys who wanted his wife to be with another man. A cuckold. My mind spun with the imagery and it finally got to the point I needed to drive up myself and see them together, to prove to myself that I had approved of it, that I actually let a man, my friend, borrow my wife.
What I didn’t tell Brent was that I liked to watch.
I peeked through the steaming glass. They were alone in the vast dome full of steam, sitting on the steps up to their necks right against each other as close as newlyweds. I gasped when I watched them kiss with smiles. My heart skipped when I saw her hand drop down his chest and over his stomach and land somewhere on his lap under the water. And I uttered a drawn-out, low “Fuck!” when I saw Brent drape his hand over her chest and feel her breast, squeeze her breast, and make her push his hand with her own hand harder into her chest.
They jumped out and drew towels around their shoulders and scurried away together now hand in hand through my glass tunnel and back to their room. I came by their door a few minutes later. With no one in the hallway, I carefully pressed my ear to the door. I heard Sophie squeal and I heard her laugh behind the door. And then there was nothing. A few moments later, I heard a moan and I went back to my room and pulled my hair out by the clump. What had I done?
I was unable to stay still and kept leaving my room only to end up walking past their room over and over. Toward 12, I nearly got busted when I approached to press my ear again to the outside of their door only to the handle click open. I darted to the other side and into a cleaner’s storeroom before getting caught in the hallway. I heard them murmuring together and laugh softly and recede down the hallway. I leaned out and looked. Brent was dressed up more than I’d ever seen him. But Sophie was over the top. She was wearing a tight royal blue tube dress with high platform sandals and a short white puffed-wool top. She held his arm and wobbled on her heels and chuckled and kissed him like a lover as they made their way down the carpeted hallway toward the bar.
I went around outside and surreptitiously pushed through the shrubs outside their patio doors. I wanted to be unable to reach their patio, but it was only a matter of lifting myself over a short rail. I wanted the door to be closed and locked but it wasn’t. I wanted it to only open enough for air, but the grounds were secure inside the gates, and the door slid all the way opened. I told myself it was wrong in many ways to go inside, but I did anyway and I shut the patio door behind me.
I scanned around the room. The bed was a mess and they hadn’t even spent a night. I flopped down in the chair at the table and stared at it. I closed my eyes and went through all the steps I took to get to that miserable place. I must have fallen asleep because I was awakened by the lock buzzing and the door handle twisting. An hour had gone by. I jumped up but there was no way I could make it to the patio door in time, or close it behind me. I dove into the closet behind my chair and shut the doors in front of me just as they came in.
My wife and my friend fell into the room holding each other up and laughing and swaying like a couple on their honeymoon. I screamed inside my head and wanted to kill myself for falling asleep but it had been so exhausting pacing at home, racing up in my car, spying in the shrubs outside the pool, and pulling my hair out in my own room. Now I was in their closet, crouching folded over and unable to figure out how to come out. To say what? I wished and hoped they were only getting something, only changing shoes, only stopping by.
But they were in for the night, it seemed. Sophie giggled when Brent bent over and she laughed and fell back on the huge bed when he tugged at her shoes. She leaned up on her elbows and watched him slip her shoes off her feet. She pressed her toes into his chest and she said, “This next,” tugging at the collar of his shirt with her toes.
He stripped off his shirt and she pushed herself further up on the bed. I pressed my hand to the back of the door and wanted so badly to open it before things went any further but I was paralyzed without anything reasonable to say to explain how I got in their closet.
Sophie tittered and then tugged at the waist of his pants with her toes. “Uh huh,” she said grinned up at him. She also reached for her phone and looked for some music. “Turn the lights down,” she said to him. He turned with his pants undone and flicked on the dim headboard backlight and went to the door to turn off the bright overhead light. When he came back, she set her phone on the table with low, beating tunes playing softly.
Brent stood directly in front of me and faced my wife. He was dramatic about peeling his pants open. He was used to performing and he was accustomed to being in hotel rooms with women. Sophie was not, as far as I knew accustomed to this scenario though. Yet she pushed herself up against the headboard and relaxed into Brent’s little striptease show. She liked what she saw.
I again was overcome with an urge to step out, to at least get out of there even if I said nothing. But it was too embarrassing. I closed my eyes but that was no good.
“Here,” Sophie said to him, patting the bed beside her. I was suffering heart palpitations and my legs vibrated I was shaking so madly. I had created this monster and through a series of foolish decisions, I had forced myself into an inescapable position where I was going to be forced to watch what I set in motion.
Brent was unabashed and laid down on the bed beside my wife who treated his body like a toy or a present. She examined him and touched him all over. When she gripped his cock through his jeans I nearly fell out through the doors. But she squeezed him and when he barely touched her shoulder, she immediately pushed up on the bed and stood over him, straddling his hips with her feet. She giggled and she reached up behind her shoulder blades and drew down the tiny zipper of her tight glittering dress. Her back was to me. She peeled the dress down her body wriggling her hips and bending far over to push it down her legs, raising her ass up to my view.
Her short brown hair curled around her neck and shoulders. Her back was toned and exquisite. She was wearing a white bra and white panties. Her nails were painted white. She was awesome.
She came down and placed her hands on his thighs and knelt between his open legs. He kissed her neck and she closed her eyes and raised her face for him. I stared through the gap in the closet doors and though I saw much more that night before I was finally able to make my escape, it was the image of Sophie, eyes closed and mouth open in a low-key state of ecstasy with my friend Brent under her, kissing her, holding her arm, that stays with me now. It was because it didn’t look anymore like Brent my friend and Sophie my wife. It looked like a couple.
I sank in the closet and eased myself down to sit. Brent pulled gently at the bra straps and they fell off her shoulders and over her biceps. Sophie sat back and between his legs and looked at him with pursed grinning lips as she reached behind herself and unclasped her bra for him. She turned to look directly at the closet and I froze. But it was only to toss her bra at the doors, where it fell on the floor inches from my nose. She grinned at him and opened his jeans. She touched her tongue to her top lip and fell back, laughing, as she tugged his pants off his ass and turned his jeans inside out peeling them off his legs.
She stood up again over him and steadied her balance reaching down to hold his shoulder in one hand and then the other as she pushed the waist of her panties off her hips and down her legs. He helped her, easing them off her feet and her toes. She sat back down between his legs again and tugged at his underwear. They weren’t speaking at all, but they didn’t need to. Her desires were clear. He lifted his hips and quickly kicked his underwear off. It was the last thing I wanted to see, but I was forced to see it nonetheless: my wife was completely naked in bed with my friend, who was also completely naked.
I shut my eyes but the lack of sound made me die of curiosity and I needed to look. They were quiet because his cock was between her lips. She was crouched between his legs on her knees, and her dark auburn hair was sweeping repeatedly over his tight, ridged stomach. Her hands gripped and released on top of his hips. Her body rocked forward and back and her head lifted up and plunged down. I opened my eyes wide and forced myself to stare into the point of contact between them. Brent's cock flashed with reflected glistenings when it emerged over and over from between Sophie’s loose, full lips.
A loud moan erupted from deep within her, but it was muffled. She came up and leaned over his body to kiss his mouth. She chuckled in a lazy, drunk way and reached between their bodies to stroke his erection. They murmured to each other and then laughed. Brent pushed himself down flat and my wife gingerly lifted herself over him and turned herself around on her toes and fingers until she was able to sink her knees down to either side of Brent’s face.
She looked down over her hanging breasts and between their stomachs to his face where she lowered her pelvis. He let her come to him. When he wrapped his hands around her hips, she rolled her head back and howled to the ceiling. And then she shook his cock violently in her hand and shot her face back down and shoved her mouth over his cock fully to the hilt of her throat.
There was nothing quiet about either of them at this point. She moaned and came off him to yelp and squeal with every move he made on her pussy with his tongue and lips. She laughed and then she shuddered and grew instantly serious. She dove on his cock and licked it and sucked and kissed like she was mad for it. I pressed my face sideways against the back of the closet, but my eyes were torn to the corners of their sockets to give me a blood-shot and star-dazzled view out the gap between the doors to the two naked bodies frantically sucking and licking everything in sight. I was the silent scream.
I thought I’d had enough, but that was only the appetizer. I would have gouged my eyes out if I had nails or spoons. Sophie grinned and kissed a trail up Brent’s abdomen and over his stomach and chest up to his neck and finally to his mouth. They talked in indecipherable murmurs together and laughed and kissed and I could see where my wife reached between her legs and wrapped her long fingers around Brent’s cock where it yearned and strained up toward her pussy where she dangled it above his hips.
I was paralyzed as in a dream where you want to scream, where you want to scramble out of the collapsing room, but you can’t make a sound and you can’t move. My eyes dried and my mouth locked open in a wide gape. An army of “No!’s” filled my head, but Sophie was deaf to the din in my head. She lowered her hips and pulled the head of his cock along the protruding lips of her pussy where it tantalized him from above. She kissed him and cooed for him and her eyes flashed and blazed at his.
Again he let her come to him. And she did. I sank through the floor like a nuclear meltdown when she lowered her hips so that her pussy lips, wet, puffy, and open, fit around the head of his cock and she let the shaft go and held his face with both her hands. She danced her hips above his and giggled. His cock’s head only thrust into her.
Still, he did nothing but kiss her back, touch her arms lightly, and smile with her, murmur with her, and lay there for her.
“Baby,” she sighed, and I died. His entire shaft in one long, slow movement, disappeared between my wife’s pussy lips and when there was no more cock for her, she visibly ground down with her hips, corkscrewed herself onto him, and gasped and grinned with his cock buried as deeply as possible inside her.
She fucked him hard and fast. He rolled them both over and she lifted her legs to the ceiling and gave him everything, spreading for him as he jackhammered himself into her. She rolled over on her side facing me as he pummeled her body from behind. She rolled over and rode him reverse cowgirl, panting and sweating and moaning and clenching.
Finally, she rolled over onto her stomach and raised her ass for him to take her from behind. I knew the position well — it was how she was able to orgasm. She rubbed herself when I took her from behind, but with Brent, she didn’t. Her knuckles went white where she gripped and twisted the sheets in her fists. He pounded her hard enough to jolt her body. She arched deeply and lifted her face to the headboard and I could see her whole body vibrate and shudder. She gasped in a loud high pitch and I tried to remember if I was sure to close the patio door.
Brent pulled out but she didn’t let him cum before quickly jumping to catch his cock in her mouth. When he did spurt, she lost control, and his cock shot all over her face and tits. She only laughed and struggled to get it back in her mouth. They laid around for several minutes catching their breath and nodding off before she suddenly bounded up and darted to the bathroom. I heard the shower go on and then she came out and dragged Brent into the bathroom with her, laughing and kissing.
Though they left the bathroom door open, I was able to slip out of the closet and make my way to the hotel door. Before I slipped out, I noticed her wedding ring on the dresser by the TV.
I didn’t stay the night, opting instead to drive home through the early hours of the morning.
A week later, I met up with Brent in the sports bar again. He wasn’t starting the conversation. I knew he was going to make me start it. My mind was in turmoil and my body felt beat up. The images roiled me all week.
Finally, I was unable to stay quiet any longer. “They pay you, do they?” I said.




My Wife and the Writer

As soon as the bookstore owner shut the lights and locked the door, I knew it was one of my more stupid ideas. I sat in the dark in the back storage room out of sight of the big front windows and the sidewalk and street beyond. I’d give it to 8, I figured, then peel out of there.
At 8:05 — I gave it a few more minutes — I heard keys rattle the glass front door and I heard the swoosh of air as it opened. Either the owner was back and I was in deep trouble, or it was the famous writer, with or without my wife, I couldn’t be sure. I didn’t have long to wonder. My wife squealed out loud like she was trying to be sneaky, and the author shushed her, also chuckling. They didn’t put the lights on. It was as immediately suspect as I had hoped.
I creaked the storage room door open and inch and put my eyeball up to the gap. There he was in the flesh, Alton Nash, 53, the headliner at the seaside town’s Writers Festival, and one of my Evie’s favorites. In a stroke of luck, she won the raffle — dinner with the author himself. Never mind that she was 27 — half his age. I wondered if the leach had a hand in picking the winning ticket.
At home getting ready for the big “date,” I was happy for her — she was so excited. She beat around the bush about maybe me not going with her. “It’s sort of just my thing, isn’t it,” she said. “Police and crime novels . . . “
I recognized her urge to flirt with an older man she found appealing even if she didn’t see it in herself, and I probably would have secretly wanted her to stay back too if the tables were turned. Isn’t everybody entitled to a little fantasy-come-true once in a while?
“I can go get lost, I understand,” I hugged her from behind where she studied herself in the mirror applying her lipstick — a very hot glossy pale pink to go with her denim-shaded eyes. She was taking longer and being more careful than she normally would, an indication to me of just how attracted she was to the guy.
“It’s not that,” she grinned. “It’s just . . . “ she paused.
“I know what it is, and it’s perfectly fine, I’m not threatened.”
She turned to me. She was wearing a black tube dress that rode high on her thighs under a thread-hanging distressed short denim jacket. Her cappuccino hair was up and she wore a few necklaces. “Are you sure?”
I kissed her to assure her.
“How do I look?” she said, stepping back from me.
“Hot as fuck, that poor, poor old man.”
“Seriously,” she said not laughing. She was seriously making sure she was perfect for him.
“You look really good.”
“And he’s not that old,” she turned back to the mirror and checked her face again.
I took her hand in mine and kissed it. I slipped her wedding ring off.
“Why are you doing that?” she said, watching me do it but not stopping me. Her eyes shifted with skepticism.
“Don’t you want him to flirt back with you?”
“I’m not flirting with him!” she blushed and dipped her face away from me, grinning widely.
“I want you to enjoy yourself. Have fun.”
“Wait a sec,” she looked up sideways at me. “What are we talking about here exactly?”
“Look,” I shrugged, “We’re out of town, we’re having a little holiday at a hotel, you won the lucky dinner — It’s a one-off thing, right?”
“Okay . . . “ she responded ambivalently, drawing her eyes hard to their corners. “Without my ring on he might try to kiss me or something.”
“Or something,” I chuckled and I hugged her by the waist again. “I’m sure I’ll be fine with whatever he does, or what you think to do.”
She pulled on tall heeled sandals with glittering straps and stopped by the hotel room door. “Are you sure this is okay?”
“Dinner with your favorite author? Of course!” I laid back on the bed with the remote in my hand.
“I mean the other thing you were saying.”
I waved her doubts off flupping my lips and shaking my head. Really, it was a laugh. “Go on,” I said, “Have fun! Relax! Enjoy it!”
What she didn’t know was, back in the bookstore where the reading took place and after he drew my wife’s ticket for the raffle, I overheard him arranging to come back in the bookstore after hours.
“I can get my things and boxes of books later,” he said to the owner.
The owner had no problem loaning him a second key. “Just lock up when you’re done, take your time.”
“No alarm?”
“In this town?” the owner chuckled.
I did my calculations. The store closed at 7 — a half-hour after my wife was due to sit down virtually next door with the author for her victory dinner. I cased the store while he was still signing books, and found the storage room. If I snuck in there before closing, I could keep an eye on things if he was planning on bringing her back after dinner.
There was a fairly good chance he would to bring her to the bookstore if my wife had anything to say about it. She confessed to me that making out in a bookstore was about the hottest location she ever fantasized about. “I don’t know, the smell of books, the narrow stacks of shelves — the wrongness of it all!” She really got excited telling me her fantasy. The combination of the hot writer and the bookstore at night might, I wondered, be too much to resist for her.
In my mind, I thought it would be entertaining to watch my wife get all shy and coy when the famous writer flirted with her, and get all flustered and embarrassed when he tried to kiss her. Hell, I thought, I’d even snicker if he did, and even if she let him. Think of the fun I’d have teasing her about it! I’d have to admit I snuck into the bookstore to spy on things, but it was strictly to keep an eye out and jump to her rescue if needed. We didn’t really know the guy. I would have told her I was going to spy beforehand, but I didn’t want to ruin her fun night of flirting with her crush in her favorite location for fantasies.
What I was forced to endure was far beyond what I could possibly have imagined. What was worse, my reaction to watching my wife with the man was something I was wholly unprepared for. I thought all men turn to raging monsters of jealousy when they catch their wife cheating with another man. It turns out, some get instantly and deeply aroused. Who knew. I learned I belonged in the latter camp. Maybe it was because it wasn’t really cheating since I was there letting it happen. Or because I took her wedding ring off, I helped her get ready, and I encouraged her to have fun, to relax, to enjoy herself, without really knowing what I was actually suggesting to her.
No sooner had the writer pushed the door closed and spun the lock, than they scurried toward the back of the store out of sight of the windows, and very near to the cracked open storage room door, where my wife grinned, raised herself on her toes, and threw her arms around the neck of the guy. She not only kissed him, she necked with him. It was long and involved, and it featured tongues, which was evident by their cheeks and lips I could easily make out in the dim light that filled the place from streetlights out front.
So, kissing that early, that quickly: What I thought might as an outside chance take place furtively and after much coaxing and prodding, had actually taken place at the beginning. What I thought might take place after my wife demurred and resisted and put off and curled around and snuck away from and chuckled about and thought long and hard on before maybe taking advantage of circumstances for a quick peck, occurred with no preamble whatsoever.
I spied on them in the restaurant from a cafe stool directly across the street. I could tell Evie was nervous and stiff at first, but it wasn’t long before he had her laughing and swooning. I also saw him looking her over more than once as she ate and laughed and talked — she talks a lot when she’s really nervous or really excited. He also allowed himself a good long stare as she made her weaving way to the washroom. For her part, she turned and smiles seductively at him, knowing he was staring at her back end the whole way.
I was sure he was going to bring her to the bookstore and not his hotel room. First of all, suggesting they go to his hotel would have met with Evie’s refusal straight up. But going to the bookstore? He could ask her if she wanted to help him pack up and keep things innocent-sounding. Also, everybody knew him in town. How would it look to bring his raffle dinner prize winner back to his hotel? The staff would notice. But the bookstore? A private place easily and quickly got to? I’m a scientist, I make predictions for a living.
They cooed and purred at each other when they finally broke the kiss off, but my wife didn’t bring her hands down from around his neck and he didn’t let his hands come off her slim waist, either. They laughed more, and they grinned at each other too. He walked her backward until her legs touched the edge of the desk the owner used as his check out. She went “whoop!” and chuckled when he lifted her onto it. But she let him.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she said to him full of doubt but also with her mouth in a crooked grin. She also didn’t resist being sat on the edge of the desk. Nor having her legs urged gently apart, even if it made her black cotton tube dress ride up even higher on her thighs. She was flattered, I could tell, that an older man, and a famous author at that, was taking a sexual interest in her. It’s what I knew she would enjoy. I just didn’t think anything more than a quick kiss would transpire between them. I didn’t think she’d allow anything more. But when he moved his hand up from her waist and over her stomach, then further up, when they fell into kissing again, this time with tiny moans audible to my ear behind the door six feet away, and finally, over the rise of her breasts under her tight form-fitting dress, I felt the first pangs in my stomach and heart.
It was also the first inkling I had that I might have miscalculated and misunderstood. The look on her face of both doubt and excitement, of both skepticism and anticipation when she hesitated at our hotel room door looking so hot and doubly made up as though truly for a date, I began to wonder, had I agreed to something, had I encouraged her to do something, without knowing what she was telling me? “I mean the other things you were saying,” I remember her last words as she cracked open the door. “Are you sure this is okay?” What had I said was okay, exactly?
“You better not,” she said to him when he put his hands on her bare thighs and edged her skirt up higher. But it wasn’t a warning tone of voice, it was more like a judgment call she was making. She didn’t push his hands off of her and she didn’t close her legs or pull down her skirt. Instead, when he inched his hands higher, she groaned a wickedly grinning chuckle, and she inhaled like a woman does when it feels good. She wriggled her whole body and jutted her chest out at him.
“You’re going to be in trouble, you know,” she said in a low, coy voice. “You don’t know what you’re letting loose,” she grinned, before drawing her straight arms behind her and shedding her denim jacket off her shoulders with a shudder.
“Are you sure we’re alone?”
“Owner assured me, take all night, he said.” He ran his hands freely over her chest and up to her neck and out over her shoulders so beautiful in the dim light, bared by the cut of her tight dress.
“I just wouldn’t want to get caught,” my wife said, falling back into a deeper kiss with him. He had pushed her dress up high enough on her thighs she needed to lift one hip and then the other to allow him to go further. She was wearing thin pearly white thongs. I could see her chest heave with her deep breathing and I could see his hands touch her places only a husband should. He didn’t know she was married, and she didn’t know I was watching. But I was the guiltiest of all: I didn’t know what she had been saying, or what she had been hearing me say, either.
Evie giggled and wriggled her shoulders. She pulled and tugged and squirmed until her tube dress lifted up over her head and finally fell behind her empty onto the desk. She swung her legs and shook her chest at him. She was wearing no bra and had only her heels and panties left on. “Do you like?” she asked him, looking down at her own nearly completely naked body. She hung onto the edge of the desk and looks up at him through fallen strands of hair and curled her lip to bite it lightly. He stood back and casually began to unbutton his shirt.
If it wasn’t clear what he intended before, it was clear now. He wasn’t interested in stopping to only admire the young body being offered to his eyes. He was going to take it too, or so he was making clear what his intention was becoming. My wife, though, showed no reticence. She giggled in fact and watched him undress. She even said, “Hurry!” to him, and not because they had limited time, it was because she was impatient for his attentions. I had no clue anymore what line there was for her.
Let me explain. When we met, she’d had one man before me, back when she was 19. One man she admitted to — there is some ambiguity about something that may have happened at college, but her vague allusions made me think it was something regretted if anything at all. She was 27 now but was 24 when we met, and 25 when we married. When we dated, we went to a few parties, and though I thought I caught her playfully flirting once or twice when I teased her about it, she was aghast and firmly adamant that she wasn’t.
Even with me, she was deeply coy and innocent. She still thought it was a bad thing to be getting naked in bed with a boyfriend. A few times she played roles with me, pretending to be someone else, and pretending I was a stranger. But it was bedroom games that devolved into giggling quickly. She liked to pretend to flirt with me. She got excited by it, and even though she couldn’t get far without laughing at herself, what followed was usually the most enthusiastic and exploratory sex of our relationship.
Had we practiced for this night without me knowing? I took her clothes off on the kitchen table once — when I got to her panties, she was ashamed of how wet they were, and when I went down on her, I found her so wet, I wondered for a split second if it wasn’t another man’s cum, it flowed so thickly.
When Alton the author got down to his shorts, my wife, so different, so bold, so forward I hardly recognized her, pushed herself back on the desk, and covered her mouth with her hand as she chuckled. She also pulled up her knees and set her heels on the edge of the desk. I was stunned into paralysis. My mouth dropped and I pressed my forehead against the jamb of the door beside the desk. I couldn’t get angry, I was too confused. I literally blinked my eyes like in a cartoon, refocusing them on her face to make sure I had the right woman in sight.
She let her knees part for him, as soon as he put his hands on them.
“Do you get to lick young pussy very much anymore?” she chuckled. I looked and blinked again. She never talked like that. “I read your autobiography,” she turned her face from him in mock shyness. “Does it turn you on?”
She was teasing him and I was dying. I wanted to do what a man, a husband, is supposed to do, but I was cemented to the floor behind the door. I was so fascinated, I forgot to be angry.
She parted her legs further and ran her hand down her thigh, teasing him with her touches, before covering the front of her pussy with her cupped hand. “You have to say the magic word,” she eyed him with her hot, dark-lined eyes.
His hands tugged at the tiny band of my wife’s panties but she shook her head at him cutely and said in a tiny, high voice, “Nope.” She also rubbed her pussy through the fabric of her thongs, toying with him.
“I have a lot of magic words,” he said, scratching her thighs with his fingernails.
My wife, innocent, demure, soft, and quiet, pushed two painted fingers into her mouth and pushed them, wet, down inside her panties. He leaned over her like a bull snorting at the rump end of a cow, watching her as she teased him. I could see her fingers moving under her panties. She rolled her head back and sighed with short, short gasps. She also put her eyes back on his, half-lidded. She closed her knees on his hands where he worked to get her panties free.
“The magic word,” she repeated with a grin. “The one you used to make me cum,” she breathed short and hard at her own boldness.
He moved his hands up over her waist and stomach and bare breasts like she was her sculpture. She arched her back to his touch.
“How can I know when I did that to you?”
“It’s what you did to Cloe.” My wife sighed harder and laid down flatter across the desk. Her foot lifted from the edge and she pressed it into his crotch, curling her toes against him.
“Ohhh,” he smiled. “When she fomented all over me.”
“Ah!” Evie contorted like he stabbed her and she pulled her hands out of her panties. She lifted her hips up and she bit on her finger as Alton tugged them off her ass and down her legs she lifted and stretched out toward him. It was a character in one of his books presumably.
“Only one of the words you taught me,” she moaned, looking down her stomach as the man lowered himself to his knees. She smirked and chirped happily when he lifted her legs and gently rested them over his shoulders. I watched as the man brought his mouth to her shining pussy and as she closed her ankles around his back.
I was staggered when she exhaled and rolled her head to the side. I could hear the wetness as the author licked my wife. Her body thrashed in slow motion. She reached between her spread legs with both her hands to tussle his hair, to tug at it, and to press his face harder into her pussy. She kept closing her eyes and going into loudly-annunciated spasms, before holding her breath and looking again between her legs, as though disbelieving it was him, as though to remind herself the great Alton Nash was eating her out.
And I guess he was pretty good at it too. It took less than a few minutes for her to start gasping and holding her breath and inhaling in short sharp bursts. When she came, she sounded like she had fallen off a high cliff. She pounded the desktop with her tiny fists.
I was as much out of breath as both of them were. Watching people play around naked in real-time is one thing. When one of them is your wife and the other is some guy she has salivated over for years, it's harrowing. I tried to regain control of my breath and I felt my heart rate in case I was going into cardiac arrest. I needed to sit down my legs were so weak. I had so much to think about — what do I say? Do I say anything? Was it marriage ending? Or was it really that bad? I had nothing to compare it to. I rubbed my forehead and sank down against the wall.
That’s when I heard it: they weren’t finished. Struck with horror, I struggled to decide to turn my head and look back out the thin crack in the door. They weren’t on the desk anymore. The book store was a classic and it had piles of used books stacked up in corners. It was part of its famous charm. I could hear them talking, laughing, my wife squealing and moaning, but I couldn’t see them. I crept out further and made my way crouching and dodging through a narrow channel of shelves.
The breathing, the cries, and the gasps grew in depth, volume, and frequency. My throat choked up and my head throbbed. There is no doubt that if anyone else was there, if anyone saw me creeping around, including either of my wife or the author, I’d attack, I’d come out swinging. There would be violence. But no one knew I was there, no one was the least aware that I was a witness to my wife playing with another man. In an odd way, it gave me some security.
I saw the bare ass end of the guy around the edge of the shelves in a darkened corner. It was bounding forward and back. I crept further forward. I saw my wife’s bare legs, her feet with those sexy heels still on them, bobbing in the air. I didn’t believe what my own eyes were telling me. Her voice was high and happy. I stuck my neck out and spied through the books. The sound of slushy, heavy slapping, was obvious. Her voice, jolted with each cry, made it clear. I looked anyway, as though I needed to see it to understand it. My wife’s hands were wrapped tightly around the man’s waist and her fingernails dug deeply into his skin. I peeked further. She was staring up into his face, her own face sweating, red, and smiling. It was jolting hard too. He was fucking her.
My breath left my chest and blood rush from my head. My legs shook and my spine shivered. I ducked and crawled several feet when I heard them stop and shift and laugh. When I crawled up to the edge of the shelf again, my face was two feet away from my own wife’s ass. The man was on his back surrounded by stacks of hardcover books. And Evie was riding him, snapping and curling her body on top of him. His hands squeezed her breasts and her hands squeezed his hands. I exhaled past empty lungs and my eyes went black. I could see stars. I could also see my wife’s soaking pussy lips slide up and plunge down over the shaft of the author’s cock.
I was paralyzed. I told her to go enjoy herself. She told me she really liked the guy, she told me he was a fantasy for her, and she told me several times a bookstore is her sexiest location for getting off. She told me she was going to do something with him after the dinner date. She put on makeup and clothes as a woman on her way to a sex date. I told her to go, and I removed her wedding ring on her way out the door. I thought I was giving her permission to spread her wings, to enjoy some harmless flirting. I thought I was allowing her to dream away. But she told me what she was going to do, she was asking me permission to spread her legs. And I encouraged her to go and do it.
I could barely breathe but I peered around the edge of the shelf again. She had crouched down lower on him and his hands grabbed at her bare ass. He was ramming up into her as hard as she was slamming herself down onto him. She cried out loud it was so good. I was looking when he came in her. I didn’t know it was happening, but she grasped him tighter and rode him harder even as I could see his ejaculate gush from inside her pussy and flow down over his cock and balls.
She kissed him and she smiled and she crooned all over him. She pulled up and laughed at his cum running out of her. I crab-walked backward and slipped into the storage room again and waited.
I listened through the door as they dressed, laughed, and kissed. I made it back to our hotel before she did by running through the blocks behind. I got up to our room before they walked up the driveway. I could see over the balcony as the author hugged and kissed my wife in the dark before the hotel front door.
It was about 9 at night and I got the TV on. My heart was still pounding and I flew to the shower because I’d been sweating from the run back. I heard her come in the door from the shower. I stepped out in my towel knowing that I was the second man she saw naked that night.
“You have a good time?” I asked. I almost bit my tongue and clenched my eyes. Everything was tinged with different meanings now.
“It was okay,” she said. “Meeting someone like that is a dream come true.” She began to undress.
“You were at the restaurant the whole time?” I was testing her.
“No, we went to the bookstore.”
“Oh,” I was surprised she was skirting with honesty that much. “Helping him with his stuff?”
She didn’t answer. She faced away from me and continued taking her clothes off. “Helping him with his stuff?” I repeated.
She turned around in only her panties, but in her bare feet. She twisted her arms together and clasped her hands. She looked at me through her fallen hair and raised her eyes to mine. She only twisted her lips and bit her cheek.
“What’s wrong?” I said. I wasn’t ready yet to admit my crime, either. Because I had more to admit than that I merely spied on her fucking the guy. If it was going to be a night of truth, I could not evade what I was hiding in my heart as well. I didn’t stop her. And it wasn’t because I was paralyzed or because I didn’t know how to, or because I was afraid of what violence I’d unleash. The truth was, I was dealing with self-revelation as much as a revelation of who my wife really was. I expected, I wanted, her to evade me, to lie, to try to get away with it, at least for a few days, until we got home, at least till I had enough time to sort my own feelings out, so confused was I about what really happened between the shelves at the bookstore.
When I watched the man pummel her from above, my cock grew hard. When I came back and watched my wife ride him hard and deep, I eased my cock out of my pants. And when I saw the man’s cum gush from my wife’s wet pussy, I ejaculated.
When I stewed in the storeroom waiting for them to get dressed and leave, I wasn’t plotting how to end our marriage or how to confront my wife over her infidelity. I was focused only on how I could have that experience again. The experience of watching, of listening! to my wife get licked, suck, fuck, and sail away in orgasm, again. I didn’t want her to confess anything to me because I was far from ready to confess that to her. She should have been the one in shame for what she did, and in truth, she was, the way she stood there staring at me. But I was the one crushed under shame. I sent her to do it. And I jerked off watching it.
“We did some things,” she said in a tiny, soft voice. “Together,” she added after a moment.
“Well, that’s fine,” I said, shrugging, turning away, struggling to hide my face.
“I mean I did things maybe I shouldn’t have.”
I stayed with my face to the wall, with my eyes closed, with my heart pounding. How to tell her? How to admit what I did? She was being so honest admitting to me what she did, it made it ten times worse.
“We sort of took our clothes off.”
I squinted hard and braced myself on the wall. My chest heaved and my knees shook.
“I let him touch me.”
I breathed harder. My mouth dropped open and I begged in my mind for her to stop telling me.
She stepped toward me halfway across the room. She must have been wondering why I was so non-responsive. “I touched him,” she nearly whispered.
I was drained. My lungs emptied. My knees buckled and I clenched my legs to keep myself up.
She came close behind me, so close I could sense her warmth and feel her breath. “I let him lick me.”
I audibly gasped and involuntarily groaned. I couldn’t turn around, I couldn’t lift my head, and I couldn’t form words neither in my mouth nor in my mind.
She pressed her naked body to my back and snaked her arms under mine and clasped them over my chest. With her mouth against my neck, she said, “He made me cum.”
I shook and I squeezed my face and my stomach.
She let her hands flow down my stomach until her fingers slipped under the edge of my towel and made it fall to the floor at my feet. “Very hard.” She nibbled my ear.
I moaned and twisted my lips together. She reached further down and clasped my cock. She knew already — it was hard. I was erect. She whispered in my ear, “I let him fuck me.”
“Fuck,” I breathed out hard.
She stroked my cock and with her other hand cupped and squeezed my balls. “And I rode him.”
I cried out loud and raised my clenched face to the ceiling.
She pulled on my cock tightly, squeezing me and tugging on me. “I fucked him until he came inside me.”
My knees buckled and I fell onto them on the floor, still bracing myself against the walls in the corner of the room.
She came down with me. “It made me cum on him again, very hard.”
I flopped on the floor and curled up in a ball. She stroked me and she pawed at my arms and legs until she coaxed me open. Lying on the floor flat, she lifted herself over top of me.
“His cum is still inside me,” she cooed to me. She drew the tip of my raging hard cock all around her already red and swollen pussy lips. “All that wetness you feel?” she said in a tiny, shaking voice. “It’s not all me,” she whispered. She lowered herself and sank her pussy around my cock. She’d never felt as hot as that inside. She was hot enough to burn me.
I couldn’t look at her. I hid my face under my arm and turned sideways. She rode me slowly, deeply, contorting and twisting on me, and she groaned and gasped like she’d never done with me before. She made me cum inside her and she kept fucking me through it all.
She got up and left me there to go get a shower. I managed to pull myself into bed. When she came back, we didn’t talk, but we curled up together.
On the drive back down, she got a text. She smiled and her eyes widened. Finally, she looked at me and stared until I turned to her.
“What?”
“Nothing, never mind,” she smiled.
“Tell me.”
She took a long time staring out the window and gasping with her inhalations. She was having a hard time bringing it to the surface.
“Tell me,” I pleaded with her.
“Okay,” she said. She looked out the side window a long time more before finally turning back to me. “Alton wants to know if I’m free Saturday night.”
And do you want to know where my mind went? Nowhere further than, “Can I watch?”
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