
        
            
                
            
        

    





















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