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I straightened my tie in the bathroom mirror and checked my teeth. My fiancé pressed against my side and leaned her taut body over the edge of the counter to see her lips up close. She readied her stick of blush red.
“Not in the way am I?” Hope pushed until her body squeezed between me and the counter. She pushed her ass out into the front of my suit pants. She was already dressed in her peek-a-boo heeled sandals, her tight white pencil skirt, her tucked-in billowy men’s blue dress shirt, and her open mid-thigh white lab coat.
I looked down at her body where she wriggled it against me and I lowered my hands around her waist. “Never in the way,” I intoned.
“Just don’t get any funny ideas, you hear?” she said softly into the mirror as she leaned closer yet and began to draw the round end of the stick around her pouted lips.
I walked my fingers against her hips and drew the bottom edge of her skirt up her thighs, tiny step by tiny step. “Would never think of it,” I said.
“Anyway,” she stood up still tight between me and the counter dusting my face in blonde bouncy waves and straightened her back to gaze at her face that she tilted slightly sideways, “you’re not allowed to till after the wedding.” She arched her back, though, and she stuck out her small chest like she didn’t know what it did to me. She retracted her tube of lipstick and dropped it from height into her bag. She wrapped her hands around the curved leading edge of the counter and admired her body in the mirror, dropping her gaze down to her legs exposed from where I had bunched her skirt up around her hips.
She arched her back even harder and pushed her raised ass hard against my groin. I lifted her lab coat and her skirt higher and I leaned back and poked my head out sideways to look at her body with her through the mirror. She was wearing midnight blue satin hipster panties with tiny scalloped edges around her thighs. I touched them and her hips recoiled and her knees crossed.
“You better not,” she breathed more than spoke through a sharp grin she fought to pull down. But her body only arched further yet and she leaned forward over the counter and laid her head back so far her luxury of blonde cascades swept over my shoulders.
I ran my fingers against her skin and around the waist of her panties. I slipped my finger tips under the top edge. We could hear her parents downstairs talking as loud as two people would who wanted to be heard, who wanted their presence known. They let us stay in the old bedrooms upstairs, but apart, in separate rooms until the big night. We’d already given up our own apartments, and our new condo together — her parent’s wedding gift to her — awaited us. Hope shifted her balance and parted her legs. She lifted herself on her toes inside her heeled shoes.
“Out of bounds,” she purred. “No time, don’t you know?” she said through breath that was high and uneven. “Don’t you have work too?”
I was a manager of a state senator’s office. “It’s all part of the home and work life balance, haven’t you heard about that?”
She was a pharmacist inside the big box grocery store. “I think I heard something about that, yeah,” she leaned her head back and caught my cheek in her hand curled up behind her. She twisted her face and pressed mine close and kissed the side of my mouth. “But we’re in my parent’s house and this is your no fly zone so stop trying to lead me into temptation.” She smelled of vanilla and freesia.
I slipped my fingers down inside her panties and pushed her panties halfway down her thighs where they stretched wide between her legs. I used my hands on her hips to turn her around forcefully to face me. She resisted but she sighed. She raised her arms and let them come down on my shoulders gentle as rain. Her mouth fell open and her body sagged submissively against me. “What do you think you’re doing?” she bit her lip. “We can’t,” she pleaded in a loud whisper. But she also pushed her hips forward and rocked her pelvis against mine. “Baby . . . “ she sighed.
I pushed her panties down her legs further and she raised one foot and shoe then the other to allow me to remove her panties altogether. She settled her feet back on the floor, stepping them widely around my feet. I bent down and picked up her panties and folded them into my suit jacket pocket. She just puffed air form her nose and grinned with her eyes closing and she shook her head side to side.
“Don’t,” she grinned, pressing hard against me and clenching her fingers into fists against the back of my neck.
I leaned toward her mouth and when my lips touched hers, she moaned and her chest jutted forward to press into mine. “I’m only taking what’s rightfully mine,” I said.
Lifted herself onto the edge of the counter and raised her knees onto my hips. She dragged her high heels up the back of my legs and wriggled her chest against my chest. She said, “You assume I belong to you do you?” She kissed me long and sloppily, smearing her fresh lipstick into my lips.
“I do,” I said.
She reached down between us and undid my fly. She pushed her hand inside the folds of my pants and she fondled my balls before fishing my cock out of my fly and squeezing my shaft hard.  “You know what happens when we assume, don’t you,” she murmured, before licking my lips and leveraging herself against me to raise her ass further up onto the edge of the counter. She pulled on my cock and she caressed it, stroked it, squeezed it. Her hand trembled and her breath caught. When I pushed my hips further forward, the head of my cock touched her bared pussy and I looked down to watch. She was glistening she was so wet. When I looked back up to her face, her mouth had dropped open and her eyes, glazed, were half lidded.
“We can’t,” she whispered hoarsely. “It’s a whole bucket of wrong,” she pleaded. But her inhalation was jagged and her grip on my cock clenched and released over and over. “I’m a good girl,” she whispered into my ear. “I’m a Christian.”
I pushed into her hand and she closed it harder around my cock, denying me. I pushed harder yet and she wrapped her fingers only more tightly around me. She exhaled so hard she accidentally groaned and pursed her lips, struggling to keep quiet. We could hear her parents talking aimlessly about weather and traffic, loudly and as though directing their voices to the stairs.
“We have to wait,” she cried in a high, weak voice in my ear. “Abstinence, remember?” Her voice quaked.
“Just a little bit. It’s so hard,” I whispered to her.
Her hand curled and her fingernails, freshly painted glossy pink, scratched up and down the length of my erection. I pushed myself further forward and she dragged the tip of my cock up and down the swollen and gleaming lips of her pussy. She inhaled unevenly and bit hard on my neck. Her thumb rubbed over the head of my cock slippery with my pre-cum and her juice.
“Wait,” she whispered hoarsely but she shook in her hand and held her breath and her hips edged forward. “Fuck,” she cried quietly and curled her back. She wiped the head of my cock rapidly up and down inside her slit.
When I pushed harder again, sinking the head of my cock inside her lips, she pushed herself back on the counter against the mirror, she frantically reached behind herself, fished out a bottle from her bag, and squeezed lotion into her hand. She returned her hands to my cock and, gently at first, because she knew it was cold to my hot skin, she wrapped them around my raging cock.
She squeezed again, even tighter this time. “How’s that,” she smirked at me. When I pushed again, though she squeezed as tightly as she could around my cock, lubricated with the lotion, it eased through. She smiled lasciviously up at me. “It’s all you’re going to get, so giddy up,” she groaned. I pulled back and pushed forward. She exhaled noisily into my ear, and from my cock’s point of view, it felt no different. I fucked her hand with the humping abandon of a dog and she moaned in my ear with the groans and inhalations of a cumming woman.
She used tissues to wipe her legs and stomach when she was done. “Panties,” she said with her hand out and her hips posed crookedly. She rolled her eyes and shook her head at me with a grin. Our wedding was in five days.
But that evening, it felt like it was further away than ever. I followed her car when she drove out of the box store parking lot, turning the wrong way for home. I wanted to pull up beside her at a traffic light and proposition her. I wanted to pretend I was picking her up in traffic, and to steal another few minutes with her before we got back to the stifling environment of her parents’ home. I wanted to make out in her car because I could hardly manage the wait any longer and I didn’t know how she could either. I was going crazy with the looming wedding night coming closer and closer.
She left town though and I grew more curious about where she was headed. About ten minutes past the last streetlights on Highway 5, she turned into the entrance of the Moonlight Motel, the skankiest and most derelict of the old ‘50s neon motels from back before the interstate routed everyone far around our town. She parked and I drove on, staring sideways out my window bewildered with intrigue and shooting off into the blackness of the empty desert.
I went up to the junction and came back along Old Mine Road and pulled over across the dry lake bed from the back side of the low motel. I hiked around these parts a lot and crossing it at night without a light was no problem. The moon lit up the sporadic sagebrush landscape halfway to daylight and I needed to seek out the shadows of palm trunks and random low walls that randomly populating the back forty of the motel, making my stealth approach to the ticking and humming air conditioner jutting out the stained stucco wall below the only lit-up back window of the skanky motel feel like I was special ops.
I was able to kneel on the sheet metal of the air con, though the pain pierced through my kneecaps. I edged my fingers up the rough wall to hang on the warped metal lip below the window and I hung my head low between my shoulders and I breathed. I scanned around myself. There was nobody out there of course and you could see for miles through the crystal clear air and utterly flat landscape. There were other cars parked in front of a few other rooms, but Hope’s car was in front of the room with the light on. Was she planning something secret for me? Was she finding a place to try on wedding night surprises in secret? Was she, like me, needing some time and space away from her parents? And from me?
Was she having second thoughts about us? It was hard to believe that could be the case given her lust and passion just that morning on the bathroom counter. But if she was troubled about it, I needed to know. I wanted to make sure she was sure — I wanted to know if she needed more time. I had to know what she was escaping to in the most hidden place the flat desert town offered.
I projected my lips into a circle and eased out a lungful of breath. I turned my face toward the dust and soot-clung wall and I rose slowly as an excruciating elevator till the tops of my eyes crested the flimsy metal sill. There was, as my binoculars suggested from the side of the Old Mine Road that ran along the edge of the ancient lake bed, a gap in the curtains. It was better than that: the gap was wide and the curtains were threadbare enough to see through them regardless. No one ever saw fit to hang thicker curtains because there was never anyone or anything out there. Until the likes of me came along, that is, I smirked.
To the left was the bathroom door and past that, the closet sliders. Further along that wall came the long hutch with the flatscreen on top, hooks in the wall for coats, and then the motel room front door on the wall facing me. Scanning right, I came two straight back chairs and a small round table below a broad window outside of which, I knew, was the walkway to the doors and the parking lot and her car.
Coming back down the wall to the right was a bedside table and lamp, the bed, of course, and another bedside table with identical lamp. Then came a nook of sorts: a couch facing the low and wide window I peeked through and two overstuffed chairs facing it directly below me, with a low cheap coffee table centering them all. A little fridge was along the right wall, and a counter, a sink, a hot-plate, a coffee maker, a roll of paper towels.
I lowered myself and steadied my breathing and tried to lower my heart rate. I had lots to absorb from my momentary reconnaissance. There was data I was not expecting and images I had no categories for. The bathroom door was open and the light was on. The fan spewed humid air out the vent beside me as though a shower had just been taken. Towels laid stirred on the floor and toothpaste tube, a shaver, deodorant, and other members of the typical male travel kit spread randomly across the counter. Keys, money, camera, phone — these were spread equally randomly over the hutch below the TV. A show was on the screen. A smart grey sports jacket hung beside a white lab coat on the hooks behind the door. On the small round table an open laptop projected sleeping swirling shapes awaiting commands. The first bedside table held bottles of beer, various food containers, empty snack bags, plastic utensils lazing about. The sheets on the bed were in disarray and pulled out here and there to show the naked mattress below along the edge. A pillow fell folded over itself on the floor like a shot man.
On the bed were two people. A man sat up against the headboard with his legs stretched out, holding a to-go food container he picked through with throwaway chopsticks. A woman sat cross-legged facing him with her back to me, also holding a foot container she stirred with her own chopsticks, her languid curls of blonde hair, messy as the bed, falling down her back. She laughed as did the man at something one of them said, or both. It was a lazy, timeless conversation sporadically erupting between them as though they existed outside the whole world in that out-of-the-way room at the end of the low row of motel rooms ten miles outside town out in the desert.
I recognized them both, of course. The man was Mitch, now a notorious journalist and a national fan-favorite of a certain slice of the political spectrum. But back in college a decade ago, he was that guy I utterly hated but could never get free from. Everyone thought we must have been friends, we shared so many interests and appears at so many of the same protests and readings and talks. And the woman? That was Hope. I hated Mitch because she hated him. I hated him for her. He was loud, opinionated and judgmental and he teased her mercilessly about her abstinence and chastity. He derided her religious beliefs. And he continually mocked me for staying with her even though she wouldn’t have sex with me. Hope was thick as thieves with us in our groups on campus. She used to talk about him so much, seething about his lack of morals and principles, hating him for his secularism and relativism. She used to text him when she thought of more things to hate him for.
Her back looked exquisite in that light, arched gently, her ribs protruding slightly, and the sides of her round breasts like moons themselves below the smooth curve of her shoulders. Her agile fingers manipulated the chopsticks as though she were touching a water brush to paper, and her nails, gun blue, were all of a palette with her sunset skin and autumn wheat field hair. I momentarily pressed my cheek to the cool, smooth glass and shut my eyes. Memories rushed up like imminent death had gripped me, memories of Hope, at home, me spying at her back when she was absorbed in her makeup in the mirror, or doing her nails at her dresser, or otherwise unaware of me leering. Or texting on the other end of the couch, the phone an inch from her eyes during shows. She used to love going out for drives alone, “out into the desert,” she’d say wistfully.
“I worry about you though, out there all alone, getting dark.”
“Aw, you really love me don’t you.”
“I do.”
“You really don’t have to worry about me, you really don’t,” she’d try to reassure me. “I don’t go that far,” she said. But she’d be gone for over an hour at a time.
Hope had always been the steady-at-the-wheel one in our circle of friends at college. She was the one who gently pursed her lips from across the room when I, wild with politics and arguing, refilled my glass again without count. She was the one who steered us up this sidewalk and not that when, staggered from the bar and laughing all the way home to our hotel in Prague or Istanbul or Algiers, delivering us from lurking dangers that I couldn’t perceive. She saved money and plotted her course. She identified her career and she aimed straight for it. I clung to her when I was floating like a washed-up body swept away in a flood, grasping at her the way like she was a passing street sign pole in the maelstrom. She was the first solid thing I had ever held, it felt like, and I never wanted to let her go.
Except I did, once. She went to a party at a notorious house I knew enough about but she didn’t. She assured me she’d be okay — I couldn’t go, I was supposed to be driving home that weekend. But I worried of course. She wasn’t accustomed to that kind of scene, she didn’t really know what went on at that house. She was solid, but she was also unexposed, inexperienced in more ways than one.
I cancelled my trip home and drove out to the house late at night. She’d saved me from so many mistakes of my own, I owed her at least that much. The house was crammed from the yard on in. It was difficult to move through the bodies they were packed so tight together. The humidity steamed my glasses. The music and heaving bodies made the whole floor bounce and it was a wonder it didn’t collapse.
With point lights and speakers throughout the whole place, even a live band across the front of the once-majestic hall of a living room, the party was a wild one with a tinge to it more menacing than others I’d been to. That could have been just my perception — I went in a dark mood. It seemed every eye I met lingered before glancing away, every mouth held straight when I looked, but they ducked and grinned when I passed. Were people turning their backs to me as I squeezed by, or was I just imagining it?
I searched the lower floor rooms but couldn’t find her. On the second level of the massive labyrinthine old house, people came out of rooms that spilled with smoke, and quickly closed the doors behind them. Along the halls they looked down and away from me, red eyes and gaping mouths all of them. Still the lighting made it hard to see anything and the music gave no direction, pounding against my consciousness from everywhere.
I found a friend and asked him, yelling with spit flying right into his ear, “Have you seen Hope?” But he just shook his head either to mean that “No, he hadn’t,” or “Forget it, I can’t even understand words or thoughts right now.” I held his shoulders to straighten him but the swimming eyes and rubber neck made him useless to me and he only laughed deliriously at my serious face and turned to follow a butterfly, it looked like.
I checked one of the doors in the indeterminately long hallway and found five or six people sitting in the light of another string of Christmas lights utterly silent and stunned looking. I checked behind another door and found a group of people whether four or ten it was hard to say, on the bed in one mass of limbs and bodies writhing like a pit of snakes. The third door on the left, the last one, was locked. I wriggled the handle and pounded on the flat wood but there was no response.
I turned and went to the door opposite and found no one inside. Coming out and turning to the next door coming back down the hallway, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I spun around and came face to face with the lazy, sleepy, half-lidded eyes and sideways grin on the face of Hope. “Hey,” she said, and she wrapped her arms around my neck, she laid her head over my shoulder, and she nibbled at my ear.
“Didn’t expect to see you here,” she said. Before I could answer, she murmured more deeply, “Take me home?”
Over her shoulder I noticed the locked door was open, just as it was closing again. And inside, peering out through the shadowy gap, could have been, I wasn’t sure, the face of Mitch. The latch snapped closed and the lock was turned before I could take a step.
Hope pressed her hand hard in my stomach and turned me around toward the stairs. “Take me home,” her request had become a command.
“How did you even get there?” I chuckled, skirting the issue, keeping things light, obscuring my mood, as we sliced through the desert air at night.
“I went with a friend,” she replied cryptically. She looked over from her seat to mine as I held tight over the long, dark road from the old stately mansion back toward town. It was like she was challenging me to question her further, daring me.
“Just not the kind of thing I thought you were into,” I shrugged. I left the matter of the locked door and the dark room at the end of the hallway alone for the time being.
She loosened the tension in her body and smiled at me with her eyes squinting closed. She leaned over and hugged my arm. “You don’t have to worry about me,” she kissed my hand that she clasped her fingers around and brought it to her mouth. “I’m as strait-laced as they come.” She flashed her big brown eyes at me and did that thing again with her mouth to look like the picture of innocence. “Don’t you know that about me by now?” She jutted up her small chest as she said it. For a girl who didn’t do sex until marriage, she sure knew how to do sexy before.
“Still,” I grinned at her, glancing over, squeezing her hand in mine. “Who’d you go with?”
She was wearing a white button-up shirt done to her neck and pleated black pin-strip trousers with suspenders. She’d found at a thrift shop shiny, pointed black leather shoes. She was wearing a small fedora with her hair pulled up, except for loose strands that fell in waterfall curls around the sides of her face. She was incredibly hot and she looked like she was feeling on fire, too.
“A friend,” she nearly whispered over the hushed wind slipping over the car. “I already told you,” she said, biting her lip and slipping her shoulder out of the seat belt to turn more completely toward me. She undid the buttons in her shirt at her neck slowly and deliberately, looking down and studying her deft fingers as though they belonged to someone else who was undressing her.
She glanced up at me and inhaled unevenly. I could see emerging between the opening curtains of her top the soft smooth roundness of the top of her breasts, and the scalloped edge of her black bra.
“Who?” I pursued her, but it grew difficult to focus. I glanced back and forth between the narrowing horizon of the unlit road and her emerging chest barely lit by the glow from the dashboard. She jutted her chest again and squeezed her breasts together, thrusting them further up toward me.
“Not now,” she whispered back, and she pulled her shirt open, unbuttoned to the waist of her trousers, and pulled the suspenders around the mounds of her breasts. She pulled her legs up onto her seat so that she sat on her ankles facing me sideways.
I swallowed and licked my lips. She knew how to get me revved up, but I also knew she’d turn the key off just when I slammed things into gear.
“What’s the matter, Ronny,” she grinned. “Can’t a girl show you a little depth to her personality?” She smiled and leaned over. Her hands fell on my thigh and she drew her face up close to mine. She licked my cheek and giggled. “Maybe your little Hope is changing before your eyes. I’m not a little girl anymore, have you noticed?” We were friends from before high school. I watched her grow up in every sense.
I tightened my grip on the wheel and steadied my gaze out the front window. Hope moved her hand up my thigh high enough to brush lightly as a feather over the front of my pants. She breathed hard in my ear and whispered, “But would you like me to be one for you tonight?”
I reached over to cradle her body in my arm, but she bit my earlobe hard and said, “Nuh-uh-uh,” in my ear with more breath than voice. “Steady on the wheel boy,” she grinned, carrying my hand in hers and draping it back over the steering wheel.
She licked my cheek and she nuzzled her face into my neck. “Did I ever tell you what your smell does to me?” I could feel her smirk more than see it. Her hand squeezed me below through my pants and she looked out the front window with me, her cheek to my cheek, as she yanked up the bottom edge of my t-shirt. “You just keep your eyes on the road,” she groaned in a guttural tone, “and I’ll look after you down there.” Her fingers found the zipper of my pants and she lowered it slowly as though tooth by tooth. She worked to undo my belt. She fed the button of my jeans through its hole and she spread open the flaps of my jeans, pressing them down to stay.
She gently pulled out my stiffening erection. Her hand was cool and soft. She pushed her face between mine and the window and she kissed me sloppily with her tongue probing deep inside.
“Jesus, Hope,” I groaned. “What’s gotten into you?”
She only went “Shhh,” and nestled her face in my chest, my stomach, and finally my lap. I looked down only to see her loosened hair flow around my legs and stomach like a golden whirlpool at night, and then I felt the pure warmth and wetness engulf me. When she pulled up with her lips tight around my shaft, I felt the life nearly go out of me, it was so hair-raising.
When she was done, she came up cupping her hand under her chin to catch the stretching drops that ran out of her full mouth and she filched through my glove box for tissues trying to keep from laughing. “Jesus,” she burbled holding her mouth up. “It even came out my nose!” she squealed. Then she sat up straight, pulled the seatbelt back over her body, and pulled down the mirror to check her face. “I learned how to swallow, did you like that honey?”
“Fuck ya,” I shook my head with amazement. It was indeed a new trick. “Where’d you learn that?”
She grinned and sniggered and she shrugged. “Just somewhere, I dunno, online I guess,” she said, and she turned to look into the blackness of the desert night.
When I got her to the front door of her parent’s house, she said loudly enough for her mother to hear, where we could see her leering out the front door lit up with a too-bright porch light, “Okay, thank you for the ride! Good night!” She reckoned if her mother didn’t throw her out her father would shoot her, “if they knew all what I did,” she said.
“But you’re not even having sex,” I shrugged disbelievingly.
She shrugged too. “I guess,” she agreed.
I raised my eyes above the sill of the grimy window at the back of the motel. Hope laughed effusively at something Mitch said. She put her food down, laid her chopsticks carefully across the top of the box, and fell forward onto her hands and knees. She gently removed the food container and chopsticks from Mitch’s hands, placing them on his crowded bedside table as well. With her face two inches from his, she spoke — I couldn’t hear — and she shook her head with a grin and raised eyebrows. She lifted her face and brought her lips to his.
There are feelings you expect when you see your fiancé kiss another man. You’ve seen movies, maybe read novels. You think you know what to expect when the moment comes, should you ever be subjected to it. The kiss endured. From behind, I could see her head tilt to the side as she got more into it. She was already out of her lab coat that hung behind the door and Mitch’s hands began to work on the buttons of her top, the blue dress shirt.
I emptied my lungs and refilled them slowly like a machine, like a mechanical pump. Hope reached over his shoulder behind him and, pushing her body into his, she pulled on the chain and turned out one of the two lamps. Dim golden light washed over her exposed neck where her hair fell around her shoulders and down into his lap. He had finished with her buttons and, now kissing again, he gently unveiled her shoulders that shone round and shiny in the soft light. She sat back on her legs and hung her arms limply behind her body so her shirt slid like a wind-born tissue gracefully down her back and arms to lie lightly crumpled on the bed behind her. I felt more things than what they warned you’d feel.
But I would be lying to say everything was completely unexpected.
She talked and laughed and shook her head and grinned and her fingers undid the buttons of his shirt all the while. She parted the panels and he leaned forward and together they struggled to get him out of it. He shook his arms and she tugged at the sleeves till it came over his hands inside out. She tossed it without care off the bed and it floated too, like a loosed flag, to land on the floor between the bed and the small round table. I opened my eyes wider. The feelings that coursed through my veins were not the kind of thing a future devoted husband and potential community leader should feel. But they were just as intense all the same. I felt shame, because it wasn’t all black and white, it wasn’t either right or wrong, and it wasn’t clearly victim and perp. It also wasn’t all negative feelings, either.
His hands wrapped around her hips but it was she who unbuttoned her skirt at the hip and who drew down the tiny zipper at the side. It went all the way to the hem like a wrap. She opened her skirt and uncurled it from her hips and tossed it down to the foot of the bed. She was wearing black low-rise hipster panties and a black full-cup bra. On the messed-up bed, with her messed up blonde hair, her clothes on the bed and his on the floor, a fiancé should break in, obviously. A future husband should become violent. A man should feel betrayed, angry, lost, despondent, done.
But not this man. I felt none of those things. I watched my fiancé smile and coo to the other man and bite her lips and sway to her opposite side as she pulled free his belt, undid the button at the top of his jeans, and pulled down his fly. She leaned back and they both laughed as though nothing could be more blissful. His legs shot out straight and she tugged and leaned over and struggled to got them off, also inside out, and she tossed them on the floor to join his shirt. He straightened pillows behind himself and she straightened herself over him.
Still on her hands and knees, she leaned over his body and kissed him more intimately. The man’s hands cupped her hanging breasts. She murmured against his lips and her hands felt down the front of his body and laid in his lap. I forced my eyes to blink they had dried so crusty from staring. My hands cramped where I clung to the sill. My knees shook from remaining half bent, and my back ached from holding myself in a crouch. Mitch’s hands fell down onto my fiancé’s bare back and drew down, slowly, pressing hard. He cupped them around her sweet ass and he squeezed her enough to make her squeal so loud I could hear her outside the window and over the whir and ticks of the air con and the chorus of crickets out across the desert floor behind me.
Still I forced myself to watch. Still I remained in place. And still, the feelings I was supposed to have remained awol, and other feelings, feelings I had no name for, but yet feelings I was long familiar with, could not be shaken, though I tried again and again.
I would have loved to be able to say the reason I couldn’t look away was because I needed evidence or because I could not believe my eyes or because I was outraged, or that I was gathering my fury preparatory to taking decisive and direct action.
But none of that would be true, it would all be a cover story. The reason I could not look away was because watching my future wife with another man, and especially with that man, almost naked now, their hands touching each other everywhere and under, her smiles and her kisses soft and warm on him, turned me on to levels of sexual excitement utterly unattainable even when it was me she kissed and me she touched and sprawled over.
His fingers snuggled under the waist of her panties and I expected at that point for my fiancé, fine with the flirting and teasing thus far, to squirm away from him, to tell him “No,” to laugh, and to back away, to remind him she was not like that, and she was saving herself for her man less than a week away. But she didn’t stop him. He pushed further and she wriggled and laughed and her panties slipped over her ass to stretch between her spread thighs. She didn’t struggle to get away, she wriggled to get closer.
With my face pressed to the glass, I could feel what she felt. I was experiencing what she was experiencing. I filled my lungs with her breath and I trembled in my fingers with her touch. She raised herself playfully over him into a jackknife and, laughing so free and loose, she stepped her legs out of her panties one after the other and she pulled one foot free holding them with the toes of her other foot before she pushed them away from under her and sank back down onto her knees over top of him.
She didn’t stop there, either. She rolled back and pulled his shorts with her. She flung them over his clothes. And still she flopped back over him, closer, tighter. She chicken-winged her arms behind her back and I watched her fingers unclasp her bra. She wiggled her body and let the thin satin straps fall down her arms. She picked them up daintily between her finger and thumb and lifted her bra to let it dangle, teasing him a moment with a coy grin, before dropping it onto the foot of the bed beside her panties.
My fiancé and Mitch were both completely naked. Their clothes were scattered. The bed was messed. If there was a time to step around through the shrubs and palm trunks to the front of the motel and pound on the front door, this was surely it. If there was a time to grip the door jamb, lean back to raise a leg, and boot the door down, this was it. If I wanted it to stop, this was the time to stop it surely, with them both irredeemably naked, but before a real mistake was made.
But that would be the actions of a man feeling rage, betrayal, and despondency. I wasn’t that man. I was feeling sensuousness. I was feeling arousal. And I was feeling the feminine response to the touches, the humor, and the illicit thrill of it all that my fiancé was feeling. I wasn’t angry, I was turned on. And I wasn’t surprised, either, I was familiar with the reaction in my body to what I was seeing. I wasn’t even shocked. I had set her on the course to his room at the motel all along. I am the one who made this happen.
Her luscious blonde head dipped down between her up-poking shoulders and I could see from the side through the window and the thin curtains her pink glossy mouth open. I could see her tongue play out over her bottom lip, wet and dark. And I saw her lips close around the bulbous head of his erect cock.
He pushed his hands into her hair and his fingers curled into her scalp and gripped her head. She lifted her mouth from the head of his cock and she smiled at him lustfully, strings of saliva stretching from her lips to his cock. She said something but she didn’t wait for him to reply before she sank down again, this time opening her mouth wide and sliding her soft, perfect lips all the way down the skin of his shaft so far she bumped her nose into his abdomen.
She pulled up and laughed and stroked and squeezed him and she bent down lower on her elbows and knees and licked it, circling her eyes back up through their corners to watch his reaction. My heart pounded and my breath was short. I felt that old light-headedness float me up through me freeing me from gravity. His hands wrapped around her ass further this time and I could see his fingers stretch and reach to touch her between her legs. She didn’t wriggle away, she ground her hips toward his hand and pushed back, eager to capture his fingers inside her.
She came up off him again and walked on her knees up his body. She pushed the top of his head until he squirmed down deep into the pillows. These were not lovers on a first-time encounter. She leaned her arms against the headboard and pressed her face into her arms. Her arched back to uncurl her hips and she jutted them forward. Her face was toward me but her eyes were as closed as her mouth was open. She brought her pussy tentatively and quiveringly to his mouth. She touched it the way you would bring your hand gingerly to an element. She knew already what she was inviting — nothing about the rendezvous out Highway 5 miles into the desert was new to anybody there, not to him, not to my fiancé, and not to me. She pushed her pussy against his mouth and sighed. Her hips bucked in slow motion as his mouth and tongue went to work on her. She was bounding into him, she was thrusting herself against him, she was fucking his mouth.
What fills a man when he watches his fiancé lose herself in sexual pleasure with another man? I watched her buck herself against Mitch’s face and I looked around over my shoulders again to ensure I was alone in that empty landscape. I wasn’t afraid of being seen peering through a cheap motel window on the edge of town. I was afraid of being caught doing what I was doing by the time my fiancé began to shudder hard against the man’s face. I had eased my cock out of my pants and I had been squeezing it and pulling on it. I wasn’t going slow to build myself up, I was going slow to stop from ejaculating too soon. My biggest concern was to get the timing right.
It was weird, I knew that of course. And wrong. Maybe even more wrong than what my fiancé was doing. After all, she didn’t do anything to deliberately set me up to be out there doing that, not like I had set things up for her to be out there doing what she was doing. I pressed my face hard against the glass and I gripped my cock hard in my hand. I leaned my other arm and hand against the glass with my fingers spread out. I opened my mouth and I gasped and bared my teeth. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world, getting to watch her like that with him.
My fiancé shook and gasped and dropped her head and the cries she emitted were clearly audible to my ears outside the window. Huffing and puffing and smiling and laughing, she walked backward on her knees back down his body. She straightened her back and reached behind herself between her legs. She stroked his cock against her ass and she bit her lip and grinned like a bad girl.
Mitch smiled crookedly like the guy who won. She fell down on him like she lost all strength and kissed his mouth. She reached down under her stomach and I could see her fingers behind her, between her legs. She wrapped her painted nails around his shaft and she raised her hips and wriggled them above his. She painted the head of his cock through the lips of her pussy and I nearly folded over and lost my breath. It was exactly what she’d done to me 12 or so hours earlier.
I smeared the glass with my face. She let go of his cock when the head penetrated her pussy lips. She gripped his neck with both hands, she sank her mouth onto his mouth, and her body writhed and contorted over top of him, teasing him, leading him on, bringing him so close. I pushed my eyes nearly through the glass. I could see the wide head of his cock, wet from her, disappear inside her gripping, welcoming, and enveloping pussy lips. I gripped my cock and squeezed, holding off for another second or two. She was killing him and I knew her evil smile so well. I clawed at the glass and I fogged it I breathed so hard and rapidly against it.
And then she sank her hips all the way down until her abdomen bumped his. My cock ejaculated though I had let it go and my heart stopped with my breathing. My face suddenly felt encased in cement. She pulled up with still the same smiling and gasping expression, and she plunged back down again, harder, rocking the bed. My lungs were empty as outer space and my eyes felt like they popped. She pulled up again and while her fingers cradled his face and his hands squeezed her ass, she plunged back down a third time, and I watched his now-slick and shining cock disappear again all the way inside her engorged and pulsating pussy lips. My fiancé fell into a rhythm of full-on fucking the man on the violently rocking bed in the motel room, and I was shooting wads of cum against the sooty stucco outside wall of the derelict old motel in the middle of the desert with my bleeding eyes pressed to the grimy window.
I stared with the unblinking eyes of a movie camera as she humped the man and torqued her body on top of him. I kept staring even as his head pushed back into the pillow and his fingers dug deep into the flesh of her ass. I forced myself to keep watching even as the man’s ejaculate gushed under pressure out the walls of my fiancé’s pussy and run in foamy rivulets down his balls and all over my fiancé’s thighs and the bed beneath them.
I rolled off the air con and landed hard on the dry dirt and leaned against the soot and dust of the wall and stared at the twinkling lights of the distant highway where it hugged the far-off ridge and the stars above.
It was a good one. But I soon felt empty all over again.
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