
        
            
                
            
        

    



















We loved to dare each other, my wife Cori and I. We always taunted each other to take things closer to the edge, any edge we could find. We teased each other mercilessly when we choked out, and we both loved to make the other pay.
This time, though, it involved another person, and this time, my wife made it a double dare. My challenge to her: could she pick up a stranger? And her challenge back to me: could I let her without stopping things?
She didn’t choke out, but I was determined to not choke out, either. We were both too competitive to stop, and things went too far — too far by many miles.
We were at the Moxy, the cafe in our bohemian neighbourhood, lazing away a gorgeous and timeless Saturday afternoon.
“You could never do it, look at you,” I said.
She hung her head and pulled strands of hair over her face. “Stop it, I can so!”she struggled to keep from tittering.
“Do it, then,” I nodded. “Guy’s right there. By himself.”
She turned and spied him in the corner and turned back to me. “Someone’s coming to meet him. See how the other chair is pulled out?”
“Nope, it was like that. He’s alone. Go — show me, if you think you can do it.”
She either had to meet my challenge, or pay up — in this case, wash my car, but it was the shame and humiliation that came with it that made for the real motivating penalty for failure.
“Why are you picking him?” she said in a much lower and quieter tone than necessary in the boisterous cafe.
She also said it through a tight, struggling grin.
“Because I know he’s your type,” I shrugged.
“I don’t have a type!” she flared her eyes at me. But she also looked over her shoulder again at the man in the corner. “But I guess if I did . . . “ she trailed off.
“The dare is . . . ” I crossed my arms over my chest and narrowed my eyes to think. “ . . . ask to sit at his table.”
“That’s too easy.”
We already had one dare each that day that we both passed too easily. Her’s was to wear her sexiest underwear only under her white trench coat. She had a lot of sexy underwear and we had gales of laughter picking out what she had to wear before settling on her black-and-white set with the cute bow at the waist.
“And . . . “ I nodded at her to let her know there was more coming. “ . . . you have to say the words, ‘Do you want to get out of here?’”
She turned her face down and away and snorted. Her whole upper body jiggled as she struggled to regain her form and squelch her giggling. “You’re going to make me say a line like that? And what if he says yes?”
“If he says yes . . . ” I said, glancing over to him. “ . . . then you have to take him to your car.”
“What!?” she shielded her face with her hand at her temple. “Are you crazy?” Her eyes were on fire.
“And . . . “ I said, enjoying the way she squirmed. “ . . . take him up to the parking lot at the top of Grove Road.” I was feeling crazy. I could add whatever I wanted because I knew — I thought I did, anyway — that she would never go to his table.
We went up to the top of Grove Road a lot.  There was a good hike that started there and hardly anybody knew about the tiny parking lot. It was private and quiet. It also gave a nice view of the valley.
“And then what?” she asked, incredulity all over her gaping face.
“Make out with him up there, of course,” I said with a straight expression.
She raised her eyes to mine and stopped grinning and laughing. “What the actual fuck, Ross?” she said, squinting one skeptical eye at me.
“It’s the dare. Take it or not.”
She pulled in her chin and narrowed her eyes. “Why would you want me to do that?”
“Because you can’t.”
“I can so do it,” she said. “But why are you asking me to?”
“Maybe I’m the kind of weirdo who likes to watch his wife make out with another man. You never know,” I said.
She erupted and audibly snorted. This time her whole body jiggled and she covered her mouth with her finger unable to stop laughing. I sat back and laughed too — it was contagious.
“Can you imagine?” she finally squeezed out before laughing out loud all over again, bending down under the table even.
“I’m fucking serious, Cori,” I said, not much better than her at stifling my laughter. “You get over there and say it to him, or you’re washing my car. In the front of the building on the street. In a white t-shirt. And no bra. And I’m going to so fucking squirt water all over you, too.”
She gasped with mock surprise on her face. “You are that weirdo! You love watching other guys lust for your wife, don’t you! Maybe you really are one of those,” she said in an exaggerated hushed tone.
We both fought the eruption of more giggles. We weren’t just husband and wife, we were best friends, and we loved egging each other on. “Maybe I am a fucking cuckold,” I said under my breath. “Getting off on watching his wife with strangers.”
“Double dare, then,” she squinted at me. “I do what you say, but you have to watch and not stop me.”
“Not stop you what?”
“Not stop me from whatever I end up doing with the guy.”
“Daring me to be a real cuckold . . . “ I rubbed my chin. “Good one,” I nodded.
“Maybe I’m the kind of wife who gets off on going at it with strangers with her husband watching,” she said, and she turned again to glance at the guy. “Whatever that’s called.”
I thought about it another two seconds. “Fucking do it, then,” I nodded right at her. “I’m getting hard just thinking about it.”
She started jiggling silently again. “Stop that, would you!” she was barely able to squeeze her words out her wide grin.
“Go get a fresh coffee,” I said, “then pretend you just got in and look around for a place to sit, and then go ask him.”
“This is so stupid,” she said shaking her head.
“Do it,” I groaned at her. “I’m stroking myself under the table already.”
“You’re a sick fucking dude, do you realize that?”
“Go on,” I gestured to the back of the cafe. “That’s your dare.”
“So what if he says, ‘Ok, let’s go,’ and we get to my car?”
“Go up there to that parking lot with him.”
“You have to follow, though. That’s your dare.”
“He’ll see my car.”
“It’s not safe for me without you there. Park on the road, don’t come in the parking lot.”
I thought about it. She was right — I could stay hidden that way. “And,” I added, “Put my phone on in your pocket. That way I can make sure you’re safe.”
“And you get to listen to me make out with him, you are a fucking pervert,” she shook her head at me.
“Go,” I said.
“If you don’t fucking knock it off, I really am going to go over there.”
“I’m serious!” I murmured at her. “That’s your dare.”
She glanced over again and brought her face back to me. “What if you get mad seeing me make out with the guy?”
“I can hardly get mad — I’m telling you to do it.”
“What if you can’t handle it?”
“I can handle it,” I said to her. “I jerk off all the time thinking about you doing it.”
She started to jiggle and snort all over again. “Okay, I’ll do it,” she finally agreed. “Just stop making me laugh so much so I can get into character here.”
“Don’t forget the phone.”
“Don’t you forget to follow us up there. You have to watch or you’re washing my car!”
“Fine! Are you ready?”
She inhaled and shook her arms out and puffed her cheeks like an athlete getting ready for a pole vault. “Wish me luck,” she nodded at me. “I haven’t asked a guy to leave with me since I asked you that day in the campus pub.”
“And look where that got you,” I said.
“Yeah, married to a fucking cuckold who jerks off thinking about me sucking another man’s cock,” she said, before abruptly standing up, shoving her chair in, and going to the bar to get another coffee.
“I didn’t say that,” I shook my head at her. But she didn’t turn around. “I said ‘Make out with,’ I didn’t say ‘Suck his cock.’ Jesus, Cori,” I murmured to myself. She was already pointing to the menu in chalk over the barista’s head, making her selection.
I pulled my phone up in front of my face. I doubted she would go to the guy’s table — she was just teasing me waiting for her coffee, not looking at me, making me think she was really going to go through with it. I shook my head and snorted.
But the joke, apparently, was on me. Cori got her coffee, fixed it at the milk and sugar table, fit her lid on, and without so much as even glancing at me, she toddled over to the stranger’s table.
I lowered my phone and watched. She pointed at the chair and smiled and the guy gestured for her to go ahead. I kept watching. She said something else to him and he laughed and nodded and said something back. So far, so normal. Then she leaned over the table and said something more in private.
The guy’s eyes shifted around the cafe like he was looking for the hidden camera. Then he looked at her, he shrugged, and he nodded. When Cori walked passed me, not for the tiniest moment glancing at me, I was both appalled and impressed. I didn’t think she’d actually take the dare that far. She was putting the challenge right back on me.
I watched through suspicious eyes as the guy followed her weaving through the tables and out the front door onto the sidewalk. She still didn’t look at me even as she nodded in the direction of her car, and laughed again as she lead him on. Just as they passed the end of the window to the cafe, she glanced over her shoulder and behind the guy’s back. Her expression was filled with excitement as her eyes fell for a few milliseconds on my eyes. And then she was gone.
I drained my coffee back and ran out the front doors. They were already around the corner. She parked in front of our building a couple of blocks away in behind the main street. I usually parked underneath the building. I took off in a run to get in and up the ramp before she took off with the guy in her car out front. But it’s not like I didn’t know where they were going . . .
I pulled up just as she caught my eyes again through our front windows, driving past the entrance. She was laughing with the guy. I pulled out and followed. Judging by their heads turning so much, I could tell they were engaged in a busy conversation. At a red light, my phone rang. It was Cori. I answered her as I stared at the back of her head through her rear window. But she wasn’t on her phone and she didn’t answer me. I only heard the muffled bumps and rubs as she dropped her phone back in her pocket. Once it settled down in there, the sound of her car and the murmur of their voices came through loud and clear. Also, her laughter. She was loving it, it was unmistakable.
By the time we all got up to the parking lot, no other cars were around. I did as she suggested, and pulled over on the side of the road before the parking lot entrance. I gave it a few minutes before I crept out of my car and snuck around the trees that surrounded the parking lot. Nobody seemed to be up there, so getting caught perving on a couple in a car presented little risk. I went from tree to tree sneaking up on them. I also put my buds in my ears and tuned in to the conversation in the car.
She had parked, no doubt purposefully, right at the far end of the parking lot in the last slot. It was where you’d go if you were there to make out with someone — nobody would park up there, the trail entrance was at the opposite end. But it allowed me to creep up close to her car through the thick bush that surrounded that end of the lot. I was able to get about ten feet away and still remain completely hidden in the shadows of the thicket.
When I peered around the edge of the tree trunk, I was immediately made breathless. She was already making out with the guy! I realized that that was why I didn’t hear anything over the phone. They weren’t talking or laughing anymore. I had to admit — her dare back at me was a good one. I was finding it very challenging to watch and do nothing.
She was turned to him in her driver’s seat and he was turned to her in the passenger seat with his back to me out his side, lurking in the shadows of the bush. Her fingers played in the hair on the back of his head, and when she pushed his jacket off his shoulders, he began to do the same thing to her trench coat, tugging at her wide belt and pushing at the collar. I shivered and sucked in a lungful of air. I’d forgotten — she was wearing nothing underneath except for that sexy underwear of hers.
She knew that too, though. Surely she would stop him from pushing her coat off her shoulders. Or was she determined to make me crack first, knowing I was out there watching, out there knowing she had nothing on under the coat? When the guy pushed the collar of her coat over her shoulders, my wife tittered sheepishly like she was caught stealing candy, and she turned her face down and away when the guy realized she wasn’t wearing clothes. He opened her up the way a child opens a particularly good Christmas present. He tilted his head at her and gazed from her face, down over her jaw and her neck, and down over her chest and her stomach to her lap. She was wearing particularly fine underwear, expensive and special.
She could have pulled her coat closed again over her nearly nude body. She could have laughed it off and started her car and drove back down. She could even have pointed over his shoulder at her husband lurking in the woods behind him. But she did none of those things. Instead, she dropped her arms back, let her coat fall off her, and she laughed before diving over the console and squirming through to her back seat.
She sat there with her nude legs pressed together, her hands pressed between them, and her hair over her face, pursing her lips at him and failing to control her grin. She shifted to the side a couple of inches and patted the seat beside her. Of course the guy required no further encouragement before he tore off his shirt, kicked off his shoes, and dove through the seats to fly into the back seat with my wife. She only tapped his waist and he shot his hips up and undid his jeans, tearing them down off his legs so frantically, he bumped his head on the ceiling, making Cori laugh all the more.
I gaped from the woods and held the tree to keep from collapsing at my knees. My wife was in her underwear with a guy in the back seat of her car, also in his underwear. And she was, by all appearances, having a great time. The dare seemed to be a lot harder on me than on her, but there was no way I was going to lose to her. I stayed behind the tree.
My wife’s hands slid down from the hair on the back of his head, over the back of his neck, and down over his bare shoulders. She brought them to his waist and held him. His hands also moved down her neck, over her shoulders, and down over her ribs and finally around her waist. They kissed like lovers, pausing and smiling and snickering as they made out. That was the dare: she did it. And I passed, too: I didn’t stop her. We were done and it was time to drive back, meet up, and congratulate ourselves on both passing the challenge, and come up with another one.
But Cori wasn’t stopping. Her hands squeezed him at his waist and then slipped around the front of his body. She pressed her palms into the ridges of his ripped abdomen and she pushed him so he fell back in slow motion until his head and neck and shoulders were up against the back passenger door nearest me.
Cori followed him down, kissing him and smiling against his lips with her lips all the way before she pulled herself up on her knees and dropped her head down below her shoulders to kiss his neck, his shoulders, and then his chest. She looked up at him and gathered her hair around one side of her neck and they laughed at what she said. I came out from behind the tree and stood in plain view. But Cori refused to acknowledge
me.
Instead, she murmured something to him and she dropped her head again, kissing down his chest and over his stomach until she reached with her lips and tongue the waist of his boxer briefs. She looked up at him, but not higher, at me, where I peered over his shoulder from outside the window. She dropped her mouth wide open as she pulled with a curled finger at the elastic of the waist of his shorts. She wrapped her hand around his cock inside before she dropped her face to look down.
When she raised her gaze again, it was with her eyes this time directly on mine. She wore a crooked grin and her eyes were narrow. She stroked him beneath her and I saw the guy raise his elbows to relax his head back into his arms. Still she stared out the window over his head and to me standing just outside the car. She was daring me all over again: Are you going to stop me? Or are you really going to watch this?
I looked back at her with a tight-lipped grim expression. I clenched my fists at my sides and I narrowed my eyes at hers. “Go on, do it,” I was saying to her with my expression. I was not going to break and give her the win, even though we were well outside the bounds of the dare, and in fact, far beyond anything we had ever challenged each other with before. It was new territory. I nodded at her. “Do it,” I sneered, mouthing the words at her. I didn’t think she would. I thought she would crack before I did.
But she only grinned wider before dropping her head down in his lap. I lifted myself on my toes to see down inside the car. A new level of real made my body shiver. She was really doing it — she had really brought her lips to the head of his cock, and under my dry-eyed gaze, they were pried open as she pushed her face down. They folded around his head, over the ridge, and then most of the way down his shaft that disappeared inside her mouth.
I bent over at my waist and planted my hands on my knees in the pose of someone about to wretch, but though my mouth hung dead-man open and saliva strung from my lips, nothing came up. I raised my head and peered over the edge of the window like someone who can’t stop themselves from looking into a box they know will contain horrifying things. I saw the back of my wife’s head rise and fall, and the guy’s fingers spread into her hair. I came up further and saw her lips, moist and full, draw up and down over his cock. And I saw her hand wrapped around it, and it’s glisten from her saliva spilled all over it.
‘Holy fuck,” I groaned to myself. I brought myself up to standing with my arms hung from my shoulders like flags on a breezeless day. My jaw fell open and my head pulled down on my sagging neck. “Holy fuck,” I muttered again. It was not how I imagined the day was going to go.
She looked up suddenly and the expression on her face was no longer the grin of someone winning their dare, it was no longer the smirk of someone who got their partner. Her head tilted sideways in the manner of someone helpless, like someone pleading for understanding.
I shook my head and frowned and shrugged. “What?” I mouthed to her through the window.
She only bit her lip and looked down at his cock she continued stroking and back up at me as though that explained her question to me. She kept staring at me, she kept stroking his cock below her stomach, even as the man’s hands reached around her ribs and found the clasp of her bra in the middle of her back. She shrugged at me when the straps over her shoulders slackened and as the cups fell from her breasts.
When his busy hands squeezed her tits, her eyes closed and her mouth dropped open. I knew she was moaning for him. She arched her back and ducked her body down and drew the head of his cock around the nipples of her tits.
I lost my breath and stumbled backward and forward like a wavering tree being chopped down and with little fibre left to hold it up. She gripped him tighter and bit her lip deeper when his thumbs pushed under the waist of her panties. She shrugged at me when he pushed them down her ass and pulled them, stretched, down her thighs. She raised her eyebrows at me and half turned her face. She looked helpless.
She was asking me, even as she pulled one knee up to her chest, and then the other, as the man tugged and stretched to pull her panties off her legs. She looked down between their bodies when he pulled his shorts down, too. She seemed powerless.
She stretched her arms forward and gripped the door at the edge of the window. I could see her knuckles go white. Her hair fell down over his face as she spread her knees out around his knees and waddled up over him. Her eyes fluttered and her mouth dropped open and closed like a fish in the bottom of a boat. He was drawing the tip of his cock up and down through the cleft of her pussy lips that I could see, even from outside the car, were shiny with wet.
She opened one eye at me half way. The man let go of his cock between her legs — she wavered in her hips with the head of his cock nestled against her pussy lips. She was her asking me one last time — are you going to stop it?
I was too stunned to form a reply. We held each other’s gaze through the back side window and overtop of the stranger’s head as her shoulders rose, her back waved, and her hips dropped down. Her head rolled back to face the ceiling and her mouth dropped open.
I could see between their bodies his cock rigid and wet, and then her abdomen dropped to his and his cock disappeared inside her. I staggered and dropped to my knees but struggled back up again. I steadied myself by pressing my hands against the top of the car over the window. My wife pressed her palm against the glass and I pressed my palm against it on the opposite side. She began to rock forward and back on him, finding her rhythm with him, arching her back hard over him and pushing her chest into his hands, squeezing and massaging her.
The fucking taking place right in front of me was animalistic, it was primal. My wife pressed the button and the passenger window dropped down between us. She was fucking the guy below her too thoroughly for him to notice or probably even care. I lowered my face and she pressed hers forward. With her rocking on him, she reached through the window and clasped the back of my neck. With her breath hard and her body hot from fucking the guy, we kissed, tongues lashing tongues and lips and faces. She grinned at me, too.
The guy suddenly rolled over and pushed up and I ducked down below the window and squared against the car. He was taking control of my wife. I looked up and could see strands of my wife’s hair hanging out the window and down the outside of the door. And I could see, too, the man’s fingers where he wrapped his hands around the top edge of the door. The car shifted behind my back and rocked on it’s springs. There was no doubt why — my wife’s high-pitched, scared-sounding sighs and gasps said everything. The guy was pummelling my wife into the backseat of her car. I could see her feet where her ankles dangled over his shoulders.
He rolled her over again and this time it was her hands gripping the door through the open window. Only her head, now, bounded out repeatedly and her hair hung down in jerking waves. I didn’t have to look, I knew he was storming her hard from behind. I also knew what the effect would be — that was how she liked it, that was how she orgasmed from it. I sat in the grit and dirt of the old and broken pavement and looked straight up from below the window with the back of my head against the outside of her car door. My wife’s head hung out the window. She struggled to open her eyes looking down at me, but her orgasm took over, and she cried out to the forest in front of me with such a deep groan, I shivered. “Fuck!” she cried again. And then she tittered, caught her breath, and flopped down back inside.
I crept away doing the crab walk with sharp pebbles and thorny twigs stabbing my hands until I was in the trees again, and I pulled myself up against the sharp scratching bark. I saw my wife use a hundred tissues wiping her pussy and the seat of her car and even the guy’s flaccid, spent cock. I stayed in the trees long after they got dressed and drove out of the parking lot and past my car sitting on the side of the road.
“Where’s that person?” I heard the guy say to my wife as they went past my car. Our phones were still on.
“No idea,” my wife said with a giggle in her voice.
__________
We were at The Oakes, both leaning low over the bar. We clinked our shots and, eyes on each other like dueling gunslingers, we threw them back and slammed the heavy little glasses down on the wide bar.
“Which one again,” Cori said, turning around and leaning her shoulders and back into my chest. She reached behind her and between us and pushed her hand down to squeeze my raging hard-on inside my pants.
“Guy with the linen jacket — what is that, cream? White?”
“Let’s call it parchment,” she said, cupping my jaw behind her and twisting around to kiss my lips. She turned back toward him and clasped my hands in hers over her stomach.
“He appears alone.”
“If he’s not, he’ll make himself alone in a hurry.”
My wife chuckled. “You sure about this? Last chance, you know.”
I didn’t answer her. I only released my hands from each other and opened my arms away from her stomach. She straightened up and turned around to face me. “How much time do you need?”
“Just make out with him in the car for a few minutes — that’s all I need.”
“You’re going to be in the pantry?” She kissed my lips. She smelled of cinnamon and maple. Her breathing was hard and her eyes were glassy. I knew she was every bit as excited as I was.
“Soon as I see you leave with him, I’ll go.”
She rubbed her nose against mine. “You are such a perv,” she said. She kissed me passionately with her hands around the back of my neck. “Fucking cuckold,” she grinned, and she turned, she pushed my hands off her hips, and she stepped over to the man hunched by himself over his drink at the bar.
I roiled in my gut when she laughed with him. I gritted my teeth and ground them together when she murmured secrets to him close to his ear. And when she gestured discreetly with her tilted head, and lead him by the hand out the door of the bar with her, I pounded back my drink, dropped a couple of 20s on the bar, and took off out the back, where my car was.
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