
        
            
                
            
        

    















I said it and I couldn’t take it back, not without losing face. “I wonder what it feels like to be a cuckold.”
My wife Elaine and my friend from work, Milo, sat on the patio on one arm of the sectional and I sat on the other. The quietly hissing gas fire set in stones in front of us in the middle of our low patio table flickered blue and orange over our faces. The towering glass and steel forest thrusted up around us had quieted and dimmed with the deepening of the night. It was one of those statements like in a bar that you yell just when the music unexpectedly stops. The sudden silence of my wife and my friend and the way their eyes bulged as though locked on the flame instantly converted my throw-away idle question into a node branching off a whole new conversation.
“I couldn’t say . . . ” Milo murmured just audibly. He turned his face a few degrees away from the flame and toward me, but not his eyes. “ . .  not being married and all.”
Elaine pulled her knees up to her chest and hugged her arms around them. She was dressed in a white swooping and light crop-cut halter and white satin shorts. It was far too intimate a selection of loungewear for company, but it was only Milo, and anyway, she secretly enjoyed teasing him with sexy outfits at home. “Got to get that man a wife,” she nodded checking herself in the mirror in our bathroom. She turned to me when he texted to say he was at the building front door and she lifted herself on her toes to kiss my bottom lip. “He needs inspiration!”
“He just needs to get regularly laid,” I snickered.
“Not for me say either,” Elaine also angled her orange-glowing face to mine but also kept her, glassy eyes on the flame. “Not being a man and all.”
“I think that’s partly the point,” Milo turned to her. “I mean, a cuckold is sort of not being much of a man either, am I right?” We worked together in the utility company and travelled a lot of miles in the surrounding countryside repairing fallen lines or putting up new ones. No topic of conversation was ever out of bounds. If either of us ever backed up out of some wrong turn, it became a point of shame that the other could, with justification, rag him on for the rest of the day.
“He’s still a man,” I stated like it was a base we could at least take as given. “Just not the kind of man you consider to be . . . “ I paused.
“ . . . manly?” my wife finished my sentence with her lips pursed to hold back a grin.
I met her eyes over the fire in a silent communication only a husband and wife can share.
Milo shrugged still anchoring his gaze to the flame. “I mean, are you sitting there watching? Do you set these things up or do you just find out when you come home from work one day?”
Elaine rocked over like a loosened boulder and lodged her bare shoulder against Milo’s shoulder. She turned her face up and sideways to his. “That would just be out-and-out cheating,” she said.
“I thought that’s what we were talking about — isn’t a cuckold a husband whose wife is cheating on him?”
“So,” I flagged my wife down with my waving hand to tell her I had this one. “In the movie,” I raised my index finger to Milo, “at first, yeah, the guy finds out his wife is cheating on him. But he doesn’t burst into the bedroom and he doesn’t pull a gun or anything. He just keeps peeking through the crack in the door.”
My wife uncurled her body and stretched out her legs to rest her heels near the fire in the table. She had sunk down so low she was mostly on her back on the cushion with only her head bent up against the cushion. She folded her hands together over her bared stomach where her airy top had ridden further up over her lower ribs. The very beginning of the bottoms of her breasts were visible under the delicate fabric of her top.
“The first time,” she made clear to Milo. “But then when he knows the man is coming over again, he hides out . . . “
“ . . . and watches,” I complete her sentence.
“And then,” she snickers and pulls her shoulders up. She lowered her hand onto his thigh and tapped him. “The wife catches him watching her with her boyfriend.” She twisted her face up where it was nearly touching Milo’s elbow to gauge his reaction. “And she tells him that it turns her on knowing he’s watching.” She allowed her mouth to hang open with a light smile and the linger of their gazes rivalled how Elaine and I look at each other.
“And what does the husband think?” Milo asked her, looking down over his shoulder at her. They both swung their faces to me.
Elaine had left her hand on Milo’s lap. “What does the husband think?” she said to me. Her fingers stretched out and curled in, lightly scratching him. She still wore that light, widely-smiling grin. Her eyes glinted. She emphasized “does” as though we weren’t just talking about the character in the movie, but perhaps about “the husband” as a type. Or maybe she was asking me what I would think in a similar situation.
“The husband in the movie . . . “ I warned her with my narrowed eyes before turning to Milo. “ . . . encourages her to have her lover over to the house again, with the deal they make being she can have him all she likes, so long as he gets to watch.”
Three beats passed in silence with Milo and I locking gazes like bull moose sizing up for a fight.
Elaine broke the spell. “What does the husband on the patio think?” she zeroed in on me directly.
“Oh my god,” Milo erupted. “You can’t ask a guy that!” He chuckled forcefully and rolled his face away to the darkness enshrouded buildings all around us.
Elaine however kept her eyes glued to mine. And then she nearly imperceptibly shifted her hand further up Milo’s thighs. “Why can’t I ask my husband that?” she said to him with her eyes on me. Her mouth remained loosely hanging wide-open but the joking had become a challenge, a defiance. She poked the tip of her tongue into the corner of her lips and moved her hand a little bit further yet up Milo’s thigh. “Honest answers only, right?”
She knew all about our collegiate Rules of Engagement for our crazy truck conversations.
“Because . . . “ Milo nodded at her as he lowered his face and made it known he was staring at her hand that continued to edge millimetre by millimetre up his leg. “ . . . you never ask something without being prepared to absorb the consequences of the answer.” He narrowed his eyes and raised them directly from her hand on his thigh to my eyes to make sure that I was seeing what he needed to make sure I was seeing. “Isn’t that right, Cole,” he stated with no inflection.
I saw. And I told him so with my steady, un-breaking return gaze back at him. “The husband on the patio . . . “ I shivered a moment but tensed and squelched it. “ . . . is intrigued.” I rolled my gaze back to my wife’s. “I see what you’re doing with your hand,” I said flatly to her. “Why don’t you slide it down inside his pants?”
It was my turn to hang my mouth loosely open with a challenging grin. “I dare you,” I said. I knew those were fighting words, and I knew I shouldn’t have said them even as they were leaving my tongue. It was a tactical error and she caught it right away. She twisted her face a few degrees and inhaled a light gasp. Her eyes widened and her lips, wide apart, thinned. One eyebrow went up and her other eye half closed. If it were chess, I just moved my queen into a capture position.
“Uh,” Milo started, pulling his chin in, turning his face half away like one of us was holding a firecracker and the other the match.
“Shut up,” my wife said to him without sliding her eyes away from mine. “You sure?” she asked me in a low, nearly inaudible voice.
There was no room to weasel for me. It was double down or go home. “Did I not use English?” I said right back at her.
She snorted a puff of breath out her nose and slowly moved her face side to side with the grin of someone who had her adversary trapped. We played a lot of games, and not just on boards. She moved her other hand over her body and with her cream-white frosted nails, she picked at the waist of Milo’s pants, lifted a space from his abdomen, and slid her elbow up against his ribs to fit her hand down inside his pants. We kept our steady, flame-reflecting gazes locked on each other. Peripherally, I could see the bulge in the front of his pants where her hand moved slowly down to eventually cover his crotch.
Her closed lips twisted and her grin fought her, pulling up the corners of her mouth. A tiny shiver shot through her body and her eyes flared wide a moment. She inhaled deeply and let it slowly out and I could see that she was relaxing into the new reality. “Now what?” she asked without a hint of discomfort left in her.
“Fuck off, you guys,” Milo muttered stiffly. But he also slid his one elbow over the back of the sectional and gripped the arm with his other hand like someone allowing the taciturn cat to choose to settle in their lap with no quick moves. “I’m going to have to file a sexual harassment complaint here.”
Elaine and I both snickered but quickly doused it. “What’ next? Suck his cock,” I said.
The lump in his crotch was rising and falling — she was massaging his cock or his balls or both. “You don’t think I would?”
“I know you’ve always wanted to since I first introduced you to this rock star,” I said.
She licked her lip to keep from bursting out laughing. “I have,” she thinned her eyes at me. “He’s so fucking hot — and his cock, you never told me it was so big.”
I shrugged and widened my eyes. “I’ve never seen it, I didn’t know. Lucky you.”
“Lucky me,” she grinned at me.
“Would you two please cease and desist,” Milo protested but neither of us needed to break our gaze to communicate to each other that we both noticed he was doing nothing to push her hand off him. We agreed to completely ignore his protesting.
“Would you like to see it?” she asked me in the manner of someone asking if they’d like to see a picture.
“I know you would,” I nodded at her.
“I can feel it,” she shrugged. “It’s getting bigger, too,” she said, trying to maintain her steady dead-pan delivery, but she erupted a moment and shook with stifled laugher. She turned her face and pinched her lips together to stop jiggling.
“Let’s see it then,” I said. “I don’t care.”
“Fine,” Milo said. “I don’t care either. Fuck it. Have at it.”
“Oh she will,” I said to him still with my eyes solidly on Elaine’s. “If I know my wife at all. There’s one thing she told me right from the first time we met.”
She dropped her face down and chuckled with warmth spreading over her face and a self-deprecating smile. “And it was true, wasn’t it?” she said.
“And just what the fuck was that?” Milo winced.
“She never loses,” I said to him.
She shook her head “No” at me with her lips pursed tightly against the grin forcing itself over her face. She licked her lips and rolled over and knelt up to sit on her calves. She finally broke her gaze from mine and looked down to watch her fingers pull out the tail of his belt, feed it through the loop, tug it so the pin popped out of the hole, and spread it open over his lap. She twisted her fingers and popped the button out of the hole in the waist of his jeans. She picked up the zipper tag in her finger and thumb and dragged it down its tracks and she opened and pressed down the loosened flaps of his jeans.
She pulled down the waist of his underwear and tucked it under his balls. She leaned half down and half-twisted so her shoulder and back rested against his chest and shoulder and she gripped her bicep in one hand and wrapped the fingers of her other hand firmly, one at a time, around his now rock-hard erection. She raised her face back to mine and licked her lips when her eyes unsteadily, this time, found mine. She rubbed her bent thumb over the top of the head of his cock and pushed her hand down the shaft and began to pump him in her palm.
“Ready?” she said to me in a voice so quiet, it rang all the louder in my head.
“Go for it,” I replied gripping the cushions in my curling fists.
“Nope,” Milo said. “Officially fucked,” he nodded once. “You guys are too crazy for me.”
Elaine ignored him. She inhaled and let it out with steady regulation. She was readying herself. She was steeling her nerves. She looked down in his lap and watched her hand pump up and down on his cock as though she were watching someone unwrap an ice cream bar. She shifted herself so that she came down on her elbows and knees sideways over his lap. She gathered her hair in a twisted rope and pulled it over her far shoulder. She lowered her face and twisted it up to mine. “Last chance,” she said so softly, it was nearly a whisper.
I said nothing. I just nodded once.
She looked at his cock where it emerged from her palm, and with her lungs emptied, she ducked down and pressed the tip of it to her pursed lips. She shut her eyes like it was some mysterious exotic food she was preparing to insert in her mouth. She pressed her lips down on the head and resisted him. She rolled her head sideways and glanced up at me one last time. In the intimacy of secret eye contact between a husband and his wife, she pressed her face down and allowed the head of Milo’s cock to penetrate her mouth and cause her lips to open, and she sank her head down so that his cock completely submerged inside her mouth.
“Fuck, Elaine,” I murmured. I caught Milo’s eyes as he sprang back against the back of the sectional and stiffened his legs out straight. He appeared horrified.
Elaine lifted herself up from his lap and licked his cock’s underside as it emerged from her lips glistening in the light. She stroked him against her cheek and narrowed her eyes at me. “I warned you,” she said.
“I just didn’t . . . “ I started.
“ . . . you didn’t think I would do it?” she continued to stroke him.
“I certainly didn’t,” Milo said.
We both said, “Shut up,” to him at the same time and we both stifled the eruption of laughter it elicited in us.
“What won’t you do?” I squinted my eyes with exaggeration at her.
“Isn’t that something for you to say?”
“You mean that you would do anything that I don’t say no to?”
“Not anything,” she grinned. “Just things I want to do, unless you say no to them.”
“Okay,” I grinned right back at her. “So basically, you do what you want, unless I stop it.”
She glanced at Milo folding her bottom lip over her teeth with excitement coursing over her face. “You okay with that?” she asked him as intimately as she had earlier asked me if I was okay.
“I’m going to say . . . “ he paused and chewed on his next words. “ . . . if he’s okay with it, meaning he doesn’t say anything,” he nodded at me with his eyes on Elaine’s, “and you want to do it, then . . . “ he looked back at me. “I mean, right?”
I nodded carefully at him. “You’ve always wanted to get with my girl,” I said.
“I wouldn’t say it exactly like that,” he cautioned me.
Elaine began to sway to the tunes and flickered in her eyes back to his cock that she continued to stroke. As we talked, she moved back down into his lap and lowered her lips around his cock all over again. She bobbed on his cock while we discussed things.
“I mean, it’s not like I was trying to get with her, she’s your wife for fuck sakes.”
“She is that,” I nodded. We both somewhat ignored her sucking him off even though she began to emit tiny little chirps of muffled moans. “But if she wasn’t you would.”
“Oh fuck ya,” he nodded sharply. “Your wife is hot, I’ve told you that more than once.” He bit his lip and groaned. He was having difficulty maintaining casual conversation with me while my wife went down on him with increasing enthusiasm.
“She is my wife,” I went on, “but I could give permission.”
“You could,” he wheezed and he pushed his fingers through her hair and gasped involuntarily.
“If I said I was okay with it, that would mean to you that you could do what you want to do with my wife?”
“I just want to clarify,” he spoke under stress, “there’s a difference between what I want to do with Elaine and what I want to do with your wife.”
“Understood. You’re off the hook. You can admit to jerking off thinking about my wife as if she was your wife in your bed.”
Elaine erupted with giggles and pulled up off his cock and pushed herself against him with her back deeply arching. She kissed his mouth and pulled on his cock between her legs. “Aw, do you jerk off thinking about me?”
He rolled his eyes.
She turned to me pressing his erection against the front of her satin shorts with the wet palm of her hand. “He jerks off thinking about me doing him,” she said to me with a mock surprised expression. She gasped and turned back to him. “Do you cum thinking of me?” She groaned deeply and didn’t wait for his answer. “Fuck that’s so hot,” she grinned, and she dove back down and loudly moaned as she shoved her mouth down over his cock.
She pulled back up and lifted her knee over his lap to kneel over his legs. She continued to arch her back and pull on his cock up against her shorts and her bare stomach. “Do you like to cum more thinking of me sucking you or fucking you?” She wriggled her ass and bit her lip and moaned sharply.
“Jesus you guys,” Milo said with a weak voice. “Think this has gone far enough yet?”
“Answer her,” I half smiled at him. My wife quickly reached over her body and tugged up the bottoms of her loose top and in one smooth move, pulled it up and off herself before twisting around in his lap and tossing it into my lap. She bit her lip and grinned before turning back to him. “What do you like to think about when you cum?”
“This isn’t right,” he groaned.
Elaine cradled the back of his head in her hands and pulled him forward to her chest, now bare. “Do you like to think about sucking on my tits?” she said to him.
His hands tentatively hovered over her shoulders before they resigned with lost strength and sank down her back to hold her by her waist.
She twisted around to face me. “I’m pretty sure he likes to suck my tits,” she said with a moan and sharp inhalation.
I chuckled. “Do you want to fuck my wife or not, Milo?”
Elaine glared at me suddenly with bulging eyes. I ignored her and even made the point by leaning over as though to try seeing him around her shoulder. “Do you?” I repeated.
He leaned his head sideways to see around her as well. Elaine sank down onto him half twisted to accomodate us. We met gazes just over the round, smooth flesh of her breast.
“Do you want to fuck him, Elaine?” I said to her.
She pulled her bottom lip between her finger and thumb and settled her glassy eyes on mine. She nodded slightly before puffing air out her nose, wrapping her arms around his head and burying her face in his neck to hide her widening grin. She bit his ear and whispered something to him.
“What did she say to you?” I asked him.
His hands stroked her body from the base of her neck to just inside the waist of her satin shorts. “She said to say yes.” She squirmed on him like a writhing kitten.
Elaine giggled and I could tell by her elbow that she was reaching down between their abdomens. “It’s so hot with the fire,” she sudden burst out in a loud, everyday voice. She pushed up and off his lap and bent over in front of him. She pulled at his pants and worked them down his legs and off. She didn’t hesitate to return to his waist and work his underwear off in the same manner. She left them both to crumple on the deck below them and she crawled back up into his lap where she was before. She giggled again — I could see her shoulders heave up and down and the side of her grin. She whispered more in his ear.
“What is she saying now?”
Milo rolled his eyes and jutted his jaw sideways. “She wants me to ask you if it’s okay.”
“If what’s okay?”
“You know.”
“You have to say it.”
He murmured to her and she pulled back so that they could talk in private face to face excluding me. Finally, he began, “She says . . . “
But Elaine squealed and reached quickly to cover his mouth with her hand. “ . . . No!” she cried with a wide grin.
“What is she saying?” I tried again.
“She thinks we should maybe move things to the bedroom because she might get loud.”
Elaine kicked her heels and squealed and pushed her face deeper into his neck. She murmured again in his ear.
This time I only had to raise my eyes at Milo.
“She wants to know if it’s necessary for you to watch. She feels shy.”
Suddenly Elaine popped up from Milo’s lap. “I’m just going to . . . “ she started with her face down and a wide grin stretching her mouth. “ . . . I’m going into the bedroom. You two talk this out. Whatever happens next is up to you two,” she said before ducking through the patio door and hurrying on her toes through the condo and to the bedroom.
Milo took a pillow and hugged it over his lap hiding himself before raising his eyes to mine. “I mean, whatever, right?” he snorted and shrugged.
“Look,” I said. “I don’t think I have a problem with it if you want to go in there and fuck her. I trust my wife. If she wants to fuck you right back, I’m not going to be threatened by that.”
“I don’t think it’s a good idea,” he said. “You’re inviting me to fuck your wife.”
“Well first of all,” I said. “I don’t get to say what my wife does or doesn’t do. The only thing I legitimately control is my reaction to it. And I’m sitting here and I’m thinking, you know what?” I gestured out to the world of darkness surrounding us. “It’s a weird possession thing anyway, me thinking only I get to have access to her sexually.”
“But okay,” he replied, “say we do it, you say you can only control the way you react. So how are you going to react?”
I stared at him a long time before I found my words. I inhaled deeply and let it out until my lungs were collapsed. I refilled and answered him. “We always have to answer honestly don’t we,” I nodded to him.
“That’s our game, brother,” he grinned.
I pursed my lips and grimaced at him. “It’s fucking hot, actually,” I said. “Watching Elaine get all down with you like that.”
“You’re a sick motherfucker,” he said in the voice of someone stating a cold, hard face, and he nodded at me.
“Here’s the deal,” I said to him. “I’m going to go in the closet so it doesn’t feel like I’m just sitting there watching you two go at it. But I am going to watch.”
“But you seriously want me to fuck your wife?”
“I want you to fuck my wife. And I’m going to watch. Didn’t I say, I wondered what it felt like to be a cuckold?”
“Are we completely sure of this?” he turned away from me and squinted hard.
I laughed and raised my eyebrows. “No we’re not fucking sure of anything, are we,” I said. “But when has that ever stopped us before?” I stood up. “Let’s go in and tell her how it’s going to go down.”
“You go first,” he said. “Make sure she’s down with it. Then if she is, you go hide in the closet. I don’t what to see you. That would be too fucking weird, I won’t get it up for her. I need to pretend you’re not there.”
I stood with my hands on my hips looking down at him. Finally I answered him. “Okay,” I nodded. “I’ll go in and shut the door. I’ll talk to her, and if she’s okay with it, I’ll open the door a crack and go in the closet. You come in when you’re ready.”
We stared at each other a long while before he finally shook his head and puffed out his cheeks. “We actually doing to do this?” he said.
“It’s going down,” I nodded. “Keep an eye on the door,” I reminded him, and I stepped through the patio door and went down the hall to the bedroom. I looked over my shoulder as I swung the door open and stepped through. He was leaning far over his lap with his head sideways watching me go in. I flipped him the bird and shut the door.
Elaine was on the bed covered from her head to her belly button in the sheet she pulled out and she curled up under it. I noticed that she had removed her satin shorts and had on only her white lace-top low-rise hipster panties. I stood at the foot of the bed and looked down at her sweet body. She slowly lowered the sheet from her eyes but kept her mouth covered, which did nothing to obscure the fact she was grinning widely beneath it.
“So what did the menfolk decide?” she said to the underside of the sheet.
“He’s going to come in here as soon as I open the door a crack.”
She covered her face again and squealed, pulling up her knees and rolled side to side. She lowered the sheet again but not from her mouth, just from her deep and dark eyes. “And what about you?”
“I’m going to go into the closet and close the door. That way, you two can try to forget I’m watching and don’t have to carry on with me sitting out in the open like some creep.”
She kept staring at me as though running it through her mind checking it for acceptability. Finally, she said, “And what are you letting us do?”
“Whatever you want to do,” I shrugged.
She squealed again and covered her face. I waited until she lowered it from her eyes again. “What if I really like it?”
“What do you mean?”
“What if, you know, it’s really good?”
“Like what if he makes you cum?”
“No!” she squealed and hid again. This time she remained hidden under the sheet, at least from the top of her head to the bottom curve of her breasts. “He probably will, his cock is big enough,” she said to the sheet. “But I mean, what if we want to do it again?”
I cocked my head to the side. “You mean like get it on later?”
“Later,” she agreed. I could tell from the sheets that she was nodding. “But also, like, other nights? Going forward.” She slowly pulled the edge of the sheet down from her eyes and scrutinized my reaction.
“You mean what if you guys want to keep doing it, like other nights, off into the future?”
She only nodded and kept staring at my eyes.
“You want me to agree not just to you and him fucking tonight, but to you and him carrying on, like an affair?” I was bordering on incredulous and tried my hardest to hide my sneer.
But she only nodded. It was exactly what she wanted. I rubbed my face and pressed my eyes behind my closed eyelids. “Alright, fuck it,” I suddenly said. “If you like him and he likes you and you guys want to keep going at it, fine, whatever.”
“Come here,” she said, and she said it so softly with the sheet over her mouth, I didn’t hear her clearly. “Come here,” she repeated, and she pushed the sheet off her body and uncurled it, stretching it out below me, nearly naked. She held up her arms for me to fall into her embrace.
I laid on top of her and she hugged me tightly and breathed with me. We released each other and I held myself up over her on my hands and knees. She hung her arms from the back of my neck and stretched her neck up to kiss me before laying it back down on her pillow. “I love you,” she said.
“I love you, too, Elaine. Enjoy!” I gestured broadly with my outstretched arm and pushed myself off the end of the bed.
“Thank you?” she tried, uncertain if that’s what a wife says to a husband who wishes her well fucking his friend.
I only shook my head, I pulled the door open, and I slipped into the closet. Before I shut the door, my wife blew me a kiss and waved at me.
A few moments later, the door creaked open wider. My wife squealed on the bed again and covered herself in the bunched up sheet, but less than she did with me. Milo came in. He stared at her a moment, and then he immediately tore off his remaining clothes. She snickered and then she pushed the sheet off her body and held up her arms the same way she did with me. Milo knelt over her the same way I had a moment earlier.
They began with light kisses. She whispered something in his ear and he whispered something back close to her ear and they both began jiggling so violently, they almost forgot what they were there to do, they were laughing so hard. Then Milo collapsed and rolled onto his back beside Elaine.
Elaine pushed up and followed him over so that she knelt on her knees outside his hips and on her hands placed into his chest. She leaned down and swept her hair up from both their faces and she kissed him long and deeply. He barely touched the waist of her panties and she immediately snickered, lifted herself like a jacknife over him, and dropped one knee and the other to work with him pushing her panties down her legs. She kicked her feet until they flew off and she went back to leaning down low over him.
I pushed my eye to the gap in the doors of the closet. I was almost exactly square to them directly behind the bed. My wife’s hand tickled his stomach first — I could see through the gap between her spread thighs. Soon she was tickling his abdomen, and then his cock. She stroked it between her legs and she lowered her body so that her chest pressed into his. They kissed. His hands roamed around the soft flesh of her ass and she steered his cock, long and hard again with no problem, up against the spread and glistening lips of her pussy.
They laughed again and she withdrew her hand. She kept his cock stood up behind her by capturing the head with the grasping lips of her pussy. They murmured and kissed and stroked each other’s hair. When they kissed again, she lowered her hips and his cock slid without resistance between the folding lips of her pussy, and in one slow relentless, move, it became buried completely inside her.
What does it feel like to be a cuckold? One overriding emotion gripped every ounce of my consciousness from the moment she sank her pussy down over his cock till the moment, an hour later, after they fucked in every possible position and after she had run her voice raw from squealing and screaming, they broke apart sprawled on the messed bed, their loins smeared with her juice and his cum, huffing and puffing and laughing and groaning. It was pure elation.
I don’t know if it was because I had given permission, or because we had talked about it so much, or because I was watching secretly-not-secretly, or because I was a voyeur cuckold all along and never knew it. But it was as though I were seized with the mental life of another person. It was a possession, like I had completely entered their mind. I felt what they felt, I knew what they knew, and I yearned for what they yearned for. I had entered the consciousness of my wife and I stayed there the whole time her and Milo fucked up a complete and utter storm all over our bed.
And I don’t mean that I was aware of her feelings, of her lusts. I mean, I felt his hot, thick penis push hard and mean through my pussy lips, I felt my legs get pushed widely apart, I felt his mouth on my mouth, his hands on my tits, soft and fleshy, and sensitive. I felt my pussy fill, I felt myself get wet for him, and I felt my body bounce under him into the mattress. It was me, it felt like, who pushed him down under me, who opened my pussy and lowered it over his mouth, who felt his tongue light and hot, tease my vibrating clit. And when he came inside me, I felt the warm gush fill me and spill from me, right before I felt my own body zero down to a point deep inside me and everything that I was collapse to a tight, furious little spot that I held onto as long as I could before I lost it and exploded out, filling every limb with a rush of pure unadulterated goodness.
For me, a cuckold feels what his wife feels. He experiences her height of illicit passion.
Milo exhausted himself on my wife and nodded off and Elaine lay there still as well. I very quietly slid the door open but Elaine wasn’t asleep. She rolled half over and we caught each other’s eyes. I said nothing. I just picked up the sheet that lay crumpled at the foot of the bed, I snapped it out and let it gently fall down over their bodies, and I turned to the door. I flicked the light out and looked over my shoulder before shutting the door behind me. I saw the shapes under the sheet as my wife rolled over to Milo and wrap her arms and legs around him and push her body close against his. She gave me the tiniest finger wave with her hand that was wrapped around his shoulder. I shut the door, I found the spare sheets and blankets and pillow, and made a bed for myself on the couch.
I was woken up a couple of times by the cries and whimpers and laughter of my wife loud enough to come through the walls. But in the morning, Milo took off early without even a coffee and Elaine and I silently hugged a lot all day.
When Friday rolled around again, she joined me on the patio where I was reading. “Um,” she said, getting me to put my book aside a moment. “Can Milo come over tonight?”
I shrugged. He came over lots. But Elaine kept staring at me with a crooked grin. It took me a moment, but I finally got it.
“You did say he needed to get laid a lot,” she tried to remind me.
“ I said ‘regularly’, not ‘a lot,’” I reminded her.
“I’d go over to his place, but . . . “ she pulled a grimace. He lived in a funky, noisy apartment above a street filled with bars. “You’ve got a key to his place, don’t you?” she asked.
I nodded. I did. We shared keys out of some apocalypse-survival plan we cooked up one day.
“So . . . “ she looked down and to the side.
“You want me to go over to his place when he comes here?” I said jokingly, but I nailed it right on. It was what she wanted, almost.
“Not when he gets here, but go sooner.”
“What, so we don’t see each other in passing?”
She held my hands in hers. “It was nice, last weekend. But we were both wondering . . . “
“You were wondering how much nicer it would be without me watching from the closet?”
She laughed and hung her head in shyness. “And even out here. It was embarrassing,” she said.
“You made a lot of noise,” I nodded.
She turned away and grinned hard into her shoulder. “I know!” she squealed. “He makes me, though.”
I inhaled and exhaled like someone ready for the bullet. “When do you want me gone?”
She shrugged and bit her cheek. It was then that I noticed that her eyes were lined, her cheeks were rouged, her lips were flossed, and she was wearing a hoody and loose jogging pants. She was ready for him already.
“Show me,” I said, nodding at her chest.
She exhaled with exasperation and rolled her eyes but she looked away and drew the zipper of her hoody down. She was wearing a special blue lacy bra. She pulled the zipper back up when she thought I had a long enough look.
“And?” I said, darting my eyes down.
She rolled her eyes again and stood up. She pulled her joggers half way down her thighs and pulled up the bottom of her hoody to catch it on her chest under her chin. She turned her face away and showed me her body from her knees to her neck. She wore matching low-hip shimmering blue panties. She brought her face back to mine but she continued to let me gaze at her exposed body. “Do you think he’ll like it?” she asked me.
I stared at her. I wanted to say a lot of things. But what I ended up saying was, “He’ll love it.” I grabbed my keys and my laptop and headed out the door. “Till morning or something?” I said at the last second with my foot still in the door.
“ . . . mid-morning?” she squinted at me. “Noon?” she went on.
“Why don’t you text me when you’re finished,” I shook my head.
“Love you,” she said as the door shut.
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