
        
            
                
            
        

    















I am in the dark living room of our old farmhouse outside Berkeley, kneeling backward on the big overstuffed chair, peeking out the wavy-glass window. Outside is the slate-rock patio. It’s a beautiful afternoon in early spring, and a bright, pure-blue sky peaks through the dappled light-green canopy of the box elders that circle the house.
A man named Shane wavers on a short, three-step ladder straining higher on his toes to see inside an exposed outdoor fixture electrical box. He’s an industrial electrician that Adelle, my wife, knows from her gym. She asked him to come by and look at the electricals so see about an upgrade.
“My husband would check,” she shrugged at him directly outside the window I was hiding behind. “But he’s so busy out of town all the time . . . ” she trailed off without finishing.
“I’m more a server farm kind of electrician,” he shrugged, “but I can have a look,” he offered. So far, so good. My wife’s plan was working.
“It’s a bit wobbly,” she says of our kitchen ladder. “I’ll just . . . “ she says, stepping up close behind him and wrapping her hands around his hips.
He twists around slowly on his waist and looks down at her head from high above her. He’s in a loose, sleeveless  Warriors jersey and bicycling shorts — that’s how he came over, by bike. She smiles up at him crookedly and raises her shoulders and ducks her face shyly. She glances in the window — she can’t see me, it’s too bright outside, but she knows I’m there, spying.
“What’s it look like to you, boss?” she says up to him not moving away, even though he adjusts his feet on the step and faces her now. He comes down one step but she continues to hold his body in her hands that slide up as he comes down.
I can easily see why she liked him. He isn’t a body-builder, but he is trim and toned like someone who looks after himself very well.
“I can do it — just another circuit wire,” he says, stepping down onto the shale patio.
Adelle lets her hands slide up his back until she holds his shoulders in her reversed palms. “I think we’ve actually got some house wire and those little clips you use,” she says, but she’s so distracted by his looming frame towering over her, she ends in a near whisper, before raising herself on her toes — she’s in her summer peep-toe wedges and white shorts and blue halter.
She chuckles lightly, she pushes her fingers into the hair on the back of his head, and she smiles at him with her face an inch away and her eyes falling directly onto his mouth.
The kiss is both a surprise and a deeply gratifying relief for me. She wasn’t sure if the guy was chatting her up and checking her out all those times in the gym, or if he was just another good-looking guy with basic social skills. Neither of us knew what was going to happen that afternoon on our patio, once the kiss came.
He slides his hands around her waist and pushes them down over the roundness of her ass and squeezes her hard enough to make her squeal and bite the tip of her tongue with a wide grin, before kissing him again more solidly and fully.
“You say something about a husband?” he breaks the kiss to ask her, but he doesn’t move his hands off her body.
“I did,” she nods before pressing her hips forward to brush the front of her shorts harder against the front of his shorts. “And he thinks it’s good for me to explore myself,” she says to him before stretching a bad-girl grin over her face and pushing him backward toward the two large recliners.
—————
Like all plausible lies, it was partially true. We’d been to see a play — I’m an acting teacher — and the theme of it, a wife’s infidelity, got us talking in the car on the way home.
“I was kind of caught off guard by the wife indulging herself so freely in it,” she said to me thoughtfully with her face half turned but her eyes still hanging on the middle distance out the dark front window.
“The experience for her was more intense than I was expecting,” I nodded equally thoughtfully. “Almost as if I could experience her passion vicariously.”
Adelle pulled her long, cascading cinnamon-brown hair in a twist around her neck and leaned over to lift her nearly sideways face up to mine with a sideways grin. “It was easy to forget she was cheating, wasn’t it, it was so good for her,” she said.
“I think I was too swept up in it — like I was cheating with her, by proxy.” I took my eyes off the road long enough to hold my wife’s lingering brown eyes with mine.
She puffed a wisp of air out her nose and turned away in shyness.
“What?” I said.
“Nothing,” she widened her eyes and grinned defensively.
“It’s something,” I said, not letting her off the hook.
“I’m not going to say,” she tried to control her grin and ran a strand of hair through her thick lips.
“You will say,” I raised my eyebrows at her in mock parental approbation.
She curled her shoulders around and crunched down in the seat beside me. “No!” she whined in obvious embarrassment.
“Share, Adelle,” I said, taking the tack of a counsellor.
It only made her laugh with greater shyness. “It’s not right,” she said in a tiny voice though a little grin.
I knew her well enough to know that to get something out of her, the best way was to stop asking. “Fine,” I said.
“Fine,” she nodded once firmly and turned her face out her own window. I was going to give it ten seconds, but she only made it to 5. “Okay, fine. There’s a guy in the gym who keeps talking to me and checking me out, and it just makes me wonder.”
“Makes you wonder what?”
“Nothing,” she shrugged one shoulder.
“You want to re-enact the play, you, me, and him, is that what you’re thinking?” I was only joking of course. 
“No, hardly!” she nearly shouted back. But she paused only for a couple of seconds. “Not quite like that, anyway.”
“What? Like what?”
She stared at me through squinting eyes for a long while before she decided to speak again. “It doesn’t have to be cheating behind anyone’s back,” she said softly.
“How then . . . “ I squinted over at her.
She looked out her window trying to hide her grin before turning back to me, having regained control of her wildly excited facial expressions. “I mean, just to see what it feels like,” she said softly.
“You mean, being with another man?”
She didn’t look away this time. “And for you, too. See if its intense for you like it was in the play.”
“What, like I’m watching as if it’s a play?”
“Forget it!” she suddenly squealed and ducked down to hide her smirking face in her hands.
“No really, I’m just trying to get the idea here,” I encouraged her.
She fixed me with her eyes. “Yeah, maybe watching like its a play, but hiding, right? So Shane doesn’t know.” She pursed her lips and twisted them to keep from grinning too wide. “So it’s unexpected. It’s unpredictable . . . “ she paused. “ . . . what might happen.”
“So he doesn’t know I’m watching, and he thinks you might be cheating?”
“Who knows what he thinks? That’s part of it, right? Isn’t that the part that kind of got both of our attentions in the play?” She reached over my lap and twisted her hand up inside mine. “Isn’t that what turned you on so much?” she asked more softly. “Not knowing what was going to happen?”
I didn’t quite say it had turned me on, but I let the detail pass. “Like an improv play, you mean,” I nodded at her.
“An open-ended, improv play, yeah,” she said thoughtfully. “So I don’t know where I might go with it, and he doesn’t know, either of course, and obviously, you don’t know what might happen either.”
“That was the part of the play that really got us, wasn’t it.” I had to agree with her on that point.
“The excitement of unexpected attraction was it for me,” she squeezed my hand and spoke quietly. “And I think it was your vicarious enjoyment of her intense experience for you,” she said even more softly.
“We’re playing with fire, though,” I nodded sharply at her.
She rubbed her thumb over my knuckles and squeezed my hand too hard. “But it’s upfront beforehand with you and me, not like the couple in the play. Imagine if they also didn’t know what might happen — that delicious, enticing state of not knowing — but they had an understanding between them.”
“A prior agreement.”
“A prior agreement, yes,” she nodded with a slight sideways smile creeping over her face. “An indefinite contract.”
Adelle is a small business accountant with a sideline in legal advice. She works at home in her own home-based business.
“Indefinite contract?”
She brought my free hand up to her lips and kissed the back of my hand. “A contract without specifying what’s exactly being agreed to.”
“So it would be me agreeing for you to do what it is you end up doing without knowing what that is beforehand.”
“Yeah, uh-huh, exactly,” she nodded with a serious expression on her face. “Kind of like a normal employment contract, or a marriage contract — you only know the term of duration when the person quits.”
“Only in this case, I’m supposed to agree to you doing whatever with this guy Shane from the gym without knowing what it is you’re going to do.”
“But I don’t know either. There’s nothing planned. It just goes the way it goes.”
“What does?”
“I don’t know,” she shrugged. “When I get him to come over one day?”
“Why would he come over?”
“I don’t know, but he’s some kind of electrician.”
I thought about it for a moment. “Like say if you wanted to upgrade the electricals around the patio for, I don’t know, heaters?”
She rubbed my hand with her thumb harder and deeper. “Uh huh, that could work. I could see him in the gym and start talking about my idea for electrical heaters out there for the nights.”
“And you don’t know if wiring would handle it.”
“The fixtures out there don’t go on even — I need him to have a look.”
“And then?” I turned to her.
“And then,” she tried hard to keep her mouth from grinning. “We see what happens.”
“But he already knows you’re married.”
“Right,” she nodded. “But you’re out of town on something.”
“So he’s going to think you’re cheating on me.”
“It doesn’t have to be so crass as that,” she thinks hard. “I could tell him we’re that kind of couple — leave it vague. I mean, lots of guys have too much respect to cheat with a married woman. But I can let him think it’s a semi-open thing.”
“Sort of a don’t-ask, don’t-tell kind of marriage.”
“Isn’t that what pretty much everybody is doing anyway?” she shook her waves of hair at me.
“It’s just vague enough, isn’t it,” I said.
“You won’t know what I’m going to do, he doesn’t know either, nothing is pre-arranged. I don’t even know.”
“That’s what got us in the play,” I said, turning into our long driveway.
“Could be nothing, could be everything,” she smiled demurely.
“Well not everything,” I snorted.
She kissed my hand when I stopped the car. “It has to be potentially everything. That’s what your experience has to be. The potential for everything.”
“You might actually do everthing?” I stared over at her and turned the car off.
In the silence she said, “You just don’t know, do you. Because I don’t know. I might want to,” she shrugged with a put-on innocent expression. “Or not. Just like a real date.”
She was teasing me. “I don’t know if this is safe,” I said.
She kissed my hand again. “Of course it isn’t,” she murmured. “That’s what makes it so intense for you.” She tittered and dashed out of the car.
————
Shane staggers backward until the backs of his legs bump into the end of one of the recliners. Birds madly chirp and fresh, new leaves rustle. My wife bites the tip of her tongue inside her wide grin and she looks down to where her hands busy themselves pulling up his t-shirt over his ridge-crossed six-pack stomach.
“You sure about this?” he checked again.
“Uh-huh,” my wife says with a big, wide smile. She chuckles when he falls easily backward under the slightest pressure of her fingers pressing into his bare chest. He shimmies up the recliner and Adelle follows him, kneeling on the leading edge, and then crawls on her hands and knees over his body where he tentatively lays himself back first on his elbows, then flat on his back on the slightly raised upper end.
My wife kneels back on her calves sitting on his thighs and pulls her hair back behind her ear and lightly bites on her bottom lip that she pulls free from her teeth as she smiles wider. She ducks down and places her lips against his at first just to bring them together, and then, with her body losing its tension and her head sinking down, she falls into the kiss as it takes over her.
I push up from the chair behind the window and lean my forearms and palms into the glass. My wife glances at the window but it’s too hard to know if she sees me or not through the glass. If she doesn’t, it isn’t causing her any hesitation. She finds the lower edge of her shimmering blue satin halter top and crosses her arms over her body to lift it up and over her head.
She laughs lightly at Shane below her and twists to look for a place to toss her top. It lands on the other recliner. She shimmies down on his body and waves her head to make her hair fall over her face. Her eyes are gleaming and her mouth trembles. If it is a play, I’m not sure she’s acting. If she is acting, she’s awfully good.
She undoes the drawstring of his shorts with a defiance on her face and glances at the window again behind which I am pressing my whole upper body. Watching a person portraying a wife on stage in a play acting the part of a cheating wife who is excited as much about getting away with something as she is sexually stimulated, is one thing, but seeing one’s wife, I come to discover, showing the same feverishness over doing something specifically banned in all but the most open of marriages is quite another thing. Her chest heaves and her eyes dilate. I can see her fingers tremble where she feeds the end of the lace out the loop and where she struggles to open the button and loosen the laces all the way down the front of his shorts.
When we talked about it, it seemed to me nothing much would happen, but we would have tried a little fun and excitement and maybe had a laugh. Who knew? Maybe later on we’d take it further. But I am not prepared for anything actually happening out the window on our deck that afternoon, nothing for real in any case. I was wrong to be so lax.
My wife Adelle seems to have come at the experiment with a somewhat different frame of mind. Perhaps it was because she knew I was watching, or perhaps it was because she got my permission to do whatever she wanted to do, but she didn’t stop at undoing the man’s shorts. She tugged and leaned back and laughed when he raised his hips and his shorts came down his legs. She tossed them onto the other recliner too, beside her top. She leaned over him but cupped her hand backward and down over his balls and she kissed him again, deeper, longer, and harder.
I came off the chair and staggered backward. We didn’t talk about what was too far, and nor did we mention anything about what would be enough for me. It was all just about what she would be comfortable with, what she wanted to do, and what might or might not be too far for her.
“We’ll see,” was all she kept saying about it, with a twinkle in her eye and a crooked grin on her mouth. The idea in general excited me too much to protest, and she had, after all, mentioned again the “indefinite contract” nature of the experiment. “Whatever happens, happens,” she said, kissing me on the nose. “You know we’ll have lots of time to talk about it after. It won’t be just one experiment, you know.”
When she said that, I didn’t dwell on it too much. It was just going to be one experiment, in my my mind. I could not conceive of doing it again. But watching through the window, and then the side door, all glass, and open, when I went around to it, it slowly dawned on me: she was less experimental in her face and body, and more just plain, full out, enjoying things. Still, there was no process we agreed to where I could stop things. It was all for her to decide what and how much. “The uncertainty,” she kept saying, pushing herself up on her toes and wrapping her hands around my neck and pushing her fingers into my hair to tug slightly painfully on me. “That’s what does it for you — you need it to be uncertain.”
“I guess,” I said. I didn’t know then what I know now. The uncertainty was over how far she was going to go. And it isn’t delicious, it is killing me.
She does’t stop with his shorts but sets about immediately teasing and toying with his underwear, tight athletic-fabric things in bright green. When she pulls them down to his thighs she bites the tip of her pinky in her mouth and plays at being coy with him, jerking her head forward to hide her face behind a veil of hair.
She slips her legs over the sides of the recliner and steps backward, helping him off with his underwear suddenly overly gently. She stands at the foot of his recliner and teases him about the button and tiny short zipper of her shorts.
“Private enough here?” he checks with her, already completely naked in front of her. I step up to the glass of the door and lean on it with my arms over my head. If he only twists to look, he’ll see the woman’s husband looming over them both. But he doesn’t look, and if my wife sees me there, she doesn’t give him any indication with even so much as a glance at me. If she wants to portray a cheating woman whose husband is truly out of town, I would have to graduate her from my acting school. Her performance is spot on.
“Nobody coming up the driveway, if that’s what you mean,” she says as she peels apart the sides of her tight, low-rise shorts. She ducks her face and puffs a wisp out her nose as though she’s suddenly bashful about pulling her shorts down. He pokes his toe out the end of his stretched-out leg, and tugs the waist of her shorts down her legs. She lets him with a chuckle, and then clasps her hands together, entwining her fingers together, and holds her fists up to her chin to rest her face on them. She is in only her white floral-lace full-cup bra and matching, hipster panties. She already kicked off her wedge shoes that lie on their sides under the recliner.
It’s true our home is well hidden and the patio is private. But seeing my wife nearly naked in the shards of dappling, waving sunlight, rolling her foot on the side, pulling her shoulders up, and curling and uncurling her lips looking down at the big, fit, young man in the recliner in front of her, makes me feel exposed for her. It isn’t just exposed in body, though. She is showing me as well as the man her emotional state in a completely plain fashion, and that state is on fire.
If she is deciding what she’s going to do next, she isn’t looking up to me for direction. She earlier glanced and saw me nearly leaning out the door watching her but ignores me now, paying me no mind whatever. When we talked about it, she seemed as nervous, excited, and uncertain about it as I was. But now that she is doing it - now that she has the man she was thinking of here, alone, and stripped naked, she doesn’t seem nearly as nervous or uncertain as I feel.
The man draws a knee up and smiles at her and relaxes with his arms behind his head. He’s figured her out already. The less you push her, the more she comes. His cock is semi erect and his grin is cock-sure. She purses her lips, struggles to keep from smiling too much, and kneels on the edge of the recliner again. She pulls her hair aside as much to get it out of her way as to provide him an unobstructed view. I can see her jaw jutt out — she want’s to show him that she is game for the whole package.
And me? Is she showing me as well that she is going to suck him no matter if I was there watching or not? She snorts air out her nose and her smile evaporates from her face, replaced with an expression of needfulness I wish I could photograph and show my students. But of course, I couldn’t, that is my wife about to swallow another man’s cock. Who shows pictures like that?
As though overcome with pulsating desire, as though unable to stop herself even if she thought she should, or all along though she would, she ducks down and opens her mouth. She pauses with her hand wrapping around his cock. She seems to privately widen her eyes at it. Is it bigger than she realized? Is she doubtful about taking it in her mouth? Is she too committed to back out from what she is realizing she doesn’t really want to do, or should not do?
Or did she all along know she was going to do more than kiss and touch the guy? She might, I realize, know him more deeply than she let on. I don’t know how much they “talked” at the gym. Just when I press the catch on the door and make to come out to rescue my wife from what she got herself into too deep to extricate herself from, she opens her lips, and rather than kiss the head of his cock, she sinks her mouth over it completely. Rather than just push the bulbous, straining head through her lips, she sinks her face down and pushes her tight lips up the entire length of his shaft.
I release the catch of the door and step back. My gut sinks and my head swirls. My wife pulls up on the guy’s cock and she chuckles languidly at him and catches with the back of her other hand strings of saliva stretching between her mouth and his cock.
But he’s not chuckling back at her. Instead he seizes her by the hair on the back of her head and he pushes her down rudely and roughly, forcing his cock back into her unready mouth. She squeals with a muffled cry and strains against his hands pushing her all the way down on his cock, and I push again against the catch of the door. With a full head of steam, I am ready to pull her off him and to stop him abusing my wife any further.
But when he pulls her up, she yearns with her mouth wide open and her tongue hanging out, straining to push herself back down onto him. The lust in her face and the groan in her throat is that of a woman aroused beyond anything I’d witnessed before. She laughs the way he holds her back from shoving his cock back into her mouth. She purrs and moans at him, reaching for his cock with her hand and pumping with her open mouth and flailing tongue to get back onto him.
I step back again, confused and uncertain. He merely relents, and my wife dives down hungrily and greedily, lapping at his cock and taking it yet deeper into her mouth with moans and cries of a woman on the verge.
When he slaps her ass, she squeals, and when he tugs her hips, she keeps his cock deep in her mouth even as she twists and turns to land her knees on either side of his head. She is busy on his cock, studied in her face, and focused in her eyes. When the man tugs at the waist of her short panties, she immediately lifts her hips and wriggles herself to hurry him tugging them down and off her body.
The juxtaposition in my mind hits a gestalt level of discordance. It’s a beautiful day. Flowers are up, bees are out, the birds are frantic, the sun is warm, and the air feels like summer. It’s like a French impressionistic painting outside. But inside the living room, it’s dark. Outside, a hot young woman, a wife, and a hot, fit guy, her electrician, are squirming together naked in the sun, moaning with pleasure and writhing for more. But inside, there is an anguished husband, pacing, tearing his fingers from his hands, unsure what to do. Outside, there is only the sounds and sights of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Inside, there is only the silence and blankness of cemented pain.
Adelle lowers her hips so that her pussy, bared for Shane, kisses his mouth where he pulls up to her, his arms around her thighs, his hands gripping her waist. I  move from window to door and back to window — through one way, I can see the man’s mouth and tongue work on my wife’s moist pussy. Through the other way, I can see my wife’s mouth eagerly — enthusiastically — work up and down on the man’s cock.
My wife loses her concentration and cannot keep her mouth on his cock because she needs to lift her face and cry, he is on her pussy so expertly. She dives back down determined to suck him with renewed vigour, pumping his cock in her hand and mouth as though frantic. She cries loudly with his cock poking her throat. And then her legs clench and her fist tightens. She lifts her face and on her mouth is utter bliss.
His cock erupts in her hand and though the first few shots hit her neck and chest, she comes to and drops her mouth over the head to catch the rest of him, and to swallow him. She lifts up to laugh but more of his cum erupts and she gets it on her lips and face.
She finally throws herself off and dances through the door on her toes ignoring me and returning with a tea towel from the kitchen to wipe her face and body and to help him wipe himself where she let him spill on his body.
————
That evening, we face each other across the table in the kitchen. “I mean,” she starts, “it was pretty exciting.”
“I don’t doubt it,” I say staring down at my meal. “I guess I just didn’t know you were going to go that far.”
She smiles at me doubtfully with her face tilted. “You did so,” she says in a soft voice. “I told you I liked him.”
“I guess I just didn’t imagine it.”
She again fixes me with her pursed-lip grin. “But you had to know that something would happen — and that something would include those things, probably.”
“Those things like . . . “ I raise my eyes to hers.
She again grins at me skeptically like maybe I’m pretending confusion. “Like me sucking him,” she says softly. “Or like him licking me,” she says even more quietly. She is unable to keep the smile off her face.
“Look at you,” I shake my head. “You want to do it again!”
I meant it as a put-down. But she takes it as a real question. She bites her lip and visibly blushes. She reaches over the table and seizes my forearm in her hand. “Of course I do,” she puffs a wisp of air out her nose. “It was good.”
“With him or another man?” I ask her testing the shape of things.
She laughs like I’m intentionally being dim.
“I mean it, with him, or someone else?”
“With him of course!” she replies and looks down with an even sharper hue of blush.
“You want to go further with him, don’t you,” I state.
She pushes her hair back from her face. “Maybe,” she says with a single shoulder shrug, trying not to grin so widely. “But anyway, isn’t not knowing what gets you so aroused?”
“I’m not sure I can watch that.”
“Oh come on!” she laughs. “I saw you behind the door. You loved it.”
I couldn’t deny that I experienced an extremely high level of excitement at watching what she did with him on the patio. “But that doesn’t mean it’ll be even better if you do more with him.”
She laughed and inhaled sharply and with her face down, she looked at me through the fallen strands of her hair. “How do we know though?”
“You want to very badly, don’t you.”
“I can’t think of anything but!” she confirmed.
—————
This time I am stationed in the small room off the side of the living room. From it’s darkened door opened an inch, I can see the couch from the side.
Shane is over again. This time, there is no electrical repair pretence. They’re on the couch together with the screen on, but they’re not watching the show. They are making out on the couch, kissing, touching, laughing, murmuring.
My heart is pounding because unlike last time, this time, I know what my wife is going to do. She insisted that me knowing was half the fun, but I can assure her, knowing what she is planning is ten times more nerve-wracking, or “sexually enticing” as she calls my drawn-out heart attacks.
She pulls her crop-top t-shirt off and lets him tug and pull at her jeans to strip her of them too, laughing and shrieking as he does. She tickles him and he grabs her by her nude sides and together they roll around twisting and laughing and shrieking. Through it all, she manages to get his shirt off, and his pants and underwear too, though to be fair, he didn’t oppose her much.
He is calmer when he relieves her of her bra and panties. She teases him with food and drink pretending she’s not sitting there cross legged and naked, or that he isn’t completely nude, too, with her on the couch.
When they stop laughing so much and start necking with renewed seriousness, her moans are audible to me lurking behind the door with my eye pressed to the crack. My wife decides to remember I’m there after all. She crawls playfully and clumsily over his body until she is lap-dancing on him, though he’s lying on the couch with his head up against one arm, and she is straddling his body crouching over him, sucking him, stroking his cock. He’s fingering her pussy and she’s moaning and rotating her ass in front of his face.
Then she lifts her face to me. She can see me in the crack of the door and she fixers her gaze to my one eye bulging back at her. She moves toward me and writhes in her hips to rotate her ass over his erection wet from her mouth. I can tell he is poking her anus with his thumb because her eyes waver at me and her mouth drops open.
Finally she pushes herself up on straight arms with her hands planted heavily into the arm of the couch. Her legs are wide over his hips and he is massaging her ass that she rotates at him. She lowers her hips, and from the side, I can see her pussy lips, so wet they could be dripping, lower until they kiss, with strings of pussy saliva joining them. My wife shoots her head back, and though she tries to keep her eyes open on mine, they flutter closed. I can see her pussy lips stretch around the head of his cock, and then her hips sink down, her voice exhale with a loud groan, and his cock, big as it is in every way, disappear deeply inside my wife’s pussy.
It’s like a trance for both of them. She keeps the position and the rhythm through it all, and he squirms and pumps below her, giving her encouragements with dirty names and words. It doesn’t disgust her, it only makes her pump on him harder and faster. When he pops out accidentally because she is fucking him too hard and fast, she laughs and grabs it to sink herself on him again as though frantic for his cock. She lays her head sideways on the arm of the couch and jerks her hips spasmodically on him until I can tell he’s getting close.
She can tell too. But she doesn’t slow down or come off him. I sink to the floor but I keep watching. She moans loudly and deeply when his cum fills her, and halfway through, she gasps, stops breathing, and clutches at the arm of the couch. She laughs languidly when she releases on him.
—————
“It’s better than I thought it would be,” she said.
I had to agree with her — after all, the whole thing was as much my idea as hers. But I was more exhausted by it than enthralled to it. I wasn’t sure how I liked it.
But it seemed she was in no doubt. “It lost some of that uncertainty that we liked so much, when you knew what I was going to do,” she said. “Didn’t it.”
“Yes,” I nodded thoughtfully. “Yes, not as good.”
She nodded back at me and that was that.
Or so I thought it was. I came home about a week later to find Shane’s bike on the porch. Instinctively, I crept inside the house quietly. When I looked through from the kitchen into the living room, I could hear her moans and laughs, but I couldn’t see them. I pushed along the wall and peeked out the patio door. They had been out there — there were still glasses and plates— but they weren’t there anymore. Then I heard her shriek. It was coming from upstairs.
I slid along the wall of the stairs and got up to the end of the hall. Down at the other end, the master bedroom door was open halfway. I crept along until I could see inside. Shane was in my bed on his back. My wife was riding him. He squeezed her breasts and she reached around behind herself to tickle and cup his balls. His cock was buried deeply in her pussy and they had fucked enough to make her juices foam at the sides of her pussy lips.
I sat in the dark living room hearing my wife shriek and laugh, and the sound of the bed pound the wall when Shane took her particularly roughly. Finally, after things died down, Shane came down and left through the kitchen. Adelle looked for me — she knew I was home. She knew I found her fucking him.
She sat on the other end of the couch in the dark. “Thought you’d like the surprise part again. Not seeing it coming this time.”
“Adelle,” I said as though I were crumpling up inside. “This is too much.”
She played in the hair on the side of my head. “But did you enjoy experiencing my lust?” she almost giggled. “Vicariously?”
She might have been making fun of me. But if I was going to be honest, I had to tell her, “I did.” I heaved in my chest and exhaled with defeat. “I can feel it even now.”
“That’s because the man’s cum is running out of my pussy right now,” she giggled.
“Fuck,” I sighed. “Adelle, you’re killing me,” I said.
She untied her robe and threw her leg over my lap. Her pussy pressed up against my stomach. It was still burning up with it’s own heat. It was still humid. Her wetness that she trailed over my thigh like a slug was not all hers. She sank her moist body against mine and draped her arms over my shoulders.
“I had to fuck him again,” she breathed in my ear. “He turns me on, I can’t control myself.” She began to press her hips against mine and fumbled between our bodies to open my pants. “I phoned him to tell him it was over. But he said he would come over. I tried to tell him no, but I couldn’t stop him.”
She brought out my cock with her trembling hand and raised her hips over mine. “He wouldn’t listen,” she quavered in her voice. When she slid her pussy down over my cock, she was wet in a different way and I knew what it was I was feeling inside her.
“He fucked me so hard,” she cried in my ear. She began to buck and undulate on me. “He’s going to keep doing it too,” she exhaled in a hoarse whisper in my ear. “I can’t stop him.”
“What do you mean?” I asked her, huffing and puffing under her.
She rode me frantically. “He’s coming back later tonight, after midnight.”
“How can he?”
“He’s going to fuck me all night,” she said.
“This is too much.”
“You said you liked to watch,” she said rising to the edge.
“Once, I liked watching it once.”
She gripped me and strained in her neck. She stopped breathing and nearly cut my skin with her fingernails digging into the back of my neck. I could feel her flood out her pussy and her body shudder from deeply within. “Oops,” she said when she finally fell off me.
“Can you tell him not to come over?”
“I can,” she nodded. But after a moment, she added, “but I don’t want to.”
“But we said,” I shook my head at her.
“I guess it wasn’t all just an act,” she shrugged. “But I have to get ready for him now. Do you want to hide again, or just go?”
I thought about it. There was nothing for it — she was right, it was all my fault for even experimenting. “I’ll hide,” I said.
She threw her arms around my neck and hugged me long and hard. “You’re a good cuckold,” she whispered in my ear, and she kissed my neck. “Come help me pick out what to wear for him,” she said, pulling me up behind her.
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