
        
            
                
            
        

    



















My wife Fei always likes to dress up even if, like tonight, it’s just our old college friend Doug coming over. And she always loved to involve me in it.
“Mm?” she intoned holding a long loose beige skirt up against her nearly nude body. “Or mm?” she tilted her head at me holding a short black button-up cocktail dress. She waved it at me like a bull-fighter with his cape and snickered — she was clearly biased toward the black dress.
“Black dress,” I dutifully nodded. “Then you can go prancing around like Doug’s and my personal services hostess all night while we watch the show.” Doug was a budding film critic and was slowly but surely working his online commentary into the lower echelons of a real living wage. It was fun for Fei and I and it always was fun to dissect movies and shows with him even back in college.
“You’d just love that, wouldn’t you, watching me bend over for him, pretending to drop things,” she tittered as she turned and backed up toward me with her bra straps hanging lose, pulling her light caramel hair over her shoulder to let me clasp the tiny hooks for her.
“Nothing you don’t do every time he’s over anyway,” I play-acted right back at her with a mock-offended sneer.
She hung her head and blushed. “ I do not!” she protested more strongly than I anticipated. “Do I?” she looked up with a sheepish grin and she inhaled and bit her lip.
“Don’t worry,” I shook my head at her with a laugh. “I know you would have married the guy if I didn’t steal you first.” 
She sat on the bench at the foot of our bed and stabbed her toes through the leg holes of her matching black and tan panties. “Oh,” she raised her eyebrows. “So you believe a wife is something you steal and own, do you?”
She leapt up and threw her arms around my neck and planted a warm, hard kiss on my lips in only her bra and panties. “I don’t mind if you do,” she murmured into my ear. “Just saying,” she turned away and eased the black dress off the hanger where she had hung it on the bathroom door handle.
“Aren’t you the one who goes around saying the point of all rules is to create transgressors?” That was her big thesis at university anyway.
“I didn’t say that,” she stood in the mirror tugging and straightening the black dress that fell down her body tightly. “Michel Foucault did,” she reminded me. “Marital fidelity was only invented so there would be a new division to exploit among people — those who conform, and those who stray,” she said in a light, thoughtful voice as she leaned into the mirror and examined her eyes and lips.
She turned to me and overly sexually stared at my lips, inhaled and moaned with her exhalation, and tilted her head like she was about to cum. She gently thrusted her hips to press her pelvis into mine and she lifted a leg and snaked it around mine. She dropped her sexy mouth open and tugged my hair with her fingers tangling through my head. “Nobody bothered to notice the difference between one sexual partner and more than one, before,” she said, and she darted her tongue out and snapped it hard and pointedly at my lips and teeth. She sucked a breath loudly through her clenched teeth and shoved her chest up and forward into my neck. When I wrapped my hands around her back and then dropped them around her ass, exposed by the shortness of her dress, she hung onto my neck and lifted herself to hang her knees around my waist and crossed her ankles behind my back.
She sucked on my ear with hot and wet lips and she made sure to moan against it long and deeply as she pushed her hips hard against me. “Someone’s going to get it tonight,” she said, before she squealed with laughter, sprang herself from me, and alighted like a sprite on her toes out of the bedroom. “But nobody knows who yet!” she shrieked and laughed.
My wife — teasing, playful, always making sexual innuendos and squealing at her own jokes. She especially loved taunting me at cafes or on walks, anywhere out in public, saying suddenly, “I would totally bang the shit out of that,” nodding to draw my attention to some guy.
“Jesus, Fei,” I shook my head and rolled my eyes. She always knew exactly when to pull one of those when I was least expecting it, and it always got the reaction she was looking for.
She laughed hard enough to bend over before puling up with a defiant glare with her jaw set crooked. “Like I don’t know how you and Doug talk about girls when I’m not around,” she said, hip-checking me and pushing her arm through mine and scratching her nails on my bare forearm in the sun.
“Not nearly as crudely as you,” I shook my head.
“I bet,” she sneered. Just then a young, pretty girl with a guy came walking the other direction along the waterfront walk. “Okay,” she quickly pulled me closer to her. “Pretend I’m Doug. You’re not going to let a girl like that go by without comment.”
“Bae, if you’re Doug, I’m going gay for you.”
She laughed in peels and couldn’t stop jiggling, nearly stumbling against me. “Seriously,” she tried hard to force out. She pulled up hard against me as the couple came near. “Would you fuck the shit out of her?”
“Not so crude,” I groaned like a ventriloquist against her face.
“Ok, would you fuck the fecal matter from her derriere?” She snorted at her own humour.
“If I weren’t married?”
“No,” she looked at the girl herself, sizing her up. “You’re married, but I give you a hall pass.”
“Jesus, Fei,” I blow breath out my puffed cheeks as she steers us so close in passing we nearly bump them.
“What? I’d go down on her no problem, she’s cute. Maybe we can both do her in bed at the same time.” She pulled me along with her close against her side as though we were like any other couple out for a sunny Sunday stroll along the waterfront. But we were not.
I gave it a few beats before I admitted, looking straight ahead, “Yeah, I’d fuck her.”
Fei bent over and snorted and pulled up against me, stopping us in the middle of the path to make others walk around us, and she buried my mouth with hers kissing me as sensually as in bed. That’s just how she always is.
I found her in the kitchen getting things out that we picked up for the night’s festivities. Watching shows with Doug always involved special vittles — tonight it was a particular make-up of charcuterie board that she wanted to duplicate from some place in Portland we stopped in on. If Doug loved everything about shows, Fei loved everything about appetizers and the presentation thereof. My contribution to movie nights? I was expected to show appreciation, to eat, watch, listen, and emit approving words and sounds. We all had our role, and we all excelled at them.
“Special treat tonight,” Doug said, easing himself into one side of our big sectional with an exaggerated old man wince and groan. Yeah, he had a tough life, updating his social media and winding out thousand-word judgments on episodes and flicks. “One for the couples in the audience,” he made an exaggerated show of looking down the bottom of his glasses as he handled the remote and called up the selection on our massive screen. The audience was him and the one couple, Fei and me. He always made me laugh — he was expert at imitating the blow-hard film critics of a previous generation. He wasn’t just lining up the entertainment for our movie nights, he was part of the entertainment, and I loved him for it.
“A daring number on the viewing agenda for tonight,” he carried on in that comical blow-hard voice. “Involving,” he rolled out his overly-expressive mouth as he navigated to the site, “marital,” he annunciated with exaggerated clarity. Both Fei and I giggled he was so funny at this shit. “In . . . “ he found the start and looked over the top of his glasses at us when we sat down on the other side of the sectional. “ . . . fidelity,” he finally inhaled as though scandalized and bit the tip of his extended pinky.
“Oh goody!” Fei clapped with exaggerated joy. “We were just talking about that, weren’t we honey?” she looked at me with wide eyes and a big grin. She turned to Doug. “Hector was just saying today, when we were out for a walk taking in the sun,” she lowered her eyes and got into the imitation game herself, “that he’d like to fuck a girl that we saw on the waterfront. Didn’t you honey?”
Doug popped his eyes overly big at me. I rolled mine back at him. “She’s leaving out a few crucial details that lead up to that.”
Fei pulled her hand from mine and crossed her arms over her chest and pretended to go snooty. “Infidelity is infidelity, tell me I’m wrong,” she nodded at Doug.
“Why don’t we run the film and see,” he intoned deeply and the set up amazed us all with how well it worked.
Fei pulled her legs up under herself and leaned against me clasping her hand in mine and snaking her fingers into my fingers. She craned up and kissed my cheek. “Ready for a canape?” she spoke quietly.
“Not yet,” I said, turning the lights down with the remote.
“I’d love to try one,” Doug spoke just as quietly from the other part of the sectional.
Fei leapt up. She insisted on serving her food, at least early on as we sampled things she’d created. She picked up the plate and stepped in her bare feet and short skirt over Doug’s outstretched legs where he had his heels up on the ottoman.
She held the plate under his chin for him to consider and make his selection, and she looked sideways over at me puling her bottom lip down with her finger before tittering at her tease. “Take your time,” she said softly down to him as he surveyed over the plate. She glanced at me and used her walking fingers to lift the edge of her skirt up her legs.
“I like what I’m seeing,” he nodded.
Fei snickered and let her skirt drop. He picked up a brie and prosciutto cracker and settled back to savour it. Fei set the plate back down on the ottoman and, rather than come back to me, she settled on the couch beside Doug.
“I’m not liking what I’m seeing,” I stated flatly.
“It’s to enhance the experience of the show for you,” Fei said, and then she added, turning to Doug and wrapping her arm up around his face to scrunch his hair in her hand. “I swear, I do everything for that man over there.”
“He doesn’t appreciate you like I can,” Doug replied not taking his eyes off the screen.
“You would look after my needs, wouldn’t you,” she said softly to him just loud enough for me to hear.
I snickered and poked my cheek with my tongue to keep from laughing. “Trying to watch here, down in front.”
My wife inhaled with a gasp and slapped Doug’s thigh. “Are you up in front?” she murmured to him, again just loud enough for my benefit. She twisted around to glare at me over her shoulder. “Can you blame him? You’re the one who dressed me like this,” she shrugged.
“There’s a word for that,” Doug said, not taking his eyes off the screen, but at the same time, running his hand up my wife’s back affectionately. I didn’t mind.
My wife rolled onto her hands and knees in a crouch facing Doug with her hands wrapped around his thigh. She loved nothing more than teasing me and it made me laugh. “What’s the word, professor?” she asked him with exaggerated innocence pretending, now, to be the awe-struck student. It was what the movie involved — an aging professor in a loveless marriage, and his conniving pretty student leading him astray.
“Hotwifing,” he pronounced like that blow-hard from before.
“Oh my god, seriously? A real word?” Fei sat back on her legs but kept her hands tightly wrapped around his thighs.
“You say ‘hot-knifing’? What?” I asked, also keeping my eyes on the screen. “‘Hot-wiring’?”
“Hot,” he paused, “wifing,” he finished with certainty. “When a husband prepares his wife for her lover.”
“Oh my god,” Fei covered her face and mouth with her cupped hand and fell against Doug swinging her face over to me on the side of the sectional. Still with her mouth inside her cupped hand and through a wide grin, she said, “Is that what you were doing? Getting me ready for Doug?”
I laughed and again caught my tongue in my molars. “That’s right.” I nodded. I said past her to Doug, “She was going to wear a flour sack and tangle twigs from the woods into her hair, but I told her that Doug wouldn’t like that.”
“You don’t know me,” he raised his eyebrows at the screen. “You don’t know what I might like.”
She slapped his chest. “See? I was also going to use some movie make-up to put bruises on my arms,” she held one out under his face like she had earlier held the plate of appetizers. “And on my face,” she closed her eyes lightly and placed her face under his. “And I was going to draw scrapes and cuts on my legs like I had been running away through the wood,” she said, rolling back on her elbows and back and holding her leg outstretched in front of his face, rolling it over and back. She reached and drew her finger from her knee up the inside of her thigh. “Here, for example,” she said, softly, as she kept going slowly up her leg, pushing her skirt up her thigh so far, her panties became visible to him. She rolled her head back nearly upside down toward me. “Wasn’t I honey?” she said, still pulling her finger up higher to nearly the edge of the front of her panties.
“Sir,” Doug said in a harsh dean’s like voice, “control your wife, please.”
“He doesn’t know how,” she said quietly to him as she pulled her other leg out from under her and stretched it out over Doug’s lap. She used her heels to pull herself toward him until her ass, bared by her skirt riding up under her on the cushion, came to nestle against his thigh and hip. She stretched her head back to see me upside down. “I think he might be one of those men,” she said, as she fiddled with the top button on the front of her dress.
“Small chance of that,” I lolled my head over at my wife where she sprawled over the length of the couch and over Doug’s lap. “Much as you’d love it,” I teased her back.
“So you’re saying there’s a chance?” Doug imitated the voice perfectly.
Fei curled up in a crunch with laughter but stifled it. “How do you know I wouldn’t?” she shook her head at me challengingly. She also popped out the top button and fiddled with the next one. She slapped Doug’s shoulder but kept looking at me upside down. “What’s the word for that kind of man? I know you know.”
“Cuckold,” I stated before he had a chance.
She inhaled with a gasp and grinned widely at me. “He even knows the word — I think he is one!” she tapped Doug again, this time on his hip. “How can we tell?” she asked him. She also shot a grin at me, letting her eyes roam over my body. I knew she was feeling aroused.
“Typically,” was all Doug had to say in that voice again, and both Fei and I burst out laughing again. None of us was watching the show very closely. “The cuckold in society is a man who invites the infidelities of his matrimonial partner, in seeking his own,” he cleared his throat like a scandalized academic, “sexual gratification.” He drew out the “s” sound and paused before the final “ . . . -cation.”
“Is it bad?” she asked him again like the innocent star-struck student. She undid another and another of her buttons.
“Not if all parties concerned consent, of course.”
“Of course,” she murmured gutturally. She’d teased in this manner before, if not so explicitly. But undoing her dress was a new level of teasing. Maybe it was the conversation we had had earlier in the day on the waterfront, but Fei was pushing things this time. I didn’t want to be the one to end the party and stop things short and be the bummer and lose. But when she opened her dress fully unbuttoned, I looked at her through the corners of my eyes and wondered just where she was going with it.
“Isn’t consent implied when a person does nothing, even if they don’t say it?” she said facing me but her question was directed at Doug. She drew her limp fingers down over her chest, over the cup of her bra, and down her toned stomach as lightly as a breeze, and back up.
She reached up and wrapped her hand around his wrist where it laid over the top of the back of the couch, and brought it down, slowly and carefully, to rest his hand on her bare stomach.
He looked at me uncertainly even while allowing my wife to place his hand on her body. “In my reading of it,” he said in his normal voice.
“Doesn’t he have to say something to indicate lack of consent?” she said, again with her eyes on me but her question to Doug. She kept staring at me even as she pulled his hand up her body and moved it over the top of her bra.
“He does have to say something, yes,” he kept looking at me.
I licked my lips. As a joke, this was going a little far, even for Fei. I kept waiting for her to burst out laughing, push his hand off her, and shout at me with glee that she got me good. I said nothing.
She grinned with defiance and pulled her arms out of the short sleeves of her dress so that she was nude but for her panties and bra. She teased Doug like that once before, back in college, prancing around her apartment like that telling us both it was the same as a bikini at the beach, and why should we be any more affected by it. She was always exploring the edges of sexual repsonse and the contradictions of the public and private. “I could be wearing less totally out in public among families sunbathing, and nobody would care, but here, in the privacy of my own home with two close friends, I’m . . . “ she paused back then, and then said with a perfect haughty French accent, “I am some kind of a whore!”
She squeezed his hand making him squeeze her breast inside her bra and she closed her eyes and moaned — fake or real, I couldn’t tell. She pulled herself up into a kneeling position sitting on her calves facing me but leaning back against Doug. She pulled her hair up and over her shoulder and extended her back toward him. She didn’t have to say it and he understood she wanted him to undo the clasp of her bra that I had done up earlier that evening.
He peered around her back at me. “You okay with this?” he asked with exaggerated surprise.
I shrugged deeply and closed my eyes with raised eyebrows and turned my face away. I wasn’t going to be the one to break first. My wife always got me like that, she always made me the one to break first. I wasn’t going to let her win this time, I was determined to get the last laugh on her. I said nothing.
She pushed again with her back harder into him and pulled her hair up over her head. She squirmed and wriggled against him until he unclasped her bra. She held it in place with her hand over her chest and stared at me. I stared back at her. I showed nothing on my face and she knew it — she was up against it this time. She tightened her lips into a thin line to keep from bursting out laughing and losing and regained her composure and shook her head back and settled her hair again. Facing me, she let her hand slide down the front of her body, taking her bra with it, exposing her bare chest to me.
She was agitated by my new resolve. I knew she expected me to give up and cry uncle a long time before, but aside from twisting my lips and folding my arms over my chest, I showed no signs of losing my newfound resolve.
She harrumphed and rolled over on her knees and knelt up against Doug with her back to me. “Ignore him,” she said loud enough for me to hear. She twisted around and glared at me over her shoulder. She put on that French accent of hers again, and she did it well — she always did. She said to him, staring at me, “He is nothing but a cuckold, look at him,” she said before turning toward Doug. “He does not care what you do to his wife,” she said still in that haughty French accent. She pushed herself to him and arched her back to jut her chest so her bare breasts pushed into his neck and face.
She wiggled her torso back and forth so her tits rubbed back and forth over his stoic face and she looked over at me again but I held firm. She glared through narrowed eyes and turned back to Doug, cupping her breast in her hand and dragging her nipple over this mouth. Doug held firm too, keeping his lips pursed and his eyes, at least one of them, clenched shut. I did notice that her nipples were fully erect.
“See?” she said to him. “He says nothing.”
Doug peered around her shoulder again and she twisted around too, both of them looking at me expecting me to be the one to break the spell and shout “Stop!” It was an old game for us three, but it usually involved taking jokes to extreme heights, or descriptions of gross things or painful things, like knives and vinegar. But I wasn’t going to be the loser this time. I gestured broadly for them to carry on and I made a big shrug. I didn’t care. Do what you want.
She leaned close to him and whispered in his ear and looked over at me. They murmured to each other in quiet conspiracy,  Doug shaking his head subtly “no,” and my wife nodding her head just as subtly “yes.” I pretended to be re-engaged with the show and looked away from them.
My wife tittered and slid like molasses down his body where he sat stiffly trying to prevent her from sliding all the way down onto the floor on her knees between his legs. They murmured again, him saying “No” and trying to restrain her by holding her by her struggling arms, and she insisting “Yes,” struggling just as much against his grasp to reach the front of his pants and to undo the button and the fly.
Still I remained steadfastly resolved to not lose. I glanced out the corners of my eyes in the dark room that flickered brightly from the changing scenes of the show. My wife opened my friend’s pants and tittered. She yanked and scratched to pull them down over his ass — he wasn’t helping by, for instance, lifting his hips, but he wasn’t trying his hardest to stop her, either. When she got his pants halfway down his thigh, she didn’t stop, but went right to his underpants and pulled them down too.
Doug looked at me with real alarm but I refused to look at him. I made as though the show was particularly interesting and I leaned forward with my elbows on my knees as though to catch every word. My wife, in only her delicate and fancy panties, turned away from me and flicked her arm under her hair to make it spread widely over my friend’s lap to hide her face in his groin. She moved her head up and down in his lap and I had to nearly laugh — it looked like she really was giving him head.
Doug kept staring at me frozen as though he was truly scared about what was going on. My wife pulled her hair away and threw it over her far shoulder. She glared at me because she knew I had her. I wasn’t breaking and she hated to lose. She narrowed her eyes and gripped his cock where it grew to a full erection in front of her face. She was daring me. She was taunting me.
I just stared back. I knew when I was winning. It didn’t happen often, but it was happening tonight, and inside, I was bursting with the need to jump up, point hard, and laugh in her face.
But Fei was a competitor. She didn’t give up easily. And tonight, it turned out, wasn’t going to be the start. She shot her chin at me and snapped her face up. She darted her tongue out and actually touched the side of his cock with the pointed tip.
Doug moaned a private “fuck me . . . “ and leaned over slightly to see around her hair and check if it was true — was my wife really darting her tongue out at his cock?
I still showed nothing. Inside I was beaming. “Ha!” I so wanted to shout.
She shook her head at me like she was disappointed, and well she should be — she thought she was going to win tonight, but she had another thing coming. She kept her eyes on mine and kissed the head of his cock. Seeing nothing, she squeezed it and stroked it. I still just stared right into her eyes.
Then she did something I didn’t think possible. I knew she hated to lose, but I’d never known her to go so far just to win. She closed her eyes, opened her lips, and paused. She was waiting for me to shout “stop” but I didn’t. She either had to stop and lose, or . . . . And then she did it. She closed her soft pink lips around the head of my friend’s cock, and she slid them down excruciatingly slowly, going deeper and deeper until her lips nearly touched his pubic bone and her neck bulged slightly with the head of his cock poking her throat.
“Fuck me,” Doug burbled. He gasped when she slowly pulled up on him, and sank down on him again.
I would have called out a “Stop!” had I  not been too stunned to breathe. What struck me was how, after going up and down on him a couple of times, my wife seemed to settle into it. She no longer twisted to check my reaction, and she no longer demonstrated any hesitancy. On the contrary, the more she pumped her mouth up and down over my friend’s cock, the more her back undulated, the higher her shoulders poked up, and the more intensively she moaned, or even, I shivered to hear it, cried, in a muffled tone with his cock filling her mouth enough to bulge her cheeks.
Doug was the one who intervened in this little game between my wife and I. He clasped her head in his hands and, with a grimace and a groan, he pulled her up and off him. “I call a break,” he said huffing and puffing as though he’d just run a sprint.
As though coming to from a trance, Fei looked up uncertain of her surroundings, then dashed at speed on her toes down the hallway to the bedroom. Doug snatched at the blanket and kicked his pants and underpants off his feet where they fell when he stood, and he wrapped himself in the blanket tightly. We silently went to the kitchen and I poured out three large glasses of wine.
He sat hunched on a stool on one side of the counter and I sat hunched on the other. He broke the silence first. “Who needs a show, eh?”
I chuckled and then widened my eyes and stared at the counter between us. “Did not see that coming,” I monotoned.
Fei came out from the hallway dressed in her bathrobe. She sat on the stool beside Doug and lifted her glass to clink mine. I wasn’t sure what there was to celebrate, but I clinked back and drank as big a gulp as she did.
“So that’s what the show’s about,” she turned to Doug and held his gaze with hers in seriousness for three full seconds before ducking her head and laughing silently with her shoulders rising and falling. She dropped her hand on his lap under the edge of the counter and lifted her face to mine to raise her eyes through her fallen hair.
“Oh come on,” she said. “What’s a little head between friends?” She smirked to herself and chuckled again at her own humour. “You were supposed to say when enough is enough,” she widened her eyes at me.
“And what, let you parade around like you won?”
“Yes!” she hung her head and laughed again.
“Never,” I said, and I drained another big gulp of wine.
“Didn’t your mother ever warn you never to say never?” she looked up through the tops of her eyes at me.
“Or what?” I challenged her.
“Wouldn’t you just like to find out,” she challenged me right back. She poked her tongue in her cheek and glazed her eyes at me. When I said nothing, she turned her rotating stool toward Doug and spun him toward her.
“I don’t think so,” he said, even as she pushed the blanket from his shoulders and it fell to the floor around his stool. She looked up at me as she leaned over and wrapped her hand around his still-hard cock.
“You better say ‘Stop’,” she warned me ominously, “or you’re going to regret it.”
I stared at her even through the glass as I raised it to gulp again even more. I said nothing.
She inhaled and slowly brought her gaze from my eyes to Doug’s eyes and let her breath out slowly, allowing her chest to sink and her shoulders to sag. She reached out and closed his knees together with her hands before falling off her stool to stand in front of him. She shrugged her shoulders to make her robe fall from her back and she tugged the knot at her waist to allow it fall to the floor. She had already removed her panties in the bathroom. She stood before him completely naked. I drank another long swig.
She kept her eyes locked on his and she spread her legs to wriggle herself onto his naked lap. She rested her elbows on his shoulders and tussled his hair with her long, elegant fingers. She pressed her hand into his chest and lowered her face and closed her eyes as she softly kissed him on the mouth. By the look of their lips and cheeks, much tongue was involved.
She moved her hand down the front of his body and wrapped it around his cock standing up against his stomach. She stroked him and looked over the counter at me. “Do you know what I’m going to do if you don’t say stop?”
I glared right back at her eyes. “I dare you,” I said and I slowly twisted the stem of my wine glass around and around on the counter top where it made a sliding cement sound.
She puffed air out her nose and brought her gaze back to Doug. “I think he wants me to fuck you,” she said to him as though privately.
He looked over at me with his eyes popping out.
“Don’t look at me,” I shrugged. “I’m going to win this come hell or high water.”
She shrugged at him and pulled a grin. “You heard the man,” she said. “High water it is,” she licked his mouth and pressed her feet into the rungs of his stool. She raised her hips over his and reached down to pull on his erection under her gap.
His cock stood hard and thick directly under her pussy. She looked over at me with lust in her eyes and want on her mouth. “You better say something,” she exhaled with a weak and wavering breath. Her fingers trembled over the shaft of his cock and her legs stained from holding herself up.
I leaned far over the counter and propped my chin in the palm of my hand with my elbow planted into the counter top. I looked up at her from two feet away. “No,” I grinned, “I don’t think I will.”
She shook and shivered and her hips lowered to where the tip of his cock nearly touched the groove between the lips of her pussy. I glanced down.
“I’m going to,” she warned me.
“Look how wet you are,” I teased her right back. “You want to,” I squinted at her.
“You’re making me do it,” she gritted her teeth at me. She shook violently for a second and his cock touched her pussy lips.
“You want to do it, be my guest,” I grinned.
“You are a fucking cuckold, aren’t you,” she sneered.
“And you’re my . . . “ I glanced at Doug.
“Hot wife,” he said, trembling himself in waves of shaking violence.
“Hot wife,” I said to her leaning even closer.
“Is that what you want?” she barely squeezed out. She lowered herself more so that the head of his cock pressed the lips of her pussy.
“It’s what you want, isn’t it,” I glared right back at her.
“You want me to do it?” she began to breathe heavily and rapidly. Her pussy lips folded around the head of his cock down to his ridge.
“I’m waiting,” I smirked.
“I’m going to do it,” she shook her head at me but shivered and caught her breath. His cock slid further inside her.
I leaned further over the counter and I looked hard up into her eyes. “Then do it!” I seethed.
And she exhaled, her back arched, and her head fell back. Her knees released and her hips collapsed. I glanced down and saw my friend’s cock disappear up inside my wife’s pussy. She landed on his lap with a heaving thud and she groaned loudly at the ceiling. Doug also groaned loudly at the ceiling with her and his hands instinctively wrapped around her waist.
My wife draped her chin over his shoulder and twisted her ankles around his calves. She rose up and plunged down on him again, and I glanced between her legs and saw his cock shining with her glistening juice. She rose and fell and rose and fell and I staggered back from the counter on my feet and felt behind me for the opposite counter.
Doug wrapped his hands under her ass and picked her up and carried her back to the couch. He fell backward into the cushions and may wife didn’t come off him, but settled on his lap to ride him on her knees straddling his hips. I leaned against the fridge and gasped from afar. She stroked his hair, she laughed and gasped and moaned, and he ran his hands all over her body and her breasts and her ass and waist and back.
I stared at the vision of my wife fucking my friend and for the first time all that extraordinarily night, neither of them looked back over at me, or even remained aware, it seemed, that I was still there. She actually did it. I was stunned, but not just by how far Fei was willing to go to win. It was also the hottest thing I ever watched.
“I wonder how many couples out here,” she said as we walked around the waterfront the following weekend, “can say they watched their spouse do it with their friend.”
“I hardly think it would be a point of pride.”
“Aw,” she squeezed my hand and looked up over my shoulder at me. “Do you regret it?”
We walked silently far enough for her to notice I was ambivalent.
“Oh my god, you did like it!” she said accusingly, but she still didn’t believe it.
“Actually,” I started, and she gasped with shock and stopped us walking. “Keep walking or they’re going to stare,” I said.
She passed her arm through mine and moved us along. “Do tell,” she said out the corner of her mouth.
“It was kind of amazing.”
She said nothing but kept walking on. She tugged at my arm — her way of saying to tell more.
“Watching you with another man, it was pretty fucking hot,” I spoke also out the side of my mouth.
Like two spies trading secrets, she spoke back to me in the same vein. “Wonders never cease,” she said.
That night, Doug was over again. He sat in his usual spot, and I sat in mine. He got the show going and I got the lights. When she had the plate of appetizers ready, Fei came to join us.
This time she sat beside Doug and she completely ignored me. We didn’t talk about what we would do, if anything. She spoke quietly to him like I wasn’t even there. When he tried to slide his face over to see mine, she took his cheek in her hand and steered him back to her. She fed him a canape and laughed when crumbs fell from his lips, and then she leaned over him and licked them off his mouth.
They began to make out again. Fei was dressed in a grey pleated schoolgirl skirt with a white blouse and a black continental tie. He pulled the knot loose on it and she swung over to sit in his lap and undo her buttons. I stayed quiet.
She undid the buttons down the side of her skirt and unwrapped it from her hips. She was down already to her pristine white satin bra and panties. She kissed him with an exaggerated eagerness, or at least what I took to be exaggerated. It could also have been authentic.
As though bent on surprising me yet again, she fell back off his knees and stood up, pulling him up by his outstretched arms. She turned and lead him by the finger with both her hands behind her back.
I watched them leave the living room and go down the hallway toward the bedroom. I drank my wine down and followed. But when I got to the bedroom door, she turned, brought Doug inside, and closed it to within an inch on me. With our eyes and our mouths two inches apart through the gap in the door, she said, “You’ll just have to listen this time, I’m afraid,” and she slowly, gently, closed the door on me with our eyes on each other’s as long as possible.
I was confused, I was angry, and I was indignant to be excluded like that. But when I heard my wife shriek and squeal, I sank down and turned to lean my back against the door. When I heard her laugh and moan, I twisted my head to press my ear to the door. And when I heard the bed bump the wall, I closed my eyes and nearly died.
I nearly got caught listening when I heard them laugh and get up from the bed, and I just made it back to the couch in time to make it look like I’d been watching the show the whole time, even though it was still showing the opening credits.
My wife and Doug finally came back into the living room hand in hand until my wife left his side for him to set and came to join me. She pulled her legs up under herself an fed me some appetizers. After a while, when we were all settled into the show, she murmured up to me, “Did you like that?”
I didn’t answer. But I didn’t have to. She knew I did.
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