
        
            
                
            
        

    



















“I know you’re just going to stop me sooner or later anyway,” my wife Alex said to me before turning. “Look at him . . . “ she gestured toward me with a grin on her face where she sat on the couch and pulled herself up closer against my friend Dave. “ . . . pretending to be so cool.”
She stuck her tongue out at me. “But what is the point at which he’ll stop me is the question,” she said, turning her face back to Dave’s. She cupped his jaw in her palm and steered his face toward hers. With her eyes in their corners on mine as though watching the countdown on a clock, she pulled his face to hers and kissed him longer the second time.
‘I’m not just cool,” I said, watching both of Dave’s hands on the thighs of his jeans curl and clench, “I’m ice,” I said, drawing out the “s” sound.
Alex pulled back a couple of inches from Dave’s face and fixed him with her beautiful browns. “He always thinks he’s going to win ‘this time,’” she air-quoted, “every time.” She pulled a folded leg up on the couch and turned more fully toward Dave to hang her arms over his shoulders and interlace her fingers behind his neck.
“I think it,” I said, staring at the side of her face, “because I’m usually right.”
“Only means you’re more likely to lose this time,” she said to me but she continued to face Dave. “Right baby?” she said to him. “That’s how your statistics work, isn’t it?”
“Uh,” Dave pushed his eyes to their corners to search out and find me across the room without turning his head from the hard twist she pulled him in to face her. “Dude? What exactly is happening right now?”
“What is happening,” I replied with my eyes narrowed on my wife’s profile, “is Alex thinks she’s the more fun, liberal risk-taker in the household, and that I’m the boring, conservative risk-averse  one in this tidy little marriage. But,” I slinked down in my chair and laid my arms high along the arms to dangle my hands loosely from the wrists over the curved edge, “she’s about to find out that, once again, she is a frightened little kitty cat who only pretends to take chances because she knows I’m there to reign her in before she goes too far.”
“And,” Alex said, pulling Dave’s face back to her and staring at his mouth, “my husband over there,” she said, pressing her face to his again, and her lips to his, “thinks I would never do anything, even if,” she kissed him again, longer yet, “he doesn’t stop me,” she nearly whispered against his lips. She squirmed and shimmied up onto her knees and stepped down from the couch to turn toward me and stand directly between me and Dave.
“So let’s just see who’s right, shall we?” She had that grin she wears when I know she’s testing her own internal boundaries. “You keep score, David,” she said, twisting herself on her waist and scratching her nail into her thigh below the wide-lace hem of her skirt. She was wearing a pure white button-front sleeveless dress with a wide-lace collar. She began to gather the hem in her fingers, pulling up the bottom of her skirt and showing more and more of the side of her thigh.
I stared at her eyes refusing to give her the satisfaction of noticing that she was hiking up her dress.
“See?” she said to Dave still facing me. “The subject begins to swallow, to fidget with his fingers, as his adherence to norms come’s under interrogation.”
“Meanwhile,” I nodded up at her, “the heart-rate monitor is low and steady, the saliva monitor is negative, facial skin-tone is unchanged, and breathing is regular.”
“Uh,” Dave said again. “Should I even be here?”
Both Alex and I snapped “Shut up!” at Dave at exactly the same time and we both grinned and snorted at each other too.
“Need you to do me a little favor, Dave,” Alex said before turning completely around to face him, now pulling up the bottom of her dress toward him. She twisted her face around to look at me over her shoulder. “Got an itch only you can scratch,” she said to him with her eyes on me. “Right. . . “ she licked her lips and curled them in “ . . . around . . . “ she pulled her dress up higher, “here,” she said, showing the tiniest peek of her white lace panties to him.
“Im not going to do that,” he said, but his eyes were on her legs where she continued to pull her skirt up.
“Dave,” I said, not letting my wife win even the staring contest we got into, “you remember that time I had to go get your car home when you got pulled over?”
He swallowed hard and his breathing was audible. “An embarrassing night for me.” He had inadvertently let his licence expire.
“I think you said that night that you owe me one.”
“A ride, I meant a ride,” he said, glancing around my wife’s body from behind. She had begun to swish the short skirt of her dress side to side around her hips, pulling it higher each time as she swayed to the rhythmic and hypnotic music we had on.
“Maybe a ride is what he wants you to give someone tonight,” she said, pulling a grin and a snort, laughing at her own humour.
“No matter what my wife does . . “ I said to him dropping my gaze finally from my wife’s eyes to find Dave leaning over and around her swaying hips. “ . . . you will not stop her.”
“I will not be party to these stupid, reckless games you guys are always playing on each other.”
“Oh,” Alex said, turning her gaze to him and lowering her face to him where he slouched on the couch, “this is no game, my friend.” She worked the skirt of her dress all the way up around her waist and stepped her feet around his feet. “This is about who is truly the liberal, and who . . . “ she sat down on his lap facing him and draped her arms around his shoulders. “ . . . is the loser conservative who can’t take the pressure.” She trailed off with a breathy voice to tilt her head sideways, curl her fingers into the hair on the back of his head, and press her lips to his again, to neck with him longer than before.
Alex moved her face around to the side of Dave’s face and nibbled on his ear before saying something private to him and tittering. She looked sideways at me from the side of Dave’s face that she continued to kiss and coddle with her hand.
“No,” he shook his head. “Not gonna do that.”
She sucked on his ear lobe and cooed again in his ear with a wide smile.
“Stop it, Alex,” he said.
“Just do it!” she pouted at him and she bucked on him like a rider digging his spurs into the side of a horse. 
“Fuck sakes,” he murmured, and his hands reached around my wife’s waist. She wriggled and whined and reached behind her back to push his wrist down. His hands relented and wrapped around her butt cheeks, exposed under her hiked-up skirt in her white lacy hipster panties.
She kissed him sloppily and turned to me again with her face pressed into Dave’s face. She chuckled and pulled his face to hers to kiss him more. And she whispered again in his ear.
“No!” Dave grunted at her privately.
“It’s okay, he says he won’t stop you.” She kissed his cheek and chuckled more. “And he did say you had to do everything I said to do.”
“No,” Dave looked around her shoulder at me. “He said to not stop you from doing anything. Big difference.”
“You also have to do anything she says to do,” I nodded at him. I wasn’t going to lose on a technicality.
“Dude, this is going too far. Why the fuck do you two get into these stupid games for anyway?” Dave said, pushing himself back into the back of the couch and running his eyes up the front of my wife’s body.
She tittered and pushed her hands over the front of her chest and then pulled them down over her breasts. Dave’s hands at first sat still on her bared ass. But Alex reached around behind her again and pulled and pushed his wrist to make his hand move up and down over her. Once started, he continued to rub her with both hands.
She twisted around to face me. “Dave says he wants to undo the front of my dress,” she said to me with the most innocent face she could muster.
“I am entirely impartial,” I shrugged. “Being the true liberal around these parts, I subscribe heart and soul to the precept that a woman’s body is her own.” I nodded to punctuate my statement.
She turned to Dave. “My husband says to undo my buttons.”
“I’m right here,” he said, leaning his head back to look up in her eyes. “It is not what he said.”
“You owe him, remember?” she shook her head at him.
“Stu?” Dave called me and leaned again around my wife’s side to find me.
I shut my eyes and turned my face and gave him only my hand palm-up.
“Fuck me,” he muttered.
My wife chuckled at his consternation. Dave undid the three buttons holding together the top half of her dress. She rotated her shoulders one at a time and pulled her arms out, holding the front of her dress to her chest with her spread-out hand. She twisted around again to face me.
“Gonna stop me, Mr. Safety-First?” I gave her the same expression I had just given Dave. She surprised me — she tittered again and pulled her hand away to let the top of her dress fall down from her chest. Beneath, she was wearing a beautiful full-cup white lace bra.
She turned back to Dave and hung her wrists over his shoulders and shrugged. “See? My husband doesn’t care what his wife does with other men. It’s that kind of a marriage, I guess,” she pouted at him.
“It is not that kind of marriage, but it is a fucking whack kind of marriage, I’ll give you that,” said Dave.
She leaned in close to him again and whispered in his ear before squealing and shaking and kicking with excitement.
“No!” Dave said. “Fucking stop it.”
Alex twisted around. “Oh honey?” she said. “Would you mind turning the lights down lower?”
I sat staring at her for a full minute, but she didn’t break the stare either, nor did she change her wide-eyed innocent expression. I got up, pulled the switch down, and dropped back in my chair.
“Okay,” she said to Dave. “Better?”
“No it’s not fucking better,” he said to her. He leaned around her. “Stu, point is made, oh wow, a guy’s wife is making out with his friend on his lap, and the guy just sits there letting her do it, too much, who knew? Done. Now turn that fucking light back up and get your wife off my lap.”
“I’m afraid I can’t do that, Dave,” I replied in my base Hal voice.
Alex tittered and squirmed in his lap. She lifted one thigh and then the other and pulled the skirt of her dress down her legs and over her feet. She let it fall on the floor crumpled in a little pile in front of the couch. She remained in only her panties and bra. Though Dave was vocally objecting to everything, I noted that he kept his hands on my wife’s ass, and he continued to rub her.
“You must be uncomfortable,” she said to him before ducking down low and kissing him with a put-on level of passion.
“What made you think that?” he said when he finally got his mouth free from her sloppy, giggling kisses. “Of course I’m uncomfortable, I’ve been only saying it the whole fucking time.”
“Aw, poopsy,” she said to him, pushing off and standing up in front of him with her back to me. “Is it because my husband is right behind me watching you grab my ass and kiss me?”
“That might be a small part, yeah,” he nodded.
“Let me see if this helps,” she said, and she bent over at her waist with her knees locked to filch at the waist of his jeans.
“For fuck sakes, no!” he shouted and leaned again around her body to plead to me with his eyes. “Control your wife, man!” he said.
“Oh, do you mean tell her to conform to expected behavioural  norms?” I frowned at him with deep thought. “Because that would be a peculiarly conservative type of thing for a liberal like me to do,” I nodded at him.
“You two deserve each other,” he shook his head at me. “Sickos. Both of ya.” He flopped his arms out at his sides in defeat and looked down where my wife had undone his belt and the button of his jeans. She turned around and lifted one leg over his two knees to face me and she stepped toward me to clutch at the bottom of his pants.
“Lift your hips,” she said with her face to the ceiling and her eyes to the corner.
“I will not be party to this reckless endangerment of life,” he repeated himself.
“Honey?” my wife dropped her head sideways and fixed me with her eyes.
“Dave, do as my wife says.”
“No, Fuck you,” he replied.
“Dave, you owe me.”
“I owe you something but not this.”
“My wife thinks I don’t take any risks, and she’s going to find out very shortly that she is the one who is conservative and cautious. So do as you’re told, lift your fucking hips up.”
“You know what?” he snapped. “You guys want to ‘test’ each other?” he used air quotes. “Well I’m not going to stand in the way. You’re on your own.” He nodded firmly at me. “Alex?” he said. “How high?”
She chuckled and grunted, pulling at his pants. “Well how about a fucking inch at least, I can’t get these fucking things off,” she laughed before losing her grip and tumbling forward, saving herself only by catching her hands in the fronts of the arms of my chair.
She leaned high over me with her chest in my face and her knee planted on the leading edge of my cushion between my knees. Her scent of rose-hip from between her breasts filled my nose. She was perspiring a little — the first hint I had that she was nervous.
“Help me?” she said privately to me, and she kissed my mouth.
“How?” I rotated my face away from hers and narrowed my eyes.
“Take the man’s pants off for me.” She licked her lips and curled them as though about to form another word, but she stayed quiet. I sat up and she curled herself behind me into my chair with her knees pulled up to her chest. She covered her mouth with both her hands curled up together in balls of fists.
I stood in the middle. “Leg,” I said to Ryan.
“You know this is tres fucked,” he said.
“Leg,” I repeated, and he shook his head and lifted one leg straight up at me. I cradled his heel in my hand. “Other leg,” I said. He rolled his eyes and sighed and laid his other heel into my waiting palm. I pinched the bottoms of his pant legs in my fingers and pulled. His pants slid off. But they also took his underwear with them. I chose to ignore it. Let my wife freak out — I wasn’t the prude between us.
I turned around with his pants over my arm and gestured widely to her and bowed. “The man’s pants, your highness,” I bowed.
“And more than that, too,” she nodded like a princess. “Well done, slave,” she said. “His shirt,” she added, dangling her finger toward him. “It would please me if . . .”
I turned to Dave. “Shirt,” I said.
“Fuck off,” he replied. He covered his privates with both his hands cupped in his lap.
“So giving up your underwear and pants is okay, but taking off your t-shirt, which you do every time you come over in your yard, is a step too far,” I nodded at him and curled my fingers at him.
He sighed and sat forward and pulled his shirt up and off his torso and tossed it at my face. He leaned back and spread his arms out over the top of the couch to either side. “Satisfied? he said with his eyebrows raised high up his forehead.
“Not me who needs satisfaction,” I said, wishing I’d said it differently. “Is your highness pleased?” I said, bowing again and turning to her. She remained curled up tight in my chair looking over at Dave, naked on the couch like she was examining a mannequin in a store window.
"Had enough?” she said up to me.
“Enough of what?” I replied with a big, deep shrug. “I just want my chair back.”
She nodded at me and shook her head and inhaled a long deep breath, and let it out slowly. “You know you’re going to lose, don’t you,” she said.
“Not today, little one, not today,” I pursed my lips at her.
She remained in my chair another several beats before she finally shot her legs down to the floor. “Fine,” she shrugged. She pushed herself up and past me. “You want to go there, let’s go there,” she said as she pressed her outstretched fingers into my chest to make me back up out of her way.
She stepped up to Dave and spread her feet to walk in tiny penguin-waddling steps around his legs. When her legs touched the front of the couch to either side of his legs, she knelt down and sat on his knees. She entwined her fingers behind his neck again and swayed back and forth on her hips in time with the music. She sat back on his knees and chicken-winged her arms so her fingers poked and probed the clasps of her bra in the middle of her back.
The tiny white satin straps fell down her arms and she worked each arm out being sure to hold the cups of her bra to her chest with one hand and then the other. Still she swayed, and when she twisted around toward me, she bit her bottom lip and widened her eyes. Holding me in her gaze, she brought her hand away from her chest and took her bra with it. She tossed it at me and it landed, un-caught, in a crumple of lace and satin in my lap where I left it.
She turned back to Dave and touched his wrist before sliding her fingers around it. He didn’t verbally protest, but I saw his face: he was scared. Still she swayed to the music, even as she leaned her head back, exposed her neck to him, and pushed his palm over her bare breast. She squeezed the back of his hand, causing him to squeeze her.
“My husband,” she said to him, squirming off his lap, “doesn’t think I will do anything for real with you,” she said to him but loud enough for me to hear. Her knees slipped down the front edge of the couch cushion between his knees, and she came to the floor, kneeling in front of him. She spread her fingers and pushed her palms up his thighs. “He thinks I’m too conservative,” she tilted her head. I could hear her breath. “Do you agree with him?”
“Lady,” he said looking down between his legs at my wife. “I don’t know who you even are anymore, so don’t ask me things like that.”
She chuckled and reached his abdomen with her hands. Her fingers curled. “He doesn’t think I can do it,” she said to him. “But you just watch,” she grinned. “Just when I’m about to . . . “ she said, opening her mouth and leaning forward. She wrapped her hand around his cock and raised her shoulders and dropped her head.
But I still did nothing. Because I was going to win this time. I had her right where I wanted her.
She glanced around behind herself and caught me with her eyes in their corners. She bent his erect cock toward her mouth, and with her eyes drilling mine, she darted her tongue out and dragged the very tip up the underside of his cock.
I held firm and stared. I gave her nothing. She chuckled because she knew I was dying inside, but dying inside and losing the game were two vastly different things. She grinned and shook her head before closing her eyes and dropping her pink, glossy lips down the head of my friend’s cock.
She pulled back up and flared her gaze at me. But I dug my fingernails into the edge of the arms of my chair and gritted my teeth. She shook her head at me with her eyes even wider, and she turned her face back to his cock and parted her lips around the head. This time she moaned audibly as she lowered her mouth over the head and down his shaft, following her hand around his cock, before pulling up and off him. She stroked his cock looking at me over her shoulder. It was glistening with her saliva.
She turned back to Dave who sat stiff and terrified watching my wife go down on him. She pulled off and stroked him against her neck and chest. “I guess my husband doesn’t mind me giving his friend a little blow job,” she shrugged. “Maybe we should have tried things a long time ago, if I knew he liked watching his wife take another man.”
“I’m pretty sure he isn’t liking it,” Dave said with hardly any air coming out his mouth.
She licked his cock up the underside and popped the head into her mouth again before twisting around to me over her shoulder. “Only one way to find out, right?” she said, before making me watch her push her mouth down around his cock all the way. I rubbed the welt cord around the edge of the arm of my chair with my thumb and inhaled through my nose.
Dave stared at me over the top of my wife’s head bobbing in his lap. “She does give good head,” he winced with one eye fluttering half shut.
“That she does, my wife,” I nodded, keeping my eyes on his. “That she does.
“Say Alex,” he said, still looking at me.
She raised her face from his crotch and stroked his cock against her face. “What now?” she said out of breath.
“Don’t you think you proved your point yet? I’d say you won, right?”
She pushed her mouth back down his  cock and pulled back up making a loud sucking and popping sound. “I win,” she said, chuckling and licking him, “when ol’ stick in the mud behind me tells me to stop.” She dove back down and sucked him harder and faster.
“Jesus,” Dave said to himself with a wavering voice. He also pushed her hair from her face and pushed his chin down into his chest to see better.
Alex came off and stood up.
Dave looked relieved and exhaled and turned his wide eyes to the side and puffed out his cheeks. “Okay,” he announced to the wall at the side of the room. “Moving on.”
But Alex only bent at the waist and turned to face me. She hooked her thumbs into the waist of her panties and bent her pressed knees together to  push her panties down her thighs and over her knees. She stood on one foot and balanced herself reaching behind her to lean on Dave’s shoulder. She lifted her foot with the panties dangling from them and picked them off with her finger and thumb before slingshotting them at my face with a giggle.
She stepped back and pressed Dave’s knees together when she spread her thighs around them. She bent half over at the waist and lifted her face to mine. “You still okay?” she said to me.
“What?” I said. “Oh, you mean that,” I said, twirling my hand dismissively toward her where she straddled Dave’s naked body with her own naked body. “Why wouldn’t I be?” I shrugged at her. “Liberal me?” I shrugged. “Whatever, right?”
She tittered and looked down between her legs at Dave upside down behind her more, sunken into the back of the couch. “You still okay back there?” she asked him.
“For fuck sakes,” he groaned. “This is too much!”
She remained bent at her waist with her legs locked at the knees and spread her legs over his thighs. Her elbows were locked and hands were planted on his knees. She raised her face and blew strands of blonde from her eyes with her jutting bottom lip. “I’ll bet Dave hasn’t had a lap dance in a while.”
“I bet Dave has never had a reverse lap dance,” I nodded at my wife and chk’ed with a pointed finger gun.
“You think you can handle that?” she said to me.
I shrugged and shook my head. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m pretty open-minded about most things, I think you can see that.”
“Okay,” she bit her bottom lip. “Open-minded, sure, that’s one word for it I guess,” she tugged one side of her mouth down. “So if I just,” she said, stepping back and lifting one knee and then the other onto the couch beside Dave’s knees, “get comfortable here?” she asked. She leaned on her hands on his knees but she arched her back and pushed her bare ass up into Dave’s stomach.
She reached to the table at their side and grabbed her phone and turned the droning, trance-inducing music up louder before tossing her phone on the cushion beside them. She lifted herself from his lap and knelt up on the couch facing me, Dave’s cock standing hard in front of her stomach. She lifted her elbows to her sides and pushed her hands into her hair to flick it up and mess it around. She dragged strands of blonde over her face and caught some in her lips looking at me through other strands before ducking her head and struggling to quell her titters. She was grinning very widely.
When Dave’s hands appeared around her waist from behind, she jerked her body and cried out in a grinning moan.
“That’s right,” said said over her shoulder and down to him. She seized his wrist with a shudder and pulled it up over her bare breast. His other hand followed and he squeezed her tits right in front of me.
Still she swayed facing me, pushing her hands in her hair and jutting her chest out at me the more Dave rubbed her tits. She leaned her head back and moaned before clasping both hands over her bared pussy and clenching her fists.
“Fuck baby,” she said to him. “That feels pretty good.”
She opened her eyes and zeroed them onto mine as she reached down in front of her stomach and gripped both hands around his cock. She bit her lip and stared at me as she stroked him up and down and petted him against her abdomen. She laughed, even, as she raised herself and pushed the length of his cock against the cleft of her pussy lips.
It’s true she and I played a lot of games. It’s true we pushed each other to our limits. What would the other accept, is a game we often loved to play. I teased her on a hike, stepping backward closer and closer to the edge of a cliff. At her parents, she got out her dad’s old hunting rifle and teased me, pressing her toe tighter and tighter on the trigger while holding the muzzle at her mouth. Some — and Dave was among them — thought both of us were crazy.
I think the effect was enhanced by the way Alex looked so clean and pretty, and I looked so straight and groomed. I don’t know what evolutionary benefit acrues to the gene that promotes risk-taking, but both Alex and I had it. If we could make the other lose their shit, we won, simple as that. And what we won was the right to taunt and tease and belittle the other one until the next thing came along. None of what was happening in front of me was planned. And I had to give her kudos at least for uncovering something new that really was a challenge for me. And she knew it, too. 
I rubbed the welt of my chair and swallowed. Dave’s hands roamed from her breasts over her ass that she wagged against him and around her hips. She raised herself on her knees and sank down, rubbing her pussy lips up and down over the length of his shaft, wetting him with her.
“You better say something,” she whispered privately to me. She pressed his cock with her palm against her lips and her hips quivered through her body. I could see how wet she was.
“You were the one who wanted to prove who was the more liberal and who was the more conservative,” I turned my face away.
“I swear to god,” she said as she raised herself enough to press the head of his cock against the top of the cleft of her lips. “I’ll fucking do it, too.”
“Then just do it,” I said, squinting at her. “I’m winning this one, over and fucking out.”
“I’m going to, you know,” she squinted back at me. “You don’t think I will?” She gasped and shook, and her lips spread over the tip of the head of his cock. She sucked air through the narrow slit of her mouth. “Maybe I want to.”
“I challenge you to,” I said, not letting go of her eyes with mine.
“You might as just tell me to fuck him,” she said, catching her breath and shivering through her whole body. Her pussy lips stretched wider over the head of his cock. She glistened, she was so hot for him. “Don’t you care that your sweet and innocent little blonde wife-y-poo is about to fuck your best friend right in front of you? And that she’s going to love it too?”
“Up to you,” I tried to shrug, but I only shivered just as she had. We still locked eyes. “You’ll do what you want to do.”
“Nuh-uh,” she said, letting his cock go and leaning over to settle her hands on his knees. Her ass, riding high up behind her, sank down further. I could see under her bare breasts and stomach his cock standing up between her legs. I could see her pussy sliding down over the ridge of his cock below his head. “I am at my husband’s command as all good wives are,” she dropped her mouth wide open and clenched her eyes shut. “Whatever happens, it’s on you — because you told me to.”
I chuckled, but it was stiff and forced. “Now suddenly you’re the most conservative wife on the planet, full of matrimonial duty?”
“Did you ever believe that?” she asked more with breath than with voice. She sank down further over his cock. Dave’s hands roamed around her body, clutching at her breasts and waist and grabbing her ass. He slapped her and she jerked and grinned at me. “He’s good,” she exhaled.
“I going to win,” I said to her.
She released the tension in her quaking thighs and her body sank down hard on Dave’s lap, closing the remaining space between her abdomen and his thighs. She cried to the wall above me and craned her neck far back. “Fuck,” she groaned, and she lifted her hips back up but only to release them back down even harder into Dave’s lap. “No baby, I win,” she grunted at me with a sideways grin.
My wife proceeded to ride my friend reverse cowgirl style, hooking her heels under his thighs and arching her back to stick her ass up as she plunged her pussy up and down over his cock. He slapped her again and she collapsed onto her elbows on his knees. “Fuck baby,” she raised her glassy eyes to mine. “He fucks me good,” she groaned, as Dave began to buck up into her from below.
I stood up, dropped my pants, and pushed my cock into my wife’s open mouth. She took me inside with enthusiasm, stroking me hard and moaning loudly. She squealed with my cock in her mouth when Dave bucked up hard under her, and she rolled her head back and clasped both hands around my cock as she tugged me past the point of no return. I looked down and saw Dave’s cum rum from her pussy just as I shot all over my wife’s bare breasts and chin.
She plunged me into her mouth, caught the rest of me, and dove off Dave to run to the bathroom giggling and cupping her hand under her chin.
Dave and I looked away from each other and we both pulled up our pants. I went to the kitchen and he went to the screen as though he needed to stand next to it to find another show. It had finished without anyone noticing.
Alex came back in her bathrobe and sat on the couch leaning up against Dave. She pushed him and pulled his legs until he sat sideways with his back into the arm of the couch and his knees up. She nestled herself between his legs and leaned back to rest her head on his chest. Her robe fell open and she glanced at me before she rolled her head all the way back to see Dave upside down behind her.
“Did you plan to sleep over?” she said to him.
“No,” he answered after several seconds.
She slapped his legs and wrapped her arms around them turning back to the screen. “No worries, we have spare toothbrushes and robes.”
I watched the show but my mind was pre-occupied. What was she up to?
A few moments later, she pushed herself up. “I’m going to bed,” she announced to both of us. “Whoever comes to join me, you two work it out between you.” She then fixed me with her eyes. “But if it’s you, I win.”
I jutted my jaw crookedly at her. She was pushing it. But I wasn’t going to lose no matter what. “And if it’s not me, I win,” I said.
She got up and dragged her fingertip up my arm and over my shoulder as she left the room. “Suit yourself,” she said. Then she turned to Dave as she receded. “Just don’t take too long deciding. This girl has ideas on her mind.”
Dave and I stared each other. “Come on, man,” he said. “Get in there.”
“You’re forgetting one thing, Dave,” I said.
“What’s that?”
“I don’t lose.”
“Fuck me, Stu,” he shook his head at me.
“Yeah, fuck you,” I said, “as in, my wife will fuck you, now get in there and finish her off.”
“I’m not going to bed with your wife,” he said.
“You fucking owe me one,” I replied, and I pointed at the bedroom door slightly ajar and the dim bedside light coming out. “Now get in there and fuck my wife. I didn’t come all this distance just to lose at the end.”
He looked over his shoulder at the lit crack in the bedroom door and back at me. “You two play the craziest fucking games,” he said.
“Go on,” I said, “Get in there.”
He stood up and glanced again down the hall. “You sure?”
“I order you to go in there.”
“You’re not going to be mad?”
“I’m going to be mad if you don’t go in there. She’s waiting for you. She wants you. She’s wet for you. Get in there and fuck her.”
He took a few steps and stopped again. “No hard feelings?”
“Dave!” I yelled. “Go and fuck my wife, now!”
I could hear Alex titter from the bedroom. He finally went down the hall and shut the door behind him. I sat on the couch and paused the show. I turned the music down and listened. At first there was nothing to hear, but then I heard it: tiny muffled whimpers. Then high-pitched and light gasps. And then the floodgates opened. I heard the pound of the bed against the wall and my wife’s guttural voice crying out loud.
When I heard her laugh the way she does after she orgasms, I knew that I had finally won. “Yes!” I shouted from the living room and I raised my triumphant fist. Dave didn’t come out until the morning, and judging by the sounds that woke me, they went at it at least two more times. In my books, I hit a triple.
Over breakfast between the three of us, Alex grinned at me and I grinned right back at her.
“I guess you won,” she shook her head with her eyes closed.
“I guess I did,” I said staring at her second-place face.
“Double or nothing?” she said, and we both turned our gazes to Dave.
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