
        
            
                
            
        

    



















“We have lots of rules that don’t make natural sense!” my wife Stacy said, her jaw down, her mouth wide. “And you know it, too,” she added through a grin with her face half turned as though it were some secret between us.
Luther, her colleague in the math department at the college, and incidentally a “friend” from their days at MIT, swirled his Irish whiskey in his glass and scoffed. “I agree with her, you may be on thin ice there, Jay,” he said. We were having drinks on our third-floor building’s roof-top patio at night — the first warm night in forever. “I’m with your wife on this one.”
I snorted staring at the in-table fire ring between the wicker chair I sat in and the matching patio couch Stacy and Luther sat on. “Most people, I’m just saying, they don’t need rules like ‘Don’t steal,’ or ‘Don’t murder,’ because they wouldn’t do those things anyway.” I was in the philosophy department, which was pretty much math, too, nowadays. “I mean,” I looked from Luther to Stacy and back again, “do you really need reminders about penalties to stop yourselves from stealing or murdering, as though you’d steal and murder if it weren’t for penalties?”
“What about speeding?” Stacy said with her head thrown back, her chin thrust up toward me, her eyes glinting. She rolled her head back and forth and stuck her tongue out like she really had me on that score. She was referencing, of course, the recent Saturday trip to our cottage on the lake where I got two speeding tickets within the same half-hour. I caught Luther running his eyes over the outline of the front of my wife’s stretched up and back body, lingering on her prominent erect nipples. I guess in the dark he didn’t think anyone was watching.
“Well there again,” I pointed at her with my glass of whiskey slung from my grappling fingers, “if posted speed limits were more consistent, they’d function better as warnings about hazards — that’s how they function most of the time. As information, not natural rules, and not usually as arbitrary rules, either, except out there on Highway 9.” I drank back a noisy slurp even as both Stacy and Luther laughed at me. “Those speed limits where I got the tickets bear no relationship whatsoever to the surrounding conditions,” I sneered. I played myself off as a victim and joined them in chuckling at myself.
“Rules as information,” Luther said tilting his head sideways when we finally stopped laughing. “As descriptors,” he squinted at me. “Natural laws of physics are like that, I guess,” he said.
“Exactly,” I nodded.
“Versus, as Jay says . . . ” she gestured her head to me as she turned to Luther and tapped his leg with her hand. She left it there, too. “ . . . arbitrary rules. Don’t speed.” She grinned at me. “Don’t cheat,”  she finally said after a pause before turning her face halfway away from me. I caught her dark eyes through their corners. A couple we were close to were going through a messy time after the husband discovered his wife was cheating on him. They were also colleagues at the university and it made for awkward stiffness all around the faculty club Friday afternoons.
“Is cheating a natural rule,” Luther raised his eyes to mine. “An informational rule, a descriptor? Or is it an arbitrary rule?” Luther asked. He tipped his glass at his mouth with his eyes on mine all the way back as though taunting me with my wife’s hand remaining on his thigh, her long and slender fingers relaxed in half-curls up to the sky. She sat with one leg folded under her in a short, tight umber-toned stretch-cotton cami mini dress, her caramel-brown hair pulled behind her ears, her eyes lined darkly the way she does when we’re going out. Only we were only having Luther over.
“I’m waiting for him to say,” she said to Luther, those sultry eyes of hers staying on mine.
“What kind of cheating?” I gestured with my chin back at Luther. “Cheating in a game, like moving a chess piece when the other isn’t looking? Cheating on taxes? Cheating . . . “ I stared at. My wife through the bottom of my glass before tilting it up and draining it through the back of my throat. “ . . . like Gail and Tomas?” I jutted my jaw sideways and set my eyes on the middle of the fire.
“There’s no law about the last one, is there,” Stacy said, sipping her drink with her eyes as locked on the fire as mine were. “Interestingly,” she added after a pause.
“Is there any game where cheating is allowed?” Luther raised his eyebrows to the fire as well. “Where cheating is fully accepted by the other player?”
“Golf,” my wife said, turning to him. “A handicap — you give strokes to the poorer player and you don’t count the actual swings he takes.”
“I suppose,” I said, watching my wife’s hand where it moved further up Luther’s leg, “some couple’s let one or the other cheat without gripping too hard on the marriage rule book.”
Stacy squinted at the fire. “So that one is neither natural nor informational, is it,” she said. She stared at my eyes as she flipped her hand over and pushed it even further up Luther’s leg.
“She has a point,” Luther said, continuing to ignore her hand as it pushed further up his thigh. “Not natural, since, unlike murder, say, there isn’t an automatic negative consequence, as you point out, making the rule redundant, and not informational, either, since it can be breached by agreement, post facto even, or tacitly, say.” He drank some more of his whiskey and now both sets of eyes hung onto mine in the dancing golden glow of the flickering fire. We had tiny point lights strung around the rooftop fencing, otherwise the patio was dark and quiet. I noticed they had somehow come closer together on the couch so that the sides of their legs and shoulders touched.
“So in your taxonomy,” Stacy finally leaned forward and clanked her glass down on the table between us. She pulled her leg out from under herself, “that particular rule would be an arbitrary rule — the worst kind,” she said. “I think you said it was the kind we should endeavour to root out at every occasion where it rears up. That the only positive evolution is moving from arbitrary to natural rules.”
Luther finally looked down in his lap. My wife’s hand was too obvious to ignore anymore, now lodged into the crease between his thigh and his abdomen from where her wedding ring sparkled at me and her fingers curled and relaxed grasping at the fabric of his pants. She looked too, at her own hand, as though it weren’t connected to her, and my eyes dropped to join both of them in mutual contemplation of what we were witnessing.
“I think you said,” my wife spoke toward her hand and Luther’s lap, “that Tomas could choose to accept Gail doing what she was doing, since what she was doing,” she dragged her eyes from Luther’s lap, over the table and the fire, and up to my body to, finally, find my eyes, “was only cheating in the sense that Tomas didn’t know.” She moved her hand over the front of Luther’s crotch and cupped her palm there. She and I held each other’s gazes firm. “As though knowing makes all the difference,” she said.
Luther cleared his throat. He and Stacy had had some sort of fling when they were students but I never questioned her on the details. “I don’t think I could do it,” he said.
“Do what?” she turned to him and squeezed the front of his pants. It was as though she were waiting for him to make direct reference to what she was doing to him.
“Let my wife cheat,” he finally said after a swallow.  He drew his gaze over to me but I remained quiet and still, my eyes still considering her hand squeezing and releasing his crotch like one might dispassionately watch a mouse sniff out a maze.
“But it’s not cheating . . . ” she said to him even as her dextrous fingers found and tugged the tag of the zipper of his pants, and pulled it down. “ . . . if the other one knows about it, and doesn’t object.” She turned her face back to mine even as she withdrew Luther’s cock from inside his pants and wrapped her hand around it. “Do you have any objections?” She raised her eyebrows at me.
I shifted in my chair and uncrossed and recrossed my legs and reached for the bottle to refill my glass. It wasn’t how I thought the night would go down, but in truth, we didn’t spell things out and we weren’t even certain anything would go down. She already knew my answer to her question, though, because it had come up earlier, before he came over. I reached over the table to pour more out for Luther, who reached with his glass just in time to catch the stream I began pouring. I tipped it up and steered it over the table leaving a trail of drips to splash a refill into Stacy’s glass too. And then I placed the bottle down on the table and leaned back in my chair facing both of them. I let silence be my answer.
She half-turned to Luther but kept her eyes on mine. “Don’t worry, he knows that you and I used to do it, it’s not like anything is so new here,” she said to him. “Right, Jay?” she said to me, before she twisted on the couch and bent over at her waist. She pulled her hair aside with one hand, and with her other hand, she stood his cock up where it rose incongruously from the opening of his pants. She sank her soft lips around it, all the way down far enough to press her face into the fabric of his pants.
I swallowed hard and looked across at Luther. “She’s good at that, isn’t she,” I intoned with a low growl.
“It was always the best that I had ever had,” he replied, running his hand through her hair and petting the back of her head where it began to bob slowly in his lap. She had pulled up her legs and crouched on her knees with her elbows resting on his leg. Both her hands wrapped around his cock where they followed her mouth up and down his shaft.
I half stood and walked my chair over that I pulled up against my crouched body behind me until I sat close to the side of the couch. That way, resuming my relaxed slump in my chair, I was able to hold my glass on one armmof the chair and lean my elbow on the other arm to drop my hand close enough to pull the bottom of my wife’s dress up over her ass. I pushed it up over her waist to make it stay up and I lightly slapped her black-lace boy-shorts panties.
“She’s a good lay, too, isn’t she,” I said to him as I squeezed and patted her ass as though she were a side of ham I was inspecting.
She lifted her face from Luther’s lap and looked up at him. “Any objections from you?” she said. It seemed a little late, but my wife was always more into stimulating conversation than any other kind of stimulation.
“I think it’s weird,” he shook his head. “I think you two deserve each other,” he nodded. My wife snickered and pushed her mouth back down over his cock and sank her lips far enough to kiss the fly of his pants. “And I don’t know if I fully understand what exactly is going on here ,” he finally added after clearing strands of my wife’s hair from the side of her face and leaning over sideways to get a better view of her mouth sucking and pushing over his cock. “But objections?” he lifted his face to mine. “No,” he said.
“Stacy likes to push the envelope, you know that already, Luther,” I said running my hand over her round ass and down her bare thighs. “She likes to test me, don’t you my . . . “ I paused. “ . . . wife.”
She pulled up and off Luther’s cock and sat straight on the couch again. She bent over at her waist and picked up her glass to sip before pulling the shoulder straps of her dress down her arms and then wriggling side to side on her ass to pull and stretch her dress down her legs and off her body. “And husband here,” she said to Luther but facing me, “likes to tease me and taunt me, too, don’t you.” She sipped her glass again before pushing herself up and carefully guiding one knee over Luther’s lap and settling herself down on him, facing him. “Sometimes he makes me think he won’t stop from me from doing anything,” she said twisting toward me before turning her face back to Luther’s and ducking down to close her eyes and kiss him on the mouth.
His hands tentatively wrapped around her bare waist before gripping her more certainly and pulling up around her ribs, just under the line of her black bra. “You two do this a lot then?” he said between her increasingly impassioned and breathy kisses on his mouth.
“Nothing quite like this,” I said to him, watching my wife’s hips curl in and out to slide her pelvis up and down his legs and even to push into his abdomen. “But she did warm me before you came over,” I said.
“I told him I wanted to fuck you,” she said directly to his face from an inch away, before laughing and collapsing down against him. She twisted her face around from where her head pushed into his chest and she reached with her lips to nearly kiss his nipple with her eyes on mine. “And he said . . . “ she went on, but I cut her off.
“ . . . Stacy,” I squinted my eyes at her and shook my head subtly.
“What baby?” she kissed his chest with her eyes still on mine. “Are you embarrassed about it?”
I sipped my drink and placed it down on the arm of my chair where I twisted it around and around.
She knelt higher over Luther’s lap and pulled his cock up to press it with her palm against her stomach. She licked her hand and pulled on him. “He said it excited him to think about watching me fuck you,” she said down to Luther below her.
He glanced around her body to me.
“I said,” I grinned sideways, “that there are some men out there who like to watch their wives.”
“And then I said,” she kissed his mouth and lowered her hips to press his cock against the front of her panties, “how does one even find out that that might be something they like?” She used her cutest most innocence voice and facial expression.
“Experimentation,” Luther said, his fingers unclasping her bra behind her back.
“That’s exactly what I said!” she pouted at him. The only indication she made that she was even aware that he was removing her bra was when she removed one hand and then the other from his cock as the straps fell limply down her arms and the cups fell from her breasts, baring her chest to the air and the night.
“Did you plan for this happening tonight?” he said when he found me with his weaving and bobbing face trying to look around the shoulders of my writhing wife as she tittered and pushed her bare chest into his face.
“No,” I said adding emphatic surprise to my voice. “Not exactly.”
My wife spun around and caught me with a jaw-dropping grin over her shoulder. “You lie!” she gasped. She turned back to Luther. “I told him what I wanted to do to you and he even helped me decide what to wear,” she said, pulling on his cock with increased desperation.
“True?” he asked leaning around her again.
I puffed air out my nose and shook my head and rolled my eyes and raised my eyebrows. “Technically true, I suppose, if we’re going by the letter,” I shrugged. “It was just talking, though.”
“Does that mean you want her to stop?” he asked me.
“Yeah,” Stacy said, twisting around again. She was dragging the head of his erection up and down against the increasingly dark spot on the front of her panties. “Does that mean you want me to stop?”
I twisted my glass around and around staring at the vibrating surface. I clenched my teeth and pulled my cheeks tight like someone slowing cranking a jack-in-the-box.
“It isn’t so much that one’s wife is fucking another man, as you so delicately put it,” I said, keeping my gaze on my vibrating drink. “I mean, what wive hasn’t done it with others before and will go on to do it with others after, even in the most faithful of marriages, right?” I sipped my drink and twirled the glass more. “And it isn’t even so much that she wants to fuck another man — I mean isn’t that what accounts for most of the Hollywood industry, and most of the book business too?” I chewed the inside of my cheek before lifting my gaze back to the slender back of my wife where she moved on Luther’s lap like smoke curling with her arms busy between their bodies, her hands somewhere between their pelvises. “And who doesn’t like watching couples get it on?” I chuckled. “Porn is half the internet.” I drank back the rest of my glass. “It’s really only whether other men know about it,” I said. “It’s what we fear others may think about us that makes us set that particular arbitrary rule.”
I stood up and seized my wife’s shoulders from behind. She rose off of Luther’s lap and stood leaning her back against me facing him. “Maybe that’s the root of all arbitrary rules — they’re meant to reflect how we wish to be judged,” I said. I wrapped my arms around my wife’s body and hugged her against me. “They put up those speed limit signs at the county line not to inform you that there are hazards to beware,  not to restate what is already known, but to project to visitors and remind the residents daily that they wish to be seen as a morally upstanding community that believes in old fashioned things like lower speeds even though we have much safer cars now.”
“Still on about the fucking tickets!” my wife chuckled and twisted her face around and up to mine. I hooked my thumbs under the hips of her panties and bent at my knees to push them down her legs, kissing the concavity of her waist. She let them fall over her knees and down to her feet and she balled her fists together and held them over her mouth as she looked down and lifted one foot and then the other out of her panties crumpled on the floor. She was completely naked.
I reached around her face and steered her jaw sideways and kissed her mouth. “Do you want to fuck him, darling?” I said to her.
She pushed her hands down behind her back and grasped the front of my pants. “Him and then you,” she said. She turned in my arms and lifted herself on her toes to drape her arms around my neck and pull me close against her body to kiss me.
I leaned over her neck and found Luther sitting behind her. “In point of fact,” I said to him with my chin on my wife’s shoulder, “we were talking last weekend about fantasies. And I said that I liked it whenever I noticed out an apartment window when I was younger, when I was a student or in some other situation where I saw a couple fucking. And then she said that she fantasized about being watched while fucking.”
Stacy buried her face down and into my chest where she bit me through a grin. “It’s embarrassing.”
“So we ended up putting two and two together — me watching, she being watched, and . . . “ Luther cut me off.
“ . . . and you called me up.”
Stacy turned around again but kept her naked body pressed against mine. “Well,” she said to him with her head falling in a tilt. “I mean, I already know we’re compatible, you and me. It wasn’t the sex that ended our little fling back in the day.”
“What did end it,” I said, nuzzling her ear from behind.
Luther snickered. “She fucked my friend,” he said.
Stacy puffed air out her nose and pulled her hair over her face, hanging her head down with a grin. “I can’t help it,” she said with a squeamish voice. “And anyway, you could have joined us.”
I drew my hand down over her breasts, down her taut stomach, and over her bare pussy. I touched her lips and found her soaking. “Wow, you really want to fuck him, don’t you,” I cleared hair from her ear and bit her there.
“Yes,” she sighed and shivered.
“Why don’t you take your clothes off, Luther,” I said to him over my wife’s shoulder. She stamped her feet with impatience and bent her knees unable to keep her body from squirming with anticipation. I ran my finger through the wet cleft of her pussy lips and found her clit hard and exposed. She raised her arms high and dropped her hands over the back of my head and pushed her ass backward into my pelvis.
“You guys are weird,” he said, but he stood up and undid the buttons of his shirt beginning at the top.
“So you keep saying,” I said to him. “And yet . . . “
“And you’re just going to sit there and watch?” he said, wavering to keep his balance as he tugged his pants off his feet.
My wife inhaled and pushed my hand harder against her pussy. She dragged her ass side to side over my bulge. “Underwear too, right honey?” she said.
“Underwear too,” I said to Luther. “And no, I’m not just going to sit here and watch,” I said.
Stacy pushed away from me and darted over the floor to kneel again straddling his lap before he even resumed sitting. “He’s going to jerk off watching his wife fuck another man,” she grinned at him and she kissed his neck. “I always loved fucking you,” she breathed close to his hear.
I slumped further down in my chair and surreptitiously pulled down my fly and opened my pants. Stacy arched her back and snapped her hips to drag her bare pussy over Luther’s erect cock between their bodies. She twisted around and grasped his cock behind her and curled her hips up to press it with her palm against the glistening lips of her pussy. She raised her dark eyes to me over the flame between us. “Can you see well enough?” she asked me. “Why don’t you come closer?” She let go of his cock when she straightened back to face Luther. She made an exaggerated show of shifting her hips all around but missing landing her pussy on the head of his cock. “I need help,” she said with a chuckle before leaning her head down to kiss Luther sloppily all over his mouth.
I drank a stiff gulp of whiskey and sucked a breath through my close teeth and stretched lips before stepping around the table to sit on the edge directly behind the torquing and writhing back of my wife.
“Need you so bad inside me,” she said down to Luther, but it was meant for me. She whined and pouted, unable to capture his cock with her pussy. I clasped her waist in my hands and tried to steer her over his cock, but she made a show of overshooting him every time. I finally took Luther’s cock in my hand and dragged the head of it through the soaking cleft of my wife’s pussy. She gasped and shook and chuckled. I pushed her shoulders down with one hand while I held his cock up with my other hand, joining my wife to her lover and locking them down together.
Stacy began to bound on Luther’s lap up and down with slushy noisiness between them and she twisted around from his face to flash her tongue out of her mouth at me, begging for my mouth without words. I leaned against the back of her rising and falling body and kissed her on her mouth.
“Come around the other side,” she said barely able to form an audible voice through her deep breath. She tapped the top of the couch behind Luther’s head to make herself clear. I came around the couch behind them. My wife curled her hands around the back of Luther’s head and yanked at his hair as her mouth gaped open like a starving fish. Her eyes were fixed on my cock still poking out of my pants.
I stepped up over the back of Luther’s sunken head and pushed the head of my cock between the lips of my wife’s mouth, and she moaned deeply like a woman possessed. I torqued my hips and shoved myself to the back of her mouth. Her body rocked on Luther’s below her, sinking her mouth to the base of my cock as she rose off his cock, then withdrawing her mouth to the tip of my cock as she sank her pussy down completely around his cock, back and forth.
I stretched my neck back and clasped my hands against the back of my thighs struggling to keep my knees locked and my balance upright. My wife pulled her mouth off my cock and wrapped her hand around my shaft to stroke me hard and fast — relentlessly pulling me over the edge. She laughed with breathless joy as my cum shot all over her face and chin and chest. She slid down off Luther’s body until she was on her knees between his legs. With my cum dribbling from between her lips and hanging from her chin and tits in long gobs, she gripped Luther’s cock and stroked him furiously in front of her gaping mouth. When he erupted, she closed her mouth around him, swallowed some, and pulled off to let the rest of him also hit her cheeks, her shoulders and her stomach. She fell back to lie on the floor beside the table on her back with her knees pulled up, and she tittered and smeared both loads of cum all over her stomach and breasts and nipples and brought her sticky fingers to her mouth to lick them off.
The next day, I came by her lecture hall to walk with her over to the faculty club for the usual Friday luncheon between the philosophy, physics, and math departments. I snuck into the back and top of her hall — it was a first-year math course she taught, pre-calculus, and about 100 students attended. She looked up and gave me a discreet smile and wave of just one finger from the front of the hall where she worked out the finishing moves on a complex calculation on her whiteboard. “We derive,” she said facing the board in a voice loud enough on the mic around her neck to fill the packed room, “through differentiation,” she made her final strokes of marker and recapped it to spin around and face the mass of faces of her students, “the derivative,” she nodded at them. “In every relationship, there is a limit.”
She held out both hands palms-up and elevated them as though she were weighing scales. “One side of the equation changes, and it causes the other side of the equation to change, too.” She tilted her head sideways. “We might know how much one side changes over some length of time, but we often need to know how much it changes instantaneously — over zero time. Which sort of makes no sense, does it.” She squinted at them and scanned over the class before bringing her eyes to mine up at the top by the door. “But what about an expression that tells us the rate of change as we get closer and closer to zero?” She raised her marker high over her head and let it drop to the floor. “It increases it’s speed every second. And every quarter second. And every one-hundredth of a second. But what is that rate without any passage of time at all?” There was a pause of about three beats and then the buzzer sounded.
At the faculty club, I got talking and so did she and I lost track of her. She came to me 30 minutes later and lifted herself on her toes to whisper in my ear. “Guess where I was just now?” she said.
I looked at her with my chin retracted and my eyes narrowed.
She tittered and cupped her hand behind my neck to whisper in my ear again. “I’ll give you a clue: his cum is running down my leg right now.”
I stepped back and cleared my throat and looked around the room at all my chattering and laughing colleagues. I caught sight of Luther by the big windows and he lifted his glass to me in acknowledgement.
“Where?” I asked her.
She needed a moment to keep herself from snickering before she came back to my ear. “In the coat room,” she said. She turned away and leaned her body back against me and pushed her ass against my pelvis. She lifted and twisted her face up to mine behind her as she pressed herself against my bulge. “But it wasn’t Luther,” she said, before she tittered to herself and pushed off, strolling over the floor to another woman from physics that she gasped at and greeted, leaving me behind.
I drank my drink and scanned around the club eyeing all my colleagues to search out the guilty-looking one.
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