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To Steal a Wife

I

Danielle slowly pulled her upside-down fork out from between her pressed lips. Her eyes locked onto the far edge of the table. Her legs were crossed. Her raised foot rotated as rapidly as a troubled cat’s tail. “Ummm,” she began. “So. An old friend showed up, back in college,” she said, finally raising her eyes to Paul’s.
“That’s fun,” he said, his gaze drifting back and forth between the silent hockey game in the other room and her face in his constant struggle to give her at least equal time.
“Yeah,” she said, poking her fork back in her food disinterestedly. “We weren’t able to talk much. In town for some big conference or something.”
Paul nodded. It seemed there was more she wanted to say so he lingered. He even raised his eyebrows to invite her to get to it.
“Was wondering if maybe, go out and visit. They’re downtown at the Regent,” she nodded.
Paul said, “You’d love that, honey, you were just saying we never go out.”
“I was, wasn’t I,” she recalled thoughtfully. “I just don’t . . . .” She curled her bottom lip into her mouth.
She stared at the floor. Danielle was usually at her most content at home. A perfect night for her was tea, a blanket, and a back rub — Netflix or a book was about the range of choice she was comfortable with. Her long wavy caramel brown hair bounced when she walked, and her chocolate brown eyes usually defaulted to flirt mode, though she was never aware of it. Her most erogenous feature was her mouth. When she was set to thinking, like now, it fell slightly open, and with her full lips, it made her appear always ready for the kind of things a man’s imagination runs wild about. She had perfectly shaped small breasts that were ultra sensitive, and a deliciously flat tummy.
For all that, she was sexually inexperienced. She claimed Paul was her first and only. But Paul had had reason to think now and then that there was at least one other, someone with whom things hadn’t ended well, and that she preferred to forget about, hence, Paul often felt like the honorary first. People assume that super-hot chicks get laid the most, but sometimes it’s the exact opposite. Some girl’s personalities don’t match their looks. Danielle’s personality was what you’d expect of an introverted nerdy-looking homebody. It was entertaining to go out to the mall or for a walk downtown with her, because she was oblivious to the stares and raised eyebrows all around her.
Paul would have to sometimes reign her in because she was unaware that what she was doing would be regarded as flirting by anyone else. “But I was just interested in his job!” she’d say in the car home, genuinely bewildered about why a mid-40s married insurance salesman might misinterpret a 27-year-old blonde brown-eyed lean and fit stunner made up to the nines and dressed in what she insisted were only “Sunday going-t’church clothes” laughing at every joke and staring into his eyes asking him details about everything he did like he’s a rockstar or an astronaut. Paul kept telling her, “Babe, your eyes are dangerous. Something about your eyebrows, the shape of your eyes, I don’t know, the way the eyelids sit, when you look at a man, he’s gonna feel your hand on his balls.”
She didn’t like it when Paul talked crudely. She thought he was being ridiculous. She didn’t like much crudeness in bed either, preferring missionary, which was fine enough in Paul’s mind. She sometimes talked about how much she thinks he’d ike her to suck on him, but after kissing it, licking it, and holding it between her lips, she said it just wasn’t going to happen. “Not raised that way,” she said.
Paul tried telling her nobody was raised to do that, but she made up her mind. The one thing he thought she did like, though she would neve admit it or talk about it, was being watched changing clothes. At first Paul was vaguely annoyed by it. She shopped a lot, and she always had to show him everything she got. She even loved calling him from the car to give him a preview of what he’d be seeing. Paul decided one day to try to ignore the TV and give her all his attention. It was one of his better ideas. She got into showing off for him, and Paul got to enjoy weekly fashion shows that usually ended with enthusiasm in bed. She never said it, but Paul could tell she got aroused with him watching her show off her new clothes. Paul knew she was getting into it on those days when she didn’t go around the corner to change. That’s when she got “cavey,” she called it.
“I don’t know,” she said. “It’ll be awkward.”
“They’d love to see you,” Paul encouraged her.
“They don’t even know you,” she countered.
“Then maybe you go and I’ll stay home,” Paul said.
She immediately brightened up all too quick. “You’d do that?” she said.
“Of course,” Paul said, curious about why him not going would made such a difference. She almost always wanted him to go everywhere with her, even things he’d never have an interest in.
“It’s not that far, and then if I call you when I’m ready?”
Danielle was terrified of driving, especially at night. It became routine that Paul drove her wherever she needed to go. Paul never minded. She turned from night to day. Paul hadn’t seen her this excited in a while. She said, “Wait here,” which was code for, “I’m gonna try things on for you to watch.”
She came back down a long time later. She was still wearing t-shirt and shorts, carrying a couple of outfits. “Which one first?” she said. Paul pointed to the short denim skirt. He was intrigued. She had been busy upstairs the whole time putting on make up. She looked hot with nothing. With her lips glossed, her eyes shadowed, and her cheeks buffed and powdered, she looked straight-up porn star. She even giggled when she noticed Paul was drooling at her. That’s when she knew she was super sexy. Paul began to wonder just who this old college friend was.
She came in wearing a white choker top with the short denim skirt. She had on black ankle boots. It was too much. Paul used the excuse that they didn’t seem to go together, and she went around the corner to switch up. But not far enough around he couldn’t catch a glimpse of what she was wearing underneath. She had a very large closet, and underwear are among her favourite things. She had on a hot pink plunge neck bra with sides that accentuated her smooth mounds, small though they were. Paul liked it a lot. But he couldn’t help wondering why she’d wear that one. 
She came back with a cold shoulder top over ripped jeans. Admittedly, there was less skin. But the effect was even more spellbinding. Paul said that maybe the denim skirt with that top was better. His mind started to go places he didn’t want to go. She squealed going up the stairs.
He went up the stairs after her. She was in the bathroom putting on final touches. She was an artist with the make up, but this was over the top, even for her. “So,” Paul said, as though he were casually putting clothes away. “Who’s the friend?”
“Oh, just one of the group, you know, the gang we all had back then.” She was excessive about checking herself out in the mirror. She always did take great care, but she was watching her ass in the mirror from every possible angle this time.
“What’s the conference?” Paul kept his fishing line in the pond.
“Finance something or other, learning something, I don’t know hon,” she said. She changed her shoes five times before settling on the thigh high boots. Whoever it was, it mattered to her, and the way she was downplaying it made him uncertain about this whole plan.
She stepped out of the bathroom. The top had some buttons down the front. She undid one and asked him, “Good?” Paul stood there thinking, but not about her question. She undid the next one. “Better?”
“Better for who, honey?” Paul asked her.
She walked past him and hip checked him saying, “Is someone getting jealous?”
“Just curious about who deserves the whole enchilada.”
“Don’t be silly,” she called over her shoulder. “Going downtown, you have to dress up a bit, dummy.”
He followed. She was waiting at the door like a pet going for a walk. All the way down the freeway, she was a bundle of nerves. She was trying to hide it, starting conversations about irrelevant things, but Paul could see her fingers fiddling and her leg bouncing. She had some different kind of energy going on.
“Sooo,” she said, “I guess I’ll call when I’m coming out. I really love you coming to get me, hon,” she said.
“Where you going?”
“Just the hotel lounge. I can’t imagine going out anywhere else. But I’ll text you anything if we decide to go somewhere.”
“I’ll probably just go home, so yeah, I’ll worry about you, babe.”
“Aww,” she said. “I picked the right one, didn’t I,” she replied. He tilted his head at that, and she kissed him on his cheek, but not enough to spoil her lipstick. “Bye baby,” she called through the open window. Paul saw her stand outside the main hotel doors and whip out her phone to text.
On a whim, he looped all the way around and parked at the side, facing the doors. He was curious. He saw her glance at her phone and smile. A second later, a very tall, large-built black man came out the doors dressed like some pro athlete in clothes that looked worth more than his car. Paul noticed him right away, he was that striking. He looked as though he were searching for someone. Paul was awestruck when it was Danielle who called at him. He turned and they immediately stepped into each other in a long hugging embrace.
They stood back holding both their hands and looked at each other up and down. He did that “O”-shaped mouth “I am impressed with your hot body” look, and she laid her hand on his stomach. She was short and slim. He looked twice her weight, tight though his body appeared. They laughed together, and then kissed, on the lips. Paul saw him gesture out onto the sidewalk and say something to which she agreed, and they began walking down the street together. He wrapped his massive hand completely around her waist, and she wrapped her arm as far around his as it would go. Paul saw her fingers grip the back of his suit jacket. She looked up at him smiling and animated as they sauntered and laughed out of his sight.
Paul went home to ponder what he’d seen. She’d never said it was a guy. He’d given it about 45 minutes and decided to text her. “How’s the Regent lounge, honey?” he wrote. There was no reply.
About 20 minutes later, his phone pinged in his hand where he never put it down. “Sorry, didn’t see message. Lounge band is loud. All good here.” As Paul thought about what she’d just lied about, another message came. “Might be a bit later than planned. You okay with that? Just watching a show?”
He wrote back that he was okay, that anytime was good. He had enough to digest already. Paul wasn’t aware of anything that Danielle had ever lied to him about before. That, coupled with the fact that she was out somewhere Paul didn’t know where with what was obviously someone of significance to her past, and who was, to be honest, a model-calibre guy, put him in a squirrel-run in his mind. If she started with kissing, hugging, and waist holding and moved in minutes to lying to him so brazenly and covering up so efficiently with text, his mind could not stop wondering what they had progressed to as time rolled past an hour and a half.
When she was out at something without him, she didn’t often go over 15 or 20 minutes without a check in, more for herself, to know Paul was there, than for him, who — wrongly, perhaps — trusted her completely. She was now gone for nearly two hours and sent exactly one text, and one Paul prompted at that. He wrote again. “How’s it going, you all okay?”
Again, it took 20 minutes to get a reply, when it normally was close to instantaneous. “So much to get caught up about. Might be longer hon, hope that’s alright. Having a really good time!”
It was one in the morning when she texted that Paul could come get her. She was waiting inside the hotel doors when Paul pulled up. She bolted to the car and got in.
“A good night?” he asked.
She was oddly quiet, even for her. “Uh-huh,” she finally said staring out the window and biting her nails.
Paul let it go but she was clearly upset. On the highway, he said, “Dani, something you’re not telling me?”
She turned to him with glassy eyes. “Baby, I’m so sorry,” she blurted out. She began shaking. “I did something I shouldn’t have.”
He had his suspicions and he was nervous about asking her what it was, since then it would be something that would have to be dealt with. Paul guessed not asking made it seem to her he was angry. She blurted out, “I slept with him in his room!”
He took a big breath. They were going to have it out after all. “You slept with who?” Paul asked.
She said, “I didn’t sleep-sleep with him.”
He  said, “Yeah, I get the meaning of the term.”
“We didn’t do anything,” she said. “We had out clothes on the whole time.”
Paul was confused.
She said, “We just cuddled.”
He said, “Dani, do you need to give me all the details?”
She said, “We kissed. I’m so sorry. In his bed.”
He drove on. Paul said, “Okay, we’ll talk in the morning.” Paul tried to be understanding. It didn’t sound like anything serious happened. This was Dani after all. Kissing wasn’t an end-of-marriage offence.
“I was thinking about you the whole time,” she said, like it was a consolation prize. But she drew her hand up his thigh when she said it, and let her delicate light fingers land on his groin. She gently cupped him there. “And Paul?” she said to him.
He had grown hard and not just from her hand, but from some strange reaction to her telling him she had been kissing that big black guy in his hotel bed, and lying to him about it too. “Yeah, hon?” Paul said in his own breaking voice.
“It got me kind of excited.” She undid his zipper when she said it. She kept staring at him as he tried to drive and her mouth started doing that half open thing that always drives him crazy. She undid his pants and reached inside. This kind of thing had never happened before. She was a strictly behind-the-bedroom-door, vanilla-sex girl. She was super hot to make love to, but not because of what she did in bed. Tonight however, she seemed to be changed. “Can I just a little?” she asked, not waiting for an answer before going down on him.
She didn’t exactly take him in her mouth, but the head getting kissed felt good all the same. Paul reached over to feel her up. He pulled up her skirt, but there were no panties to pull aside. She was naked underneath. She pulled up from his cock and gripped it hard. She kissed him on his mouth and said, in a low, possessed kind of voice, “He wouldn’t give them back.” Before Paul had a chance to react, she went back down on him and licked him all over.
In bed later, she pulled on him, but said she didn’t think they should make love because she was feeling a little odd inside. She kissed it some more, but only laughed when he urged her to take it in her mouth. “Nice try,” she said, stroking him with her hand. “You know I don’t l ike even talking about it.” She made him come, shooting himself all over his own chest, and said, “Ew!”




II

The next day, Saturday, they didn’t talk. They seemed to both prefer to get busy with chores to avoid talking, Paul because he had mixed emotions about the previous night, and Dani because she was acting so out of character. He offered a coffee mid-morning and they pulled up together at the counter. She was mentally pre-occupied. She even glanced at him and snorted as though to say, “Yeah, things are different.”
Paul wanted to say something like, “Want to talk about last night,” or, “I stayed a bit and saw you didn’t even go in the lounge.” Instead, as though he were possessed by someone else, he said, “You really want to go back downtown don’t you.” He meant by it that they should talk about what’s downtown, but she so immediately took it as an invitation, he was silenced. She threw her arms around his neck and kissed him hard on his lips, but just with lips. “Really?” she squealed. “You wouldn’t mind?”
Paul was too stunned to respond, because of course he minded. Her reaction though was so swift and unexpected that he sat speechless. She had hopped off her stool and disappeared upstairs. He eventually went up and stood outside the bathroom to get to the bottom of what was really going on. He pushed the door open and stepped back. She was in panties and bra already leaning into the big mirror carefully putting on eye shadow. She was wearing a black bikini-style bra and black-lace hipster-cut panties. Paul had to gulp a second because in those panties, her ass looked particularly round and perfect. In that delay, her phone pinged. She glanced down and picked it up close to her face in both her hands. She might not have known he was there, he realized, because she half-giggled and held the phone high above her as though about to take a selfie. Turning her face to the camera with a big circling air-kiss on her full lips, she noticed Paul and startled.
“Why didn’t you say something!” she shrieked. She covered herself up with her arms over her chest and pubis. She kicked the door closed behind her. As he glared at the door under his rising steam, he heard the distinct sound of a phone camera click. “What do you want,” she said, coming out of the bathroom a second later, now with a robe covering her up. This, after she just sent a pic of her body to him not covered up.
“Are we going to talk about what’s going on?” he said.
“I thought we already did,” she said, nonchalantly. “You said you didn’t mind.”
“He took your panties off last night” he said.
She stopped, put her hand on her hip and rolled her eyes. “I gave them to him. It was nothing. Just a college game we used to play, the whole bunch of us. Grow up.”
Paul turned to follow her with his gaze as she went to her enormous closet. “He liked what I had on yesterday, but he said today should be something a little more elegant. There’s a dinner.” She bounced her index finger off her lips pondering her wardrobe.
He looked at his watch. It was just past noon and she was wondering what to put on for dinner? “Gonna be all day, is it?”
She sat on her antique red-velvet chaise lounge inside her closet and carefully unrolled black stockings up her magnificent legs. “If he needs me to stay late, maybe I’ll just stay over and you can get me in the morning, wouldn’t that be better for you?” She didn’t look up from her intricate stocking job.
Paul cleared my throat. “Stay over? In his room?”
She stood up and pulled them up over her hips. She laughed at him. “Don’t be like that. He’s just part of the whole gang. We slept in each others’ rooms all the time.” She checked herself in the mirror. “Do you think this looks hot?” she asked him. She had nothing on but underwear.
“Who’s going to see you like that?” he asked, which he thought was a logical question.
She just murmured, “Doesn’t matter.”
Paul stared at her with growing annoyance.
She rolled her eyes. “Nobody, of course. You know that when I feel good underneath, it makes me more confident. I know what I’m hiding. Your the one who told me that, dummy.”
He had.
“Help me,” she said. She was holding up two dresses and brought them alternately in front of her body. Both were short, one a summer dress that fanned out all full of whimsy and teased with glances far up her toned thighs, the other being more tightly formed, cinched at the waist with a pencil-skirt bottom to it. She was lying to Paul about nobody going to see her without a dress on and he knew it. But he was growing hard at the thought of it, too. Despite himself, he picked the dress she should wear for this other man, the floral summer dress with the strapped back. He picked it because he imagined how things would look with it coming off her body. Her tight, toned, tiny body with the small perfect breasts and perfect round ass.
His breathing got hard despite himself. She put it on and came over to him and placed her hands on his knees. She bent at the waist and asked him to look down her top. “Too much?” she asked. Paul swallowed.
The view was awesome. He said, “It makes me want to grab them.”
She pulled away quickly. “Oh no you don’t!” and she laughed like he was the one trying to pull something. She twirled to make the fringe of her skirt fly up. “Who knows, we might end up dancing at a club.”
Paul said, “You just showed everything.”
She only smiled with sparkling eyes. She was getting herself excited.
He said, “Have you even been to a club?”
She came and knelt on the floor in front of him and rested her arms on his lap. “It’s good for me,” she pouted. She stroked him through his jeans and then began to imitate sucking him with her mouth open and her head bobbing. When Paul went to undo his fly, she laughed again and said, “Uh-uh!” and tapped his hand away. She licked an imaginary shaft and pushed his hands under his legs firmly. She began to imitate a real blow job. Then she looked up at him and said, “Do guys like it when you look up in their eyes, or when you close your eyes?”
Paul didn’t know exactly what she was asking. He said, “Eye contact, I guess.”
“Like this?” she asked seriously. She kept on with the air-blow job with her hand and mouth in unison, killing him with her eyes. She’d never done it like that. She’d never actually given him a blow job, for real. His mind was wild with turmoil because all he could think was, that guy was going to enjoy his wife like this, looking up at him exactly like that, and it was Paul teaching her how to do it.
She sat back. “I just think it’s too big for a mouth,” she said. “How do girls do it without gagging?”
“Do you want to practice?” he tried.
She snickered and pushed herself up from the floor and said emphatically, “No!” She went back in the closet. “Tell me what to wear on my feet.” They decided on her beige platform heels with peek-a-boo toes. Her phone pinged. “Oh!” she said diving for it. Whatever it said, it gave her a huge smile. While she typed, the phone buzzed. She turned to Paul and said, “Hon, do you mind? I need to take this.”
They’d never had private phone calls before. He left the bedroom and closed the door, but not all the way. He heard her murmuring quietly and giggling. He couldn’t hear much, but what he did hear was along the lines of, “Stop it!” and “No!” and “You’ll just have to wait and see.” He also heard her say, “All night,” and “Black.” Then he heard her say, “Can’t wait!”
She shouted for him, not knowing he was right outside the door, “Babe? Are you ready to go?” The rush was on, Paul guessed.
In the car, Paul said, “What kind of conference lets him just take the afternoon off?”
She said, “Conference? Oh, no, it’s some big meet-the-clients social event thing, he needs me to just sort of you know, be there. It’s a lot of events.”
“Like what?” Paul probed as they raced down the highway.
“It’s a lot of very rich people. Rich men. Investors. They have to show them a good time, I don’t think you can come, honey.”
“I wasn’t angling to come,” he said. He put his hand on her delicious stockinged thigh but she pushed him off. “No,” she said. She pulled the visor down to re-check her face. She formed a sensuous kiss in the mirror and pulled out her phone to text. Her phone buzzed with replies as fast as she was typing back. She forgot Paul was beside her and gasped as she texted.
They got to the Regent and pulled up the driveway. The same man was already waiting outside, and when she waved, he slipped his phone in his pocket and smiled. He opened the door before Paul came to a full stop. Danielle stepped out right into his arms. She leaned in the open door. The man’s hands had clasped around her stomach from behind, pressing his groin against her ass. She shrugged sheepishly but she did nothing to push him off. With a grin she couldn’t stop, she said softly, “I’ll let you know.”
It took a few seconds for Paul to recall that that was about whether she was even coming home tonight. The man spun her away and she fell into his guiding arm as though under his control completely. Paul watched right outside his front window as his huge hand grabbed her ass. She wiggled as she walked and swept at it with her tiny little clutch, but he didn’t let go and neither did she try again. They disappeared inside amidst a throng of people coming and going.
Paul parked over to the side and hopped out and ran into the lobby. He spotted them easily because he was the tallest one around. He stayed close to the wall. The man had his hand on her ass the whole time, even as they reached the elevator. He saw him punch in his request on the screen. It wasn’t to one of the conference room floors. It was to the 17th floor — private rooms. The man took her wrist in his big paw and pulled her in. Paul stepped out from the wall in time to see behind the swiftly closing doors that their feet were not facing the same way side by side the way colleagues get on an elevator, but her feet were facing his feet, and in fact more beside than in front, each of hers parted around both of his, to be precise.
He sat in his car in the parking slot in front of the hotel for two hours before he saw them come out the front doors. They weren’t flagging a cab, there was a limo already waiting for them. He held the door for Danielle and gently patted her ass as she ducked in. He went around the other side and seemed to be staring right at Paul in his car the whole time, before disappearing inside the limo.
Paul followed it. It had one of those tiny back windows but it gave enough of a silhouetted view with the light from the front window that he could see there was motion. It certainly wasn’t two people just getting a ride together, whatever it was that was going on in there. The limo pulled into a driveway and up to a gate with a guardhouse. Paul pulled over on the main road. It was the top golf club in the area. He sat  looking at the gate and the trees inside that blocked any further view. His phone pinged. “You should see this place,” she said. “Amazing. But they’re collecting phones at the door, hon, so I won’t be able to text you for awhile. You at home?”
He wrote back, “Have a great time then, when will you have phone back on?” but she never replied.
He stewed all night at home. There were no texts from her at all. He eventually went to bed and stirred all night in the empty expanse.
The next morning around ten or so, she called. She had a sleepy voice. “Can you come get me, babe?” He pulled into the hotel driveway. She was in jeans, a t-shirt and a nice looking jacket and strap sandals. It looked great, but it wasn’t what she left home in. She was carrying a shopping bag with those. The man was with her. He opened the door and helped her inside. She appeared to be unsteady on her feet. He leaned in and said, “Take good care of her now, she’s gold,” and he smiled and shut the door.
They were on the highway before they talked. “I didn’t see you leave home with a change of clothes,” was all Paul could come up with.
“Lee bought them,” she said. “He had them delivered.”
Paul nodded silently. He thought that it was time to put the gauntlet down. “Where did you sleep last night, Danielle?”
She watched out her window a long time as though he didn’t say anything.
Paul finally said, “Dani?”
She replied, “His bed.” She kept staring out the window.
They drove silently for another ten minutes. He said, “Not with clothes on, this time, though I guess.”
“I’m really tired, Hon,” was her reply.




III

The episode was never discussed. Danielle pretended that nothing happened that needed discussing, and Paul pretended that it didn’t mean anything, even if something did happen. The truth was, for him, that what had happened was so momentous, that he was scared of bringing it up, knowing that that conversation would have to end only in the complete and total collapse of their relationship, their home, and their lives together forever more.
“Hon?” Danielle called Paul from deep inside her closet. Paul was shaving. It was a Friday morning. “There’s another event at the club tonight. Lee wants to see if I can come.”
Paul stood back from the sink. “His name is Lee, is it?”
“I told you that!” she laughed lightheartedly. “He needs me to go and make sure a couple of his clients are looked after. What you think?” She came out holding up two dresses.
“Are you working for him or something?” Paul asked, feeling annoyed again that he didn’t know what was going on.
“No dummy. I told you a hundred times, I’m just helping out my old college friend.” She looked in the mirror from out in the bedroom with tilted head. “The black and white one is nice.”
“What exactly are you doing, helping him out?”
“Nothing, hon,” she said with exasperation. “Really now!” She kicked out the hem of the dress to see how it flowed back down. “This one?” She didn’t look at him.
“Dani, all you told me was you slept overnight in the guy’s hotel room. What am I supposed to think?”
“And that he stole my underpants!” she laughed. “Babe,” she came up to him and threw her arms around his waist and kissed his nose. “I’m just reliving a bit of the ol’ college glory years. Lee and Jenn and Roy and me and the other guys, we did a lot of things to help each other out. Lee needs me right now. He helped me so much when I needed him. You don’t have to worry, okay?”
“The black and white one looks smoking,” Paul mumbled. She was in her pj’s. He grabbed at her ass. She swatted him. He held on. She tugged away and looked over her shoulder at him with serious indignity. Dani worked as an editor for a major publisher of business books. She spent about half her working hours at home. They didn’t have much sex — she was rarely in the mood. But since that first night when Lee showed up, they didn’t have any.
Paul said, “What time am I taking you downtown then?”
She said, “Oh, you don’t need to, Lee’s sending a limo for me. Isn’t that fun!” She giggled as she walked past Paul to the bathroom.
“You ever been in one before?” he asked her casually.
“No!” she squealed, “never!”
“Ok,” Paul said, marvelling at her new-found acting abilities. “Well I’ll see you later after work.”
“Oh honey,” she said. “I’m going before you get home. But I’ll text. I can’t from inside the club, though, you know. They collect the phones.”
“I see,” Paul said, pausing at the open front door. “When should I expect you home, then?”
She didn’t answer from the kitchen.
“Dani?” he called out.
She leaned out into the hall. “Yes honey?”
“What time might you be coming home?”
She shrugged and shook her head with a defeated grin on her face like it was impossible to say.
“Well what, are you planning on sleeping over again?” he said.
She stared at him a long time. She pursed her lips and made the smallest nod. Paul didn’t say anything.
When he got home the house was deathly quiet. He paced around with his head spinning. He drove out to the club and walked up to the guard shack. He tapped on the window and startled the guard. “Hey,” he said.
“Sir,” he replied.
“I was dropping someone off around the corner. It made me think, you know I wouldn’t mind a second income. What’s it like being a guard like this?”
The guy instantly lost all his stiffness. “Oh it’s awesome. If you like reading,” he held up a thick paperback romance. “I love it. Crazy times sometimes.”
“Oh yeah. Like what kind of things?” Paul laughed.
“Oh” he said, “just some of the things you see.”
“What, like stuff going on in there, for example?” Paul asked all smoothly.
“This?” he crooked his thumb over his shoulder. “Oh brother, this is one of the biggest whack jobs around. Stuff that goes on in there with these client nights is just nuts!”
“Oh yeah,” Paul looked into the row of trees. “Like what kind of nuts?” He tried his best to keep cool like he was just casually curious.
“Like nuts nuts. The richest people in the state are all here, CEOs, investors, the mayor, everybody. And the women, brother! Holy smokes, where they get them I don’t know, but if you could see, your eyes would fall out.”
“Well like what’s going on?”
“High end players get the high end women, it’s how the world has always worked, my friend. There’s rumours about what’s going on. But I’m not privy to it. Place is on lock down when one of these shows roll in.”
Danielle wasn’t texting Paul at all. What he’d heard didn’t make him feel any less uneasy. All he could do was go home and wait. He tried watching shows but his mind wasn’t into it. He couldn’t read. He tried going for a walk just to clear his mind of the clouds. Dani as much as told him she wasn’t coming home. Was she sleeping with Lee? He checked his phone. It was after 12. It startled him when it pinged in his hand. It was Dani texting.
“Very busy night!” she wrote, “But finally got my phone back! You’re okay at home?”
He wrote her back right away. “I can come get you, still up.”
“No,” she wrote. “Still got things going on. It’s going to be way too late when done. Go to bed hon. Everything’s okay. Gotta go.”
“Where are you right now?” he wrote her. But she never replied.
At about 11 the next morning, a Saturday, a large black limo pulled in the driveway. Paul was outside piling some wood but he ducked around and in the back door, and got to the front window to peek out. No one came out yet. Finally, a door opened. He saw Dani coming out backward as though tugging herself away. She was giggling and she fell back in. Her door closed. A full two minutes later, she came out again and he saw Lee’s hand on the inside of her thigh. She was dressed in an off-one-shoulder loose billowy t-shirt, expensive looking jeans, and heeled sandals. Her hair was wild like she’d been in the wind. She came up the driveway and stairs all swaggering and droopy, smiling to herself and full of looseness. When she came inside, she straightened up.
Paul got himself in the kitchen and made like he was getting lunch. He leaned back and saw her in the hallway. “Hey hon!”
She smiled. “Hey babe, gonna shower. Very long night, I might have a nap, you okay?” She went up the stairs without waiting for an answer. Paul went up after awhile to check on her. She was sound asleep. Her phone was sitting on the side table and he instinctively picked it up to plug it in, seeing that she forgot. He knew her code. He knew it was wrong to look too. But he took it with him into the bathroom. He opened and hit the photos.
There they were, Dani and Lee, in the back of the limo, a whole bunch of duo-selfies. They were laughing their heads off in one. In another they were both playing goofy putting on excessively sexy faces. There was one where Dani was licking the side of Lee’s face with her full tongue. Paul kept swiping. One pic seemed to be with the camera in Lee’s hand. It was of the two of them in a deep full-on kiss on the mouths. Paul flipped. There was a series of pics taken by Lee where Dani was posing for him. She was teasing with her top, showing her bra. Then she was leaning over, looking up, and pushing her boobs up from underneath. Other shots showed her trying to look like a slut with her dress hiked up, her legs falling open, and her finger in her mouth with her hair pushed all over her face.
Paul went to her recent phone calls. There was Lee, by name, with a lot of calls, both to and from. He checked the time on one and it was Thursday after midnight. She’d called him. Did she get out of bed without waking him? He looked at the texts. They were full of teases, but some of it was explicit. “I can’t wait to see what you put on for me,” said Lee in one. Dani responded with, “Down boy, you’ll get your chance.” In another one, he said, “Stay the night,” and she replied, “Working on it.” Paul was nearly vomiting. He found one that said, “You were incredible last night, not going to forget that one,” to which she replied, “You were amazing. I haven’t felt that way in a long time.”
Paul put her phone back on her table. He plugged it in for her and went downstairs. He decided that that was pretty much it. He spent the rest of the day till she woke up grieving their lost marriage and planning how they’d split things up, who would keep the house, and so on.
Dani came down in her robe about two in the afternoon. She played it cool, acting all refreshed and getting a coffee. Paul had a speech planned and sat opposite the counter from her. He began, “Dani?”
She looked up smiling. “Hon! How was your sleep last night?” She cupped his cheek in her hand. “Aww,” she said, as though he needed sympathy.
He said, “About that.”
She said, “Before you start, Lee and I were wondering if he could use the guest room for a couple of nights a week. He needs to be in and out of town so much, he’s going to rent a car, and since I’m helping him, you know?”
Paul looked at her stunned.
“He’ll pay, he’ll pay!” she explained, as if that was the problem. She took his hands in hers. “It’s been so good for me, getting out, I feel like it’s a whole new me. You’re so wonderful letting me go. I don’t know if anyone else has a husband who would let them do what you let me do.”
“We need to talk about this, Dani,” Paul tried again.
“You’re not jealous, are you? Aww, baby, have I been neglecting you?”
“Yes,” Paul answered straight up.
She smiled politely. She even nodded like a sympathetic counsellor. 
He said, “We haven’t been intimate in a long time.”
“Really?” She laughed. “Are you serious?”
“Then take me to bed now,” he said.
“No, hon,” she shook her head and pursed her lips.
“See?” He said.
“You’re being silly. So is that a yes?”
“I don’t want Lee staying here.”
“You’re being immature.”
“I think you’re lying to me,” Paul said, knocking the counter with his knuckles.
“Are you threatening me?”
“I just punched the counter.”
“I don’t think I can put up with this much longer. Ever since I started showing some independence you’ve been acting strange, you keep asking me really suspicious questions. It’s really not good, Paul.”
He was flummoxed. He had been trying to have a conversation about her behaviour, but it became about his. “Well I’m pretty unhappy about you sleeping in that guy’s bed every week!”
“So you are jealous! Why didn’t you just say so!”
“You get all dressed up for him!”
“I’m going upstairs!” she said. “I was trying to ask you to be nice!” she shouted from the stairs. “But it’s my house! He’s getting the guest room!”
They didn’t talk the next two days.




IV

Danielle was right. Her father gave the young couple an interest-free “loan” to buy their house, with no repayment terms. It was a running joke — Danielle got her family inheritance early. Out of respect to Paul, everyone kept calling it a loan, but this was Dani’s house. It was also her business that Paul called his “career.” True, it was started up with a bank loan, but the loan was secured by her dad’s stocks. If things went sideways between Danielle and Paul, her home and career would be fine; his, not so much. Add to that Paul’s innate fear of confrontations, and he had good reason to be reticent about forcing the issue. So long as Danielle didn’t seem to want the “talk,” Paul wasn’t going to force it.
The guest suite was in the basement. It was really an in-law suite that had been used by previous owners as a student mortgage-helper. It was fully outfitted with a small kitchen, bathroom, shower, bedroom, and living room, with its own patio doors onto the backyard. Dani had spent time all week tidying it up and cleaning it. “It’s not bad down there,” she said. “It’s got lots of room at least.”
Paul eventually helped, but reluctantly, given who it was being tidied up for. They rearranged the layout of the furniture a dozen times. Paul had to spray down and super-clean the fridge. Dani never mentioned how much this Lee was going to pay for the privilege of staying in their suite a couple of nights a week, and Paul didn’t ask. Friday morning, she said, as he was stepping out for work, “Lee’s coming some time today, so don’t be surprised by a car in the driveway.”
“What time is he getting here?” Paul asked.
“Not sure, Hon,” Danielle replied absently while thumbing her phone. She darted upstairs and Paul, pretending to forget something, went back to the kitchen.
He didn’t pick up her phone, but he touched it and looked. She had just been texting Lee. He had last written, “see you about 2:30,” right when he asked her.
“Cool,” Paul said to himself, shaking his head in disgust.
When he got home from work, he could hear Danielle laughing in the basement. It had it’s own entrance on the side of the house, but you could also get to it down the stairs and through the laundry room which could be used by someone in the basement too, through a folding closet door. Paul went half way down, then stopped. What was he going to do, walk into the unit? Why? He didn’t have a reason. The laughing stopped and he crooked his head to listen. He couldn’t hear anything. He carefully stepped back upstairs not wanting to let anyone know he was creeping around.
Danielle kept an office on the upper floor in what would be a child’s room. He changed in the master and went down to the den to crash for a bit. Through the vents he could hear intermittent laughing and the rumble of low talking. He crouched over the heat vent to hear better, but was startled when Danielle came through the patio door. “Paul?” she said quizzically.
He leapt up. “Dropped my phone,” he explained.
She wasn’t smiling or laughing anymore. But she was toting a near empty glass of wine. She motored through the kitchen to the stairs up. “You’re home?” she asked redundantly. She placed the glass on the counter in stride and carried on.
“Plans for tonight?” Paul said to the back of her head.
“Got to get ready,” she replied.
Paul leaned on the counter. Every time he saw her, he was filled with the urgent need to stop things. But he could never find his voice. Danielle sped by quickly again with a bundle of clothes over her arm down the stairs to the laundry. “Outfits to try?” Paul asked.
“Uh huh,” was all she said. He heard her clomps on the basement stairs and then her cheery voice through the vents, and a squeal. For the next half hour he heard laughing and talking interspersed with more squeals. The worst was when he heard nothing at all.
She came back up. Paul tried to stop her. “Need me to help you pick something?”
“Got it,” she said, not stopping.
“Lee help you then?” Paul said.
That made her stop. “Paul, really. What is your problem?”
They stared at each other, but he couldn’t bring up his voice.
“Are you going to be okay, or is my father going to get involved?” She raised her eyebrows at him.
“What did I do wrong?” he said.
Danielle exhaled out her nose and let her head fall sideways. “It’s nothing, Paul, really. It’s an opportunity for me to bring in some business for my publisher. Lee and I, we’re just, we have some business synergy right now. Can you let me do this? Can you just trust me? It’s not like we can’t use the income.” She stepped back to him and squeezed his upper arm. He leaned to kiss her but she turned her face away. “We might have to work downstairs later, so you might as well not wait up and just go upstairs without me.”
“Going out tonight?”
“I tried to get out of it, but what can I do?” Danielle shrugged with a grin.
“Home later?”
“Yep, but,” she said, gesturing down the stairs. “Might be a late one anyway. We might have to work after.” She walked backward to the stairs up shrugging then darted up. During the next several minutes, she came flying down the stairs, round the corner and down the next stairs to the basement, where there was laughter, or nothing, and then she flew back up. Finally she came down carefully because she was wearing tall spikes. “Bye Hon,” she said, looking like a model dressed in a  sparkling blue dress looking like the twilight sky, with her hair up leaving wisps all around her face. The dress was long and hugged her tight, revealing her legs in a long slit up the middle. Over it she wore a short cut denim jacket giving her a perfect hot look. She stepped out the front door and Paul followed her out onto the porch. Lee was at the bottom of the steps. Danielle turned to Paul and began to say, “I’ll try to text,” but Lee took her wrist in his hand and pulled her to kiss her cheek. She fell into him, offering her whole neck, and looked at Paul with a “Can’t help it!” look. She made a show of pushing Lee away, but it was a paltry effort. She laughed and peeked at Paul with Lee on her neck. She shook her head as if to say, What can I do about him? They got to the car and Paul went inside. He peeked out the window and saw her get in, lean over, and kiss Lee on his mouth. It was a long kiss.
It was midnight when he heard the car come back. He peeked and watched them walk with arms around each other’s waists slowly toward the side of the house. He listened for the sound of the guest suite door opening and closing. He crouched over the vent and could make out the sound of Dani and Lee talking. Then he heard nothing. He tip-toed to the top of the stairs and strained his ears. Still hearing nothing, he carefully crept halfway down the stairs. He heard a muffled voice and stopped. It was a moan and he heard it again. Just when he was thinking of slipping down closer to the laundry, her heard Danielle suddenly coughing and laughing. He heard her voice but couldn’t make out her words. He went up to bed but didn’t fall asleep.
In the middle of the night, he heard Danielle creeping up the stairs. She came in the room quietly with a towel tied around her body and slipped into the bathroom. But she came back out quickly, carrying a bag. He pretended to sleep and watched her through half lidded eyes go into her closet. She came out moments later carrying clothes and her robe. She wasn’t coming to bed after all. She went back out and down the stairs. After a while, Paul carefully made his way to the top of the basement stairs. He could see the lights on under the door, but as he was watching, they went out. He didn’t hear anything after that and went back to bed.
In the morning, he was in the kitchen having his customary shots of coffee. Danielle came up. She was surprised to see him and giggled a bit nervously. Then she seemed to stumble. That was because Lee had come up behind her and bumped her forward into the kitchen. She looked at Paul and grinned, biting her bottom lip. She was in her robe. “Can you make a coffee for our guest?” she said with nervousness.
Lee wrapped his arms around her from behind and kissed her on the base of her neck. He pushed her away with a pat on her rump and said too Paul, “You got coffee already?”
Danielle looked at Paul with her eyes wide and another smile as though to say, “Just the way he is,” and cleared her throat and said, “Did you make coffees Hon?”
Paul was stunned. He didn’t expect Lee to be coming up stairs. Lee went out the front door with a bag to put in his car. Paul said to Danielle, “I’m making coffee for him now?”
“He’s our guest, Paul.” She tugged at strands of her hair.
“You didn’t come up last night,” he said.
Danielle pursed her lips and turned to the fridge.
“Dani?” Paul said.
“He didn’t let me,” she said in a small voice.
“How did he do that, Dani?”
“I tried, but he made me stay.”
Danielle pulled milk out.
“Dani?”
“Hm?”
“How did he do that?”
She bit her lip looking at Paul with her face down and hair over her eyes. “I don’t know, he just did,” she said. “He does that. He always did, with me. He does something.”
Lee came back in. He patted her on the rump again and said to Paul, “Was that a yes?” He has hand up her back and yanked hard on her hair. She gasped and her head fell back. She glanced at Paul and tilted her head with her eyebrows raised. She tried to reach around and pull Lee’s hand off her back, but he rubbed her there, and lower, and she instead stumbled a bit and fell back into and against him. He was rough with her.
They all three sat at the counter, Paul on one side, Lee and Danielle on the other. Lee began asking Paul questions about what he does. They carried on a normal conversation. But Paul couldn’t help noticing that Danielle occasionally fluttered her eyes closed, and that Lee’s arm seemed to be occasioanally moving. Danielle even laughed lightly at one point for no known reason.
“Hon,” she said too Paul. “You know how we always talked about doing a b’n’b?”
Paul nodded.
“With what Lee is paying, very generously I might add,” she said, and Lee pulled her body over to his with his big hand around around her waist. “I was thinking that maybe we should take the guest suite and Lee deserves the master suite upstairs.” When she looked at Paul with a questioning face, she seemed to leap as though Lee’s hand did something hidden in her lap.
“Think about it anyway,” she said. “Come see it!” she turned to Lee. She took him by the hand and led him up the stairs. Lee smiled at Paul as he passed by. “She’s a keeper, Paul,” he said. They spent a long time upstairs. When they came down, Danielle was dressed and Lee slipped straight out the front door and to his car.
She came back into the kitchen and found Paul in the den. “He’ll take it!” she said with delight.
Paul began to interject. “It’s our bedroom, Dani!”
But Danielle cut him off. “We’ll be fine down there, and he’s okay if I keep my closet up there. You just have to get your stuff out.” She sipped at her coffee. “He’ll be back next Friday, so take your time,” she added.




V

There was no argument. Paul and Dani moved their stuff into the guest suite. But where Dani helped Paul take down all his stuff, he noticed that she only moved a night-bag down to the guest suite bathroom, and her closet remained upstairs. “There’s just not enough closet room down here,” she said, “and Lee doesn’t mind.”
They tried to sleep downstairs, but by Wednesday, Danielle announced that she might as well sleep upstairs during the week. “It’s better anyway, we get better sleep, don’t we Hon.”
Paul found himself agreeing despite himself. He settled into the guest suite while Danielle made her way up and down. They watched shows on the middle floor, and she visited Paul in the basement, but then made her way to bed two flights up. She spent far more time on her phone texting than she used to.
As Friday approached, Danielle appeared increasingly agitated to Paul. “Do you really think it’s such a good idea that he’s renting our bedroom?” Paul put it to her.
“We can use the income,” Danielle replied innocently.
“Yeah but, Dani.”
“But what?” she replied.
He took a long pause. “You’re not even hiding it very well.”
“Hiding what, Hon?” She shook her head at him as though she were bewildered completely.
“Dani,” he said.
She leaned toward him and shook her head to emphasize she understood nothing.
“You spent the night down there with him last time.”
“Are we monitoring each other now?”
Paul looked down. “I’m just saying.”
Danielle looked accusingly at him. “Ever since I began to really express myself, you’ve been trying to shut me up. I have a friend come over, and you think he’s this big threat to your manhood.”
“You’re sleeping with him, Dani.”
“You have to ask yourself what you’re so afraid of. You might just get what you’re afraid of if you keep this up,” she said to him.
“You’re doing it right under my nose, Dani.”
“What’s going on, Paul? What do you think is going on?”
Paul looked away out the patio doors. “I can tell what you’re doing. I can hear it.”
“What do you think you’re hearing, Paul? What are you doing, spying on us?” She shook her head at him.
“No,” he lied.
“Is it because I have a friend? Is that what a threat is to you now?”
“I like you having friends,” he replied.
“I don’t know if you do. It sounds like you don’t want me to have anyone in my life except you. Do you know what that’s called?”
Paul shook his head unsure how to get the conversation back onto what she was doing with Lee in their basement the last weekend.
“It’s abuse, Paul. You can’t stand to see me enjoying the company of anyone, its’ all a threat to you, isn’t it.” She looked at him with disgust on her face.
“I just think,” he said, but he stopped.
“He’s coming tomorrow. And if he wants to, he’ll take me out. That’s how it is, Paul.”
“You’re showing him you’re outfits now,” he said.
“Well, duh! I’m going to be seen with him, we have to be coordinated!”
“I used to,” Paul said.
“Well anyway, we’re not going out this week, he’s just coming to town. We have a lot of work to get done.”
“What’s the work, Dani?”
“You wouldn’t understand,” she said, removing herself upstairs, to her closet, in Lee’s room.
Half way up the stairs, she said, “And if Lee wants to just hang out and watch a show, can you please do us both a favour and be half way cool?” She continued up stairs without listening for a reply.
When Friday came, Paul wondered if plans to stay home had changed. Danielle was up in her bathroom getting ready as though she was going out. She came flying down the stairs before the car came in the driveway. She was wearing a short flirty red dress with large pearl-colored balls around her neck and matching earrings. She went out on the porch and closed the door behind her when Lee came up the steps. They came in five minutes later.
Paul had been preparing a little dinner, but Lee brought over a take out meal. Dani said, “Just put your dinner in the fridge for tomorrow, Paul,” she said. She never called him Paul. They all sat at the counter. Danielle laughed and flirted and tasted from Lee’s plate. Lee acted as though Paul wasn’t even there, kissing her hand, and even her cheek and mouth. Danielle looked at Paul sheepishly like she had no control over what was happening.
After dinner, Dani and Lee went to the couch. Paul cleared the counter. He joined them in his own chair. Danielle said, “Lee is fantastic at back rubs! Do you want one?” Paul declined, and Dani said, “I’ll take one!”
She sat on the edge of the couch between Lee’s opened legs. When he placed his hands on her shoulders, she placed hers on his knees. They all watched the show, but Danielle talked now and then to Paul, saying, with her eyes closing, “It feels so good. He gets right in there deep.” She began to sway and sink. When she moaned, Paul began to wonder whether that was what he had heard the previous week. Had he been imagining the worst and accusing his wife unfairly?
“Hon,” she said to Paul, “Can you toss me the blanket?” She covered herself in it while Lee continued to move up and down her back and sides. She slithered out of her dress. “Easier?” she said, tossing it aside. Her bra came off next, all under the blanket. She began to fall slowly back  as his rubbing slowed down. Paul glanced over and saw her leaning completely against him with her eyes closed and smiling. Lee and Paul met eyes and Lee smiled a bit and nodded before going back to the TV.
Danielle turned against Lee and said in a sleepy voice, “Want to come see if everything’s okay?”
Lee said, “I’m sure it’s perfect.”
She said, “Let’s make sure.”
Lee shrugged at Paul and followed her upstairs wrapped in her blanket. Paul looked at her dress and bra lying on the couch and tried to remind himself that it might all be innocent old friends engaging in back rubs, but the minutes were going by. When they finally came back down, Danielle was in her robe and so was Lee. They resumed their places on the couch without explanation. He sat and she nestled in between his legs, leaning back against his chest. This time her robe began to fall open as he rubbed her shoulders and she moaned. When Paul glanced over, he noticed that one of Lee’s hands was rubbing her neck a while the other was lost beneath her robe.
He saw his wife’s eyes close and her mouth curl into a smile. He heard her moan the way he heard in the basement. The massaging hand was barely moving. The other one remained hidden somewhere inside. Danielle said, clearing her throat, but not opening her eyes, “Hon?”
Paul said, “Dani?”
“Do you think it’s time to go to bed?” Paul looked at her. Her eyes remained closed. He thought he could see movements under the robe.
“I guess,” he said.
“I’ll see you down there in a bit,” she said. “I have to make sure our guest has everything.”
When Paul didn’t move, Danielle opened her eyes and stared into his. On her face was the look of sexual ecstasy. Her face looked like that a lot of times, but this time, it looked real. She said in a half whisper, “You should go now.” Her mouth dropped open and her eyes fluttered closed again. Paul could clearly see that Lee’s one exposed hand had slipped down and was rubbing her bare breast. Her two hands had moved up Lee’s legs and were reached behind her butt. He could see her shoulders moving rhythmically. She mouthed, “Go,” to him.
Paul said, “I think you should come with me.”
Danielle swayed and her head fell sideways. “He won’t let me,” she said. She smiled up at Lee and he leaned over and kissed her deeply on her mouth.
Lee’s eyes met Paul’s and held them in a steely gaze. Danielle said, “You have to go.” She gasped and her mouth dropped open. Lee’s hands were in her lap.
Paul said, “You’re coming with me.”
She said, “I can’t.” She inhaled sharply and grabbed his wrist in her hand as though to stop it. But she failed to. Her robe opened more and in the dim light Paul could see Lee’s hand buried in his wife’s tuft.
Lee leaned over and she turned again for them to kiss each other on the mouth. Her robe fell completely open, showing her lithe naked body beneath. She pushed up to her feet and she held hands with Lee who rose up behind her. She led Lee to the stairs passing Paul with a shrug. Lee patted Paul on the shoulder. He said, “I’ll send her down when I’m done.”
Paul could do nothing. He eventually went to bed in the suite. Around two in the morning, Danielle quietly came in. Paul was still awake. He said, “Dani?”
She said, “I can’t stay. Just getting things.”
“Dani,” Paul repeated. “Stay.”
“He won’t let me.” She left again, with her stuff. She never came back down.
The following Friday, Danielle greeted Lee at the front door all dressed and made up, with a big long kiss on his mouth — with Paul right beside her. She removed his hand where it rested around her waist, and Lee’s hand replaced it. They came inside and sat at the counter and ate together. Danielle asked Paul if he could leave them alone. He went as far as the den. They later joined him there and sat on the couch together, up against each other. They murmured and kissed while Paul watched the show. Sometimes he was included in the conversation, but not always. At one point, Lee gestured with a nod and Danielle said, “Well, we’re going to go up now.” They left together and Paul sat alone in the den.
He snuck upstairs and came close to the master bedroom door. He could hear moaning again, and a lot of silence too. He heard sounds that could be kissing, but they were very wet sounding. Danielle and Lee reappeared the next morning, had coffees and a long goodbye, and Dani and Paul’s week resumed like it had always.
Every Friday, Lee came. And when he did, Danielle became his wife and Paul became the awkward guest. He learned to go downstairs when Lee came. One night, he snuck out and peered from the other side of the yard through the curtain he had earlier cracked open on the patio door of the den. With binoculars looking into his own home, he saw Danielle emerge from her robe and let Lee roam his hands freely over her nude body. He watched them make out. And he watched her undress him.
He crept up closer and saw his wife’s head bob in Lee’s lap. She stared up at him as she took him all the way in her mouth. And he watched when she stood, turned around, and sat down on his huge stuff rod. He put his face up to the glass. Danielle’s eyes fell on his from behind the glass. As she rode slowly up and down on Lee’s shaft, she stared at Paul up until she had an orgasm and threw her head back and cried out loud enough he could hear her through the closed door.
One Friday evening, Paul stayed in the den. The blanket slipped off. They had both been wearing robes and Paul saw they were both open. Danielle wasn’t even facing the screen, but instead was kissing and running her hand over Lee’s chest. She reached down and took his cock in her hand. Paul didn’t turn away, but stared. She leaned over and kissed it. Lee and Paul met eyes. He looked down to see Dani take it deep into her throat. She turned her head to make eye contact with Paul with Lee’s cock all the way in her lips.
She pushed the blanket away and rose up to straddle him. Paul saw her delicate hand reach down between her legs and take his enormous cock in her grip and guide it into her pussy. He was two feet away as she lowered herself onto him. His hands ran all over her back and pressed her forward so her breast went in his mouth. She cried little peeps of crying and rode him harder. She came on Lee like that. And he came inside her. Paul listened to him groan and he saw the man’s come run out of his wife’s pussy.
They went upstairs and showered.
Paul lived in the suite and went to work, came home, and watched TV. He hardly saw Danielle. Lee began staying all Saturday too, and Saturday nights. They often went out and when they came home, they either made out in the den, in front of Paul or not, it didn’t matter, and they went upstairs together. Danielle never came to the guest suite. Her and Lee stopped being careful about noise. Paul could hear them every night making love.
Pretty soon, Lee was more often than not at the house. He spent weeks there at a time. Dani came to find Paul in his suite one day when Lee was away for a day or two. She said, “I think we were charging Lee like fifteen hundred a month, weren’t we, when he was down here?”
Paul said, “Was he even down here for a month?”
“Was that a fair price?” she ignored him.
“What’s he pay for upstairs?” Paul said.
“Do you think it’s a fair price?” Danielle repeated.
“I guess, yes, but he’s not down here.”
“You are,” said Danielle. “I think it’s a fair price too.”
“What are you saying?”
“Well,” she said. “Me and Lee, we kind of live upstairs now.”
“You want to charge me rent?” Paul was incredulous.
Danielle said, “I was charging him for down here. I could charge someone else.”
“And where would I live?”
Danielle pursed her lips and shrugged.
“Are you kicking me out?”
“Lee doesn’t feel comfortable with you down here. And in the den, you kind of watch. He doesn’t like it.”
“You’re my wife, Dani.”
Danielle reached out and took Paul’s hand in both of hers. “I think Lee might have taken me from you.” She shrugged and grinned sheepishly.
“He can’t do that,” Paul said.
“I can’t stop it,” Danielle said. “He did have me first.”
They both heard Lee’s footfalls come in the front door and they heard his voice boom out, “Dani!”
Danielle startled and dropped Paul’s hands and ran out the door to the stairs up. “Think about it,” she whispered.
Paul could hear her up stairs greeting Lee and laughing and shrieking. He heard nothing and began to creep up the stairs. He felt like a stranger in his own house. They weren’t there. He slowly made his way up the stairs to the second floor. He could hear his wife’s moans and little cries. The master bedroom door was open. He saw his wife riding Lee. She was facing backward and toward the open door. Her hands were on his legs. She was in ecstasy as her eyes feel on Paul’s eyes peering through the bedroom door.
The next day, Paul packed. When he had filled his car, he turned. Danielle was in the doorway making the slightest wave with the slightest smile on her face. Lee towered over her, his arm around her waist. He waved too, and Danielle leaned her head back lovingly into his shoulder. They both turned and shut the door. Paul drove all night and most of the next day before he stopped to wonder what direction he had been travelling in.
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I

By pure chance, I spotted my wife talking with an older man in the window of a cafe. I drove past the place that was nearby where my wife Charlotte worked. I had a new building site in the neighborhood to check out — the client wanted to know if the city might be viewed from a potential roof-top deck. I caught sight of her with glowing eyes and an animated expression. It wasn’t odd that she should be in the cafe. She mentioned it before as a place she likes. “I bring my novel,” — she always had a novel on the go, the thicker the better — “and no one bothers me there,” she told me. I knew the very small crew she worked with at the fine chocolate importer she did accounts for. The older man — chiseled jaw, easy smile, styled shock of brilliant grey hair, you know the type — was not her boss. He looked at least 20 years older than her 32.
I turned and turned and snaked my way back through the winding streets to find the rear of the cafe. I wanted nothing more than to stop close by and out of sight and think a second. I didn’t know why I felt a sudden rush of blood to my head seeing her talk to an older stranger, other than for the fact that, though on the surface you might think it wasn’t a big deal, knowing Charlotte as I did, it really was a big deal.
Charlotte went beet red with shyness at the mere mention of her name. She was physically small and shrunk her personality even smaller. When we had to attend functions at my architectural firm, she hung tightly onto my arm and crouched behind me the whole evening. She would smile and look away instead of saying anything to anybody.
This was ironic because she not only had the type of body that drew lots of attention, she dressed it in ways that advertised it well. She loved sundresses and had a collection of them across the rainbow. She loved those that showed her bare shoulders — round and smooth. Her breasts were not large, but they had the kind of slope that made me, and just about every other man, stare at them from the side. The way her lower stomach gently curved down and in toward her pelvis, like when she was wearing a bikini at the beach, or at the resort pool, was something I died to run my fingers or my mouth over. She must have had a hundred pairs of heels and wore all sorts of different glasses.
She had long dark hair and naturally coal-lined eyes as though she had some Arab blood in her from desert nomad days. She put bows in her hair and for all her shyness, she loved wearing sexy underwear — it was just the start of her contradictions. She took forever to get ready to go out even to the grocery store, but I never complained. When she was ready, she was a wet dream come to life. It was like she was driven to test her own distaste for being seen by men especially and watched by them. No man and half the women we passed could help themselves from staring. Hidden behind her sunglasses, she pretended to not notice. At home afterword, her wetness gave her away. She was shy about that too, but not so shy she wouldn’t press me to fuck her — though she never called it that. “Do it to me?” she would murmur under her breath with a guilty smile and red face, and nearly twisting my fingers off my hand and biting clear through her bottom lip, she would be so hot.
When she came, she would make one final huge intake of breath like she’d been frightened, and then her head would thrust back, her toes would curl over, and she wouldn’t breath for what seemed like a minute. Her pussy would gush and then she’d be all shy again.
When I found the back of the cafe, I parked, but before I got out, I saw Charlotte come out the back door of the cafe. I immediately slumped down and hid under the dash of my car. I was shocked to see the older man come out the door behind her. I was able to peek through my steering wheel. She was headed to her car and the man followed. I could see on her face that look of shyness I knew so well. She was grinning and trying to stop it and she was dropping her face down. As she got to her car door, the man reached out and took her by her slim, tight waist and turned her by her hips. She appeared both shocked by him but also compliant in a way I never knew her to be.
I was compelled to jump out and storm over there but my body was oddly immobilized. My heart began to beat so hard I worried about a heart attack and though I pushed hard to rise, it was like in a dream when you can’t move or scream. She faced him defiantly, clearly giving him the message to back off, but he only stepped closer. She was looking everywhere but at him. I saw her fiddle with her purse and try to step back but she was already against her car. Then I watched the man take her chin with his fingers and lift her face to his. I expected to see her slap him, to push his hand away, to pull her face back. Instead I saw her lips part and her shoulders collapse like she was in some state of paralysis herself. My gut sank. There was no mistaking how her neck stretched up to bring her lips up to his when he leaned down over her. I was appalled. It felt like I was going to vomit. It wasn’t just a man kissing my wife. She clearly kissed him back too.
I swallowed and felt my muscles shake and drain of all strength. I pulled my head below the dash and I felt my throat constrict. I peered up again. The man was almost laughing. He had reached around her sweet round ass in that gripping yellow dress and he had groped her and pinched her. She reached behind and slapped at his hand, but not strongly. She looked away full of pensive diffidence but he took her chin again. He squeezed her ass and instead of punching or slapping him, her hand gripped around his wrist. I thought she was going to yank him off hard. She didn’t. I saw her whole frame instead rise up into and against his. He wasn’t kissing her yet but if I didn’t know her, I’d be certain she wanted him to. I watched as the man pressed his whole body against hers. She seemed to spread her feet apart on the ground between which he stepped forward. I saw her subtly hike the hem of her dress up to allow her legs to part wide enough for him. It was definitely Charlotte’s shy smile when he finally gave her what she seemed so badly to want. But aside from that, I squinted not sure anymore whether it was actually Charlotte at all. If I didn’t know her so well, I’d swear that woman over there was excited and showing it by a stranger she just met.




II

She got in her car and the man got in his, peeling off in the opposite direction. Neither of them even seemed to try to watch the other leave or even wave. I sat there in my car deflated and confused. Another man in my place would have gone straight over there and taken them both on. Another man would have at least got out of the car, would have expressed surprise, made them force themselves apart and scramble for excuses. Another man would have made that fucker think twice about mixing it up again with a married woman. But this man? I banged my forehead on the steering wheel and wondered what this man even was.
It didn’t look like they knew each other before that day. None of what I saw made a lick of sense. Charlotte didn’t even fantasize — she assured me of that multiple times. We played that game at friends where you have to say who you’d go for if your spouse let you go for any celebrity; she couldn’t do it. She confessed there was no one. On the way home, she told me she found the whole night was off because of that — she didn’t know why everyone teased her as though she was too afraid to admit who she secretly fantasized about. “I don’t think like that!”
“Well, I’m okay if you do,” I encouraged her in the privacy of the car.
“I don’t think about that!” she protested more.
“Not even, like, strong desires? That maybe you’re a little bit shy about?”
“No!” she blushed. “Not even those.” She stared out the window a long time. “We weren’t raised to have sexual yearnings,” she mumbled.
I stared at the back of her beautiful head. “Well, no one is raised like that.”
“Anything like that, it was for shame, it was for guilt. I drove it out of my head.” She seemed to be gazing into the middle distance, or the deep past.
“You had them in your head when you were younger, though,” I probed.
She took a long time to answer. I couldn’t tell if her face was red or not in the passing lights of oncoming cars and overhead streetlights. “Yeah,” she said lightly. “That’s right.” She studied her hand. “Things frowned upon,” she snuck in there barely loud enough for me to have heard anything.
“What was that?” I said.
“Nothing, honey,” she said, stretching up to kiss me on the cheek.
That night, she sucked me and she wanted to ride me too — both things that were infrequent events in our bedroom. Now I was the one staring into the middle-distance of the front window, her words ringing in my ears again, and her kiss, her stretched neck, her hiked dress and her parting feet, replaying in front of my eyes to the point of blinding me.
The worst thing about the whole incident was what I could not deny in my own body. My cock grew hard. Why would I get an erection watching some older man take advantage of my young wife like that? I fought to make my brain not go there, I struggled to dampen the vision that kept playing like a looped video. I slapped my face and cranked up the radio in the car. Anything to make my mind forget the vision, and to make my body stop showing arousal. Even when you clamp your eyes and slap your ears, you can’t unsee or unhear those kinds of things, though. Not when they have such a strong, beguiling, and confusing effect on you.
I looked down in disbelief. My pants were tented. I was wildly erect and I couldn’t deny to myself that I became erect when I saw her shy smile when she rose up to meet his kiss. And especially when I saw her wiggle her feet apart ever so subtly. When I saw her fingers subtly pull up her dress. There was a want in her.




III

We pulled up stools on opposite sides of the counter and dug into the Chinese food bowls that were just delivered.
“Anything happen today, honey?” I said as nonchalantly as a fully rehearsed question could be.
“Meh,” she said with a shrug, not raising her eyes to mine. I chewed and stared at the top of her head she had dropped down as low as a person could to eat from a bowl without actually putting your mouth in it.
“Usual day at work?” I didn’t know what I would do if she picked up on my line of inquiry. I was fascinated by how well she played it though. There wasn’t a flinch or blink in her.
“Normal day, yeah.” She poked at the noodles and looked up and smiled at me. She blushed though and she knew it and she smiled and looked down and hid her face again. “What!” she shrieked. “You’re making me nervous!”
“Just asking how your day was, honey,” I continued to keep it light. I bit a mouthful of pork from my chopsticks. “That’s all. What you so nervous about?”
“I’m not!” She couldn’t stop laughing nervously. “You’re staring at me.” It felt like she was close to breaking, which was in itself amazing because, prior to that day, I didn’t know she even had something like that in her to break.
“Lunch good?” It felt like torture now, but given how I didn’t do anything at all at the time I caught her, this was small potatoes.
“It was good, yeah. Why you asking me so many questions?” She suddenly wasn’t laughing anymore, nor smiling.
“Can’t I just ask how your day was?” Our eyes met.
She burst out laughing again like she couldn’t hold it in anymore. But it was one of those exposed laughs, not a laugh at yourself kind. I knew her way better than that. “Honey,” she said through hair falling over her face, “you’re making me laugh too much, I’m going to get indigestion trying to eat! Stop it.”
“Okay.” I kept watching her. “You go out or stay in for lunch?”
“Honey! What the F? I’m begging you! You’re making me feel like I’m being interrogated.” She shook her head at me as her level of frustration grew.
“Just asking, love. I know you didn’t bring a lunch, your bag is on top of the fridge. Was just wondering if you went out.”
“I did,” she stopped laughing completely and stared at me. “Excellent detective work, Officer Lucas.” This was new.
I reached over and patted her arm, but she pulled it away. “Honey, I was just concerned about your lunch when I saw your bag on the fridge.”
“It was great. Okay? It was fine.” She wasn’t laughing. She wasn’t even nervous or shy. She was more deadpan than maybe I’d ever seen her.
“Where’d you go?”
“Hm?” She stuffed her mouth more full of food than normal.
“Lunch. Where’d you go for lunch?” Was it fair that I was nailing her like this? After what she did to me, I had to think so.
“I stopped at Starbucks on the way in. I ate at work.”
“Oh yeah. That’s nice. The whole hour?” She had to know I was asking for a reason, she had to know I knew something. Finally, she began to crack.
“Honey, is there something you’re trying to ask me here? Is there something you’re leading up to?” She dropped her  chopsticks and rubbed her forehead like a headache was coming on.
“I’m concerned that’s all.” I pushed a bowl of noodles toward her.
“Well, now I don’t really feel like eating anymore.” She pushed it back at me.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it,” I said. I’d never known her to lie to me. I’d never suspected anything was ever hidden from me. And I certainly didn’t know she had those skills.
“No problem, okay? Look, I’m just not hungry now. Going to go read,” she said, pushing the stool in.
I let her nearly leave the kitchen. “Thought you said you went out for lunch.”
There was a long silence as she made her way to the living room. “I meant a take out, at Starbucks.”
“Oh,” I said to myself. “Because I could have sworn,” I mumbled.
Still, I didn’t do anything, did I. I didn’t exactly confront her. I didn’t tell her what I saw and I did nothing to stop it. I would have thought I’d be the kind of man to shut that down immediately. I had to wonder though if my line of questioning had only served to give her a taste for lying, cheating, and getting away with it. It was new for her; it must have felt like she was succeeding at it, and it must have been thrilling.




IV

A few days later, she phoned from work. “Honey, big things going down at the office. They’re going to need me to stay late.”
“Oh yeah,” I nodded scanning the backyard without really seeing it. “How late do you suppose?”
“Can’t really say, big new supply contract to finalize, lots of details to put in there.”
“Right, right,” I nodded more vigorously. “You going to need dinner? I can bring something down for you.”
“Oh no! No-no.” She was quick to reply. “Boss is getting something in. All good.”
“Well let me know your progress,” I said.
“Bye bye hon,” she ended the call.
Time dilated as my mind clouded over with blackened thunderheads. I tried to read, I tried to watch shows, I even went out and weeded and clipped. But it was like a radio tuned between two stations. I couldn’t focus on anything.
The idea of hopping in my car and just cruising past that cafe the way I had that first time when I inadvertently caught her filled my head like a viral infection. I paced around the house from empty room to empty room growing increasingly feverish with the maddening idea. I argued with myself and even shouted at myself out loud. “That’s insulting! That’s insane!” But my other self said, “What’s it cost to just see? How hard is it to just look?”
I cruised past the cafe and realized my mistake too late. She might recognize my car and it would be hell to try explaining what I was doing. I quickly got off the street and parked a block away. There was another cafe nearly directly right across the street from the one she used before. I sat at the bar in front of the window and pulled my hat down low and brought the magazine I found up high, leaving only a slit for my sight.
My heart skipped a beat. Charlotte was in the same seat at the cafe. I gasped and needed to look away. The same man was right beside her, too. When I was able too, I peeked again between the top of my magazine and the bottom of my hat brim. They were talking. He was laughing and smiling very close to her and she was looking down and away and smiling and shaking her head — she looked shy and nervous. And then I saw under the bar they sat at. She was in a short dress with heels sitting on her stool. He was on a stool beside her, dressed in a light blue suit. HIs hand was on her bare thigh under the counter.
I felt the air leave my lungs. His hand slowly squeezed her thigh and slid up an inch. She did nothing to stop him. She only looked behind her and then down again with that coy, shy expression of hers. The man smiled his wide, big confident smile staring right in her eyes. His hand moved further up past the bottom edge of her dress, pushing it up. My wife glanced around herself again. I could see her face turn red. But I also saw her part her knees slightly.
Traffic flowed past blocking my view periodically and reflections in both my window and the one across the street made it difficult to keep track of what I was seeing. She appeared to be trying to carry on a normal conversation and having trouble with it. She kept looking left and right and behind her. She was apparently unaware that it was all window below the counter. I watched her appear to straighten and pull down the edge of her dress but she covered the man’s hand with it. I saw her shift as though straightening in her stool, but she also spread her legs wider. I could no longer see his hand on her thigh, but I could see him reposition himself in his seat and his arm shift so his hand slipped higher inside. They talked and grinned but their faces were so close together, they could have kissed without trying.
He must have been the world’s greatest comedian, I thought, the way she threw her head back, pressed her palm into his chest, and laughed fully. She also dropped her hand in her lap and then brought it over his wrist. It appeared as though she maybe had had enough and was going to nudge him off her. Instead, I saw her hand grip around his wrist and her thumb rub his skin back and forth. She appeared to be adjusting his hand’s position, moving it slightly right and left, but also under her dress more. Their faces were serious as though they were speaking important things, and her eyes were fixated on his lips. Her knees parted even more and her hand pushed his wrist. I watched as Charlotte’s eyes blinked and then remain closed for seconds. Her mouth parted but she wasn’t speaking. I glimpsed a flash of white between her legs — her panties. The man appeared to be fingering my wife in full view in front of the window of the cafe.
He pulled his hand out from under her dress and quickly pulled his phone out from his inside jacket pocket. He slipped away to take the call, probably out the back door in that parking lot again. My wife watched traffic go by. He came back and didn’t sit down. They talked briefly and she gathered up her things. She left him in the window and went to the back. My phone buzzed. It was her.
“Hey hon,” I attempted to sound as relaxed as possible.
“Hey. So, just about wrapped up here. Won’t be long, okay?” I was amazed at how normal she was able to make herself sound.
“You on your way right away?” I don’t even know why I asked that. But she was mysteriously quick to put that notion away.
“Oh no, maybe not right away, not sure, could be but maybe not.”
I headed home straight away myself. I’d have a hard time explaining where I was since we had just spoken on the phone and I didn’t indicate anything about being away from home. Coming from exactly the same place made me panic a bit and drive recklessly. I needn’t have bothered. I was parked, inside, changed and on the couch with a movie on and there was still no sign of her actually getting home.
How could that be? Her strange evasion on the phone about whether she was coming home sooner or later began to play in my mind like a kitten with a ball of yarn. I saw them both leave out the back, where I already knew both parked their cars. If she left the cafe the same time I left mine, was she making a stop somewhere, was she going back to the office, or was she, I had to envision it again, in the back parking lot still. With him. It was dark now. My mind swirled and my heart began to pound.
It was the not knowing. That phone call he took looked like something calling him home. Her call to me was about coming home. I saw them leave through the back door and I had already witnessed how they carried on in that parking lot in the daylight. Were they together? Were they in his car under cover of night? What were they doing? My cock grew hard. I could imagine her doing things, reluctantly, but stepping over her own lines all shy and nervous, but compelled. I could imagine her deciding to slip her panties off her upraised legs, or him taking them off for her. I could imagine her looking out his window up and down around the parking lot before disappearing under the window, into his lap. I took my cock out, it was straining so hard. I could imagine her moan, light and surprised sounding, and I could see her hips involuntarily mashing against his hand. I stroked my cock not even knowing what I was doing. I could imagine her fingers pushing through his salt-and-pepper temple hair, I could imagine her lips on his neck, on his mouth, and when I gripped my cock to keep from ejaculating, I could imagine her mouth opening around his cock, and I failed.
I was shaken by the experience of ejaculating at the thought of my wife becoming uncontrollably aroused with another man. I had a lot to think about but had no idea where to begin or any inclination of how to start, not knowing what weird place I would end up at. Her car pulled up and turned off over an hour after she had phoned. I didn’t know anymore who it was coming through the front door. But damn, seeing her in the same short dress, seeing her thigh where I watched the man’s hand squeeze her, knowing he had been rubbing her inside her panties, I grew hard again. She rose on her tiptoes to give me a tiny kiss on my chin as she passed me by. I could smell her aromatic pussy. I also noticed, when she leaned over into the fridge, that the tight ass of her dress showed absolutely no panty outline. I had to turn around so she didn’t catch me in a state of near heart attack.
“So tired!” she moaned when she straightened up with the jar of peanut butter.
“You in the mood?” I put it straight out there.
“Oh honey,” she cocked her head to the side. “I’m sorry.” She shook her head sympathetically. “Too worn out.”
I was struck by the brazen choice of words. She obviously meant worn out from work, but was it a slip? Was she worn out from something else, something that had taken place over the previous hour in the parking lot behind the cafe?




V

On the edge of town were these vintage 50s cabins set about with tall pine trees that had become something of a destination motel after a famous movie had been shot there. One afternoon, Charlotte called home.
“Looks like another late night, hon,” she said. “This accounting overtime is getting out of hand!”
“Well I hope he’s paying you for it,” I said, not believing a word.
“I get mine,” she said coyly to me. I was struck again with her double entendres and had to wonder if they were intentional, they were so thinly veiled.
“How late this time?” I asked her.
“No saying. You should probably not wait up for me, could go very late.”
“That so,” I pressed. “What are you working on anyway?”
“It’s another big deal, last minute thing. Boss needs all the numbers. Big contract, hon.”
“Okay well,” I said. “You need me to bring you dinner?”
She was so quick to say no I had no doubt left in my mind.
I gave her til about an hour after her usual time for finishing work and pulled into the back of the cafe across the street. I didn’t see her or the guy across the way. Could she have been telling me the truth this time?
I walked across and through the cafe to the back door to get a feel for the place I had spied on a few times. I thrust open the rear door and nearly died. I saw the tail end of his car moving through the alley with her in his passenger seat. Her car, meanwhile, was right in front of me in the parking lot.
I ran so fast out the cafe and across the street and through the other one people must have thought I was running from the police. I screeched my tires to get up my own alley and into the main street, I was so scared of losing them. But I was fast enough — I could see the back of the man’s car a few cars up at the red light.
I followed a safe distance for about ten minutes. We were just getting to the open fields and the forests that still surround our college town, when I saw his indicator flashing in the growing darkness. I stopped on the side of the road and watched them pull into that boutique motel.
They didn’t stop at the check in but rather drove straight to a cabin door. He already had a key. I made a mental note that whatever it was that was going on, it had been planned. I saw him guide my wife with a hand around her waist into the door and I saw him kick it closed behind her with his foot.
It was a strange place to get after-hours work done. I ran all the other possibilities through my mind too like the obvious truth of it was still in doubt. I hoped so strongly that I’d see them come back out shortly, like something was being dropped off, like there was only a conversation that needed to be finished, something, anything, other than what it plainly appeared to be.
There was a woman in the lit-up office who would notice any car pulling in. But around the far side, there was a dark parking lot belonging to a diner and a bowling alley, and what appeared to be a thin line of shrubs between it and the backs of the cabins. I clamped my eyes shut to try to talk myself out of what my mind was contemplating. But I just the same pulled my gear stick into drive and rolled quietly as smoke into the neighbouring parking lot.
I cased the scene out a full half hour before concluding that there was no one to see me, and no light to catch me, going through the shrubs and creeping up on cabin number 8. I gulped with a dry throat and pressed my hand against my chest to try to stop my heart over-pounding in my cavity. Even though my legs wobbled from adrenaline, I made my way forward as though possessed.
It was too easy. I was crouching under the one window on the back of the cabin Charlotte and the man had disappeared into without a chance of being seen by anyone. If I were caught, I have no idea what it would do to my professional reputation. Could I explain that I was checking out development property?
I rose slowly up enough to see that the curtain over the window was closed and that there was dim light on behind it. I searched around again. It was all crickets. I stood taller and peeked to see if there was a seam in the curtain. There was — but it just a centimeter and showed me nothing but the opposite wall of the cabin. I wondered if they were in there at all. It was a long time before I realized I could lean my ear against the glass to see if there was anything to hear.
I wonder now what would have been different if I hadn’t. I go back to that moment often. I replay it sometimes voluntarily, but sometimes involuntarily too. It just starts playing in my mind at the oddest times. When I pressed my ear to the outside of the window, what I heard made my eyes pop out and my knees buckle. But if I am trying to be honest, I must also admit that it made me hard — so hard I had to relieve myself.
I heard the high-pitched, drawn out, surprised-sounding but repeated sighs of my wife in the throes of a kind of pleasure I had never myself witnessed with her. I recognized her sound of orgasm because she had, with me, emitted that kind of sigh at most once and only on the most successful of sessions between us. What I heard when I straightened up and pressed my ear again against the glass was that sigh of hers, louder, longer, and most especially, repeatedly.
Her pitch seemed to grow higher each time. Her surprise seemed to grow deeper too. And her volume was so loud she bordered on shrieking. I pressed my eye to the seam in the curtains but saw nothing. I shoved my ear back into the glass and heard Charlotte orgasm in a way I never knew her to. I crumbled on the ground. I had come in my pants. In a daze, I finally rose again and before I shambled back to my car through the shrubs, I looked again through the curtain. I saw the backside of the man making his way back from the bathroom to the bedroom. If there was any doubt at all about what I heard, it was laid to rest. He was naked.
I sat in my car with my forehead lightly bouncing off the padded steering wheel and thought nothing at all.
Charlotte came home around 11. I was already in bed. She showered before even kissing me or saying anything. She hardly ever showered at night — she only did so after we had had sex. When she crawled in bed, I reached around to pet her there and kiss her neck, but she pushed me away and said one word. “Tired.” Her bare hip felt soft and warm and I missed it.




VI

I waited in my car behind that damned cafe of hers, and his, for hours. Three times I walked around the block, crossed the street, to spy on them from the other cafe across the way to make sure they were still there. But they weren’t. She had phoned me and left a message for me earlier. “Another late night, honey. Don’t wait up, no telling when we’re going to get done this time,” she had said. I immediately made my own plans. Sleuthing might not be my first calling, but I had no problem spotting their two cars in the parking lot once again. But there was no sign of them in the cafe.
I had nearly fallen asleep before I caught sight of Charlotte and the older guy walking in the alley. Their arms were around each other’s waists. They strolled slowly, meanderingly. She twirled her purse at the end of her arm and laughed at something he said, with a big smile. She looked up at him and they paused to kiss. They walked toward me and she pressed herself even tighter against him.
I slinked down in my seat. My car wasn’t as hidden as it was earlier. It was later and most other cars were gone. She didn’t seem to notice my car. He leaned against the door of his and pulled her in close and she didn’t resist at all. She leaned against him fully. They talked with their mouths an inch apart, his fingers interlocked behind her in the small of her back, her hands interlocked behind his neck. When they kissed, which was often, it appeared as though she were the one pulling his face down to hers. Her feet were parted and his legs were pushed out so that hers were straddling his. She seemed to be gyrating ever so slightly against him. They laughed.
I watched through the curve of my steering wheel. She looked around behind her both ways and he seemed to whisper in her ear enough to make her cringe and laugh. She looked guilty to me. It was dark but I could see her hand slide down his body and push itself between them, though there was little space there. She giggled more and I could see movement between their pelvises and her elbow poke out from between their tight bodies.
I grew hard again. I tried to not touch myself, but seeing my wife’s ass move around and press her hips against his made that impossible. I knew the look on my wife’s face when she was wet and wanted it. When she looked around again, I ducked, but I saw that look on her face. She was undeniable when she got that way. I knew how wet she must have been — I felt her wetness when she had that look on her face.
The man reached behind himself and pulled open the passenger door. They began kissing long and deep. She pushed his chest and he fell back through the open car door. He reclined it and I saw her pull the bottom of her dress all the way up over her hips, and climb in over top of him. He closed the door and for the few seconds the dome light inside remained on, I could see her adjusting herself on top of him, her arms busy reaching down between them.
I couldn’t see much when the light went out. I watched a while longer arguing with myself about all the things I would do to him and her, even while I stroked my cock inside my pants, and in fact did nothing. Not seeing was slowly grinding my mind like a pepper mill. That’s when I saw the half-wall and sidewalk along the side of the building next to their cafe. It ran down in front of the parking lot, and in front of his parked car. I’d be seen for sure, but only if they looked up out his front window. But her back would be facing the front window, and she would be in front of him, blocking his view. The thought gnawed at me like a mosquito that couldn’t be ignored. I realized that if I slipped into place carefully, I’d be able to stand up and see over the wall and down into the front of his car. I’d be able to see what was going on from only about 4 feet away. As if I didn’t know what was going on.
I scanned the scene. Unless someone was looking out one or two of the windows of the building, there was no way anyone would see me there. I tried to resist the thought and I attempted to start my car and drive home. But I didn’t. I walked along the sidewalk in front of the cafe looking for where the sidewalk with the wall began down the side of the neighboring building. And when I found it, I didn’t hesitate. I turned left and scurried in.
It was dark and I realized no one on the sidewalk of the main street would be able to see in the shadows that I had disappeared into. I crouched and made my way like a creep, like some sort of pervert, to about half way down and judged myself pretty close to where the car was. I very carefully raised myself so I could peer over the top of the short wall. I had nailed it. I was directly in front of the car.
I raised myself a little higher and could see inside the top of the front window. It was perfect. I could see the back of Charlotte’s head where it completely blocked the line of sight for the man. I could see her two arms, elbows locked, straight out in front of her and her hands gripping the back of the passenger seat on either side of his head. Her shoulders were up around her ears and her head was sunken down with her hair spread around his face obscuring him further. I raised myself a bit higher and I could see lumps under the back of her dress and deduced his hands were rubbing her bare back underneath. I saw also her body moving rhythmically forward and back so much the curtain of her hair around his face swished in time.
I began to lose my breath and my heart once again pounded as though it was trying to break out of my chest. My legs were barely able to hold me even with my knees pressed into the cement wall hard enough to pinch my skin painfully. I knew what I would see if I lifted myself further up and did and didn’t want to. But my cock was straining and my mind was swirling. I stood up straighter. My jaw fell open and my lungs exhaled. My eyes swam and my legs disappeared. I looked down into the front window of the car and saw my wife’s lower back and ass rising up and falling down on the man’s bare legs. Her own thighs squeezed hard against both sides of his bare legs. Her white panties, thin thongs, glowed in what light there was. I squinted and could see between her galloping legs. Her panties were pushed aside. I didn’t believe what I was seeing at first but it could be nothing other. It glistened as though to taunt me. It was his cock between her legs. It glistened because it was wet. And it was wet because I could see my wife’s pussy slide down and back up over his cock. Repeatedly. She was pushing herself onto him. Her hips curled and uncurled and her hips met his hard enough I saw his body — his whole car — jolt each time. They weren’t just screwing in the front seat of his car in the parking lot behind the cafe. She was fucking his brains out.
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She came home after 1 AM. I laid in bed awake most of the night after she came in, my mind in turmoil. In the morning she said nothing.
“That was a very late night,” I finally said, handing her a fresh cup of coffee.
“Mm-hm,” she said, not looking up from her phone.
A few days went by and we hardly talked. I got another text from her: another late night of work was on. I looked myself in the mirror and decided this was going to be the end of it.
I drove slowly by the cafe at the time I suspected they’d be there. They were right in the front window, pressed together, talking, smiling, carrying on. I parked in the back and came through the back door so they didn’t see me coming. I felt strong, I felt like a man. I walked right up behind them and stood there three feet away. My heart wasn’t pounding, my legs weren’t shaking, and my resolve was that of a six-shooter at a showdown. It was over.
I waited until she noticed me. He saw me first, but not recognizing me, he just scanned me up and down wondering who I was staring at them. She noticed him and spun around to find me glaring at the back of her head. I was ready and I stood tall. I even had a forward lean.
“Lucas!” she said in great surprise. She pulled her hand off the guy’s lap and pulled away from the huddle they’d been sharing. “What are you doing here?” Her voice cracked.
“What are you doing here?” I put it right back on her.
She stammered and gestured toward the guy but her words failed her. She didn’t know what to say.
The guy put out his hand as though to offer to shake mine, and said, “Tomas.”
I didn’t shake his hand. I just looked at it like he was offering me a piece of garbage and looked back up at Charlotte. I didn’t say anything — I put all the onus on her to speak, knowing full well she was hardly able to say anything at the best of times.
Tomas, as his name turned out to be, broke the silence, but I still didn’t take my eyes off Charlotte. “So you’re Lucas,” he said in a way to make me think Charlotte had mentioned me. I still didn’t look at him. “She’s some gal, you’re Charlotte,” he said, and he wrapped his arm around her shoulder and pulled her against him.
I didn’t expect that and now it was me who was stuck for words. I stared at his hand clutching her shoulder tightly.
“She was just going to text you,” he went on. “She’s not coming home tonight.”
I studied his eyes and his face and saw the most hateful, loathsome creature I’d ever laid eyes on. But I also scanned quickly around the cafe and didn’t think a fist fight was the idea just then and there. Besides, I was pretty sure I’d end up on the wrong side of that. Mostly, however, I felt just pure awe. Of all the things I had imagine he’d say when I was driving down intent on confronting them, that was nowhere in my list of possibilities and I was caught off guard by it.
I looked at Charlotte but she only stared at the floor biting her lip. I said, “Charlotte, that’s enough,” and I held out my hand for her to take so I could bring her out of there and into my car and home. But she didn’t take my hand. She glanced at it but looked at the floor again. Tomas’ hand was on her back rubbing her — much like what I’d witnessed that night in the parking lot.
“Charlotte!” I said again.
“I’ll be home later,” she nearly whispered.
“She’ll be home before noon tomorrow,” Tomas spoke up.
I stared at the top of Charlotte’s head. She raised her face to mine and said, “I’ll be home by noon.” She swallowed and never looked prettier or in fact sexier for some reason in that moment. “Tomorrow,” she barely was able to squeeze out.
I was stunned. I was broadsided, destroyed, crumpled like paper inside. I had no idea anymore what planet I was on. Of course I had no response — it was an impossibly unexpected reply. I was frozen even as they both brushed against me to pass walking together through to the back of the cafe. I turned to stare and she looked over her shoulder back at me and fluttered her fingers in a tiny wave to me and with an expression on her face as if to say, “I can’t help it.”
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It was Saturday the next day. It was 2 PM when Tomas car rolled up in our driveway. I swallowed and felt the blood leave my face again. I expected her to climb out and I was unprepared when he turned the car off and got out too. She held his hand as she lead the way up our steps and came in the front door. I felt like someone caught or trapped when I realized she was bringing him inside our house. I didn’t know whether to challenge and fight or run and hide. I thought she had made some weird decision that we all had to talk things out. I gulped and my head spun.
But all she said was, “I hope you don’t mind.”
Don’t mind what? My mind raced. She lead him into our den and sat him down on the couch. I followed, She said to him, “Can I get you a beer? A whiskey?”
“Beer’s good,” he said.
I followed her into the kitchen. She went into the fridge and pulled out two beers.
“Charlotte,” I said.
She turned to me as though surprised. “Mm?” she said like nothing odd was going on.
“What’s happening?” I said.
“What’s happening with what?” she replied.
“What’s he doing here?” I said like something incredibly obvious was not being acknowledged.
“Oh,” she kept playing it strangely cool. “We just wanted to hang out a bit. It’s okay, isn’t it?”
I felt like I had missed something crucial, like a month in a coma where this had become something normal. “Hang out?” I said incredulously.
She went back to the den opening the beers as she walked. She handed one to Tomas. I had assumed the other was for me and followed, now curious about what was playing out. But the other beer wasn’t for me, it was for her. Another first. She never drank beer.
I sat in the chair opposite the couch willing to play this scene out and see where it was going. I felt lightheaded, as though I were in a dream or on some kind of strange drugs. I felt like I was watching us three as though in a movie, as though it wasn’t really me and that wasn’t really Charlotte.
Tomas had found a football game to watch. And so we sat there, the three of us, watching a football game — even though I hadn’t don’t that in years and Charlotte for sure had never done that in her life. Hours like this passed by and weird as it was, the more time passed without anyone talking about it, the more weird became normal in a way.
Charlotte removed herself leaving Tomas and I in the room alone. I could hear that she was in the kitchen pulling some dinner together. I felt like I was floating, like I wasn’t even inhabiting my body. She came back in with a big spread of finger food and announced happily, “dinner!” She put it down on the coffee table and though I wanted to scream, I was also hungry and the stuff smelled good.
We tucked in. Tomas said, “So Lucas, what do you do?”
I answered before I realized I was talking to a man who had earlier laid claim to my wife right in front of me, to a man who I witnessed making love to my wife in a parking lot. “Architect.”
“Cool,” he said.
That was all that was said. We finished eating and Charlotte took the plates back in. When she returned, she turned down the lights real low and went onto the couch beside Tomas. “My turn,” she squealed, turning off the sports talk and finding a movie to watch. I was foolish enough the whole time to think the point eventually was to talk about what was going on. But she found a movie and leaned back on the couch, propping her feet up on the edge of the coffee table and settling in.
“Nother beer?” she said to Tomas.
“Sounds good,” he said, patting her.
“Honey,” she said to me, “Do you mind?”
I was too appalled at her request to think about the best way to refuse it and ended up going to the fridge to get Tomas a beer. I brought it back and handed it to him because I didn’t know what else I was supposed to do.
Charlotte seemed to nestle against him, but in the darkness, I couldn’t be sure and I was nervous about staring at them. “Honey,” she murmured again. “It’s a bit cold, can you run get me my throw?”
I wanted to shake my head, I wanted to guffaw, I wanted to say, to scream, “No!” But I got up and got her wool throw from the hall closet. She spread it over herself and I noticed she went to some trouble to spread it over Tomas’ lap too.
I peeked through the corner of my eye trying to not get caught staring, trying to make it seem as though I could play this game too and pretend we were all just friends watching a show at night. I was dying to know where she was taking this charade. Charlotte shifted and adjusted and each time, seemed to be closer up against Tomas. I couldn’t believe it. I looked over and saw Tomas move as though shifting his position. I pushed back my chair into a deep recline as though I were able to relax just like they were. But in doing so I was able to gain a better vantage point for happenings on the couch without being noticed. It was dark and the screen threw up shifting shadows, but the blanket over Tomas’s lap was unmistakably moving up and down in a rhythmic pattern, even if it was barely noticeable.
When the show was over, I decided to put my foot down and end things. “Time for bed,” I said and stood up. I meant that it was high time for Tomas to get the hell out and my wife to come upstairs with me. I cleared my throat even.
Charlotte said, “You go on up, honey, I’ll be up shortly.”
I stood and stared at her. She looked up at me. Did she in that long moment of each of us staring each other down still have her hand inside his pants? “I think it’s time,” I said firmly.
“I’ll be right up,” she said.
There was nothing for me to do but to go upstairs. After I finished in the bathroom and pulled the sheets back and fluffed our pillows, she was still not up. I crawled in bed with my book and tried to read but I could not focus. A half hour passed and still I heard nothing. When an hour went by, I decided it was time to investigate.
If they were up to something, I didn’t want to give them a warning and decided to sneak downstairs and surprise them and catch them in the act. I got down the stairs without making a creak and still heard nothing. Had he in fact left without my noticing, and had she fallen asleep on the couch? I crept carefully through the living room toward the archway into the den. The flicker of the screen on the opposite wall told me a show was still on. The couch was against the wall separating the two rooms and I got to the other side of it unseen.
I heard sounds but not seeing the screen, I couldn’t be sure it wasn’t the show. The sounds were those of someone breathing hard and stifling her murmurs. It sounded like someone was gagged. She show was a conversation and I realized the sounds were those of either Charlotte or Tomas. The murmurs became moans. I then heard Tomas’ voice say, “Yeah, baby,” and I realized the muffled moans were those of Charlotte. Still I could not understand what they meant.
I got on my hands and knees to avoid being seen and carefully poked my head out through the archway and around the corner to see what I could see of the couch. I was under its side. I could see up at Tomas’ face and I realized his eyes were shut and his head was leaning back low on the back of the couch. Confused, I stretched out further around the edge of the arm of the couch. I saw Charlotte on her knees between Tomas’ legs. I peered from the floor and saw her face moving down in his lap. I raised myself a little and saw her lips retract to reveal, slowly, carefully, Tomas’ cock from deep inside her mouth. I watched her unaware of me to her side below her as she wrapped her hand around his saliva coated cock and smiled at him and giggled slightly and licked her lips as though her were a delicious treat to her.
She pumped his erection in her fist and proceeded to wrap her lips around his cock again, pressing her head down and taking it almost entirely into her mouth and throat. I was struck with paralysis. She lifted off him again and said in a half-whisper, “Would you like to come on my face, baby?”
He laughed and stroked her hair with his hands. She went down on him with renewed vigor, swirling her tongue around him and gyrating her head down so his cock I could even see poked inside her throat. When he groaned and tapped her shoulder, she pulled off like it was herself who was about to orgasm, and she pumped him hard looking up in his face with eyes and lips and hair looking like the hottest, most incredibly sexy woman I had ever seen. When he ejaculated, it was as though she did too, closing her eyes and apparently loving his shots of come covering her face. When he subsided, she licked his cock and her hand and swallowed what she could catch. She laughed up at him and rose onto her feet and turned to get towels.
She noticed me on the floor then. She stopped in her tracks but only for a moment before carrying on. I tried to get off the floor but it was as though I was buried under cement. I also didn’t want to move because then Tomas would know that I was there. She returned with her face cleaned up and brought hot soaked towels to wipe him up. She ignored me still lying there beside the couch. While she cleaned up I slinked away and went back upstairs.
A while later, I heard the front door close and his car start and pull out. I heard her come up the stairs and go to the shower. I waited in bed. She came out and climbed between the sheets beside me. “Honey,” I said.
“Not now,” she replied. She seemed to be quickly asleep.
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The following Saturday unfolded in a very similar way. It was as though every new and unexpected thing then quickly became the new baseline normal upon which the next level of absurdity and outrage would be played.
Her hand was under the blanket in the dark during the show clearly stroking his cock. But I didn’t have to guess at that because both of them didn’t bother hiding things when the blanket slid off their bodies. I again was in paralysis unable to think or do anything, even when my wife, moving slowly as though she was hiding anything, ducked down in his lap and took him in her mouth. It was like I wasn’t there.
He got up suddenly and stripped himself naked between me and the screen, just in case I wasn’t aware of what was going on. I saw Charlotte glance at me unsure but he yanked her up and took her clothes off too. She didn’t resist in the slightest way. I was appalled and disgusted but though I peeled my eyes open and shook my head, they didn’t stop.
They hugged in front of me pressing their naked bodies together and I dug my nails into the arms of my chair angrily. Charlotte glanced at me but only between gasps and moans — she was sliding further into ecstasy and away from me by the moment. He picked her up and she dutifully, instantly, locked her ankles around his back and draped her body, small lithe and eager, from his shoulders. He entered her, I could see in the light of the screen his cock disappear insider her, and if there was any doubt, her gasp and moan gave it away. She pressed her face into his neck and her hair flew over his face and she shrieked. I saw my wife pump her body against Tomas.
I could barely breath. But nor could I tear my eyes off the scene. It felt like I was a patient in a mental hospital, or a coma ward. I tried to shout, to speak, but no sound came out and I tried to pound my fist but I could not peel my hands off the chair. Tomas leaned over me with my wife’s body clinging to the front of his. He lowered her down onto me so that her body, light and small, naked and smooth and hot, laid on top of mine. I felt Tomas’ hands on my wrists lift me off the arms of the chair and he placed them on Charlotte’s knees. He pressed my arms so that, gripping my wife’s knees, I opened her thighs up wide in front of him. My wife’s hair was in my face and I could smell her body and her sex. She had perfumed herself for him. I could look down over her neck and see her breasts and her hard erect nipples. I looked further down and could see in the light of the screen her pussy, open, full, and glistening.
Tomas stood in front and looked down at my wife laying on top of me her legs spread wide. She began to moan in anticipation and her body began to buck for him. He stroked his cock and stepped a foot on the edge of the chair. She moaned and yearned and he let her take his cock in her mouth because she wanted it so badly. He pushed it in and she still wanted more. She begged.
I could feel her body writhe and twist on top of me. Tomas nudged me again and unable to resist, I opened my wife’s legs wider for him. He leaned his hands on the arms of the chair and lowered himself until his cock head touched my wife’s swollen pussy lips. She cried out and tried to lift her hips off me to meet him, to suck him inside her. But Tomas had other ideas. He leaned his legs against her open thighs and again he pulled at my wrist. I was dizzy and overcome with confusion. He wrapped my hand around his cock and began to stroke himself with my hand. I of course wanted to stop, to pull away. But I couldn’t.
He let my hand go and started to push his hips toward my wife’s open hips. His aim was off and the head of his cock pushed against her stomach. Charlotte whined and moaned and squirmed and bucked on top of me. I gripped his cock in my hand and pulled and steered him so the head of his cock met the soaking wet lips of my panting wife. I pushed him into her by reaching around his back and urging him. He buried himself into my wife and she screamed with a breath that sounded like she was dying.
I nearly passed out. Tomas began to fuck my wife hard with all his weight and she cried out so loud in my ear I didn’t even hear myself cry out, “Yes! Yes!” He jolted her so hard my breath was pounding out of my lungs. She orgasmed on top of me and when she did, he lost himself too, and his come was so much, it ran out of her and I could feel it, hot and sticky, cover my own crotch.
When he pulled out, he pulled my wife, rag doll and worn out, off of me. “Baby,” she moaned. He steered her upstairs. When I came to several minutes later, I took off my clothes and went upstairs. I could hear moaning behind our bedroom door. I was ready for anything. But when I turned the knob, I found it was locked. I knocked but they didn’t hear or didn’t want to answer. I slumped against my own locked bedroom door and heard my wife, some time later, squealing, shrieking and panting again.
The night passed like a strange dream. I slept naked curled up on the floor outside the door and woke up in a daze every few hours to the sound of the headboard pounding the wall, of my wife crying out, and her giggling. I was still asleep when they rose and I didn’t have time to move before they opened the door. She laughed a little and stepped over me, and so did he, wearing my robe.
By the time I gathered whatever dignity I had left and made my own way downstairs, I found her sitting in his lap at the kitchen table, her legs swinging while they giggled and she fed him breakfast and coffee. I sat down too. It was like they didn’t notice me, but Charlotte did push what remained on the plate toward me without looking. She kissed him deeply as I ate what they left behind.
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“We’re going out,” she told me.
“Where?” I asked. But she just shook her head like I was silly to ask.
I heard his car leave. “He’s going to change and come back and get me.” She was putting on deep red lipstick and eye shadow that killed. I watched her in panties and bra check herself in the bathroom mirror. “Babe?” she said when she came out. I was sitting on the edge of the bed. She was a totally different person. She straddled my lap and threw her arms around my neck and kissed my forehead.
I moaned against her wanting to kiss her mouth but she turned her face away from me.
“When we get home,” she said softly, “Can you . . . “ she trailed off.
“Can I what?” I stroked her skin and tried to touch her breasts, her bra, but she pushed my hand away.
“Can you not be around?” She kissed my forehead again.
“I know it’s hard, but . . . “ she trailed off again.
“What do you mean, like not seen?” I wanted to say there was something wrong about her going out, and about her coming home with him, but instead my stupid mind was locked on the issue of whether I was to be involved at all.
“Tomas doesn’t like it when you watch,” she said.
“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I protested. “Am I supposed to stay upstairs or something?” I was outraged all over again.
“Well,” she said, rolling her eyes. “We’re going to be up here most of the time I think.” She said it in a shy voice.
I was stunned. “Where am I supposed to be? Waiting in the fucking car?”
“No silly,” she said. She kissed my forehead again. “He’s got an apartment near the cafe,” she said. She leaned over and scooped up a key that was already there on the bedside table. She dangled it in front of my face. “See?”
I took it from her hand in amazement. I wanted to throw it, I wanted to shout. But she squirmed her lithe little body in my lap and my mind clouded. She squealed and wiggled and wrapped her arms around my neck tighter. “Thanks babe,” she said.
I stared at the key in my hand as she lifted herself off of me and went to her closet and began trying on various nightclub dresses. “Bring over some stuff if you want,” she called over her bare shoulder. “Tomas doesn’t mind. You should make yourself at home there.”
“I don’t know the address,” I said, as though that were the biggest problem.
“Oh!” she said, grabbing her phone. She texted it to me even though I was in the same room. She began switching between panties, checking her look in the big mirror. “We’re going to be back around midnight, so could you, like . . . “
“Be gone, you’re saying?” I shook my head.
She shrugged and looked over her sweet round shoulder at me sympathetically. When his car pulled up she applied her finishing touches. She looked amazing — and white hot. And she glowed like a woman knowing she was going to get her own brains fucked out sooner than later.
Tomas didn’t need to ring the bell or knock, I noted. I heard a key turn the lock in the front door and I heard him enter and go to the kitchen where heard the pop and hiss of a beer being opened. Charlotte squealed and fitted her earring and lifted her leg behind her when she leaned against me and kissed me on my cheek. She almost danced her way down the hall and the stairs.
When I heard the front door close, I looked out our bedroom window. I saw her press herself against him and kiss him at the passenger door to his car. When he climbed in the other side, I saw her speedily lean down in his lap. Even before the car was out of the driveway, I saw her hair flow over his face and I watched her kiss him long and deeply.
I packed my travelling bag and went to find this apartment. It was small and cramped by charming. It was furnished by someone not staying long. And it was a block from the cafe. I went downstairs and up the street and found a stool in the window. I wrapped my hands around the mug and stared at the cars going up the street all night. Just before 12, I saw Tomas’ car. It stopped behind others waiting at the red light. He seemed alone — until I saw Charlotte’s head pop up from his lap. She kissed his face all over. When the light went green, her head went down again in his lap. They were headed in the direction of my house.
I went back up the street to his apartment and climbed the stairs to his door. I laid in his bed and masturbated as I imagined my wife Charlotte riding Tomas enthusiastically in our bed probably at that very moment. I came when I imagined her fingers entwined with his, and pressing his hands into her bouncing breasts, her head thrown back, her hair swaying, his hips pounding up into her, and her shrieking in pleasure. I was so angry I used his bed sheet to wipe up the come on my hand and stomach and left it like that, falling asleep.




Take My Hotwife











I watched through the tiny gaps in my straw hat as Caitlyn strolled back and forth repeatedly along the edge of the pool past all the other cabanas. First, it was to get a towel. Then it was to order another drink. One time, it looked to me like a pointless loop around the pool.
I kept my shade hat down low over my eyes but I watched each time as she seemed to slow down to a saunter past one cabana in particular. Each time the man there saw her coming, casually but with certainty, he checked over his shoulder to see that his own wife was still flat down on her stomach with her eyes closed.
Caitlyn had a slim, lithe body. It rippled like a leopard’s as she walked, all grace and economy. Her heels curled off the sidewalk like she was executing a dance move. She wore a blinding white bikini with extra straps and tassels hanging off everywhere. Her hair was tied up in a cute college-girl ponytail and her glasses were big, circular, and dark. The only evidence of any ill intent was how she slowed down in front of that one guy, once even pausing right in front of him as though she needed to stop right there to drink from her straw.
The guy straight-up watched Caitlyn pass and this time I was sure I saw her peer back at him over the top of her glasses. She came back to the foot of our cabana. “Gonna go inside for a shower, babe, you stay here,” she said.
“Gotcha,” I said without lifting the hat off my face.
When she left the pool area through the gate and toward the bungalows, she glanced over her shoulder with what could have been a smile to me. It could also have been toward that guy across the pool — paranoia always depends on your state of mind. I watched her saunter all the way up the walk. She turned again when she reached our bungalow door. She entered its shadowy world but she didn’t close our door all the way.
A minute later, the guy across the pool stood up and said to his dozing wife loud enough for me to hear, “Gonna go grab a shower, hon.” The coincidence, in retrospect, was a red flag.
“I’ll come too,” I could hear her say.
“Naw, you’re too comfortable. I’m just cleaning off. Back in a bit,” he said.
“Okay,” I could hear her answer. I watched her adjust herself back into a slumber.
The guy strolled as though in no rush but he looked across the pool toward my cabana as though checking on the general awareness of all involved. I appeared to him to be sleeping, however, and well tucked away under my hat. My heart on the other hand began to pound hard when I realized what he and my wife appeared to be considering.
I rolled onto my stomach in such a way I could watch the door to our bungalow still through my hat. The man checked again over his shoulder and at the fork in the path, took the one to our door. I watched with shock and astonishment as he tentatively edged my door open with his foot then slip inside before closing it behind him.
How can I describe what I felt? My heart was pounding so ferociously I was sure I was headed for heart attack. Even if I wanted to get up and go there, I didn’t think my legs would hold me without wobbling and dropping me hard on the pool patio. I looked around aghast but no one else had noticed what just transpired, and why would they?
In dreams, we sometimes try to scream but have no voice, or try to run, but have no legs. It’s how I felt looking at the man’s blithely unaware wife across the pool — parlayed, frozen, terrified. I wanted to charge to our room. But I could not move.
I managed on trembling arms to push myself up into a sitting position and I sweated. My mind raced through all the possibilities. Kill them? I had a hard time killing a fish I caught once and never landed a fist in anger in my life. Storm the bungalow and confront them? And then what? I thought I could pack my bags and leave, just go home, push her stuff into the garage and tell her to go find somewhere else to live. I thought of just walking away then and there and disappear from her life and go make myself a new one.
About 30 minutes passed before I was startled to see the door open again. The man came out with a furtive glance to the pool before darting through the shrubs and to his own and his wife’s bungalow. My mind filled with violence. Then Caitlyn came out. She closed the door behind her and wore a wide-brim white hat. She saw me and waved and smiled. She held the hat on her head when a breeze came and made her careful stepping way back toward our cabana. “Hi honey,” she said to me, leaning over and pecking me on the forehead. “I’m famished, should we go find something to eat?” she said.
I was aghast at her acting. I was so stunned, my mind reeled so crazily, I could say or do nothing but play along. All during the walk and the dinner, it was like that, me stunned searching for words, her chattering away like she had merely borrowed a cup of sugar from the neighbor.
In bed, she stroked me till I came and smiled and patted me.
We went to a show the following night and one of the attractions for Caitlyn was the promise of a dance lesson after the show given by the performers, followed by a dance club night on the set of the show. The show was a tribute to Thriller. I didn’t want dance lessons and sat instead at the poker tables going on at the same time down the other side of the room. My wife, being that kind of personality, ended up with the Jackson-playing lead of the show for her teacher. I glanced over while losing hand after hand to catch sight of her leaning closer against the man as time wore on. I knew that look.
She came up to me and whispered in my ear, “Honey, they have to go now so the crew can get the set ready for the club, but he wants to keep teaching me, do you mind?”
What could I say? “Where?”
“They have rehearsal space behind,” she said all excited — too excited. She popped up and sped off before I agreed. She wouldn’t have cared if I didn’t anyway. She ran up to the lead and squeezed right up against him. I watched her grab his hand when he turned to lead her away through black curtains. He turned and glanced over his shoulder as he let her through the curtain in front of him. He saw me and lingered a second. I knew what the look meant.
I played cards another thirty minutes with my mind spinning and my eyes locked on the curtain through which my wife had disappeared. At one point, my mind turning over and over, I got up to take a break and stretch. I wandered through the set the crew was still setting up. I edged closer to the curtains keeping myself as unnoticed as possible. I found the seam my wife disappeared through a half-hour earlier with the Michael Jackson dude and glanced back as I went through in search of them.
I found a hall of rooms closed with curtains and peeked into one. It was an actor’s dressing room. There were a dozen of them. I stepped lightly between them toward the end of the hallway. Under the hem of the last room, I saw light emanating. There was a lot of noise from the crew moving equipment and stages out front. It wasn’t until I got up right beside the curtain that I was abruptly struck by the sound of repeatedly surprised-sounding cries. I looked up the hallway and saw no one. I got down on my hands and knees and moved forward, edging myself by the nose up to the bottom of the curtain. I could hear a voice now distinct and rhythmic panting and crying as though someone was being repeatedly stabbed. I slowly turned my head toward the gap under the curtain. I could see the back of the legs and feet of some man. I pressed forward further and twisted my head under the curtain. I could look up only far enough to see someone’s bare ass — their pants were down around the knees. I looked further up. Women’s feet were dangling, bouncing, over the man’s shoulders. When I worked out what was going on, I could see the woman’s hands tightly gripping the man’s wrists where he held her thighs against his body. That close, I could hear the slap of the man’s legs into the woman’s upturned ass. I could hear her rhythmic moan of sexual pleasure. I had never seen anyone fucking before and had barely even heard anyone fucking. Now I was six feet away some guy pounding his cock into some woman’s pussy so noisily and roughly I could hear the slushy sound telling me how wet she was.
I went back to the poker table unsure what to think. My wife still had not appeared. In my distracted state and darkening, suspicious mood, I hit a strange winning streak. In my mounting rage, I gambled over and over with all I had until I had hundreds of dollars piled up. The music started, the lights went down, and the club was on. My wife re-emerged from behind the black curtain and told me she needed to shower but that we “Must! Really must!” come back to dance.
We walked back hurriedly. She talked about how good the lessons were and how her mind “was filled, completely filled!” with things he taught her, things that she might someday show me. But that, apparently, would come later, because when I went to join her in the shower, she was nearly scandalized as though there wasn’t a worse thing she could imagine.
We made our way back to the club. She could hardly wait and I was embarrassed for her the way she wore her lust on her sleeve. I had to also admit that she was radiant and striking with how she made her hair and how she wore her makeup and the short, sequin-spotted tight dress she wore. She was easily the hottest little number at the club.
She danced to every song. I eventually had to sit down. By then she and the rest of the club-goers were several all-expense paid shots into a heady night and couples weren’t so much as dancing with each other as they were half drunkenly grinding and groping en masse like a dry-humping orgy. I couldn’t see much even from a few feet away because it was dark punctuated with moving, flashing stage lights. It became increasingly more difficult to spot my wife. The last I saw of her, she was in the middle of the group that was all thrusting and bouncing together as one. I saw men without shirts on and hands roaming torsos. I squinted and stood to get a better look, but then felt like a creeper and slinked back down in my seat. I thought I saw a bare woman’s breast. I saw hands all over bodies. I swore I saw a woman’s butt in only a thong stick out and ride on a man’s leg. Clothes were being dropped on the floor. I was dizzy from the lights and incessant beat of the music. I thought I saw my wife’s little black dress with the strokes of sequins on it on the floor being pushed aside by bare feet. I went onto the stage to pick it up and try to find her and drag her out of it, but I couldn’t find her. Nobody was able to hear me, the music was beating too powerfully. That close, I saw women in underwear and men naked.
She suddenly appeared behind me and tugged at my shoulder. She was mad at me. “What are you doing? You’re perving!” she yelled at me over the music and laughed. I held up her dress I found on the floor. “I wore my bathing suit underneath, silly!” she shouted, showing me her body in her hot pink bikini. “Isn’t this so much fun!” she said and she pushed back into the throbbing crowd. She turned to face me just when men’s hands groped her waist and another pair reached around to cover her breasts. She made a half-hearted attempt to peel them off then looked at me and shrugged. She turned to face herself  into the mass of human flesh and I lost sight of her again. But not before I saw the Jackson actor in the middle of it all, too, and topless. And not before I saw my wife appear in front of him, her hands wrapping around his neck, pulling his face down to hers, and kissing him, long and lustfully in the middle of the dance floor.
She came to my table to catch her breath. “We going soon?” I yelled at her over the music.
She looked at me and tilted her head. She said, “Why don’t you go? I’ll be fine here, I’m not ready to go back yet. But you’re tired,” she said.
I told her I didn’t mind waiting. “Honey, it’s not a great feeling knowing you’re waiting for me. Why don’t you go back, get a nice shower, dip in the pool, and go to bed? I’ll be along later.”
She began to insist. I didn’t feel comfortable but nor did I feel like sitting there watching these people. I told her, “Do what you want,” and made my way back to our room. An hour later I went back out and down to the club. Everything had been shut down and no one was there. The lights were off. I found my way backstage again but the actor change rooms were all dark, including the one I spied on earlier. Caitlyn was nowhere to be found. There was nothing I could do but go back. An hour passed before she finally crept through our door.
“Where were you?” I said in the darkness.
“Dancing! All night! The club just closed now,” she said. “So worn out!” she added, making her way to the shower. She was wearing her dress again. But I saw she was carrying her pink bathing suit scrunched up in her hand. I peeked around the edge of the bed to see her strip off her dress. She was wearing nothing underneath. I lingered with my gaze on her body as she seemed to be examining herself before stepping in the shower. Bruises? Fingernail scratches? I honestly wondered if she had been fucking Jacko and if she might have still had his cum in her pussy. But damn she was statuesque from behind.
We had a lazy day the next day reading and eating. I didn’t want to trigger big things by bringing up my “paranoias” as she called them. The truth was, there was a fascination about it all for me. I noticed a long time ago that when I was confronted by scenes that are to me the height of injustice or cruelty, a part of me turns off. It’s as though, with a flashlight in the forest, you come across a blue hand in the leaves and you turn the light off to avoid feeling what it would make you feel to see that it was real and a part of a decomposing body. At first, that time at the cabanas, my heart raced and my body trembled. But it also settled down. I became like a puppeteer moving my hand inside my body, but not the body itself. I created reactions and speech and motion by artifice. The walk, the dinner, even peering under the curtain of the change room were moments not of negative feelings as such, but the true opposite of happiness — nothingness.
I experienced it fleetingly before, but on this holiday, I experienced a new level coupled with the phenomenon of it being sustained. I knew it from childhood experiences with my narcissistic mother. In adult life, I felt it briefly like a shadow cast by a single cloud passing under the sun on an otherwise clear blue sky. I used to marvel at it as though it might have been a portal into another parallel world, I imagined, but it was always brief. This time, on this holiday, it was sustained over an afternoon, and then an evening at the club, and then a whole night and the next day when she didn’t come home till nearly morning. I didn’t confront her with it. If I didn’t tell the truth, it was not because I was afraid or because I was too weak. It was because I was too fascinated by the endurable feeling of nothingness, of no feeling. The only thing I could compare it to would be getting blindingly drunk, but not feeling any ill effects of drink like dizziness, slurring, or motor control issues, just the real-time black-out effect.
When she went to get us food, I didn’t mind that she was gone for an hour. As soon as I realized she was gone longer than maybe the 15 minutes it should have taken, that feeling of not feeling returned through my veins like some new and good drug. She came back finishing a paper plate of food giving me the few scraps that were left. She laughed. “Sorry honey, I didn’t realize how hungry I was! I can go back and get some more,” she said, fully ready to do just that. I didn’t laugh but it was questionable what she’d be going back for, and with my permission too. She giggled like a busted person who would still deny everything.
“Hey,” she said, helping herself to the morsels she had handed to me. “‘Some people are having a beach party at midnight! Doesn’t that sound fun!”
She knew I had allergic reactions to sandflies and that the beach at night was covered in them. I smiled sourly.
“Oh right, the flies.” She pouted sympathetically at me, tilting her head. “It’s a bunch of college guys. And girls too. Probably. Really fun!”
I nodded as though interested.
“They have music too. And a glowing frisbee! Ha!” She scanned around the grounds. “They invited me and said for you to come too.”
I shrugged and smiled. “What are you going to do, eh,” I said.
“It’s a full moon too,” she said. “A pretty good night for something like that. Don’t get to do this at home.”
“No doubt,” I agreed.
“They said they swiped a bunch of bottles at the free bar, aren’t they crazy!”
“Crazy!” I agreed.
“Hey,” she said, “I can go, and then call you and you can hear what it’s like!”
“You could,” I said. My face felt like it was made of plaster. I looked at my hand and rubbed my finger and thumb together and marveled at the depth of numbness.
“There’s an open beach-house like a shelter the resort lets you book. So you can make a lot of noise and not bother people.”
“That’s thoughtful,” I nodded. I secretly dug my nail into my forearm till blood beaded on my skin and still felt nothing. It was like the way people say to test if you’re dreaming.
“Welp,” she said, slapping her knees with her hands. “I’m going to go down later when it’s on. You can come if you like.”
“I know,” I smiled.
“You can join the party, I mean it, they invited you too,” she said.
“That’s fine,” I nodded.
She went inside to get ready. I could see inside our room from the big round lounger on our patio. She shaved her pussy and doused herself with perfume there and on her breasts. She tried on every bathing suit and underwear set she had. They all looked sexy. She tried various dresses on, sashaying each one in front of the mirror to see how she looked dancing. She styled her hair and took longer with a more careful application of makeup than I had ever witnessed of her. I saw her make her dress fall down off her shoulders and to the floor repeatedly, which was odd.
It was after midnight when she finally came out onto the patio. “Walk me down at least?” she said. She took my arm and was unable to stop chattering all the way, she was so excited. When we got near, it looked like only three college guys were there so far. 
“Caitlyn!” one of them shouted when he saw her. He came up to her and said, “Come on!” grabbing her hand off my arm without noticing me.
She shrugged and chuckled over her shoulder at me as though it was out of her control. She also had the look on her face of someone delighted to have made new friends. She gave me a tiny, discreet finger wave just before the other two guys crowded around her. The beach house was really a large cabana with nothing more than tied back curtains and a massive bed facing the ocean and the moon. I retreated across a lawn in the dark and sat on the top of a table there, unseen. I wanted to see if anyone else came to the party. By one o’clock, no one had.
They played and wrestled and I could hear on the breeze my wife shriek and laugh on the beach. Darkness obscured things and there were long periods of no sound that I could hear. Finally, I saw the white curtains of the cabana unfurl and billow, settling down to hide the inside. Dim lights came on inside. The ocean was too loud and there was the music besides, so nothing could be heard. But the design of the beach cabana was poorly thought-out. With the white curtains down and the lights on inside, everything could be seen in undulating silhouette cast against the sides of the breeze-buffeted curtains.
Perhaps it was okay. I looked around and noted that no one was around this part of the resort property at night and I was the only person who could see the shadow play. Perving again, I guess she would call it. I moved around to another table that gave a fuller, more square-on view. I could see the slender long arms of my wife rise above the graceful waves of her rising and falling hair and I could see an amorphous shape obscure her before falling way giving a sharper, more defined view of her body. I tilted my head and squinted. That sure looked like her taking her dress off.
I saw arms and heads move in every direction. If it wasn’t my wife in there with three virile college men, it would have been a strikingly beautiful shadow play. The rolling ocean breakers, the beating tunes, and the crickets in the nearby marshy creek soothed me into a near-dream state of half reality, half imagination. At moments I was convinced I was focusing so hard I was making up anything going on inside beyond four people talking and drinking and dancing. Then I would see unmistakably the abruptness of the shadow of what had to be a cock, and the equally unmistakable silhouette of my wife’s facial profile, mouth open, hand upturned, merging with and obscuring the shadow of the cock. If there was any doubt, the bobbing back and forth of her head dashed it. I leaned my head forward as though that would give me a better view. I blinked and rubbed my eyes. But there was little doubt about how to interpret the shadow I was now seeing.
There was another flurry of action and then I saw the silhouette of my wife seemingly removing her bra and then squatting it looked like, to take off her panties. I saw her position herself over what was obviously an erect cock of a man lying on his back. With her ass sticking up high, I thought I saw another man’s body stand behind her. I saw his body push at her with his hips and I saw her body jolt, even as it was head down, bobbing on that other body beneath her.
In another configuration after another flurry of action, she seemed to be riding the other man facing backward, and when I finally figured it out, I realized the other two men were kneeling side by side and her head was moving back and forth between their two straight-out thick cocks.
There was another reconfiguration and then I saw what had to be her legs straight up in the air. I saw them drape over someone’s shoulders.  I saw her on her back. I pondered her standing to bend over. And sometimes, I could only see limbs and torsos and hair and could not make out what exactly was going on, other than that it was rhythmic and jolting.
I left, but not before noticing a sign specifying rules of use of the beach party cabana, which included “closed at 2 AM.” I went to our room and jerked off and fell asleep. I was awakened an hour or so later. At first, I didn’t know where I was or what woke me up. I clutched at the empty bedsheets beside me and then remembered that I left her at the party. Then I heard it again: a murmured stranger’s voice. I leaned up on my elbows and saw the silhouette shadow play again, only this time, it was against the room curtains. The lights on our patio outside were on. I heard water as though someone was in our swim-out pool. I was alarmed at first, but then I heard my wife’s stifled laughter and remembered the sign about closing at 2. I checked my phone. It was 2:15.
I couldn’t hear perfectly because the patio door was closed to keep the aircon in. I crept close to the curtains. It was only occasionally that a shadow threw itself there. Just when I was trying to make out who might be where, the light went out. I cast around inside. No lights were on inside either so they wouldn’t see my shadow on the other side of the curtain. I listened but heard nothing. I slowly and gently began to lift the edge of the curtain away from the wall and pulled it up to see out a tiny space of the glass patio door. Still, I saw nothing till nearly my whole gawking face was filling the window. I finally made out the mysterious shape at water level at the side of the pool. It was a black mass moving in a slow undulating fashion. I made my eyes adjust to the dark and realized it wasn’t one head, it was two, one almost above the other. The other was leaning back on the edge of the pool, probably, I calculated, a guy sitting on the ledge the pool a couple feet under the surface. The undulations I realized might be the back of my wife who was maybe, I realized, kneeling and straddling his lap and cradling his head in her arms and kissing him all over his face, by the look of it. I realized, scanning around, the other two guys were in the pool too, sitting apart on the ledge watching.
The movement of her silhouetted back was a beautiful thing to watch. She moved like a water nymph on him as though with every ounce of her being she wanted to please him sexually, to milk his cock with her pussy, to be his best fuck ever. Or so it sort of looked like to me. She began to dangle her head over his shoulder and sway more wildly upon him. I could see his hands wander her body both above and below the water, and take her breasts and squeeze them. I saw her drop her head back and hang on with her hands clasped around the back of his neck and pump her body hard and fast on him. I saw another of the men stir and come over and kiss her face where it hung for him like upside-down fruit, and his hands grab her breasts where they stuck up round and bold in the silver moonlight. It was all black masses, but that’s what it might have looked like.
Feeling nothing, I pulled the curtains fully aside. There was no notice from those in the pool, fucking or otherwise. I thrust the other half of the curtains aside and stood squarely facing the party in the pool filling the patio doors. My dramatic gestures fell on the blind. I thought I would be having palpitations and seizures, but I continued to feel absolutely nothing to the point of feeling high. I flicked the lock and pushed the patio door all the way open and stepped out into the still, humid night air.
That is when all my suspicions were laid bare. I could hear my wife’s voice moaning and yelping, I could see her whole body rising and falling as she rode the bull bucking up into her from below. Her delirious head rolled sideways and her eyes rose slowly up my frame to finally rest on my face. Her hair shook and her fists gripped the man’s shoulders. She bounced looking at me, and our eyes locked. Her mouth hung open and her shoulders rose up to her ears.
“Honey,” she said full of short breath and drained strength, “you weren’t supposed to wake up.” She continued to ride him no faster and no slower. She kept her eyes on mine. Her hands gripped the edge of the pool. His hands roamed over her shoulders and back. She curled and uncurled herself on him and took her eyes off mine only to obey the pressure of his hand on the back of her head pressing her face to his to kiss long and messily right in front of me. She pulled off the kiss and resumed crying and moaning in some kind of tantric delayed orgasmic state. I heard her say to the man, not necessarily for me to hear, “So fucking good baby.”
The other two men spoke to each other in conspiratorial tones and laughed and I caught them glancing up at me. One of them came behind my wife and perfunctorily pulled her off the man she was fucking and bent her roughly over the edge of the pool to mount her ass from behind. She didn’t resist, she only sucked air sharply through her clenched teeth with her arms outstretched across the patio. Her body was jolted as though repeatedly electrocuted. The man rammed himself into my wife. She seemed to be a bag of bones.
The third guy laughed and came over and took his turn. He walked over on the ledge dangling his cock. He snatched my wife’s body from the other man and they fought. The third guy won and laid my wife out on her back on the patio. He lifted her ankles to his shoulders and pushed himself into her. I was treated to the vision of my wife on her back nearly between my legs fully exposed, being fucked by the third guy standing on the ledge of the pool.
The first guy pushed me aside. “If you’re just gonna stand there doing nothing, buddy,” he said, and he shoved me again and knelt down on his hands and knees over my wife’s face so his large cock dangled against her lips. He held her face and drove himself into her mouth.
The one guy not fucking my wife stood beside me yanking on his cock. “Pretty fucking hot fuck that lady,” he said. I turned to him unable to find the words just as I saw him clench his face muscles, close his eyes and yank himself into shooting cum that I watched land on my wife’s belly and tits. “Yeah!” he cried out triumphantly. The guy fucking her mouth shouted, “Fucking eh!” and then shot so violently he couldn’t keep his cock in my wife’s mouth and shot a large load all over her face. She gasped and yearned to catch it in her mouth nonetheless and licked him as he kept coming in bits. The guy fucking her from the pool ledge laughed and then began to pound her harder. He pulled out at the last second and covered my wife with his shots and hit my leg and foot too.
All three whooped and hollered and high-fived each other like they’d just won something. They laughed and slapped each other’s backs and picked up their mounds of clothes and left through our patio door. They chanted something together that sounded like what members of a football team might. I could hear them out our door and up the walk toward the main hotel building, all the way fading into the distant ocean waves. I looked down. My wife’s hand had weakly grasped my ankle. She lay naked with large wads of come on her face, in her hair, over her lips and mouth, and running down her tits and stomach and legs, all silvery in the glowing moonlight. She blinked slowly.
“Baby,” she whispered up at me from the cement patio. “I’m so sorry.”
I helped her up and walked her to our shower. I tested the water for warmth before I escorted her under the spray. I soaped up a new cloth and I began at the top of her forehead dabbing and wiping. I turned her and wet her hair and filled my palm with shampoo. She leaned her hands into the wall of the shower as I gently massaged her scalp. I knelt in the shower to clean her stomach, her legs, and her groin. I patted her dry with a thick fluffy towel. I pulled the sheets back. I set her pillows. I spooned her from behind listening to her breathing drop and feeling her body take leave.
In the morning, she was quiet, reserved, and circumspect. My choices for breakfast were her choices, my time to leave and wander back was her time, my pace of walking was her pace. Our conversation over eggs and bacon under the rustling palm leaves and over the relentless slow wash of ocean rolls was light, shallow, and unconnected. It’s warmer today, yes it is, the breeze is up a bit, uh-huh, don’t forget sunscreen, right, bringing your book? Uh-huh.
When we got back to the door of our room, she turned me, rose up on her toes, and kissed me on my nose. “Thank you,” she as much as mouthed as spoke. We went inside and got about the business of getting ready for a day poolside in the sun in the cabanas. After an hour, I went to get us drinks and some extra towels. On my way back, I saw someone standing with his hands on his hips towering over Caitlyn where she laid on her sunning lounger. He was bouncing his shins off the side of her seat and I could tell he was laughing, as was my wife. When I got nearer, I confirmed it was one of the guys from the previous night. When I appeared on the opposite side of my wife’s lounger staring at him, he sneered, tugged his baseball cap more snuggly and backward over his head. “Tok is just going, weren’t you Tok,” my wife said, shading her eyes looking up at him even though she had sunglasses on. He nodded with that half-grin of his and said, “Y’all have a great day in paradise, bitches.”
I sat down facing the pool and felt horribly confused. “Why are you talking to him?” I shook my head. “After what they did to you last night?”
“He’s just a kid,” she pursed her lips.
“I don’t understand,” I said.
“It’s a new day,” she said, putting a period at the end of the conversation by rolling her head back and closing her eyes. But only 20 minutes later, she popped up. “Honey?” she said, shaking the cabana mattress where I was laying down. “I might want to do some shopping in the stores they have over by the entrance, maybe see some bathing suits or jewelry.”
I thought about it and said, “Okay, but let's stop at the room so I can get my other sandles on.”
“Oh, honey, I don’t want to bore you, and you have your book you want to read. You don’t want to hang around while I’m trying things on.” She shook her head firmly no at me.
“I don’t mind,” I said.
“Yes you will, and I’m going to feel rushed then.” She got up and folded her towel. “You’re staying here. Maybe I’ll be an hour or so.” She slipped on her sandals and with too much excitement waved her fingers at me and said, “Bye-bye!” She seemed to be rushing when normally she saunters around the place. The closest route to the shops would have been a left turn at the path past our room door. I watched carefully. She took a right.
I stared at her form shrinking down the path and I lost her in the grove of palms leading toward the main hotel building. I was startled by a man’s voice behind me. “Hey bud.” I jolted around. It was the guy who snuck into our room when my wife was there a few days ago. “I noticed you're here alone and my wife and I were wondering if you’d give us one of your loungers. We only got one over there.” He pointed with his thumb over his shoulder and I peered around him to see his wife who waved frantically at me with a beaming smile.
“My wife is coming back,” I said.
He snorted as though I made a joke. “Hey I hear ya,” he said. “Listen, I was talking with your wife the other day, I don’t know, in a food line up or something, and she was saying how she had a business connection she wanted to connect me up with, yeah?”
I nodded at him pondering how far this lie was going to go. “So yeah,” he went on, “It’s a surprise for my wife, this thing your wife was saying, and I need to talk with her about the connection thing.”
“Is that so,” I said.
“Yeah so, she was going to give me her number and there was this huge shmauzel or something like that, and she forgot to give it to me.” He looked over his shoulder at his wife and she stared with concern. He put his hand on our lounger.
“You can’t have the lounger,” I said.
He laughed and said that was alright. “Just give me her number and I’ll be gone.”
“I don’t think so,” I said.
“Well fuck you later then,” he shot back and took our lounger.
“Hey!” I called. He lifted a bird behind his back walking away with Caitlyn’s lounger. I decided I would wait till a staff member came along and I would complain. An hour later, Caitlyn came sauntering back. “Honey,” she said, “I don’t have our key and I need to take a shower.”
I looked and saw our room card on the cabana mattress. I didn’t see her carrying any shopping. “You didn’t buy anything?”
“I guess I didn’t see anything I really wanted that bad,” she grinned.
“How’d you bring your wallet if you didn’t have the room key?” I shaded my eyes talking to her.
She nodded at me with pursed lips. “I was going to go back to buy if I saw something.” She picked up the key and went to our room. I looked over and saw the guy propped up on his elbows watching the whole time. A few moments later, the three college boys strolled onto the pool patio. They were loud, obnoxious, and uncouth. There was only one cabana unoccupied by then — the one right beside ours. I tried to focus on reading but I couldn’t get through one sentence. I gave up and went to our room.
Caitlyn was inside putting earrings on and drying her freshly washed hair. “What are you doing here?” she asked lightly.
“Way too noisy down there,” I said. “Our pool is nice and quiet.”
She smiled. “It’s nice to meet people,” she replied.
“It’s those guys, they showed up.” I put my hands on my hips.
Her head was tilted as she struggled to fit the earrings. “Oh don’t be pushed around by them, they’re just a bunch of silly boys,” she snorted. She paused and checked herself in the mirror. “Where’d you say they were?”
“Right beside our cabana.” I said it meaning that that was the end of that.
But she looked around, found lipstick, and applied it. “You stay here then,” she said, “it really is perfect for you. You can read.”
“You’re not going down there. Are you?” I was stunned.
“I’m not letting a bunch of college hooligans tell me how to enjoy my holidays,” she smiled, and she leaned over and kissed my chin. “I’ll be fine,” she whispered.
I stared at her disbelievingly as she slipped out our door. I watched through the side of the patio door as she made her way back to the poolside cabanas. If I stood on the coffee table and pressed my eye to the top left corner of the patio window, I could actually see, I found, about half of our cabana by the pool. I could also see the one beside us, where the three boys were sitting and talking and laughing. I waited only a moment before I saw Caitlyn appear. I saw the three boys stop and turn and stare. My wife stood at the foot of our cabana and made what appeared to me to be a big show of lifting her sarong off her body, revealing a lime green bikini underneath. Then I saw her turn as though surprised to see who her neighbors were down there.
I kept watching. She crawled onto our cabana mattress on her hands and knees and took forever setting pillows up. Finally, she sat with her legs stretched out leaning half propped up against pillows at the back of our cabana. All three guys stared at her the whole time. I watched as they began to talk together. One guy went to the bar and came back with four shots. My wife sat up and they all downed the shots together. One of the guys then made himself comfortable beside my wife on our cabana mattress, leaning against her pillows. Before long another guy sat on the edge of our cabana before flopping back as though in hilarious laughter, but he laid his head on my wife’s shins and left himself there. The other guy wasn’t subtle at all. He stripped his t-shirt and shorts off and strolled like a model around to the other side and propped himself right up against my wife resting his head against his arms locked behind his head. They were all laughing. More shots arrived. I saw what appeared to be my wife’s hand rise up to her hair to push it back then fall not on her own leg but on the leg of the guy beside her.
My legs were trembling and sore and my eye was bugging out. But I kept watching. One of the guys took his clothes off too and then seemed to be encouraging everyone to follow him. The two other guys got up too and then they were all using their heads and gestures to urge my wife to join them. One guy leaned back into our cabana and stroked her thighs. She tried to push his hands off her. Another guy crawled in and kissed her arm. She pulled it back, but not far. They all began to pull at her different limbs. She finally relented and they all walked like one single mass to the edge of the pool and down the steps into the water. I couldn’t see any more.
I went out onto the path. Between cabins, there were lines of sight down to the pool. I went past three that gave me no view, but after the fourth, I could directly see most of the pool. I stopped and stared. My wife was leaning her head back against the edge of the pool. All three guys were crowded around her. They appeared close enough to be touching. My wife pushed off and swam to the other side. All three followed her like pups after a mum. I watched as she seemed to jump from being touched or pinched. I could see her laughing with the boys. I watched as she turned herself over to hang on to the edge of the pool with outstretched arms and paddle her feet making splashes. I saw one of the guys making as though his arms were under her torso supporting her.
People on the path were caught up in staring at what I was staring at so I moved along and came back. My wife and the men were gone. I panicked and raced back and forth trying to catch sight. I finally spotted them — two of the guys, anyway. They were back at their cabana sunning themselves. I searched frantically for my wife and the third guy. I finally found them. I saw the back of Caitlyn’s head floating just above the surface of the hot tub. The third guy was with her. They were talking with both their faces turned toward each other and very closely. The hot tub was in a secluded part of the pool area, surrounded by leafy ferns. I wasn’t sure but it looked like they weren’t talking, they were kissing.
I couldn’t stand it. I went through the cabins and onto the path to the cabanas. I went past the two others who watched silently as I made my way toward the hot tub end of the pool area. Caitlyn and the third guy didn’t see me coming. I stepped up to the raised edge and stood to look down at them. Caitlyn still didn’t notice but the guy did. Only he didn’t move or stop what he was doing. Instead, he looked up at me and smiled deviously. Caitlyn’s eyes were closed. Under the water, I could see the man’s hands were between her legs. Her hips were rotating. It looked like her bikini bottoms were pushed aside. I think one if not two or even three fingers of his were inside her. Both her hands were wrapped tight around his forearm. She moaned audibly.
I said, “Caitlyn.”
I expected her to leap up, to tear his hand from her lap. But instead, she didn’t move. She only half-opened her eyes, searched mine out, and moaned again, looking right at me. “It’s my husband,” she said to the guy fingering her.
He kissed her on the lips right in front of me. He said to her, closely and intimately, “Should we find a more private place?”
Caitlyn just nodded and said, “Uh-huh.”
I was enraged. She appeared drugged to me — amongst the charges I was considering laying against the men. She came out of the pool and sauntered past me like I wasn’t there. I called her name again, I said, “Caitlyn!” but she only half turned and shrugged her shoulders. She bit her bottom lip and her eyebrows gathered together like it was too late, like there was no hope of control. I followed her to our cabana. “Caitlyn!” I called her again.
She turned to face me with sleepiness on her face. “Yes honey?” she replied. I was startled by her facing me straight on. I choked on my words. I had nothing to say, exactly. The guy who had been fingering her stepped beside her and wrapped his arm around her waist. He stepped back and pulled on her. She stepped back but shaded her eyes with her hand and kept staring at me. He tugged her again and she stepped back another step. “Honey?” she repeated. I tried as hard to convey as I could how wrong this was, how upsetting it was, but I couldn’t speak and she only covered her face with her palm as though in shame. The man turned her body and put a large, full kiss on her mouth and she seemed to not fight it at all, but rather to melt into it, to fall against his arm and offer her face up to his.
“Caitlyn,” was all I could say. She turned with him even while lingering on me. But she went with him, even covering his hand with her hand as he walked her toward our cabin. She pushed her face up to his this time and when he didn’t kiss her, she reached around the back of his head and pulled his face down to hers so he would.
I followed them down the walk to our cabin. I was appalled and disgusted. My mind raced but my throat was cemented. I lost feeling in my limbs. It felt like I was being painted stroke by stroke into a concrete cast. They approached the cabin and the door fell open for them because I had forgotten to lock it. They didn’t even bother to close it behind them. I stood in the doorway. My wife turned to face the man as he continued to embrace her. They kissed even as his hand undid the tie at the back of her bikini top. It was like she was unaware, even when it fell from her to the floor between them. I closed the door to at least preserve my wife’s dignity minimally even if she was no longer able to remember anything like that anymore.
The man pushed her and she flopped back onto the bed. I stood at the foot of the bed with my hands on my hips trying to fume but losing the battle against the rising pool of cement that rose up to and squeezed my neck. I was short of oxygen. Her eyes were half-closed when her head lolled over to its side and she bit down on the knuckle of a finger. I thought she was staring at me but she was gazing out the patio door to the trees, ferns, and pool out there. I stared in her face that was so full of emptiness, at her expression that was expressing nothing at all, and her eyes that stared through me and through the world outside like it was not there.
I was mesmerized by my wife’s trance and was startled when she spasmed and snapped. I looked and the man had slipped off her bottoms to expose her bare shaved pussy. He had gone down on his knees and had brought his mouth to her pussy. My wife’s head rolled to the ceiling and her hands reached between her legs. She seemed drained of strength. If she was trying to push him off, she was unable to do anything. Her fingers pushed into his hair at best. What had he done to her? I wanted to step forward and help her push his head off her, but I was paralyzed.
She drew her knees up and squeezed his head between them. She tried to talk, to scream, but all that came out was a half-whispered, half moaned cry. She struggled but her legs lost strength and her knees fell to her sides. I saw her in my paralyzed state reach between her legs to try to push his face, his mouth, his tongue off her private parts, but she was weak. She used her fingers, but all she did was spread herself open down there and expose herself to him, red, wet from his sloppy mouth and saliva, and swollen because he was hurting her.
She reached for a pillow and covered her face and I heard her finally scream. I tried to step forward but my feet were a hundred pounds each. She bit the corner of the pillow hard and her other hand slapped and tugged at the sheet so much she pulled it free from its tuck under the mattress. All I could do to keep from passing out was flop back into the chair there. I was frozen and made to watch when the man stood up and pulled down his swim trunks. My wife pushed to get away but only succeeded in getting as far as the middle of the bed.
The man held his cock in his hand like it was a weighty rope. My wife did her best to squirm and writhe but he pushed her legs wider apart and brought the head of his cock to her pussy lips. I heard her cry out and I saw her hips buck. I gripped the arms of my chair so hard in my anger. He pushed his cock into her. She spasmed as she had before when he licked her, but she thrashed too, flopping left and right, and pushing so hard up with her hips and back trying with all her might to throw him off, but he pinned her down and pushed himself deep into her. She seemed to give up. Her arms wrapped around his back and her legs rose up and wrapped around his hips. Her hands locked together like her ankles.
The man raised himself on his hands and knees and he pummelled my wife. Her body hung from his pendulously and for each thrust he banged into her body, she bounced and rode back down onto him until he found their rhythm and began to slam rapidly and noisily against my wife’s pelvis. The slapping was so loud anyone nearby outside would have heard it. She wasn’t touching the bed at all with any part of her back or shoulders or ass, but swung freely, hanging by her wrists and ankles. She yelled with each bang their bodies made against each other. I tried to close my eyes. I tried to turn away. Caitlyn’s head hung nearly backward and upside down. She whimpered and squealed. She cried out, “Ohhh! Fuck!!” so loud I covered my ears and began to rock in my chair. She repeated it over and over and over again, louder and louder each time, “OHHH! FUCK!!” Sometimes she just got the “f” out and no more.
I wanted it to stop. But when the guy made his first deep, guttural groan, my wife seemed to go over some edge. She inhaled her cries now, she shrieked. The guy rumbled and groaned loudly. He seemed to go into another gear, pounding against my wife’s broken body with the power and ferocity of an animal in the wild. He shot his wad inside her. They both collapsed. He rolled off her and struggled to catch his breath. She pulled the sheet halfway up her ravaged body and rolled away. I could see his come rush out of her pussy like a tap turned on.
The guy got up, he pulled on his trunks, and he staggered over toward me in the chair. He slapped me on the back of my shoulder. “You enjoy that?” he said, and he chuckled before staggering out our door. I looked down at myself. My crotch was soaking wet. I darted my hand inside my shorts and found I was covered in as much come as my wife was. I didn’t even know that I had ejaculated.
I went to the bathroom when I was able to walk again. I soaked a cloth in hot water and I came back to clean her body. She moaned and purred and smiled and patted my hand. “Naptime,” she said sleepily with a smile. I washed the cloth out at the bathroom sink and washed myself. She called my name back to the bed. I ran back. “Cuddle,” she said facing her back to me. I spooned her and we slept hours of the afternoon away.
She was awake before me. I sat up and searched around before finding her smiling at me from the bathroom. “Finally!” she said. “Time to get ready for dinner, sleepy-head!” I wanted to ask what was going on with her, with us, but I was tongue-tied. She had picked things out for me to wear. “Double date tonight!” she said. I got dressed as she ordered, but I was confused. “I went down to the bar by the pool, silly,” she said. She nodded her head toward two fresh flutes of champagne on the counter. “Annnnd,” she twisted herself to watch herself in the mirror do her hair up, “A man there I met earlier said we had to have dinner with him and his wife, that we looked like such a modern couple! Isn’t that nice?”
I had my suspicions, but I always did. The other couple made the reservations. When we got to the darkened restaurant, they were already waving us over. It was the guy who went with my wife to our room that first day, and his wife. “Here’s the couple that loaned you their lounger the other day, babe,” he said to his wife. I was burning inside. I tried to steer my wife away but she was all for it.
A band struck up later and the staff pushed some tables away to clear off the dance floor. His wife and I watched awkwardly and tried a few times to have a conversation, but there was no denying we were equally uncomfortable with both our spouses spending most of the post-dinner on the floor in increasingly close dances. I was relieved and she looked it too when they both came back to the table saying they’d both had enough. “Hey,” the guy said, “I have a great idea! You two come over to our room for nightcaps! We’ve got a suite. It’s got a living room, it’s fantastic, we have drinks, too!”
Both his wife and I tried to say no, but Caitlyn was an automatic yes. “Night is young!” she said, clinking her glass to his. Caitlyn and the man walked ahead of his wife and me. We didn’t say anything but I think she enjoyed that as much as I did, just looking up at the stars through the fronds and ferns. We smiled at each other. She was attractive. Slim, narrower hips, long legs. She looked southern French and had a matching accent. I stole glimpses of the generously cut armholes in her top and caught sight a few times of the side of her bare breast. She stared at me as we walked and it made me nervous.
We came into their suite. It was indeed a much bigger cabin than ours. We all sat down on the three couches. Here was a fire pit in the middle that he turned on. He got us all drinks. He called me over, “Don’t sit so far away, for fuck sakes,” he laughed at me. I sat down three times and three times he said, “Closer! We ain’t going to bite. Not right away anyway, right?” he laughed. He loved his sense of humor. He wouldn’t leave me alone till I was on the couch his wife was on and nearly right beside her. We all clinked drinks. No sooner had we lifted our first sips, he said to my wife, and not to me, “Let me show you around the place, never know, you might want to request this one for you and lover boy over there next time!”
He pulled her up by her hand. She resisted with dead bodyweight but giggled over her shoulder at me and shrugged and followed him. He did a strange tour. “This is the TV,” he pointed out, pulling her closer against himself. “This is the closet,” he laughed. She laughed too. I saw his hand wrap tightly around her waist. She stumbled as he pushed and pulled her so much. She checked over her shoulder for me and pursed her lips but she also followed him along further and deeper into the cabin. “The kitchen!” he said loud enough as though it was for my benefit as much as hers. “See? The fridge. The stove.”
His wife looked at me and rolled her eyes and chuckled. She leaned her head back against the couch and sank into it deeply. “It’s a nice fire,” she said quietly. I tried to relax and I slumped down too. Accidentally our shoulders touched and I didn’t move away. “See?” she said softly to me. “My toes just reach the coffee table,” she giggled. Her dress had ridden up her legs and showed her smooth, perfect thighs. She looked over at me with her face aglow from the fire. She pursed her lips. My hand rested on the couch between us. Hers fell down on top of it. I stared at the fire unsure if she meant to do that or even if she knew that that was my hand. I didn’t want to move it because it felt so wonderful and if she didn’t know it was my hand, if I moved it she would pull it away embarrassed.
But her thumb began to caress the back of my hand so slowly and softly it was almost as if not at all. “What do you do?” she asked.
“Teach,” I said. She nodded and breathed deeply in.
“Figures,” she said so deeply under her breath I didn’t know for sure she meant me to even hear it.
I looked over and down at her. Our faces were so close, it might have been the closest I had been to a woman’s face since marrying my wife. She looked up at me and didn’t move any distance away. Her eyes were deep chocolate brown and soft and sympathetic and deep as cave pools. She rubbed the back of my hand with her thumb and squeezed. She looked at my lips from an inch away.
“Why did you say that?” I asked her.
She smiled and looked at the fire saying nothing. After a minute she looked back. “Me too.”
I nodded. So did she. I looked past her and twisted around to see through to the kitchen. Caitlyn wasn’t there and nor was her husband and I didn’t hear anything. The bedroom door was closed.
His wife broke the silence. “You can kiss me if you want to,” she said. I snorted and smiled and looked away and looked back at her and realized that she was serious. I looked over my shoulder again at the closed bedroom door. She whispered with her lips grazing my lips we were so close. “I don’t think they’re coming back out tonight.”
I examined her face all over. She closed her eyes and moved it closer to mine yet. Her lips, pink, full, wet, and pillowy-soft looking, parted. A tiny smile crept over her mouth. I tried to resist but I kissed her. When our lips touched, I felt jolted by electrocution. I pulled away an inch. She opened her eyes and reached around behind my head and pulled me to her face again. “I liked that,” she whispered through a kind smile and we kissed again and for longer.
She twisted in her seat and faced me with her body even while not breaking our kiss, but instead, she started to probe my teeth and mouth with her soft, hot tongue. We came part again and I watched my hands move behind her back and up under her hair to her neck that I touched and felt. She rolled her head back and squirmed and said to me, “I like that too,” and she giggled softly. I didn’t mean too but my hand accidentally unhitched the clip at the top of the back of her dress and she squealed lightly and held the front to her chest with her arms and made a shocked but smiling face at me, inhaling as though she was mortified. But she also smiled, she closed her eyes again, and when she reached around behind my neck she let the front of her dress slip down. I didn’t see because we were making out but the back of my hand brushed her bare and hot flesh there, and I realized she was topless.
I cupped her breast in my palm. She pressed her chest forward into my hand. I could feel her small hard nipple like a pebble against my fingers. I wanted to touch them, to feel how hard they were, and when she whined and moaned I thought I was hurting her but when I pulled my hand away she quickly pushed my hand back on her breast. “I like you,” she said inside my mouth it felt like. Her hands roamed my sides. “Aren’t you uncomfortable?” she asked in a high-pitched innocent voice. Just as I was about to swallow with guilt and put a stop to things, we both heard from the bedroom a squeal and a giggle. I spun around but she didn’t. She just raised her eyebrows at me and began to untuck my shirt from my pants. I looked at her and back at the closed bedroom door and back at her. The sounds of my wife’s voice panting and crying out could be heard clearly. The man’s wife leaned forward and down and kissed my side where she bared me and my stomach.
She helped my shirt off. She stood up and stepped back a step and shuddered her body till her dress slipped down her body and off her legs. I couldn’t believe how stunning she looked. She pushed me back and used her finger to shut my hanging mouth and she laughed. She was wearing a one-quarter cup black satin bra and boy-cut black satin panties, both with a shocking slash of red across them like lightning. With her large pearl necklace, golden clanging bracelets, and toeless heels with red painted toenails, she came across to me like a top-end soft-porn flick come to life. We could hear my wife start to shriek louder and laugh more and she steered my attention with her hand back to her, to her chest, and to her breasts that she pushed into my face.
Not for the first time was I listening to my wife getting banged by another man, or men. But I was feeling anything but encased in cement this time. She leaned her face down from above me and made love to my mouth with her mouth. She danced in my lap, slowly, moving like the waves that lap the shore. She moaned on me when she lowered her hips and rested her panties on my admittedly growing bulge. When my wife shrieked louder, she looked at me with annoyance too. She closed her eyes. I said to her, holding her face in my hand, “Put your dress back on.”
“No,” she protested and she tried to push her face back down to mine. “It’s fine,” she said, trying to kiss me but I pulled my face away and pushed her off of me.
“Trust me,” I said. I held her dress out for her. I pulled my key card out of the pocket of my pants and tossed it to her as I pulled them on. She smiled when she realized what landed on her stomach. Two people never walked so quick a two-step down the path, around the pool, and up the other path. We were at my cabin door in zero time. I let her open it but before she swiped it, I said, stopping her, “What’s your name?”
“Belle.” She kissed me gently on my lips. “And yours?”
“Nathan.” We necked as we fell through the door together. I kicked it shut with my foot. She reached behind her to put the key card down and noticed the other one was there. “She won’t be able to get in,” she mumbled with our lips all pushed together. “Mm-hmm,” I agreed. She threw her arms around my neck and hung her body from mine. She pressed herself against me fully and writhed and gyrated against me.
I turned her around and this time with intent undid her dress and took it off. I put music softly on my phone and we danced ourselves nude, taking articles off each other slowly and nonchalantly like there was a whole night to take. Naked, we danced slowly and tight together, kissing and cooing and moaning and pressing our bodies, rubbing each other, and caressing. She led me by pinky around pinky to the edge of the bed. She looked up under her hair at me with a coy look. I pulled the sheet back. I stepped behind her. She turned her head to see me behind and above her. As she arched her back and jutted her chest and pressed her ass into my groin, she said, without asking, in a whisper, “Are you sure?”
I reached around and covered her breasts with my hands. I reached down and felt her ribs and her stomach. She pressed her ass harder against me and reached up and over her head, reaching behind to press my head into her neck and shoulder and she squirmed against me and coiled and uncoiled like an agitated snake. My hands roamed up and down her body until I pushed down to her thighs. I felt closer to the area between. She moaned and panted. She seemed to wiggle her ass against me. She stomped her foot and bit her lip and leaned her head far to the side to bite down on my arm. I could feel her body shake and buckle as I brought my fingers closer to the area between, making light little circles on her skin. Her hand gripped my forearm and she hurt me digging her nails through my skin. Her pelvis buckled and snapped. I touched all around and found the tiniest strip of pubic fuzz. She was breathing so hard it sounded like she was going to collapse. Her head snapped forward and back and she sounded like she was crying. She kissed whatever body part of mine she could reach. I spread her pussy lips without touching her. She moaned and breathed harder. “Nathan,” she whispered loudly.
I touched her pussy inside. I’d never touched a pussy that was wet like this one. When I turned her around, she covered my face and mouth in frantic, sloppy kisses. Her body trembled from her hips out. I barely pushed and she flopped back onto the bed pulling me down with her, on top of her. Under me, she undulated. It felt like I was laying on an air mattress on a bumpy lake she squirmed around under me so spasmodically. Every limb of hers was pressing, grabbing, squeezing, and clenching. I kissed her neck and she sounded like I stabbed her. I kissed the side and under her breast and her whole chest shot up. When I bit and sucked on her enlarged and hard nipple, she vibrated and her legs kicked dangerously and frantically. I kissed her stomach and she nearly tore my scalp off from twisting her fingers in my hair. When I breathed on her soaking wet pussy, she began to hyperventilate, inhaling rapidly through sharp and short bursts almost as though she was trapped in rapid hiccups. I spread her pussy lips again but it was difficult because she was so wet, I could barely grip. She repeated to herself, over and over, in loud whispers, “Oh my god, oh my god!”
I touched my tongue to her pebble-hard clit. She twisted the sheets in her fists enough to tear them. Her whole body clenched as though it were one muscle and it went into cramp mode. She strained through clenched teeth and the muscles in her legs and stomach budged and went hard. When I moved my tongue around on her clit, through her pussy lips down and back up to circle her hard pebble, she bellowed out so loud, I thought seriously that I had killed her. Her pussy frightened me it was so wet. It was incredible and I marveled at how soaked she was. But when she released and clenched again, I could feel under my lips and tongue her pussy lips and flesh grope and clasp, and over my mouth, my chin and my neck came a flood of hot liquid that scared me.
She exhaled and then bellowed again and her whole body clenched up all over again, hard from head to toe, rigid and trembling like a weightlifter going beyond their limit. She released again and exhaled so loud I felt for sure staff would be knocking soon. Again my face was washed in a release of wetness from deep within her hot recesses. I kissed and licked a little around. She caught her breath but not without exhaling over and over through a loud groan that was filled with both surprise and satisfaction. I looked up and saw her smiling such a big smile it made me smile too. I kissed her clit and she said, “Oh my god,” all over again. I tried not to wear it out, but the more I tried to stay away from it, the more she pushed it toward my tongue until she made me lick her by jamming her pelvis up into my face, and she came again, again with the surprised pants and the satisfied moans and the big smiles.
She finally subsided. She pushed me under her and straddled me. “You faker,” she said, leaning down and kissing me hard on my mouth. “You like making a lady think all night long you don’t know what you’re doing, and you then do that to her.” She kissed me more passionately than I had ever been kissed. She moaned and whispered, “It’s hardly fair.” She reached behind her through her legs and stroked my cock. She raised her hips over me and she lowered herself till I was fully and completely engulfed within her. The way she moved on me was not to fuck me, but not make love to me, and not as a human, but as a goddess. I was entranced by her. She moaned and cooed and purred and slid over me and touched and squeezed and clamped and rode me till I was delirious and dizzy in orbit around the planet. She made love to me so long I was in and out of consciousness. In that state, she whispered things in my ear in a different language that I weirdly understood as though she spoke with her mind to my mind directly.
I floated into areas of truth and light, I discovered beauty and God, and I traveled through galaxies and into nebulas. I came back to find on her face the look of alien pleasure and her eyes, though closed, more expressive than any human’s ever looked to me open. She hummed in my ear some kind of incantation. Her internal pussy muscles seemed to move independently of her body and felt like fingers and hands inside her. Her breath filled my nostrils like mint and I fell back up into orbit and got truly lost. I was asleep insofar as consciousness was concerned, but not, as I was fully aware of Belle the teacher moving on me, undulating and gyrating.
She said either with her breathy whisper or directly into my mind, “Come now.” As soon as she did, I was gripped as though by the hand of an electric monster. My body was flung as though impaled. It felt as though everything I was, all energy, thought, and memory collapsed into a blackhole and then jettisoned like a rocket out my cock. I shot so hard and deep and long, when I regained awareness, I felt like a deflated bag, totally emptied and flattened out. I only came back in to inhabit it when Belle cooed in my ear, “Come back now.”
I fell asleep and woke up when she cleaned me with a warm soaked cloth. I fell asleep again and woke up with her cuddling me from behind. I fell into sleep like that and woke up with her mouth around my cock where I lay on my back. I watched as she pulled on me and made me come into her mouth and she crawled up my body and swallowed and kissed my lips and curled up against me again and petted my chest and told me to sleep with a smile.
Caitlyn and I didn’t say anything all the way home, me staring out the airplane window all the way, she staring into her phone. When we got home, I brought my toiletries to the downstairs suite. I moved out, first to a hotel, then to an apartment while I hunted for something better. When I phoned Belle three days after getting home, she laughed at my news. She had done exactly the same thing. We made plans to meet again at a hotel about halfway between us. Neither of us wanted to ever put the phone down. We both found a better place to live – together.
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I

I raised my head over the sweating cement edge of our terrace wall. Mila, her rounded shoulders gleaming in the relentless sun, held up her drooping head and hair that undulated in waves around her face and arms as her lower back curled and uncurled to bring her ass and hips repeatedly down to grind against another set of hips below her — two distinctively male legs spreading out from them and dropping at the knees into our cooling pool. His repeated “ahhh” was followed by Mila’s tittering giggle atop him, and a long drawn-out moan from deep inside her.
That’s what I saw one day when I poked my head above that wall already tasting the trickle of tickling beer in my throat. I heard an “ahhh” but it wasn’t mine. My mind raced to many places in a fraction of a second — it was undeniably a male voice. Privacy was what our place was all about and we never heard or saw anyone anywhere up there. Did Mila have a visitor? Possible. Mila, my stunning 32-year-old wife, a freelance photographer, successful, smart, and wild at heart, came and went without a schedule. Me, on the other hand, a 47-year-old foreign journalist, willingly chained myself to structure. That day, however, my best laid plans for an important interview fell apart and there was nothing for it but to go home – unexpectedly. 
The heat of Athens pressed down on my neck and I heaved my weight like a bag of boulders up the steep whitewashed steps, delirious visions of Mila, cold beer, and our  rooftop pool pulling me the final leg of my journey home. The last of the five staircases from the reeking gritty street to our pristine glassy apartment wrapped around the cool cement wall of our terrace that you actually crested for a peek at our pool before descending a half-stair case back down again to our front door. Greek architecture crammed into a cliff on the side of the ocean — it was an incredible place to spend my three-year posting as a mid-east reporter for a global network that shall remain nameless.
That sneak peek over the wall became my daily salve. The blue water shimmered, a gnarly olive tree shaded the poolside, and the small fridge in the outdoor bar was forever stocked. I always exhaled a relieved “ahhh…” when I glimpsed my refuge.




II

I periscoped back down and leaned my sweat-soaked back against the smooth white terrace wall. Maybe it wasn’t Mila, my skeptically trained mind suggested. Maybe she wasn’t on top of the man exactly. Maybe I had become delirious from the heat. I turned carefully around again so my nose pressed the cement. I raised myself up comically like a mole in the golf green. My eyes crested the wall and I watched longer. Her hands were gripping the man’s shoulders. Her heels were wrapped under his thighs. His large, strong hands roamed from her thighs to her waist, over her hips. No clothes were involved. I scanned sideways like a spy. On one of our loungers lay Mila’s pink bikini, and also a t-shirt and jeans. On another lay another pair of jeans, and another t-shirt. I could see through the waving curtains of Mila’s shimmering satin hair her full lipsticked lips pressing, smiling, and cooing against the man’s own smiling mouth, and I could see her tongue dart out and tease him there. I slowly drew my eyes against my own alarm bells down their bodies to between Mila’s legs to see what was unmistakably a big hard cock slick with juice — Mila’s juice — appearing and disappearing inside her sucking, grasping and swollen pussy lips.
My own stupid cock grew hard, even as I lowered myself to take stock of what the emotions were that I was feeling or was meant to feel, having just discovered my wife fucking another man. One might have suspected for a while, wondered about phone calls taken outside, or texts on screen turned away from prying eyes. Late nights “working” or darted glances give a person a chance to be prepared to come across more certain evidence. And that evidence itself might be an email or text making things clear, or if something spied, a kiss, or a squeeze. But to remain unprepared by any suspicions, to have had no reason to even once wonder, and then to be introduced to the whole sordid topic not by something subtle, something to which there remain dots to connect, but rather the full-on visual and audio smorgasbord right in front of your eyes inside your own refuge, was to give new meaning to the term “blindsided.”
I heard tittering and light, playful shrieking. My gut felt hollowed and my head drooped and vision blackened. To be t-boned at speed not even seeing the car coming would have been less shocking. I rose again to look as though I was still uncertain the heat hadn’t brought on particularly lucid hallucinations. This time, Mila was on her back. Her long legs, shaped by gods with toenails painted to sparkle in the sun, pointed straight up to the sky. Between them rising and falling like an oil derrick was the back, ass, and thighs of a man. Mila’s back arched and her head thrust back. Her hands reached for his ass. I could see her fingernails, long and painted, dig into the flesh of his ass hard and rhythmically. She was urging him to move in her faster than he was already, or harder. She began to groan like a possessed demon. “Baby,” she cried out. He began to slam himself into her. Her whole body jolted with each of his pile-driving poundings. It was guttural and animalistic. I could hear the slapping of their flesh so plainly I turned to check if any window was open around the area for surely people would be checking, the noise was so obtrusive. When I looked back, the man’s own head was thrust back and he grimaced like someone stabbed. Mila moaned loudly with him in a sickening harmony of betrayal. I was close and focused enough to see the man’s ejaculate gush from my wife’s reddened and flaccid pussy.
There was a small bar at the bottom where our community stairs began and I texted Mila from inside it’s shadows. “Home early, stopped at Ea’s. Come on down for a cold one with me if your home.” I wanted to at least give her a chance to get rid of the man and any evidence mostly because I wasn’t ready yet to confront her with what I saw.
A few moments later, she texted back. “Just finishing a photo shoot with a client’s subject — do you mind if we have company?”
I stared at my phone a long time. Was I ready to meet the man whose dick was just buried in my wife’s willing pussy? Whose come might still be swimming around inside her? It would be odd, and it would raise questions, if I said I minded. I was the most laid-back person she ever knew, she kept telling me. I was always able to accommodate anything she threw at me. I wasn’t ready to face this situation, but I couldn’t evade it without stepping widely out of character. “Bring it,” I texted back. I ordered a double Jack intending to down it before they downed the stairs.




III

The guy turned out to be hard to hate. He was taller than me and fitter, too — undeniably a lot more handsome. He was genuine, natural, and disarmingly friendly. “Reagan,” he said, holding out his big hand to shake mine — the same hand that I saw only a few minutes earlier wrapped around my wife’s naked waist. My wife — I couldn’t bear to look at her, yet.
“Jeremy,” I returned the greeting and gestured for him to sit at the little table. “What can I order for you? We keep a tab here, so it’s on me.”
Reagan looked about exactly my age. He was a scientist — a microbiologist at the university on some multiyear contract. He was vague about himself in that charming way. He also dressed really smartly. It might have been jeans and a t just like me, but the t-shirt was next level quality. The jeans were pricey. Everything was better about him — his hair, his voice, even the trim of his nails. I looked over at Mila. As he spoke, Mila doted. I couldn’t tell if she was even making an attempt to hide her infatuation.
It was the local way to hug tightly and long even with a new acquaintance, but I was embarrassed for her standing at the curb as she made sure Reagan felt good and acquainted before climbing aboard his inevitable motorcycle. Mila and I climbed the steps back up together in mostly silence. In fact the rest of the evening passed in mostly silence except for the utilitarian questions about cream in the fridge or who treated the pool water. If I didn’t remind myself of what I saw when I first came home, it would have been the same as a hundred other evenings. In fact I did need to remind myself because it did slip away obscured by the blanket of normalcy that settled once again over us at home. She clearly had no idea that I saw her — there was nothing different in her behavior. I on the other hand was agitated, but not in any way I wasn’t usually agitated because of the work I did.
The next morning, as we poured coffee for each other and I hurried around packing for a short flight to Tel Aviv, Mila said, “Reagan’s coming over later on, you don’t mind, do you? I have to get a few more shots — I wasn’t totally happy with the contact sheets yesterday.”
I didn’t know Mila as a particularly strong liar nor as a deeply practiced schemer. She was too carefree a soul to develop those skills. But coming up with a plausible excuse for having Reagan back seemed a new level of cunning for her. I had the further odd thought that she needn’t have checked with me about having him over. I wasn’t due back until the next later afternoon. Why would she even mention him?
“More shooting then?” I asked.
“Mm,” she answered disinterestedly.
“I’m sure the pool looks inviting to him too, ha!” I said.
“He didn’t mention it,” she said.
“Yeah, he did — in the bar. He was all over it.”
“Oh then! Yes, he did, didn’t he.”
I let the slip pass, again because I didn’t know yet what to do with it. I wasn’t arming for a battle yet but I did have to remind myself of what I saw over the wall, and what she was now putting right out in front of me. Was I supposed to battle?
“You think ‘scientist’ you normally expect a dweeby type, don’t you, heavy glasses, the shirt pocket for pencils kind of thing.”
“Oh, is hubby jealous?” Mila wrapped her arms around me from behind. She was still dressed in her bath robe.
“He’s got a certain charm,” I bantered with her. I was amazed how she wasn’t keen to get us off the subject.
“He’s a looker, admit it,” she laughed, pinching my ass.
I turned around inside her embrace and kissed her forehead. “Is that what you think?”
She kissed me back on the lips and then pressed her face to my chest and wrapped her arms up behind my back and squeezed me. “Maybe in another life, you never know.”
I pondered that a moment. What game was she playing? “Maybe this life,” I said before I even thought about saying it. And my voice went further without my control. “After all, hubby is out of town all day and all night.”
Mila kept her face against my chest and chuckled against me. “I could do whatever I wanted and maybe you’d never know.”
For someone who just the previous day did exactly that, she was brazen in her joking about it today. I took her on. I wrapped my arms around her waist and squeezed her against me. “Who’s to say I don’t already know?”
She pushed me back and faux-gasped in exaggerated alarm. “Jeremy Bo Beremy! Were you watching?”
I chuckled to cover up that my mind was racing. Was this the time to drop the serious bomb and have it out? If it wasn’t, I was about to leave for the airport for about 30 hours out of town with my wife as much as telling me straight up she is going to carry on fucking a guy I had already caught her fucking the day before. I tilted her chin up to my face and I leaned in to kiss her gently on her lips and her eyes closed for me. I said, “Not only was I watching, I got hard watching.”
She inhaled as though scandalized to a cartoonish degree. But she also chuckled at the little play acting we were doing. Only it wasn’t play acting. Everything we were saying to each other — she admitting to an affair, me admitting to watching her and getting hard about it — was true.
“Maybe,” she said, kissing me seductively and long and deeply, “you ought to,” she paused again to lick my lips with her pointy tongue, “try to catch me again,” she buried her tongue in my mouth and reached down to squeeze my cock, “in the act,” she whispered before laughing in an evilly guttural way. She really had no idea I had done exactly that.
“Are you telling me you’re going to fuck Reagan tonight?” I found it weird that I was able to confront her about it without actually confronting her.
“Who said just tonight?” she laughed again and kissed me more. She was such a liar.
If I told her I knew it was true and that I really did catch her, and then left for my trip, it felt like there was a real chance she’d be gone when I returned. If I didn’t and I left, it was obvious she was going to be fucking this Reagan guy fully and completely the whole time. And if I didn’t leave in order to have it out with her, or to get more evidence secretly about what she was doing, I’d be in jeopardy at work with no good reason for failing to make the flight and missing a second important interview in as many days.
Confronting her over what I saw and knew was surely going to end it between us. I wasn’t sure I wanted that, even if she was cheating. Weren’t more than 50% of spouses cheating? For everybody, the chances are it’s already happening. The only real difference for me was, I saw it and knew it for sure. But even that’s not a monumental difference: everyone I know who found out about cheating knew pretty much for sure without actually seeing it. I even knew people from both sides of the aisle who knew it for sure and accepted it, either as something that wouldn’t last, or something that just had to be accepted if you didn’t want to live alone. One thing I did reflect on: With the act carrying on right in front of me, I did not turn out to be the kind of guy that instantly storms in on it, takes down the offending guy and makes a big stand with the unfaithful wife. Hell, I can’t even be sure I felt angry. The best I could say is, I barely felt anything at all. The fact that I got hard watching her doing it was yet another level I wasn’t quite ready to think about. I kissed her on the nose, picked up my bag, and told her I’d see her in about 30 hours. I chose the path of least resistance: let her have her fun and pretend to not know. I punted the ball to the next weekend.




IV

I texted when I landed on my way back. She texted back a few moments later: “Dinner is on!” That was nice of her. I was glad she was home.
I bounded up the stairs more chipper than usual. I passed the wall of the terrace without stopping to look — that didn’t go so well last time. I came in our door and called out to her.
“In the kitchen!” she shouted.
I came around the corner from the hall and stopped in my tracks. Reagan was also in our kitchen, with an apron on, stirring a pot.
Mila came up to me all happy and, frankly, looking freshly fucked. She threw her arms around my neck, kissed my cheek, and said, “Reagan’s a great cook! Just wait till you see what we’ve made together!” I of course had difficulty with boiling water.
He turned from the stove top with a wave and an all-too-familiar “Hey bud!”
I let my shoulder bag slip down my arm and took in the scene. Mila skipped back into the kitchen and back to the plate she was working on. Reagan was giving her directions. She looked up after pressing side-by-side against him scooping something from a cutting board into his pot and laughing excitedly. “Why don’t you grab a shower, J, this will be a few minutes.”
I went up. The terrace and pool were off our bedroom upstairs and I peeled out of my clothes while the shower water took it’s time getting hot. There were socks on the floor by the side of the bed. They were men’s socks, and they were not mine. I recalled that Reagan was in the kitchen in bare feet — not an unusual style for Greece. But the socks by our bed was.
I showered nonetheless still not ready to make a scene, but nonetheless noting and cataloguing the growing list of evidence. I stood in the shower letting the hot water rain on my head and shoulders and wondered what I wanted or needed with gathering evidence: there was nothing to prove, I had watched her fuck him straight up.
I came out and couldn’t find my robe where it goes, on the back of the bathroom door. Stumped, I searched high and low. I finally spotted it, draped over one of the poolside loungers out on the terrace. It was impossible that I left it there. I never wear my shower out to the pool. I jutted my jaw and glared a long distance out to sea. Mila called up the stairs to say dinner was on the table. I closed my eyes and clenched my fist around my robe, but I placed it where it goes on the back of the door, and made my calm way down to the kitchen.
We had a tall table with stools. Reagan sat opposite me and Mila sat on the side between us. The food — butter garlic prawns, calamari, a fantastic hot salad — was, like everything else Reagan touched, golden. Mila told stories of how they shopped for the food, the various adventures they ran into in the market that were apparently hilarious, and the setbacks they suffered getting things together in a hurry after I texted that I was landed and headed home. She slapped Reagan’s thigh as she laughed and leaned her head into his shoulder when telling me what a “dear” he was when she dropped all the groceries. She was wearing a loose-fitting tank top with no bra and super short and tight white shorts. She didn’t seem to care that as she leaned over and reached and drank from her wine glass, she was showing her breast through the billowy top or sleeves every time. Not that Reagan was sneaking peeks — and why would he? He’d seen more of her the last 48 hours than I had.
“How’d the photo re-shoot go?” I asked.
“The what?” Mila looked at me with a screwed up face.
Reagan reminded her: “You said you needed to do the photos over again.”
“Ohh!” she exclaimed, “Right, right. Yeah, it went good. I think.” She looked down. “I mean, I liked it, but you never know, right?” she looked in mock seriousness at Reagan.
“I thought it went pretty good,” he nodded.
She nodded back at him. “Pretty good? That’s all?”
“It went great!” he said with assurance looking at me.
“That’s better,” Mila mumbled under her breath. Then she laughed to herself and I was sure I saw her arm shoot under the table toward his lower body. And I saw him flinch as though pinched.
“Well that’s good, glad that got done.” I chewed and chewed in the silence.
“Might have to have another session tomorrow,” Mila said.
“Maybe might,” agreed Reagan. They both kept their eyes away from each other but they both smirked too.
“Oh!” Mila suddenly perked up. “A favour. Reagan here,” she tapped his thigh again like I didn’t know who he was suddenly, “has got some emergency repair going on at his apartment, the manager is closing the water or something all day. I said he should just stay here, in our guest room.”
I shot a glance at Reagan who kept his gaze down on his plate and back at Mila who looked as innocent as possible with her big eyes and round mouth.
“Do you have anything against that?”
I remembered the socks by my bed and my bathrobe on the terrace. I looked at her through the corners of my eyes and was sorely tempted to say I had a lot against that. But the time wasn’t right. I shrugged and said, “Sure, no problem.” I could plainly tell through the motions of her upper arm that her hand was rubbing his thigh, or worse, under the table.
That evening, all three of us went to the pool. This meant Reagan walked through our bedroom. I saw him come through from the lounger, notice his socks, and just pick them up and fold them together and slip them into his pocket, but not in a particularly sneaky way. He came out with Mila behind him. They were both dressed still. Mila carried her bathing suit in her hand, and his too. He turned his back to me and stood over in the shadow and stripped all the way to buck naked right in front of Mila. She didn’t react at all — she just handed him his swimming suit that she picked up off the lounger for him. She was herself already stripped to her bra and panties and proceeded to remove those with no notice that Reagan was right in front of her.
Getting naked on the terrace was nothing for us. There were no windows or terraces that could see into ours and the local culture also didn’t express much concern either way with semi-private dressing. Nonetheless, the familiarity between the two of them did not go unnoticed. Mila was first in and Reagan paddled in after her. I took my time undressing. They splashed each other and played in the pool, laughing and chasing. We also had a hottub on the side in the dark. I lounged as I do on the steps of the pool resting the back of my head on the edge staring up at the stars. Mila and Reagan settled down for a few moments, before Mila got out, stepping past me. “I’m going to try the hottub, I turned it on earlier.” As she stepped over me, Reagan followed. I glanced and noticed she was leading him by holding his hand.
The hottub was behind me and I would have had to change position to see. The lack of any sound was killing me with suspicion. But I thought of an excuse: “Water temperature good?” We had recently had it fixed. I turned to look over my shoulder. They didn’t hear me. I saw they had removed their bathing suits before getting in. “Water temperature good?” I said louder. It was hard to see anything because of the dark from the olive tree shadow. But I could see enough that it appeared like two faces coming apart.
“It’s good,” Mila called back.
“You took off your bathing suits,” I pointed out, knowing I ran the risk of bringing the conversation to the point right away.
“Didn’t you say it was bad for the water quality to wear things in here?”
I did say that — back when the only people using the hottub was her and me. I faced away again and stewed. She seemed to have an answer for everything. I decided to spoil their little party. I got up and out of the pool and stood right over them and took my own bathing suit off and eased myself into the hottub with them. Mila scooted around to make room for me and ended up nearer Reagan than to me. Reagan didn’t budge. His eyes were closed and his head was leaned back on the edge. “This is perfect,” he mumbled.
I pretended to lean back as well but I kept my eyes low lidded to peer over the steaming and bubbling surface at them. I saw Mila peeking back at me and over at Reagan who she was even closer to her than before. I pretended my eyes were closed. The darkness made everything uncertain, but Mila’s perfect orb of a shoulder, poking above the surface between her and Reagan, moved slowly up and down the way it would if her hand were under the water in his lap. She kept looking like she was checking on me and I kept my eyes looking closed.  He was naked under the water, as was she, I reminded myself. I saw Reagan shift, glance at me, and then move his arm as well — slowly, yes, but still undeniably.
I really did close my eyes then. My wife who I hadn’t earlier suspected of even fantasizing was three feet away from me naked and virtually leaning against a man who was also naked, and they could very well have been stroking each other too. The audacity was dumbfounding. I claimed to be cooked enough and said I had work to do — Mila knew that meant my office two floors down. I snuck out the front door and up the half stairs to where you can see over the wall back into the terrace. I crouched under the edge and listened. There were murmurs and light giggles. I heard Mila say “no!” but in a teasing way. There was some splashing sounds but mostly silence — punctuated by the occasional sound that could have been something in the distance but could also have been low purring and moaning.
I came back through the bedroom and cleared my throat and flicked the light because I didn’t want to have to catch them in a position they couldn’t explain and force the issue. They were out of the hottub and were both sitting on the edge of the pool cooling their legs but up against each other with towels around them. I couldn’t tell if they were still naked — until I spotted both bathing suits where they fell earlier. So they were. I tried to breathe and I tried to think but it was all so sudden and too much.
Mila took Reagan down to the spare guest room. “I have to show him,” she said full of posturing innocence. It was opposite my office and the only other room on the lower floor and not hard to find. She came back up when I was already in bed reading. She climbed in and kissed me. “Thank you,” she said.
“For what?” I asked.
“Nothing.”
She turned her light out, which she hardly ever did before me. “Not reading?” I said.
“Too tired,” she rolled over. “You must be too, after the flight and everything.” I kept reading. She rolled toward me. “I think you’re tired, you should go to sleep now. Do you need to be relaxed?” she asked, reaching under the sheet to cup my balls in her cool hands. Because I didn’t answer she laughed to herself and yanked the sheet off both of us.
“Okay,” she said, “But just a little.”
She held my stiffening erection in her soft hand and licked up the length from the base to the head and circled her tongue around under the head and then pursed her lips and pressed me against her closed mouth. She shoved harder until I popped into her mouth and she took me back out and giggled a bit and rubbed her thumb over the wetted head. There was something of the forced nature of that little thing she did. She licked me again after looking deep in my eyes and she enveloped me deeply in her mouth and moaned on me. It was a moan I had heard just a few days earlier — from the other side of the terrace wall. She wrapped her finger and thumb hard around my cock and pulled up and plunged down stiffly as she wrapped her large full lips around the top and swirled her tongue on me inside her mouth.
“Come for me, baby, I want to sleep soon.” She plunged down hard and began to suck on me in earnest. She started gyrating and making like she was getting very excited on me, even though she never really got like that before. She knew though that that would make me come faster. She kept looking up at me and redoubled her efforts. I didn’t last very long and she pumped on me faster at the first sign that she had me close to the edge. I exploded up into her mouth and she caught all of it before running off to the bathroom to spit and wash her mouth out. She was back in bed in no time, turning my lamp off for me and curling up into sleep mode before I had a chance to even fully recover from the half-effort blow job.
I rolled over away from her and fell asleep. But not deeply. I could feel her leaning over me and made myself awake without opening my eyes. She was close enough I could feel her breath on my shoulder. I kept my breathing pace the same and didn’t move a muscle. In a few moments, I could feel the bed shift and lighten. She had slipped quietly out of the sheets. I stayed still knowing that she might be looking over her shoulder. The bathroom was outside our bedroom door, and that was surely where she was headed. Only I didn’t see the dim light go on, nor the door open — it always had a telltale annoying creak. I did hear, however, the other creaks more associated with the stairs down.
Perhaps, I thought, she remembered something in the kitchen, or worried something was left on. Maybe she was checking the front door. Nothing I could think of however could explain how long she was taking. I gave it 20 minutes before I rolled out of bed quietly as I could to investigate.
I say “investigate” the same way I earlier said “evidence,” as though there was anything to investigate, anything to discover. Reagan was in the spare room and she had gone down to him — a man I already knew she was fucking. Still, I crept down like a husband who wasn’t quite sure. I crept through the dark kitchen and stood atop the stairs down to the lower level. To the right was my office door, to the left, the spare guest room. That door was closed, but light escaped out from under it. My office shared a wall with the guest room. I stepped on the outside of the stairs to avoid creaking them and slipped into my office. I went over to the wall between me and my wife and I carefully pressed my ear to it.
What I heard both raised my anger and my erection. But even I had to admit to myself the anger was not real. It was what I thought I was supposed to feel. The erection, on the other hand, was real. I could hear Mila’s breath — it was half moan half pant. There was a cry at the top of each breath. There was also an occasional “Oh Reagan!” and a giggle.
I kept listening and heard the shifting of bodies on a bed. What followed was the sound of Mila moaning, only this time it was muffled and gagged sounding, followed by popped lips. My heart both sank and pumped hard when I realized I was hearing my wife suck off Reagan. Her loud and intermittent moaning could only mean one thing: She was lowering her hips over his face at the same time and Reagan was eating my wife out.
It went on for so long I brought my cock out of my shorts and stroked myself listening. I was filled with shame but the more powerful emotion was arousal. I was dying to know if I had it right in my mind and needed to at least peek on them. I went out the office to the spare room door again. If they were as fully engaged as they sounded, would I be able to open the door enough without being noticed? I argued with myself that that was crazy, but I also knew that I was going to lose that argument. I touched the door knob. All I had to do was slowly turn it, pull it so it didn’t do that clicking thing, and ease it open an inch or two.
I put my ear to the door and listened. She was still muffled and moaning, but panting and gasping too. I twisted the knob carefully and nudged the door open. I pressed my eye to the crack. Mila was indeed in the 69 position with Reagan. She was so ensconced in his cock her hair covered her face and she swirled herself around him hard and deep. Her light body, glowing golden in the dim light of the tiny room, bucked and squirmed on top of him. Her cute button ass rode up and down like a shiver on his face and her thighs spread out ingloriously across the top of the bed. Her feet pressed into the wall behind his head she was so vibrating and lost. I could see his hands, big and strong, control her by gripping her tiny-appearing ass cheeks.
I was able to step lightly into the room and into the closet. I knew it had slats in the doors and that it was empty. I closed the bedroom door behind me as carefully as possible and closed the closet door just as quietly on myself. It was only after I was inside that I realized I might have trapped myself. But so overpowering was my urge — my need — to watch my wife fuck this other man again that I didn’t think of anything else. Inside the closet, I peered out the slats. She chocked herself on his long, thick cock. She gripped it with both hands like it was a life-ring. She came off and looked like a possessed woman with her hair flying around and she peered back at him over her slender tanned shoulders and she laughed gutturally. She was in that animal mode I saw on the terrace the first time. She went back down on him so hard it was like she was angry at his cock. Her thighs looked so delicious inside Reagan’s hands. Her butt looked too hot to touch wrapped around his face. When she darted up, her breasts, so firm, so shaped, I could just kiss them, hung from her chest and grazed his belly beneath her.
He tapped her and she was more than ready and willing to hop off and spin around and reach hungrily behind herself to grab that cock and raise her hips over his. She was so eager to fuck him she barely gave him a chance to breathe. With his cock slippery from her saliva, I watched from behind as she plunged her hips down and swallowed him in one drive till her pussy lips mashed against his balls. She groaned so loud he covered her mouth with his hand and she giggled and sweated and began rapidly pounding her hips against him. She cried out again because it was too hard for her to remember not to and he rose his own hips up to meet hers and they collided with a terrible smacking sound, at once wet and hard.
I heard my wife cry out, “Oh my god,” in a new level of desperation. She leaned over his face and mashed her beautiful breasts into his mouth. She gasped again and it sounded to me like she was losing it, like she was going to come. His hands roamed over her back and over her precious ass and then between her legs. I watched him rub her there all over, finding her clit and driving her into delirium as though she couldn’t possibly fuck him any harder or deeper.
She rose up and brought his hands to her breasts under her hands and bent over so far backward I could see her face upside down. The tips of her hair brushed his legs behind her. She bounced on him as he squeezed her tits hard in his hands and made her growl and moan. When he began to rise up harder into her and make his own groaning sounds, she redoubled her efforts and fucked him with a new seriousness. Her hands planted themselves on his chest and I could tell by her intermittent breath-holding that she was in the throes right there with him. I stroked my cock and could not stop or slow down. His ass rose up off the bed and he stopped breathing. She cried out loud enough that if I had been two floors up, it would have awakened me. I saw his come pour out from inside his pussy all over his balls and the bed. She stopped breathing and then bucked frantically and caught her breath like it was the biggest surprise in the world. She seemed to come a long time before she finally collapsed onto the bed beside him.
She hopped up in a few moments and he only smiled with his eyes remaining closed. I heard her in the adjoining bathroom running the water waiting for it to get warm. I slipped the closet door open and got out the bedroom door unnoticed. I made my way back up the stairs and into our own bedroom. I laid there and thought about what I had seen, but also about what it made me feel. I was as disturbed by my own reaction as much as I was disturbed by what she was doing. When I heard her feet padding outside the door, I quickly rolled over and pretended to be sleeping. Mila came in and closed the door behind her and slipped into bed with me. When she left, she was wearing a robe. But she came back naked. She carefully pressed up against me and hugged me. I felt her kiss the back of my shoulders.




V

I came home from work the next day to find Mila alone by the pool. I was relieved that he was not there — and possibly gone. Not only was it not right what she was doing, and not right that I was as much as allowing it, it was also unsustainable to be creeping around masturbating in closets watching all the fucking they were doing. But the peace was short-lived.
“Honey,” she said not sitting up or removing her sunglasses. “Reagan’s building isn’t ready yet. Do you mind another night?”
Was I too rapid when I responded, “No problem,”? I added, “Got to go out tonight, there’s a rally, I need to cover it.”
“Oh.” She never took the slightest interest in politics or my work. “When will you be back?”
I knew why she was asking. “Probably after midnight if it’s anything like the previous rally.”
“Okay hon.”
Neither of us pointed out that we just agreed that I’d be out past midnight and Reagan would be over all night. How quickly repeated outrage becomes normal.
Of course there was no rally and she wouldn’t know that. Beneath the stairs outside the terrace, was a half-tall entrance where the pool pump could be accessed, and where also one could get through to the panel in the lower level hallway. I unlocked it all earlier. I left and went instead to Ea’s for a couple of beers watching soccer. Sure enough, not long after, I saw from the shadows deep in the bar Reagan park his motorcycle and begin the incline up to their little love nest.
I gave it another 45 minutes, tapped the bar and waved at Sal and made my own way up the steps. Only when I got to the final curving stairs around the terrace, I ducked down behind and went through the half size door. I stepped around the pipes and filters and carefully lifted the panel away. I looked inside the hallway and saw the coast was clear. I could see if they were in the kitchen by peering from the lower stairs. Nope, not there. I went through to the steps to the bedroom. I crept up those and into the bedroom unseen. I was able to hug the wall and get to the muslin curtains that framed the double wide door onto the terrace. The evening sun lit the sky on fire. The ocean was agitated by some far off storm and slammed its annoyance against the cliffs below. The air was warm but turbulent, throwing gusts across the terrace that smelled of Egypt. On the terrace slat wood floor, Mila writhed on her back, her hands on her thighs, her nails tearing at her skin. She moaned in rhythm as though humming a song and rolled her head with her eyes closed side to side. Her shoulders, round and smooth and glowing, danced and her breasts heaved when her whole torso lifted off the floor and her back arched sharply. Her toes squeezed into points and her breath sucked in short sharp inhalations. Between her undulating legs, Reagan’s head of hair moved slowly and surely. He was eating my wife out.
She began to lose her rhythm and started even losing her breath. He doubled down between her legs when they rose up into the air. “Baby!” she gasped. She cried out in a long, low guttural sound and pushed her hips hard into his face before collapsing back to the floor. He crawled up beside her and they propped up on pillows against the wall and watched the ocean and sky holding hands and leaning heads together, each with a glass of wine.
I sat down too, unseen behind the waving curtains.
“Do you think he knows?” she said, sipping with a nonchalant tone.
“You know him. Does he show any signs?”
“He’s not an easily read man,” she sighed. She lifted his hand to her lips and kissed the back of it. “He might be completely aware, he would be good at hiding it.”
“But why would he?” Reagan asked her, helping her to shift so that she moved between his outstretched legs to lean her bare back against his bare chest and wrap her arms around his knees pulled up on both sides of her. She nestled down and into him and his hands roamed her naked body, dragging the back of his fingers over her breasts, her stomach, and the pussy he had just licked to crescendo.
“That’s how he plays his interview subjects too, that’s why he’s so good at it. You can say anything to him, show him anything, and the more he doesn’t show any reaction the more people seem to want to show him. They open up to him like no other. It’s his skill.” She leaned down and kissed his hand where it massaged her breast lightly. He began touching her pussy lips with his other hand. She moaned.
“What are we going to do?” He inserted a finger into her and she gasped and instinctively grabbed his wrist.
“I love this place. I love the location. I love the lifestyle.”
“You love his money.”
She squirmed around in his embrace. “Hey!” She licked his face. “It’s more than you make!” She scrunched her hand into his lap and squeezed so hard he grimaced.
“Not fair,” he said, pulling her legs so she ended up rising in his lap facing him. Her knees fell to his sides and she settled down on him straddling him.
She met his forehead with hers and she smiled intimately with him. “Do we have to do anything, baby?” She raised herself and I saw her push her hand down between their bodies.
“He’s going to find out,” he said.
She grabbed his cock between them and stood it up so it’s tip touched what I could see were her dampened pussy lips. “He might already know.”
“He’s not going to stand for it.”
She lowered herself on him and held her mouth open all the way in half a gasp and half a smile. I could see his cock disappear up inside her. Her pussy lips gripped the side of his cock and when she rose back up, they held on. “He would have a lot to lose too. I think he likes you. He’s a weakling at heart. His lack of reaction that he’s famous for — he told me once.” She gasped as she talked and rose and fell in his lap, his cock sliding in and out of her. “It was the way his parents yelled at him. He learned to show no reaction,” she breathed harder and threw her face into his neck. “He feels everything, but he can make his face like cement,” she breathed in his ear. “Oh Reagan, you feel so good inside me.”
It was true what she told him, but she left out that I didn’t tell anyone but her and that I didn’t want her to tell anyone else.
He reached between them and I could see that he was rubbing her clit as she rose up and down in his lap fucking him casually. “Isn’t he angry his wife is fucking another man?”
She could barely breath. She began rising and falling faster. I could see his cock become wet from her between her legs. “Yes,” she sighed.
“Won’t he do something angry?” His hands wrapped around her ass and he began to take over, shoving her up and down on his cock.
She whimpered and cried in his shoulder and bit him. “He can’t.” She moaned long and hard. “Baby, what you do to me, oh my god.” Her breath began to halt. “He freezes,” she said in a whisper. “We could be fucking right in front of him and he wouldn’t say or do anything.”
“You almost made me come when you said fucking.”
She laughed with desperation and told him, “Baby, I’m almost about to come too.”
As soon as she said that, he gripped her tight and moaned.
“Baby!” she cried out. Her head rolled back and her hair fell. She stopped breathing and I watched again as he rose up against her hips so hard he lifted her up. She groaned loud and hard and deep and so did he. They collapsed together and I got up and slipped out of the room, down to the lower level, out the panel and through the pump room to the little door back onto the stairs outside.
I crouched by the wall below the terrace. I could hear them again. She said, “He’s coming back soon, after midnight he said.”
“I’ll go to my room,” he said.
“No,” she said. “Why don’t you stay out here?”
“What, when he comes home? At this time of night?”
She giggled. “Yeah. I’m going to show you something.”
“Okay,” I heard him say.
“I’m going to make him lie on this recliner beside you. And then I’m going to climb on yours with you. I’m going to see if he lets me go all the way to fucking you right beside him. You’ll see. He won’t stop it.”
“I don’t believe you,” he said.
“You just watch,” she said.




VI

I went down to Ea’s to drink a couple doubles of Jack. She was both cruel and correct. Neither of them knew that it had already happened numerous times — and she was right that I wouldn’t do anything about it. I wanted to be a man who would — a man who could kill another man, one who could throw things, strangle someone, burn something down, or at the very least, shout, punch a wall, or even just leave. Instead, I lifted my frame back up those infernal steps to the pool wall and down again to our door. I had waited till the time I said I would — a little past midnight. I said I would and so I did. In my mind I laid waste to empires. But I walked in showing nothing.
Mila was in the kitchen. “Oh sweetheart! You’re back. I’m making you a drink, go on up and relax on the terrace.”
I put my bag down and did as told.
She called after me, “Reagan is up there, just so you’re not surprised.”
I didn’t say anything. I got to our bedroom and stripped down. Reagan was indeed on the terrace, lying as I knew he would be on one of the recliners.
“Hey buddy,” he called without looking.
I pulled on a robe and went out to lie on the other recliner.
“Tough day at the office?” he asked.
“You know it,” I replied. It wasn’t even awkward. It was nothing to lie on a recliner beside the man who I knew my wife was soon to be fucking.
She came up a few moments later and handed me a martini. She went over and dipped her toe in the pool and said, “Hottub’s ready if you want, honey.”
I didn’t say anything. I sipped the drink and it tasted marvelous.
Mila came over between the two recliners and stood looking down at me with her hands on her hips. “Can I get you anything? Hungry?”
I couldn’t talk. I just shook my head no and patted at her hand. She sat down on the edge of Reagan’s recliner as natural as anything. “Long day?”
“Not bad,” I said.
“Good to be home though, I bet,” she said. She laid down on her side facing me, crooking her arm to rest her head on it.
“Always good,” I smiled easily back at her and she blew air out her nose and closed her eyes.
“We didn’t do much around here, just passed the time mostly,” she said of her and Reagan. “Isn’t that right, Ray?” she said, craning her neck a bit behind her.
“The only way to live,” he agreed.
“Come on,” she said to him. “Make some room for me.”
He shifted and she pressed back a little more, still facing me. He then rolled on his side to face her back. She puffed air out her nose again, her eyes half lidded but on mine, as she reached around behind her back and brought Reagan’s arm to her front and nestled it into her stomach.
“Reagan cooked a really good meal.”
“Did he,” I said.
“There’s leftover in the fridge when you want something.” She patted his hand where it rested on her stomach, and then gripped his wrist. “It’s hot tonight,” she said, closing her eyes.
“It’s hot every night now,” I agreed.
She lifted herself up and pulled her top over her head. She was wearing a bra underneath, a white satin bra that shimmered in the moonlight. She stood up and dropped her billowy pants as well, and kicked them off. She was wearing low cut panties, also white. She looked incredible, all shadowy with her white underwear gleaming. She sat back down and then lay down on her side as before. Reagan’s arm dropped around her as before as well, and she hugged it to her bare torso. It draped around her breasts.
“Ray,” she said, still looking at me. “You must be hot too.”
Reagan stood up on the other side of the recliner as if on duty and slipped out of his cotton pants and t-shirt. He took off his underwear — he seemed to always be doing that. He laid back down behind Mila on his side again, and pressed up behind her.
“Honey,” she said to me.
“Mm?” I answered as I always did.
“I hope you don’t mind, but this isn’t comfortable.” I wondered what she meant, but she stood up and leaned down backward for Reagan to unhook the back of her bra. She let it slide down her arms and then she hooked her thumbs into the waist of her panties and crouched to push them down and off. She tossed both items on top of her pants lying by the door. She smiled down at me and puffed air out her nose again.
I showed nothing. I propped my arm behind my head. My wife was naked on the recliner beside me with Reagan pressed up against her back, naked as well.
“Honey,” she said to me again. I felt stoned. She said in a mock whisper, “I think Reagan’s got a boner!” She laughed and Reagan laughed and because they both laughed, I laughed too. I laughed the way one would if it was a joke. But Mila rolled onto her back beside Reagan who moved for her and I could see out the corner of my eye that she had gripped his cock. He indeed had a boner, a big one. She looked over at me and back at Reagan and down at his cock she gently, slowly, stroked in her hand.
I stared up at the sky. She pushed him onto his back and shifted herself up onto her hands and knees and moved down his body. She crouched between his legs at the foot of the recliner. She laughed lightly and let her hair drape over his legs. She said, “Someone needs to be relaxed.”
I looked directly over and she glanced at me and then kissed his knee. She looked back at me as she licked a little line from his knee up his thigh. I could see his cock up ahead of her standing straight up.
She laughed deeply and quietly and kissed Reagan’s thighs, moving further up on him. “Honey,” she said.
“Mm?” I replied.
“Maybe you’d like to get out of your robe too.”
I stood up and let it fall to the terrace floor and laid back down.
She whispered to me, “You can stroke yourself if you like, I don’t mind.” When she said that, she kept her eyes on me as she lowered her open mouth around Reagan’s erect cock. I saw her look again toward me a couple more times with his cock in her mouth, but soon she was devouring him and uncaring about me. She moaned and twisted on him with new enthusiasm.
He lowered his chair so that it was flat, and then he urged her to twist around on him. He wanted more of that sixty-nine I already saw them enjoy together in the guest suite below. She allowed him to manhandle her small body and she stepped over his face and lowered herself to his waiting tongue. She looked at me when they connected and she shivered. She planted her knees on the sides of his head and lowered her eager month to his straining cock. She spiraled her head around him and filled her mouth with him. She pulled off and breathed hard and groaned. I could see her hips vibrate and push on his face. Whatever he was doing, it was right. She slathered herself all over his cock and pushed it all over her face. She went down on him with vigor and energy. She seemed to be trying to suck life out of his cock.
“Baby,” she said, pulling reluctantly off his face. She turned around and lowered her knees on both sides of his hips. I was no longer part of her visual range. His hands reached up and grabbed her tits and she pressed his hands to her chest harder with her own. She flung her head back and her hair waved like the rivulets of a creek sparkling in the new moon light. She reached down her stomach and between her thighs and pulled on his cock. She moaned like she was in heat. I could see she was pressing the shaft against her lips. My cock strained hard and lifted. I began to stroke myself watching my wife. She raised and lowered herself on her knees so that her pussy lips slid up and down on his shaft that she pressed against herself. She almost seemed to be crying her desire was so powerful. He tweaked her nipples and she almost lost it, collapsing without balance onto his chest before righting herself and gripping his cock hard.
She raised herself again and looked over at me. She looked shaky and full of unquenchable desire. I could see she was drawing the tip of his hard cock around and around the glistening lips of her pussy. His hands roamed freely around her stomach and sides and back and tits. She moaned looking at me. I closed my eyes and clenched my cock to keep from erupting.
She lowered herself and I watched Reagan’s cock go into her pussy. She moaned like it was her first time. She pressed her pretty hands into his chest and with his cock deeply inside her, she collapsed again onto him and began to kiss him with fervor. She wrapped her arms around his head and she moaned and cried out, “Baby, so good!”
I draped my arm over my eyes and laid on my back jerking myself off. Mila began to fuck Reagan hard and fast. He pushed her off and made her lay on her stomach and then pulled her hips up to him where he kneeled behind her. She wiggled her ass in the air for him like she couldn’t wait to be impaled. He ploughed into my wife so hard she yelped and her whole body jolted on the recliner. I looked over and closed my eyes and looked again. My cock was hard and I beat myself furiously.
The slapping sound of Reagan pounding his cock into my wife’s upturned ass was almost too much for me to bear. Her cries were loud and so full of womanly pleasure I was delirious. I could see her fingers tear at the side of the recliner fabric and her toes curl. Her face was on its side but her eyes were closed. Her mouth was pressed open and her face was covered in her undulating hair. Her cried became whimpers. My wife was getting fucked good and hard.
When Reagan moaned, both her and I knew he was going to come inside her. She pressed her ass back into him and reached behind herself as though he needed anymore coaxing. She grabbed his thighs and pushed him to fuck her harder and deeper.
“Oh god,” she cried out, her voice jolted by his fucking her whole body.
He cried out and she stopped breathing and then she gasped and shuddered. I shot my load at the same time. Reagan collapsed onto her back and then on to his own back and she rolled over so that all three of us faced the sky and caught our breath.




VII

“I’ve invited Reagan to move in,” she said the next morning. He was standing behind her where she sat on her stool, his hand on her shoulder and her hand petting his hand. They slept together downstairs. They came up together too, and found me on the kitchen deck sipping coffee staring at the ocean. “You can stay if you like,” she added.
I went back out on the small deck but I left the door open.
She said, “Also. One little thing. If you do stay, I think with your office downstairs, it might be better if . . “ She trailed off. “If you don’t have to hear us.”
I turned around without understanding. Reagan was hugging her and his hands were inside her robe. “I was just thinking that maybe Reagan should sleep upstairs, don’t you?”
It was embarrassing and I was too choked to speak. But there was no denying that it made sense. That way the whole lower level was mine. I knew I should have protested and said he shouldn’t move in. But I also knew that she would have had a lot to say about that, after what happened last night.
“Also,” she said. She kissed his hand where it draped around her shoulder.
“Also,” Reagan’s voice made me shudder. “Not sure I’m down with you watching and jerking off at us like that, buddy.”
I looked over my shoulder at him. He shrugged as if to say, just the way it is now.
I downed my coffee and stormed off in protest, down the cement stairs to Ea’s. I got drunk early in the day and wondered around the village making a fool of myself. People laughed and some kids threw rocks at me. I finally made it back up the stairs as the late afternoon light slanted golden against the whitewashed walls. I climbed to the terrace wall and looked over inside. Mila was lying on top of Reagan. His limp cock was visible between her spread legs, as was her rosy red pussy, and his come all over her ass and thighs. They were laughing and kissing and holding each other.
I came inside and went down to the lower level. I found that Mila had already moved all my clothes and toiletries down for me. I was too drunk to be mad and ended up flopping on the guest room bed and fell asleep.
About midnight, I came up to the kitchen. Mila was sitting in her lingerie on the edge of the counter with her legs wrapped around Reagan’s naked torso standing facing her. They were laughing and feeding each other toast. She pushed her hand through his hair and kissed his mouth. She saw me and pushed him off and leapt down to the floor and pulled her lingerie down to cover herself. She said, “Off to the office, hon?”
“You know it,” I said. I leaned in to kiss her. Reagan’s arm stopped me, hard across my chest. I looked up at him.
He shook his head and said, “I don’t like another man kissing my lady.”
I peered around his body to see Mila behind him, but she looked away and bit her lip. “She’s my wife, I’d like to kiss her goodnight.”
“I don’t like it,” he said, blocking my way.
“What can I do,” Mila said peering around him. She shrugged. “He doesn’t like it.”
“What’s really going on, Mila?” I said.
“I think you know,” Reagan said, nodding at me with his eyes closed. He said, “We’re going back upstairs now. When you get up tomorrow, maybe you want to get your stuff out of here.”
“It’s my place, Mila,” I protested. “That’s my wife!” I raised my voice at Reagan.
Mila stepped around Reagan and pushed him gently aside. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed my cheek. “Poor baby,” she said. She turned away from me and stepped into Reagan’s arms and looked over her shoulder back at me. His hands went around her shoulders and back and when they dropped to her ass, she visibly shuddered. “I’m sorry,” she mouthed, before turning her face back into Reagan’s chest. I watched as he turned and lead my wife upstairs to my bedroom. I heard a shriek and a laugh when I shut our front door and went back down to Ea’s. 
An hour later, my phone buzzed. It was Mila texting. “He’ll be out tomorrow from 2 to about 6, if you want to come play,” she wrote.
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I watched silently and barely breathing through the narrow gap in the accordion doors of our hall coat closet. My wife Karina, standing one-quarter facing me, tilted her face down but kept her eyes locked on Jonah’s eyes, my brother, sitting on our couch, the back and side of his head facing me. I could just barely make out her facial expressions in the dying light streaming through our massive living room window where the glowing knife-edge of the sun sank into the black ocean. I could see her pianist’s agile fingers move to her long, slender neck and to the top of the zipper there. Her mouth popped open like she had been poked for fun. Her hand began to slowly slide down over the hills and into the dips of her front, taking the zipper head with it. She blew a puff of air from her jutting bottom lip to lift a black strand of escaped hair momentarily from her cheek and looked down to marvel at her own body reveal. It was one of her favorites, a tight-fitting stretch-cotton turtle-neck lipstick-red dress. It fit her like skin. The parting sides of the opening pulled tightly back from her breasts. A slash of gold lit her exposed stomach on fire.
Jonah made like he was straightening his pants but he was shifting to gain room for his expanding bulge — even I could see that and I could barely see anything. He draped his arm behind his head over the back of the couch to demonstrate just how cool and relaxed he was, but inside, I knew he could not have believed what he was watching. Devout, church-going, always ready to judge Karina, blessed unfairly, he used to tease me, with the hottest body this side of paradise, was the last wife anyone would suspect of even harboring fantasies of infidelity. I knew her better than anyone of course and if what I was watching literally blew my mind, my brother Jonah could hardly have been much less stunned.
I could see Karina smile to herself when the zipper reached the bottom below her navel and she turned out her shoulders to let that tight red number of hers fall open like French doors greeting him. I was distracted from feelings of betrayal, jealousy, rage, and belittlement by the vision of my wife, a true Venus, a body sculpted by masters’ hands, emerging into the light like a drug. Jonah too ran his eyes up and down her tanned flesh. Her black bra’s raised textures caught dapples of light from the last of the dying rays. She held her arms out to Jonah with the sleeves already over her hands. She wanted him to pull her dress off her. She was offering him everything.
Twelve hours earlier, I had helped her into that dress upstairs in our bedroom. She was going to an office dress-up day and I was off on a three-day business trip. I was canceled and came home that evening to surprise her with tickets to the island and hotel reservations. I still had them clutched in my hand when I hid in the coat closet to surprise her with when she came in from work. But she didn’t come in alone. “The hell?” I thought when my brother Jonah came in my front door close behind her.
She had always hated him. Now she was leaning her hands on his shoulders and wiggling her hips to help as he peeled her dress the rest of the way down her sleek body. I could hear her giggle. He placed his hands on her bare, slim, waist. She lifted a knee to the edge of the couch and forced it between his legs. She removed one of her hands from his shoulders and it seemed to hang there like it didn’t know where to go next like there were possibilities about that being weighed.
“Hang on,” she said in a spoken whisper through a conspiring grin. I pulled back to avoid detection as she skipped past the crack in the closet door in nothing but her black bra and black panties. I peeked back out at my brother who looked around like it was the first time he was in our house — but he’d been on that very couch a thousand times. She returned a moment later with my tablet playing acoustic guitar music. She also carried a bottle of wine and two glasses in her other hand. She never drank. At least, I never knew her to drink. She handed those to Jonah while she went to set the tablet on the credenza propped up to sound good. It almost looked planned, this evening.
I had always believed she had never known just how smoking hot she was — it’s what she led me to believe with everything she said when dressing, doing her hair, putting on her makeup, for church, for example. But the way she turned to face my brother and stop in the middle of the floor to wiggle a little with the music for him, then to step so gingerly and coyly toward him, her body all twisting and her hands grappling each other behind her back to jut her chest out even more, she looked all the world like a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. She untied her long, shimmering black hair and tussled it and shook her head forward and chuckled. She was wearing the golden anklet with the tiny heart pendant I brought home from New York for her last month.
She took her glass of wine from his hand and let him linger on her lithe body as she exaggerated tilting her whole body back to drink. Her black panties featured a tiny red bow right in the middle, matched by her quarter cup bra with another bow right in the middle too. She posed like an advertisement for the highest-end women’s wear. She laughed a little and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and began to sway and ripple her body and lightly head-bang her hair to cover her face in her shimmering black locks. She placed her glass down and, with all fingers on both hands slowly curling one after another, she beckoned Jonah to join her. She gyrated and pumped her hips in slow motion and brought her chest back in convex shape before thrusting it forward toward him. “Come on,” she cooed to him, insistently, in a voice full of promise. She began dragging her fingertips up the side of her torso and over the shape of her bra and up her neck and into her luxury of hair. Her expression was of a woman pleasuring herself. “Come on!” she smiled at him with excited impatience.
Jonah watched my wife like the strippers he’s usually watching on a weekend night. He gulped back my wine like it was cheap college beer and pushed himself up like a reluctant chore. He just stood there in his ugly brown suit with that infuriating “mine” expression on his face, half sneer, half contempt. My wife tip-toed around him lifting his jacket off his shoulders with the delicateness of butterflies. She folded it carefully over the back of a chair. From behind, she reached under his arms to undo his tie and then his shirt buttons, pressing herself into his back every inch of her body down to her knees. She circled around him dragging the edges of her blue-painted fingernails along his ribs and abs. She sucked air between her teeth and made as though to lift her soft, submissive face for a kiss on her pouting, parted lips, but only to a centimeter of his before licking his and pulling back with devilish teasing.
Her spidery long fingers nestled into the edge of the top of his pants. She looked up at him through her downcast face and bit her lip as though she were powerless to control what she was going to do next. She showed him her bared teeth and lolled her head back to expose her neck to him. She yanked the tail of his belt to free it from the clasp. She touched the tip of her tongue to the middle of her top lip as she watched as though it were delicate surgery when her fingers undid his pants button and, as they had earlier on her dress, tugged and parted the zipper there. She laughed a little and kissed his bottom lip before sliding her body, pressed to his all the way down till her knees touched the floor. She dragged her tongue and lips all the way down his chest and abdomen too. Her hands roamed wildly over his torso like someone grappling a life ring from under the surface.
She got all still and gentle when she carefully peeled his pants apart and gently tugged them over his ass and down his thighs. She knowingly tapped his calf for him to raise his foot to allow her to lift the pants off, one foot at a time. She rolled his socks down his ankles to trouble him as least as possible about removing those. He stood there in his stupid red polka dot boxers. She kissed his pelvis above the band of his shorts like she was kissing a flower. Her fingers so lightly traced the outline of his cock below it was as though she were carving air. She ignored him like her world had compressed down to only what snaked hidden inside his shorts. She cooed to it and touched it and observed it from different angles like nothing else in the world existed. She brought her lips to his boxers where they stuck out and breathed on him there.
She was as careful as a bomb defuser the way she tucked her fingers inside the waist of his boxers and lifted them off his skin to allow them by gravity to float down his legs and away as though they were made of smoke. She didn’t touch his cock. She breathed on it, she contorted herself around it, and she so barely grazed it with the tip of her tongue, even I was ready to scream. She placed her hands on his legs, dragged them around to his ass, and dug her nails in. She kissed the area above, she kissed as close beside as she could without touching, and she let her tongue tease the very skin of his balls below. She looked up at him through her doe-like eyes all brown and big when she kissed the head of his cock the way dew forms on a blade of grass. She chuckled at him and his expression — as though he were witnessing a train smash through a truck — and got below him with her mouth open and her tongue out the way she receives communion, and she took him in her mouth relentlessly and completely until her beautiful pouty lips touched the base of his pelvis. When she pursed her lips and served out her tongue on the underside of his cock to slide him all the way back out, he emerged from inside her mouth fully stiff, fully erect, hard as steel, and seemingly twice as thick and long.
She was pleased with the reaction as most of his women are and closed her eyes and gently handled his cock to drag her mouth up its side and down again to engulf the head and pull off again to press her tongue up the underside of it. She pressed it to her closed eyes and into her forehead and her cheek. She played with it and it amused her — she giggled and tongued it and tried to play-bite it. She alternated between bobbing on his cock with serious blow-job intent and pulling off to stroke it, to look up in his eyes and to make play-expressions at him of exaggerated disdain, of desire, and of lust. She turned and rose against him with her back sliding up his front. He stood there dumb as an ox and still as a cow as she rubbed her whole body against him, twirling and spinning and pressing and touching everywhere. She bent over in front of him all the way so her ass cheeks pressed against his erect cock and she wiggled herself against him and laughed.
She took his hand in her hand and said again in that soft brush of a voice, “Come on,” pressing her lips closed to conceal her smile and she stepped like a doe leading him back to the couch. “Sit,” she whispered, but there was nothing whispering about her pushing, making him land hard on the couch. She knelt on the edge of the couch on both her knees and shimmied up till she straddled his lap and she took hold of his stiff cock in one hand and spit in the palm of her other hand and rubbed it slowly around the head of his cock. She tucked herself up closer to him so she could press the length of his long cock tight against the fabric of her panties. She moaned pressing him there against herself. She pushed her hair back from her face and forehead and leaned over to rest her elbow on the cushion behind his head to feed him her breast. He reached around her and undid the clasp and helped it slide off her arms without breaking their kiss. He segued back to her breast, taking it in his mouth. She fed him the other one and groaned.
She sat back on his lap and casually and slowly stroked his penis tilting her head to the side a little like she was thinking how to word something. Finally, she smiled and said, “Do you think he knows?” she said. She said it with little concern, still slowly and lightly stroking his cock she glanced at admiringly. My heart leaped. Did she mean me? I had been so mesmerized by her dance and her striking beauty I had forgotten for a moment that was my wife and she was doing this to my brother.
He clasped his fingers behind his head with his elbows up on the back of the couch and slumped down further under my wife. Her belly curved out below her ribs and back in sharply toward her pelvis and the shape was exquisite in the soft silver moonlight that began to fill the room. I noticed how close my brother’s cock was to slipping inside my wife’s pussy, but for a millimeter of fabric that she pressed it hard against. I could tell she was rubbing her clit with his shaft. Nothing else could explain the deliriously high look on her face. “He wouldn’t do anything even if he did. Too chicken shit. Pussy.”
“He feels things, you don’t know,” she cooed thoughtfully if a little absently.
He only sniggered and said, “You gonna fuck me or talk about him?”
She snorted in faux disgust, hopped up to the tablet, and turned the volume up loud. We had excellent Bluetooth speakers that filled the room with the heavy driving beat of T.I. She shook her head at him with her lips pursed like he was a naughty boy even as she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and squatted to push them off her ass and down her legs. She lifted them off her toes one at a time and then hung the panties from her crooked finger and twisted her mouth, letting them drift to the floor. She stepped toward him in the crashing beat of the music, lowered herself with her hands on his knees, and with her shoulders poking high, her head went down on him and bobbed. She climbed up back onto his lap. She raised herself on her knees over his legs and I saw her fingers, her painted nails, reach between her legs and wrap around his cock. His hands went to her tits and her mouth opened in a moan I could not hear as she lowered her hips till her lips, glistening wet, kissed the head of his cock. She released him and wrapped her arms around his neck. She sank down on him till his cock filled her completely. Her back moved on him like waves up a beach in time to the music. I could see her lips drag up his cock leaving him streaked with her wetness, and then slide down, engulfing him, over and over. My brother’s hands wrapped around her waist and she pumped herself on him yearningly. She panted and yelped in a high and breathy pitch I could barely hear through the pounding bass.
I couldn’t escape the closet without being noticed. And if I came out, what could I say? Get off her? She was on him, and not without obvious enthusiasm. Tell my wife to get off my brother? I could already see her putting on fake pouts and saying “Poor thing,” looking over her shoulder at me and continuing to ride my brother’s cock. I did marvel though at what my wife was, it turned out, given the present evidence. When I dressed her in that hot dress in the morning, she played at being nervous to wear such a daring thing, telling me in excited tones how maybe she was discovering a new side of herself in acting “so slutty,” she said, barely able to say the word, before kissing me teasingly. I welcomed the crack in her facade of pious observance of churchy ideas. By the end of the day, it appeared she had long ago walked way past that doorway, and the act was what she had been putting on for me — and for how long I had only to guess. She had no qualms being — not just acting — the queen of sluts.
They made enough noise I could hear them both yelping and crying over the loud music. I slumped down onto the floor of the closet while they fucked away in every position imaginable. They even took breaks, walking naked to the kitchen to find food and drink and then fucking more, on the kitchen counter, against the wall outside my closet torture chamber, and on the floor. And then they went up to our bedroom. I came out of the closet and I crept up the stairs and heard her voice, her laughter, and her slow grinding moans through the door all night long.
My brother slept the night in my bed.
I crept out and slept in my car. At around 8 in the morning, I drove into the driveway. It was time to take a stand. I slammed my car door and made noise coming in the front door. My brother’s Corvette was in the driveway so I knew he was still there. I dropped my keys heavily on the kitchen counter and hollered up the stairs, “Honey!?” I wouldn’t go up and bust them, I wanted them to come down and explain. I had to call three times before Karina finally called back. She was dressed and flying down the stairs because she knew what risk she ran if she let me go up.
“Babe!” she cried at me dressed in her tank top and shorts. I expected her in her just-out-of-bed bathrobe knowing she was in bed. “Hey!” she said, sidling up to me, “Jonah’s over! He’s just grabbing a shower before he starts working on our shed! Isn’t that great?”
“The shed,” I nodded. She knew I must have seen his car.
“Yeah, he found some time, remember how we talked about hiring someone to build it? You don’t want to get frustrated with that! He offered, so, he’s here.”
“Having a shower,” I repeated.
“Yeah. He must be drying. I’ll go see, I’ll let him know you’re here!”
I could only nod and shake my head at the same time. I was never a fast thinker with my words, it always all happens silently inside my head. I crept over to the stairs and looked up. Not hearing anything, I snuck halfway up and peered down the hall toward our bedroom door. It was open enough to let me see inside if I came all the way up the stairs. I stepped lightly down the hallway until I could see our bed in the mirror. He wasn’t in the shower. He wasn’t out of bed even. He was lying on my pillows with his arm draped over his forehead and he was about to laugh but for my wife’s hand over his mouth. She was on hands and knees straddling his body where he lay on his back. She was murmuring quietly to him barely able to stop laughing. My brother pushed her head down and she resisted but not enough. He uncovered himself from the sheets and pulled her by the hair till her lips, pursed and denying, was pushed hard against his stiff cock. She relented and took over, grabbing his cock hard in her hand and going down on him deep and hard.
I saw her pop up and say something to him and I ducked and darted to the stairs and zipped down to the kitchen just ahead of her. She came into the kitchen and explained that Jonah was just ordering materials on her computer upstairs and would be down soon to say hello. Then she said she was going to get a shower too since he was out of the bathroom. “Already such a hot morning!” she said.
I bit my tongue. When I heard the water running, I crept back upstairs. They didn’t even bother to shut the bedroom door. My wife was pushing her pussy into my brother’s face and devouring his cock at the same time. I stepped up and glued my back to the wall and slid along until I was right outside the bedroom. She had turned the shower on to fool me while she and my brother had another tumble in the sheets.
I heard things shuffling and low murmurs and more laughing. Then I heard nothing at all. I was tempted to look or to run. But moments later, I heard her try hard and fail to stifle cries. I peeked in the manner of TV cops darting a look around the corner with their gun up. Her legs were wide open and locked straight out and up. My brother’s ass was up and down like a jackhammer between her legs. Her body was so violently jolted by his full-weight thrusts, I thought he would break her. She arched so far back I thought she was at risk of breaking her back. Her fingers and nails were dug so hard into his arms I thought she was going to flay him and draw blood. He tried to quiet her by covering her mouth but that only seemed to heighten her passion.
I could tell he was coming inside her when his whole body strained and when she seemed as well to climax. He collapsed onto her nearly crushing her. She gave him only a few seconds before pushing out from under him and throwing his clothes at him as she stumbled, freshly fucked, to the bathroom to make the matter of the shower at least partially truthful. “You better be ready for later, too,” she said laughing at him over her shoulder. “This girl’s not done!” I saw him sleepily and with exaggerated exhaustion pull on his suit pants and dress shirt. She giggled at him and I darted downstairs.
He appeared in bare feet carrying his suit jacket, tie, and socks. “Bro!” he said coming into the kitchen. I looked at him with piercing eyes. “Hey, Kari said you’d maybe want help putting in a shed, so . . . here I am!”
“In your work clothes,” I pointed out.
He looked down at himself. “Yeah well,” he shrugged. “Help these days, am I right?” He looked into the living room as he slid feet across the kitchen floor, no doubt checking for forgotten evidence. “You got another of those coffees?”
“You just get up?” I asked.
“ . . . “ he froze with a smile pointing his finger at me. “You almost got me there!” He fake-punched me in the ribs. “But seriously, could use a cup bad. Does coffee make itself around here?” He laughed. “Just joshing ya.” He draped his arm around my neck. “Give your Kari a shout, she can make us both a cup with a bit of Jack in it too. I mean, what, you gonna let her shower away her whole body up there?” He chuckled at his own joke and leaned around the stairs. “Hey Kari!” he shouted loud enough to ring my ears. “Men who need!” he yelled at the top of his lungs. He gave me half a headlock and rubbed my scalp with his knuckles. “Gotta keep the woman folk in line, they like it like that. I’m telling you.” He strolled away sideways from me with a reprimanding finger. “Trust me, bro!” He stood with his hands on his hips surveying my back yard. “Lots you could do with this if you got off your ass.”
“What?” I said with rising anger in my voice.
“Easy bro,” he chuckled, showing me a palm. “Just saying. You leave a lot of things around her to go wild. From neglect. Just saying.”
Karina came down. She was in her bathrobe. “Hey Jonah!” she said, as though it was the first she saw of him that morning. She lifted her heel when she leaned to put her hands on my chest and give my chin a kiss. I tried to wrap my arms around her, or at least put my hands on her waist, but she deftly twisted away. “Who wants a cup?” she said.
“See? That’s what I’m talkin’ bout!” Jonah said, turning back away from the window. He walked up to Karina where she was placing a fresh pod in the maker and wrapped his arms around her to hug her from behind. “I love your girl!” he said looking at me.
“Jonah!” Karina scolded with a smile. She tried to push him off by pushing back against him with her ass. He grabbed her by the hips and silently made as though fucking her with a grotesque expression on his face looking at me. “Stop it!” she protested, but again, with a smile and not resisting nearly enough.
“You got to prune the branches to make them grow, I’m telling you, bro,” he said slapping Karina on the ass hard as he pulled out a chair and twisted it around to sit on it backward.
Karina looked at me and shook her head and rolled her eyes. She made a coffee for Jonah but not for me. I shrugged my arms out. “Sorry honey! I didn’t hear you!”
“I got it,” I said.
“Okay,” she smiled at Jonah, not me, and sat at the corner of the table. I saw her robe fall open a little showing her leg most of the way up. I saw Jonah take a long look and make an exaggerated nod of approval. She smiled coyly and turned to see if I was seeing it, but I turned sooner to get a coffee pod out. When I finally turned around with my steaming cup, I caught Jonah yanking his hand away from my wife’s lap and her tugging her robe closed over her legs.
“Hey,” Jonah said. “Since I’m building your goddamned shed, maybe you don’t mind going to pick up the order I placed.” He pushed over to me a list of items from the Home Depot. “You know where that is, right?” he raised his brows at me and grinned.
“You want me to get the wood?” I asked.
“Hey!” He tapped his chest. “I’m doing all the work around here! Aren’t I Kari? You tell him how hard I work around here!”
She wrapped her lips around the edges of her teeth like someone trying hard not to burst out laughing. My brother reached in front of me to grab Karina’s thigh. “Am I right, Kari?” He slapped her thigh when her robe fell open again.
“Take your time there though,” he said. “We got all day. You go get the materials, Kari and I are going to stay here and plan it all out, aren’t we darling?” He winked at her.
“Do you mind honey?” she scrunched her nose up at me.
“It’s an order you phoned in that I just pick up?” I asked looking down his list.
“Yeah, yeah,” he confirmed. “It’s just, they keep it in the aisles for ya, so you just bring a big cart and grab what you need. I made the list for you. But you should grab a coffee at Starbucks out there for yourself. You know, don’t rush back, right Kari?” He still had his hand on her bare thigh.
She held her coffee cup to her mouth with both hands and only managed to squeeze out a “Uh-huh” through focused concentration.
I pretended to go but I parked in front a couple of doors down and walked back through the alley and snuck through our backyard. I snuck up to our kitchen window and peeked in. It didn’t take my brother long. He was standing with his hands on his hips and his cock straight out in my wife’s mouth where she sat, with her robe now fully open to him. She was tickling the underside of his cock and leaning forward and back to take it deep into the back of her throat.
After pumping on him, she rose, kissed him deeply on his mouth with her hands tightly clasped around the back of his neck. She reluctantly broke it off and drifted languidly toward the stairs trailing her arm that he held by the tips of her fingers, and she took him upstairs. I went to get the lumber knowing my brother was fucking my wife in our bed and fucking her good, too. Better than I could. He always had girlfriends who were always the hottest.
I backed up into the driveway with the trunk loaded with lumber. I was met at the front door by my brother coming out. He rattled his keys in his hand and pointed at his car. “Gotta go, bro.”
I said, “The shed?”
“Got a call,” he shrugged, patting his phone. He ran an industrial plumbing company.
“What about the?” I asked, pointing at my car weighed down with the wood.
“I’ll be back, you know that, bro!” He winked and snapped his fingers at me. His corvette sprayed gravel at me as he sped out our driveway.
I came into the house but didn’t find Karina. I went upstairs. I found her nude, wrapped in violently tossed sheets on our bed, the pillows on the floor, and the blanket half over the side table. She appeared delirious. I could even see wet stains on the bottom sheet. She was half on her belly with her legs splayed wide open. She closed them when she dully noticed I was in the room, but she didn’t cover her body. “Are you mad at me?” she asked in a sultry, hoarse voice. I could make out bright red handprints on both her ass cheeks.
I sat on the edge of the bed. “Why are you doing this, Karina?” I said.
She squirmed on the sheets until she was half wrapped around me. “Doing what? Sleeping in?” She giggled.
“You know what I mean,” I said sternly.
She pushed herself more tightly around me where I sat and rested her head in my lap. She unbuckled my jeans and pulled down my fly. “Are you missing me,” she asked my cock sweetly and softly.
“Why do you do this?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, honey,” she said, pulling my stiffening cock out of my pants. She kissed it and tongued it. “At least the little guy knows not to ask so many questions.”
“Were you with my brother last night?” I finally put things on the table.
She engulfed my cock in her mouth and made a point to moan long and loud on me when I was deep inside her. It felt incredible. She pulled herself off. “Why would you ask a crazy-headed thing like that?” she said. She stroked it in her hand. “He’s your brother for crying out loud.” She kissed my cock and shoved it in again. “You know I hate him and all men like him!” she went on and pulled herself up to sit beside me when she realized sucking me off wasn’t draining my mind away. “Does baby need to hanky my panky?” she said giggling, spreading her legs inviting me to look at her pussy.
I looked. Her pussy was shaved and was red from overuse. “Been awhile,” I said.
“You,” she said, kissing my nose, “get a rain-check to redeem whenever,” she leaned her forehead against mine, “and I do mean whenever,” she kissed my chin, “you want,” she kissed again, “to have me.” She patted my leg. “I’m a bit sore from a jog yesterday, so not now, okay? But when you want to?” She hopped up and went into the bathroom and closed the door. I noticed she grabbed her phone on the way.
I heard her giggle and I heard the sound of a phone taking a picture. I opened the bathroom door but she quickly shoved it closed hard against my foot. “You don’t just barge in like that!” she yelled. I had glimpsed her taking a selfie of her nude body. I quietly leaned my ear close to the door. I heard more pictures being taken and I heard the swoosh of messages being sent and received rapidly. And I heard her giggle more, lightly as rain.
It was never clear what the relationship status of my brother was. One day he would be despondent, drunk and crying at our kitchen table about how fucked-up he was, how sorry he was about whoever the latest girlfriend was who left him, and how he was going to change finally. The next time I’d see him, he was as solid as married, inviting some new squeeze to important family dinners with parents and kids, and talking about buying a house together and asking me about schools and churches.
“How’d you get a girl like her?” he would often start whether in a down or an up mood. He judged every facet of success in himself and everyone else in his world including celebrities by the surface appearances of the girls they were with. There was no more a marker for success than how closely a man’s girlfriend or wife resembled Victoria’s Secret or Sports Ill models. Athletes, actors, business tycoons, politicians, friends, family, they all sucked as losers or they all had it “made in the shade” not because they led their teams to championships, created great movies, ran global enterprises, lead nations, or had great families. It was all nothing compared to what they had standing beside them in their photos.
I had been his benchmark all our lives of what the term “loser” meant. The fact I earned multiple post-graduate degrees, I was a tenured professor working with a Nobel-laureate in physics, that I served on a Presidential Advisory Council for NASA, that I had investments that went up and down in the course of a day by amounts greater than he’d earn in a lifetime of toil, was laughably irrelevant to him. To all my accomplishments, he was oblivious, except for one. The looks — not even the personality, which he detested — of my wife. “The fuck a loser like you doing with a body like that?” It was a real and valid question for him, a genuine mystery of the universe, evidence, to him, that there are some things maybe that humans are destined to never know. Not black holes, not dark energy, not quantum gravity waves. But the appearance of Karina, my wife, to which he always referred to as “a body.”
There was one personality trait of mine about which I would agree with him that I was a “loser” as he defines it. I overthink things. I mull them to death. In astrophysics, it’s a benefit to think and think and think, looking for the hidden pattern in the math, seeking the angle of relationships in equations, following the thinnest of threads of connection between the most widely spread of known facts. In personal relationships, it’s not so good. The mysteries are as embracing, the gulfs of ignorance are as deep, but to mull them, to tease them in the mind so much they become as entangled as subatomic particles, does not serve a good purpose.
What attracted me to Karina was not her looks — I hadn’t even noticed that till Jonah met her and drooled like a pig who found a trough — but her simple world of relationships and motives. I don’t mean that she was simple-minded. I mean that her values were clear, her actions were always in league with her values, and her motivations always aligned with her actions. She went through her life like an algorithm. I knew what was right in her mind and what was wrong, and it never changed because it was always firmly anchored. She never surprised me and that was the best thing about her, and she loved that she could be herself entirely with me and never be expected or pressured to be anyone else. Friends and even her family challenged her values and tempted her. They questioned her motives as though no one could be that driven. They fished for doubts and planted seeds when they found none, but the soil was barren. With me, she was not challenged to change anything, nor did I doubt her sincerity or her purity. We clicked like a key in a lock.
Or so I thought until she walked in the door and I hid in the closet to surprise her with a weekend on the island. I had seen and heard so much in the short time since then that my whole world was as though made of sand that suddenly dried like a sculpture out too long in the sun, burst out of shape and form into nothing by a wind. The actions were so different that I began to question again whether I had too easily dismissed the pop culture silliness about quantum theory many worlds. I overthink things. Another man would simply walk up to Jonah and plow their fist into his fac and then would pack either his own bag or his wife’s and leave or make her go. Another man would slap his hands like one who finished a dirty job and move on. Another man would have brushed a brother like Jonah out of his life like scraps from a finished dinner plate and would have burned what remained of his wife’s clothes and effects in a done-with-it fire.
But this man thought that maybe quantum wave collapses reverse and that maybe his perception, tuned to the wiggles of nearby realities the way a biologist can tell one species of African leopard moth from another, had keyed on the slip. She was only ever the average of all her possibilities, I well knew. And so rather than kill my brother and throw my wife out the door, I grew fascinated by events and my mind turned to mathematical equations as though all of reality was composed of discreet packets of inexistent information fields. I suspected my wife was sending nude photos of her body to her lover, my brother, whose come was still in her pussy and her mouth, but I chose to go downstairs, make a cup of coffee, and pretend I didn’t see or hear anything. To be sure, it was a vastly different world than the one I was in before. Before, I looked up at her coming down from her shower and saw my anchor, my strength, and my connection to the world of the sentient. Now, as she padded down the stairs and floated around the corner, I looked up as Neo did from the stopped bullets and saw numbers, patterns, and equations. When she raised herself on her tiptoes and kissed my nose, the clarity of thought was as though my cortex was wired to the internet. I knew all women, all wives, and all brothers in a nanosecond. I looked down at my fist slowly form and release and felt like I knew everything.
A few days later, I came home from work to find my brother’s car in our driveway. I had an hour earlier closed a deal with a Wall Street consortium on a complex multibillion-dollar investment into quantum gravity research using a device I invented that doesn’t even exist and probably never will. I sold, essentially, a probability wave function, a possibility. I created a market for possibility trading. I walked in my front door. “Bro!” Jonah shouted from my kitchen. “You’re just in time!”
I dropped my keys in the dish and placed my backpack on the floor. I took my time hanging my coat in the closet. I poked my finger in my neck and tugged loose my tie. I don’t wear ties often, but I had just swung for billions and came out with a homer and the promise of a hundred times more. I came into the kitchen and planted my feet apart and my hands on my hips like I straddled the world.
“Bro! Check it out! Kar! Show him! Kar! Turn around!” He was annoying as fuck.
I scanned the kitchen. Karina was leaning on the edge of the kitchen counter facing away. I squinted at him and shook my head. “What?”
“Kar!” He was insistent. He was dressed in my bathrobe again. I thought that was odd. “Bitch!” he laughed. “Turn that head of yours around now! She was prancing around showing off a second ago! What the fuck, Kari!” There was an edge in his voice. She turned around meekly and with shame in her body language. She raised her face to me. She curled her lips in and her eyes darted away. She inhaled deeply and slowly breathed out.
Her lips were red with lipstick she seldom wore. Her cheeks were rouged. Her eyes were lined as though with charcoal. She shook her head like a brief shiver when her eyes came to mine. Her hair had been done as well — it was full, bouncy, wavy and curled, and it was blonde. She wore large looped golden earrings, a chain of gold around her neck, and her dress, black, plunged down between mounds of breast almost entirely exposed. I had a hard time seeing her as Karina. I did a double-take at my brother unsure what I was seeing. Karina looked sideways and bit the corner of her mouth. Her fingers twisted up with each other and her knees crossed where she stood so her legs looked as though they would twist like a wire tie. It was then I noticed the parted slit up the front that drove a tightened V almost to the darkness between her legs.
“Am I right?” Jonah broke my mesmerization. “Huh?”
Karina snorted gently out her nose and shook her head and stared out the window.
“Turn around darling, let him see it all.”
“No,” she said in barely a whisper.
“Kar! Hey baby, I paid for it, I own it!” He laughed and poked his elbow into my ribs. “Turn it around.” There was that edge again. She slowly turned around. It was then I noticed she was wearing spiky heels more strap that shoe. She wavered. When she completed her turn she rolled her eyes and puffed a breath that lifted strands of hair off her face.
“That’s called a makeover, loser,” Jonah said not taking his eyes off her. “Don’t worry about it, I picked up the tab.” He chk-chked with his tongue in his teeth and winked. “Payback is, she’s going to hang on my arm at the party tonight  -- on the mayor’s tab tonight -- where I’m going to get me one of those city contracts and take it easy in the sun for the rest of my goddamned life, such as it is. Kar. Turn around again, I can’t get enough of the job they did on you.” He nodded at me with raised eyebrows. “It don’t come cheap, treating a girl to one of these. You’re getting a good deal in this. You’re the winner bro, you’re bleeding me dry on this deal.”
He sipped his drink and straightened his crotch. “Giving me a fucking boner from way over here. Just wait till we see what you give the mayor.” He whistled at my wife and she looked down and searched the floor. “That is some hot fucking candy right there. I’m thinking you need to sweeten the pot, bro.” He bit his cheek staring at my wife’s body. “Maybe I don’t even bring her home tonight, you know what I’m saying?”
Karina snorted and turned away and shook her head. But she stayed silent.
“I’m going up to get changed and ready. You two talk it over. We’re going to be downtown. I’m going to be drinking. Safety first, am I right? I mean, I’d want her to stay at a hotel rather than risk a ride home with the likes of me, know what I’m saying?” He pointed at me and winked. “Talk it over. Get her an overnight bag. I know a fucking hot breakfast place downtown. Dude!” he yelled from halfway up the stairs. “Your wife is so fucking hot I might need to keep her all weekend.” He laughed the rest of the way up.
Karina finally looked up far enough to meet my eyes with hers. “You okay if?” she squeezed out.
I saw numbers flipping and equations building and collapsing like the lungs of a beast. “You want to do this?”
She shrugged. “He needs a plus one.” She shook her head like it barely made sense to her as well.
“Where’d you go, to look like this?”
She smiled shyly. “A place he said he knew.”
“It’s not like you,” I said.
She shrugged. “He said it’s just part of the thing, contracts, city people, you know. Business.”
I smiled and shook my head and stared out the window. “Whatever Karina.”
I expected her to note my disapproval. I predicted she’d realize it was a step too far. Instead, I was whiplashed by her sudden lifting of mood and her near skip over the floor to embrace me from behind. “Really?” she exclaimed like I just bought her a new bike. “You’re okay with it?”
Confused more than ever, I could only say, “Okay?” also as a question. I turned soon enough to see the look on her face when she sped to the stairs and rounded to go up. Her eyes were wide and her smile was wider. My worlds were diverging rapidly. It felt like a chasm was opening in the ground beneath my feet and the two sides were splitting so fast I was going to get torn in half if I didn’t jump to one, or fall down the dark shaft between.
I stared into the backyard in a state of decoherence. My phone pinged. “Bag. Leave it outside the door.” It was Jonah. I knew he meant the bedroom door. My bedroom door. Like I had become an automaton, I got her bag and I went upstairs and I put it by the door. I paused to listen. I could only hear my brother’s voice: “Yeah baby. Yeah. Umph.”
They came down a little while later. He was dressed in a ridiculous looking tuxedo. My wife’s arm was over his, her hand wrapped around his wrist. “Bye honey,” she said sheepishly. “I'll call.”
“She’ll call,” Jonah repeated before laughing. She struck him in the stomach and told him to stop but she laughed too. I went to the windows and watched him take her to his car. They got inside and sat there with the engine idling a long time, but I couldn’t see anything inside. Then I saw my wife’s toes on the dashboard below the front window which I thought odd, as she had shoes on when she got in. As I studied that, I saw her feet stretch and curl until their soles were planted against the window. As I tried to figure out the physics of what I was seeing, I saw her elbow press against the side window. I was thinking how that didn’t make sense either before I saw her hand, fingers splayed, slap against the inside of the rear side window, and then, strained and pressing, slide slowly down.
When the car finally backed up and turned to go, I was sure I saw the bottom of her two feet, pointing down, press against her side window. It was a series of odd glimpses of her body parts that were the last I saw of her for five days. She phoned at odd random times. Sometimes it was an hour apart, other times 12 hours or more would pass without a word. She’d call at 8 in the morning, 4 in the afternoon, or 3 in the morning. Her alertness or tiredness bore no relation to the time. Sometimes she sounded chirpy and happy, loud and outside, day or night it didn’t relate. Other times, she sounded like she was calling in secret from inside a bathroom or on a roof. Background noises could be the thump of nightclub through the walls or the sound of car interior. It might be the sound of a city street or the sound of a closed, dark room, a bedroom, a hotel room. She’d tell me about fantastic things at this club or that party, beautiful houses or incredible views. Other times she’d tell me about weird people, strange drugs, or she’d be evasive and say nothing at all, just silently let me know she was alive. Those five days and six nights for me were blended into one bad food-poisoned-like dream. For half the calls, I was startled and couldn’t even understand her English, I was so busy piecing together the fragments of my life rebuilding my knowledge of who I was and what I did, where I lived. I’d look down at my hand, my arm, my body, trying hard to remember that I was a man in a world with an identity and a role. By the time I pulled enough pieces of the puzzle together, the voice that was my wife was saying goodbye again. I’d look at the clock. It could be 5 AM, having woken me from a fitful sleep, or noon, having woke me from a nap on the couch, or a green light in traffic, horns blaring.
On the sixth day, I came home and nearly smashed into Jonah’s car in our driveway. I sat in my front seat drawing on my steering wheel with the tip of my key for half an hour before I realized I wasn’t thinking anything at all. I came into the house. Nothing looked different from when I left it. Then I tripped on shoes left haphazardly in the hall, Karina’s tennis shoes, and Jonah’s casuals. I went through to the kitchen. I leaned into the den. I came to the base of the stairs. I dragged my body up to the top and rounded the corner and slouched down the hallway. I opened our bedroom door and stood there staring. Karina and Jonah were passed out, sprawled naked and all over each other.
I went downstairs and buried myself in work. It was nearly evening when I heard water run. Jonah came down first. He shook his head and then cautioned me with his hand that he was in no mood for talking. He got a coffee mug out and waved it at me and pointed at the coffee machine and sat down. I didn’t fill it for him. He finally got up and looked at me like I was the cruelest backstabber on the planet. “Listen,” he said, “Go easy on her, she had a helluva time.”
“What are you talking about?” I said.
He just exhaled with inflated cheeks and bulging eyes and said nothing. Finally, he patted my arm. “She experimented, a lot, okay?” He nodded knowingly, like that explained everything I needed to hear. “But bro, I have a huge, huge favor to ask you.”
Karina came down and shielded her eyes from the light.
“Babe!” Jonah said sympathetically. She groaned and rubbed the heels of her hands into both eye sockets and made a bee-line to Jonah's side against whom she pressed herself tightly as she got her bearings. He put his arm around her waist and steadied her. “She lives,” he said, and he chuckled. She grinned with him and said, in a hoarse voice, “Stop it.” She buried her face in his neck.
“A coffee bro, come on,” he said to me.
I got her a cup. When I came back she was in a chair at the table with her hair over her face.
“She had quite a weekend,” Jonah said quietly to me like he was caring for her.
“A five-day weekend,” I pointed out.
He puffed his cheeks and bulged his eyes again like it was something that happened to him, not by him. “So, bro, favor.”
I stared in disbelief. Karina’s world had compressed to the mug and coffee within.
“Need to borrow your house for a bit.” He patted my forearm and I pulled it away. “I got people coming over, people that need to be impressed, you know what I’m saying? People who need to be entertained.” He made some sort of symbol with his fingers and hands I didn’t understand. “Certain out-of-towners who need, I don’t know how to put it, they need entertainment that isn’t public, you feeling me?”
I looked at Karina and she looked away.
“So, they’re coming. That much is on. They’re coming. And soon.” He shrugged like there was nothing that could be done. “The party is coming here, you feel me? You’ve got the house, bro. My place would hardly work, you know that.” He belched and I nearly fainted. He slapped his stomach and Karina looked at him through her strands of hair and said in a grinning voice, “Pig.” She also landed her hand on his lap.
Jonah pushed his house keys across the table toward me. “A few days. A week? Could be more, these contracts are a bitch, but this is the big one, you know?”
“What the fuck?” I said.
He shrugged again like it was out of his control. He leaned his head over to Karina. “She comes with the house, right? So yeah. Like I said, I don’t know. Coupla weeks. Got to make some people think I own this marvelous pad bro. It’s a compliment to you, for fuck sakes. I’m telling you that your pad is so nice I am pretending its mine. Cause you’re fucking awesome, you know what I mean?”
I saw Karina biting her lips and squeezing his leg under the table.
“Bro. Think about it?” Karina stood up and grasped his hand. He stood up too. She didn’t look at me at all. “Just don’t like overthink it  too long, okay?” She pulled him toward the stairs. He followed her. “Just, get a suitcase, get what you’re going to need, there’s my keys. I’ll let you know. She’ll call you. And we’ll see. It’s like a month, who really knows, right?” Karina tugged his arm. “Hey,” he said. “Maybe I can get that shed going right?” Karina pulled him away upstairs.
By the time I went up with a suitcase to go and pack my closet, they were in bed. Karina was gripping the bedpost on her elbows with her ass high up in the air behind her, and Jonah was on his knees behind her grabbing her by the waist. They weren’t pounding or thrashing. He was sliding into and out of her slowly and gently. She gyrated her hips but only a little. Her head rested sideways on a pillow and I could see her face as she stared out the lit-up window. She didn’t seem to see me. Her head gyrated on her shoulders in time with her hips around her waist and on her face wasn’t pain, it wasn’t shame, and it wasn’t absence either, as I had secretly hoped. It was instead something I could not deny: a deep, profound, and gentle pleasure. She seemed transcendent.
I went to my brother’s condo. It was a mess. I spent two days cleaning it to at least make it livable. I had a lot of work at the lab and was barely home. About two weeks passed and one evening, I drove past the house to make sure the plants were getting watered. His car wasn’t there and I assumed no one was home. I let myself in. It looked the same. I looked in the kitchen. It was lived in, but not out of order. I went upstairs and down the hall. As I was about to open the bedroom door, Karina suddenly came through the other way. We both yelped and leaped back so startled we made each other laugh.
It was a strange reaction for both of us given the situation, and we both ended up laughing a lot harder than the incident called for. She laughed so hard she couldn’t breathe made me double over and unable to make a sound I was laughing even harder than her. We kept laughing like that for so long, I was able to reflect even in that state that it felt as though weeks of energy was being released. She tried to steady herself before falling she was so weakened by laughter and gripped my forearm. She was dressed, I noticed, in a new pink robe.
We finally got some control over ourselves and with our arms around each other’s waists we guided each other uneasily down the stairs, still breaking out sporadically in bales of laughter afresh. She asked me about coffee and because the kitchen table was a mess, we ended up going into the living room. We sat on the couch and she tucked her legs up under her and rested her head sideways on the back of the couch with eyes half-lidded, considering me. We strolled through a conversation about life and surprises and unexpected things like old friends reminiscing. It felt as though we’d been apart for a lot longer than a couple weeks or so.
I looked at her for a long time silently. The light of the late afternoon lit her up in a golden glow. There was so much to say and ask I was blocked as though ten people were stuck in a doorway. She patted my arm lightly and leaned her face forward to kiss my skin there. She let her eyes drift closed as though she knew I had a lot to ask and say but she also knew I had a lot of trouble saying things. She rested her cheek on my arm. She gave me a warm, deep smile without opening her eyes because she knew I was looking at her. I wanted to find her strung out, abused, neglected, and hurt. I wanted to find her halfway through an ordeal the end of which was sorrowful regret. But I had to admit, she looked good, she looked healthy, and she looked happy. She let me look at her face in the privacy of her closed eyes longer; she knew I had to. There was happiness on her face of a quality and depth I hadn’t seen before. By comparison, the happiness I had been familiar with in her face was mannequinesque. It didn’t seem so at the time, but compared to now, I could not in honesty deny it.
It was as though she knew I had come to my new understanding of things and she opened her eyes that were already looking so deeply into mine I felt stripped bare in front of her. Was it makeup? Was it lack of immediate familiarity? Her eyes were deeper, iridescent, and warm in a way I either hadn’t noticed before, or she hadn’t had before. “You’re staring at me,” she moaned in a soft, low voice.
“You’re more beautiful than I’ve ever seen you,” I said.
She smiled almost to herself. She pushed her head forward and closed her eyes and her lips sought out my lips. She kissed me and with her lips still brushing mine, she said, in a whisper, “Thank you.”
I reached over and pushed my hand into her still blonde hair. She didn’t recoil. Instead, she pressed her head into my hand and followed its caress the way a cat begs to be petted. When I caressed her cheek, she turned her face to my palm and kissed there too. She adjusted her sitting and pressed herself closer to me. Her hand explored my face, my jaw, and my neck. She puffed air out her nose and she pressed the back of my head with her fingers in so subtle a signal I nearly missed it. I brought my face to hers and she opened her mouth to mine. She moaned inside our kiss. “That’s nice,” she said, returning for another longer kiss.
I touched the skin of her neck below her ear and she squirmed and squealed and crunched her head sideways to deny me access before leaning it the other way to give me full rein. She leaned forward and began to toy with the top button of my shirt. She puffed air out her nose again and her lips curled like she knew was being a bad girl. She undid the top button. She dragged the back of one finger on my exposed chest. I touched her mouth and she opened it instantly and sought out my finger with her lips and when she found it she brought it inside her mouth, gripped my hand with hers to keep my hand there and her tongue snaked around my finger inside her mouth. When she pulled off she opened her eyes and giggled nervously as if she had gotten accidentally carried away a moment.
I shifted only to get my leg comfortable but she took it as a signal and she lifted herself over my lap and settled down on me. Her robe was loosely tied. She didn’t tighten it. It fell open enough to give me a view of the smooth valley between the mounds of her breasts. I reached to touch her there. She leaned into me and she kissed me deeply with her tongue roaming my mouth. When the backs of my fingers grazed against her nipple, she inhaled sharply and squealed against my ear. “That’s nice,” she whispered more aggressively in my ear. “I like that,” she said.
She set about undoing the rest of my shirt. At first, she tried to explore my chest with my shirt opened but she gave a look of defeat and stood up in front of me and pulled me up to my feet by leaning backward. We laughed and she peeled my shirt off me and didn’t pause before undoing my belt and my pants. She undressed me quickly. And completely. Finished, she pressed her fingers against my chest to make me sit down again. “Sit,” she whispered. When she sat on my lap again, she bit my ear, she moaned, and she said in a low guttural voice, “You’re turning me on.”
It was something she’d never said to me in all of our marriage. She bit her lips and we pulled apart enough to look in each other’s eyes. She shook she was so edgy. Her mouth opened wide and closed and she looked down and gripped my stiffening cock below her stomach. She looked at me and she groaned and her eyes swept around my shoulders and chest and she seemed so unable to stop herself. “Baby?” she said as though it was a question. Her breathing became harder and her mouth looked so pretty, opening and shutting, I had to kiss her. When I did, it was as though a switch were flipped and she instantly began to grind her hips down into my lap and whip her face around my face. Her blonde hair whipped my neck and shoulders and her hips ground down into my legs. Her hand tugged at my cock and she moaned like she wanted to pull it off. Her thumb rubbed frantically over the head.
She half-laughed and then seemed shy and overcome. She looked over her shoulder and she seemed to struggle to stop herself but was unable to make her body obey. She slipped off me and to the floor and her hair brushed against my thighs. She took my cock in both her hands and she pumped it up and down and got close with her face to look at it as though it was some magnificent sculpture. Suddenly she closed her eyes and pushed her mouth down on my shaft and shoved her head so far I could feel my cock hit the back of her throat. It was warmer and wetter in her mouth than I ever recall. And she added tricks with her tongue I never felt before. She seemed to be bringing herself as much pleasure sucking on my cock as I was getting from her sucking me.
She pulled off as though awakened from a trance, but only to go into another with her face falling forward and her eyes falling down and she brought her face close to mine to kiss. Her robe seemed to me to evaporate. I stroked her nude body and never felt anything so soft. She reached below and between her legs and I felt her gentle fingers scratch my cock lightly, and then her hand grip me firmly. She kissed me to the point of distraction and I felt my cock become squeezed, warmed, and sucked all at once and felt her body under my hands undulate in my lap and I realized, as she panted and rejoined our kiss, she was fucking me.
She moved on me with her whole body. Everything about her was connected, from her feet digging into my knees to her ass curling and uncurling to suck my cock deeper into her pussy and her back in waves in such deep steady frequency on me it was as though I was induced into hallucination in an Egyptian tent. Her shoulders rose and fell, her breasts heaved against my chest, and her breath and her moans made a song that carried me away across a desert. Her hair fell around me like a light curtain and her face touched mine and her lips pressed everywhere there. Her tongue sought mine and played.
She raised and lowered her pace. Cries and whimpers and purrs and coos escaped her. I suddenly heard her voice so close against my ear it sounded like she was in my head, and she said, half in whisper half in a deep, in an uncontrolled voice as though she tried to not say it, telling me, “You’re going to make me come.” I scratched my nails down her back and she arched and whimpered against me. She pumped me with her whole body and began to buck against me. “Baby,” she whispered loudly. Her hips trembled. Her pussy squeezed and released. I could feel her pussy lips suck my cock.
She shoved her hips against me. She leaned back and held herself from falling backward by holding tight to the back of my neck with outstretched arms. Her long luscious hair fell from her head and waves of her jolting body passed through her hair. She moaned loudly like she was possessed. I reached for her breasts and I squeezed them and she twitched on me and inhaled before emitting a series of high-pitched questioning-sounding cries. Her whole body vibrated violently on me. Her pussy clamped tight onto my cock and because she was still curling and uncurling her hips into mine, it was too much for me and she caused me to jerk, to bellow out loud, and to lose my nut inside her. The feeling of me filling her made her lose her control and she shook and cried out and came on me at the same time.
She fell forward and we held each other without moving. Her lips rested on my neck. Her heart pace was fast but subsiding. She kissed absentmindedly and I could feel that her mouth was in a smiling shape. She panted but cooled down. Sweat beads were on both our brows. She laughed against me and I laughed too, both of us in relief. Our post-coital reverie was smashed by the sound of slow clapping hands.
She jerked around and I leaned my head sideways and we saw at the same time my brother standing in the hall in front of the hall closet. He kept slow clapping. Karina returned herself to bury her face in my neck. I had no idea what to say or do. Were we going to fight? Were we going to have a showdown? Was she going to be forced to choose? Jonah took a step and stopped. He said, “I’m going to take a shower cause I was up to my neck in shit today. I don’t mind what I’m looking at. Just to put that out there.” I remained hidden in Karina’s hair but my eyes darted back and forth as I searched for meaning. “It’s your house and your wife, I get that,” he said. I kept listening without letting him see my face.
Karina turned to watch him but also with my cock still in her, and her face still against my neck. “I get it, bro,” he said. “It’s your bedroom.” I looked through her hair and saw him nodding thoughtfully. “The spare room down the hall up there is plenty bedroom for me,” he nodded. There was a long pause. He stared at the floor. Karina slowly and gently stroked the side of my face. I touched her back and her ass as my limp cock fell free from her pussy and she laughed a bit at the sensation. “When I get out of the shower, I would like to fuck your wife in the bed in the room down the hall, if that would be okay with her and you.”
On the one hand, it was ridiculous what he was asking. On the other hand, he asked. He never asked me for anything all our lives. He took what he wanted. I didn’t say anything. Karina lifted her face from my neck and sleepily kissed my cheek. She pushed back just enough to study my face and stare at my mouth. I watched her eyes examine my eyes and mouth like she was reading leaves. “It’s okay,” she said to Jonah with her face still examining mine.
“With him too?” he asked genuinely and honestly.
“Yes it is,” she said, touching my mouth with her finger, dragging her finger along my lip before leaning in to kiss where she just touched. She moaned softly on me.
“I need to hear him say it,” Jonah said from the hallway.
Karina took my jaw in her hand and kissed me more deeply and fully than I had ever been kissed by her or anybody. Her tongue inside my mouth was the most nakedly sexual thing I had ever experienced. Every sense of mine was heightened by her. She shifted on me again and her whole body pressed on mine and my whole body for the first time in my experience felt as one, felt connected, and felt like no mind was separate from body, nor body from mind, and even beyond the boundaries of my skin, through her body, and the floor and the air and the universe in every direction. She seemed to feel my revelation inside her belly and she moved on me as though her body was rising to another climax. I felt the hard button of her clit press into my stomach and I saw her eyes glass over and her breath stop. I felt as though I had grown tentacles that embraced the planet and then reached through outer space. The bigger my mind grew, the more she palpitated against me and the higher her breath rose and she cried with a trembling voice.
Her hips pressed her clit against my stomach and she rose up on her knees and shoved herself onto me. She shook out of control. “Baby” she breathed out hard and hoarse. I could feel her nails dig into the skin on the back of my neck. She fell forward flopping against me and bit my ear and rubbed her dripping wet pussy all over my stomach. She panted in my ear and said, low and deep, “Tell him.” She began to vibrate. Her hips curled and shook. I held her back and she moved all over me in waves that didn’t seem possible. “Tell him,” she moaned in my ear. Her breathing was short and sharp. It came in repeated whimpers. Her pussy throbbed against me below. I reached down to touch her and there was so much wetness I thought she peed. I touched inside her pussy and she nearly scalded me she was so hot. I had never felt her clit so enlarged and so hard. I touched it and she cried in my ear, “Baby!” She nearly broke down and began to shake violently on me. “Say it,” she cried out loud against me.
“It’s okay with me too,” I said to Jonah through the undulating blonde locks of my wife’s hair. She instantly erupted on me as though she’d been stabbed. Her whole body went rigid as a plank then released and went rigid again and again. She finally slumped down onto me. She kissed my chest. We both looked back to the hall but my brother was gone. We heard the water go on upstairs. She kissed me and she rose unsteadily up from my lap and stood wavering on her feet and chuckled at herself. “Come on,” she said. “Help me up the stairs?”
When we got to the top, we headed down the hall with our arms around each other’s waists. She stopped at the spare room door. She bit her lip and tilted her head slightly. We stared at each other before I had to look away. She whispered a perfunctory “Bye!” and went through the door blowing me a kiss over her shoulder. “Maybe see you later,” she whispered. I went into our bedroom. I had just closed the door when I heard the water shut off and bathroom door open and my brother’s voice as he entered the spare bedroom. “Baby!” I heard him say. I heard the door close and my wife giggle.
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I

“C’mon Luke, you like Makayla, right?” Chad punched me in the ribs with a leering smile. “I’m giving you a chance buddy!” He became my best friend, but I never knew why. He knew football players from every team, I knew poets from every century. When I followed him reluctantly to the front door, he threw his arm around both Holly and Makayla’s shoulders — they were already waiting — and shouted, “Our driver has arrived!” He dragged both girls, bundled up against the cold in scarves and mitts, outside.
He followed Holly into the back of my vintage Jaguar while Makayla settled herself in the front seat beside me. We exchanged minutiae of the route from the party house to her house. Her parents were finally out, freeing up the path to the liquor cabinet and the free booze. Makayla talked to me in such short, clipped, sentences I was sure she could barely stand to be around me. She said something over her shoulder to her friend Holly and when there was no reply, she looked again and smirked. I stretched up to see through the rear view mirror and made out Chad in full-flight necking mode with Holly. I looked over at Makayla who looked back at me with an embarrassed, downward-cast smile. I thought she was the most beautiful thing the planet ever produced and I could hardly breath around her.
On the way back, the windows fogged up and then froze and I needed Makayla to scrape the inside so I could see. She kept a small space clear. Holly and Chad had already gone through all the stages of a relationship and were now not talking or even sitting together. To lean over and reach the window better, Makayla’s hand planted on my thigh. It seemed innocent. She kept leaning closer to scrape space off my window. I took a wild chance and put my hand on her thigh too, to rest it, I thought, between shifting gears. Every time she shifted to get closer to the window, her legs moved under my hand so that eventually it was resting, I was pretty sure, on top of her crotch. Then she said very close to my face, “How’s my hole?”
I could barely talk. I swallowed and all I could say was, “It’s good.” I’d never been so nervous.
When we got back to the party, Holly and Chad got out behind us but both of them were in such a hurry to get away from each other, they sped away in front. When I stepped on the first stair in front of the house, I felt myself tugged back by the tail of my coat. I turned around and found Makayla nudging her head to indicate we should go back to my car.
When we got inside and closed the doors and everything fell silent, she said, “I just thought we could spend a little time together.” My heart pounded and I wasn’t sure where to look. I was too nervous to say anything and just managed a sickly snort. She smiled and closed her eyes and offered me her lips. I was too awestruck by the vision of her face, glowing angelically, soft and serene, to know what to do and she fluttered her eyes back open, laughed lightly, and grabbed my head in both her hands and did the kissing herself.
“I like you,” she said. Then she seemed to take up studying my mouth and said, “You’re a good kisser, Luke Maduke.” She touched my lips with her finger and then kissed carefully where she touched. We kissed a lot after that and she began rubbing me over my pants. She pushed us apart finally and said, “I can give you a blowjob if you like.”
I’d never considered a blowjob to be anything anyone would willingly want to give me, so I said, “No that’s okay.”
“Are you sure?” she said so closely into my ear it was like she was in my head. “I want to,” she added. She squeezed me. Suddenly my seat flung back — she’d surreptitiously reached over and pulled the reclining lever. She giggled softly and undid my fly. “Why don’t you just relax and enjoy,” she said. Everything suddenly felt adult. I had never had a blowjob before. What I remember most was the unexpected extreme heat when she took me in her mouth. After that, it was the vibration she caused by moaning on me. She started to twist and squirm on me so much her soft, long silky hair started flowing over my body like waves on a beach. She had big full lips and they rode up and down my shaft like a glove. She started panting and murmuring so much it was more than I could stand and when she sensed that I was losing control, she only seemed to get more turned on. When I did explode inside her sweet mouth, it was the closest I’d ever come to religious rapture.
Now it was Makayla, as my wife, who insisted we had to go to my faculty party. She got used to pushing me to do anything that involved leaving the house or encountering other people. I only knew a small handful of them and mistrusted those. But when we were greeted at the door by the dean, you’d think Makayla was coming to her own homecoming. Within ten minutes she knew everyone’s name, people were calling for her, telling her jokes and showing her pictures, and she was finding out about their darkest secrets. She’d already found the spread of food and brought me bites before I had even started to tentatively take my coat off. She lead the way in getting everyone dancing. By the first half hour, she was confiding in me some matchmaking she was already plotting.
It had been awhile since we’d been out anywhere. I attributed her wild romping to pent-up social frustration and found a couch to sit and observe from. The evening drew late and people were drunk. I enjoyed a couple of collegial conversations on the couch but realized it had been a long time since I saw or heard Makayla. I had to use the bathroom anyway, so I explored the further reaches of the enormous estate ostensibly to find the toilet but also to check on Makayla.
I passed a door that was not quite closed with dim light glowing through the crack. I nudged it with my foot for no good reason. What I saw dumbfounded me. It was the back of Makayla’s head, her luxurious, silky long hair bounding in those familiar waves. She was on her knees at the edge of a bed. At first I didn’t know what I was looking at — I saw four limbs. When the door glided to a stop, it creaked and a man’s head popped up from the bed at the same time that Makayla spun around. “Luke!” she gasped. She was still gripping the man’s lipstick-smeared cock in her hand. I studied the scene the way an alien would look at a Picasso.




II

We fell apart and came back together again a few times in those early years, enough for me to learn that her blowjobs were the best I was ever going to get. She was uber social to the point of being overly flirtatious. She loved all parties and especially the getting-ready part. The only thing she loved more than dressing up was undressing, that and shopping for sexy things and trying them on for me. You know how you see a hot woman from afar and you imagine she’s just the best thing ever, until you get around her enough to learn that great personalities and hot looks seldom come together in the same package? Makayla was the exception. Nobody could believe she ended up mine and there seemed to be, back then, no catch either. She was a buddy outside the home and a voracious whore in the bedroom. The more pleasure I showed, the more she got uncontrollably off on me. And when I ate her out, or even when I fingered her, she erupted so hard, gasping and panting so much, you’d think she was going to die or explode. She didn’t just enhance my life, she made it.
Now we sat in the car at the edge of a bluff on the way home and stared a long time through the front window at the blinking and shimmering lights of the city at night yawning out before us. She twisted in her seat, hung her head, and pressed her hands tight between her knees. “Maybe I have a problem,” she started.
I snorted and glared out my own side window.
“I don’t know what got into me Luke,” she tried to find my hand with hers. “I am so, so, so, sorry babe.”
I turned and looked at her. She hung her head like a guilty dog and looked like she was about to cry. I pushed my hand into the hair covering half her face and she pressed her cheek against my palm. I said, “That was quite a shock for me to see.”
She kissed my palm and squeezed it in both her hands. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I drank a few drinks too fast?” she said as if it was a question, this theory of her behavior she was trying on.
We drove home and didn’t speak about it again.
We ourselves hosted a small dinner party a few weeks later. It was two other couples and a few single friends. Makayla was always trying to hook people up. The party, though on the smaller side, had split up into several parts, with a few people in the kitchen, others in the entertainment room, and a few more in the basement where we had an indoor pool and bar.
I went down to get some fresh wine. When I rounded the corner at the bottom of the stairs into the pool room, Makayla and one of the single men quickly parted from what appeared to have been an embrace and possibly a necking. Makayla looked down and wiped her lips with the back of her hand and said “Hey Luke, didn’t hear you coming.” She squeezed by me and escaped to the other side where she picked up glasses as though she were merely making the rounds tidying up. The guy was no less guilty-seeming, darting away from me and then standing facing the wall as though nothing could be more interesting in the world than the picture hanging there.
I went through to the wine cellar and went back out. But I didn’t go back up the stairs right away. I spied. I leaned against the wall just outside the pool. I was curious. It didn’t take long before I heard my wife laugh and the guy’s voice. “Jesus Cassidy!” he said. She laughed in a nervous, guilty way. I couldn’t make out exactly what she said, but they talked low and quietly for a bit longer. What got my radar up and beeping though was when they stopped talking. I didn’t hear them leave through the glass doors out to the deck and they sure as shit didn’t pass by me on their way back up.
I carefully peeped around the edge in the wall. I could see them in the reflection of the glass doors on the other side. I could see the man’s hands wrapped around my Makayla’s ass and I could see her pressed against him. They were necking. I saw them separate a bit and I heard her laugh. She turned around still in his arms and began to dance with her backside against him. His hands rose up her stomach and cupped her breasts. She wrapped her arms behind her and behind him, pulling him against her ass. She shimmied against him and squatted and rose back up against him. She was grinding against his cock and moaning and he was pinching her nipples through her dress. I guess she was a little drunk again.
I stepped into the pool room and stood and stared. At least three very long seconds passed before either of them noticed me. They pushed apart and she shoved the man and said in a low voice, “You better go.” Makayla stood in place with her eyes closed and her hair down over her face. I stared at her a long time and when she finally looked up at me, I shook my head. She stepped toward me and the first thing she did was reach out to cup my balls in my pants. “I don’t know what got into me,” she said in a near whisper.
I stepped back. “What the hell is going on, Cas?” I demanded. She pulled up close to me and undid the belt of my pants and pulled my fly down. “Cas! What are you doing?” I said.
“Babe,” she whispered hoarsely, “I don’t even know.” She pressed against me and began to slide down my body.
“No!” I said, “we have guests upstairs!”
She pushed her hand inside my pants and underpants and wrapped her palm around my cock. “But I need to have you babe,” she said in my ear. She squirmed against me like bewitched siren.
I wanted to be angry and I wanted to slap her or push her away, or even tell her to pack bags. But she smelled divine and her hand was warm and soft around me. Her lips, always so full, and her hair, soft and smooth, overwhelmed me. I stumbled and she hiked her dress up and pushed my hand by the wrist inside her panties. She moaned loudly against my ear and I could feel her soaking pussy lips. She gasped and smiled deliciously and deviously at me. I did have a hot wife, no one could say otherwise.
I was still pissed at her for making out with a guy and I spun her around and pushed her against the bar. I pushed her dress up over her hips and yanked her panties down her legs. I wanted to insult her, call her a whore, a skank, a slut. They were pink, lacy, and beautiful and I shoved them in my pocket. Her ass was round, firm, and perky, sticking up as though inviting me into its hidden recess. In her tall heels and garter and stockings, she looked like a porn movie. She looked over her shoulder at me with glassy eyes that could have been teared up but could also have been glassy from her state of uncontrollable horniness. When I pulled my cock out she pressed back against me harder than I pressed myself into her and I plunged into her all the way on the first stroke.
If she faked orgasm, she was good at it. But if she was faking, she had somehow mastered the feat of gushing with come on demand. In just a few strong, hard thrusts, she buckled and cried out in a low, animalistic moan, and I felt her boiling hot liquid run all over my cock. I shot inside her right after and when I pulled out, it wasn’t clear how much of the glistening down both the insides of her thighs all the way to her knees was from me and how much was from her.
After we had sent the last of our guests home, she eagerly grabbed me by the hand and dragged me upstairs to our bedroom where she undressed in the fastest slow motion strip tease ever, and sucked me, rode me, and 69ed me to the point of complete exhaustion for both of us.
The next morning, our talk about what had happened was dominated not by what I caught her doing with the other guy, but what effect it had on her with me after, and how much I liked it. She steered the whole thing toward me and away from her. When we were done, it was as though her making out with a guy in our pool room was a minor scene on the road to our epic fucking all night long. The conversation itself turned into new ideas of things she could buy and model for me and wear to “the next time,” whatever that meant. What was meant to be a stern talking about fooling around behind my back turned into titillating descriptions of things she’d like to do to me, and then into her on her knees between my legs again and enjoying her own orgasm doing it to me as much as for me.




III

Her and Holly brought me out to their clubbing night. “You can be our protection!” she said. There were two other girlfriends they joined up with going in. Holly was a hot redhead, but the other two friends were even hotter. I sat there like those guys that have four chicks all to themselves. The other three were single but you wouldn’t think Makayla was the only married one of the four. She was right in there with them comparing guys in the club they wanted to fuck. If I raised my eyebrows or said as much as “Hey!” Makayla would kiss my cheek, cajole me and assure me she was just talking her friends up. She squeezed my cock under the table to re-assure me.
The empty drink glasses began to pile up and Makayla danced as many dances out there as her single friends did. Makayla came back, downed a shot, licked my face with her broad tongue, and asked me if was getting jealous seeing her dance with the same “stud” three times and laughed. “I can suck you off later under the table if you want,” she said straight into my face, licking her lips.
Her friend teased her and asked her what she said to me and she told her straight up. Her friend laughed and challenged her to do it. Makayla glanced at me and then left the table and danced by herself facing me. She jiggled and swooned for me, turned around and showed me her ass. She began to tease me on the dance floor, hiking her tight little black dress further up her thighs. She showed me the edge of her glowing white panties from out there.
I lost sight of her when a series of guys crowded the floor. I tried to keep an eye on her but her friend started talking to me about Makayla and how wild she gets and she began asking me if I really didn’t mind the way Makayla told her I didn’t seem to mind. She asked me how well I really knew “the real Makayla.” I wasn’t sure what she was talking about, but she wavered between praising me as a special guy who let his wife do things no other guy would put up with, and a guy who took too big a risk doing just that. “I mean, don’t you worry where she is right now?” her friend shouted at me over the loud music.
“She’s right out there,” I assured her.
“No she’s not,” her friend laughed as though I were a fool. “Didn’t you see her go to the back and up the stairs?”
I didn’t but I was also not wanting her to see me admit to being worried or jealous.
“I just think there should be a limit,” she said. I shrugged. Then she squeezed my leg. I looked into the bottom of my drink I held and froze. Her hand travelled under the table until she was cupping my balls. “Does it go both ways with you guys?” she said closer to my ear in a sweet, yearning voice. When I looked over at her, her mouth fell open, her tongue touched her top lip and her eyes fell on my mouth. She smiled slightly and gripped my cock hard. “Does she mind you doing the same thing?” she said.
I cleared my throat and pushed her hand off me just before Makayla came back to the table. Her friend slumped back in her chair. Makayla pushed her breasts right up into my neck and leaned in hard to bite my ear. She said, “Do you want to know what I was just doing?”
She was drunk, that much was clear. Her hand took up the place her friend’s hand had just been. “I’ll give you a clue, babe,” she went on, licking my ear with the tip of her tongue. “I need you to fuck me right now, and hard, can you do that? In the bathroom? Babe?” She tore my hand from the table and shoved it under the edge of her dress and lifted her panties to push my fingers inside. She was dripping.
“I’ve been bad again, babe. You have to teach me another lesson I think.”
At no time was I happy about these escapades or mistakes of hers. But it was true that each time she did something bad, she turned it into some epic and new sexual experience for both of us.
She got on her hands and knees on her chair and threw her arms around my neck and breathed hard in my ear with her ass in the air nearly showing the entire place her panties. “You should have let me suck your cock under the table babe,” she moaned. “I just sucked another guys cock under his table upstairs.”
I gritted my teeth.
She said, “You better take me to the bathroom to fuck me right now because I got to have it one way or another,” she groaned. “And baby, there’s a lot of cock in this place.” She lead me by the hand straight across the dance floor and down the halls to the bathrooms. I sat on the lid of a toilet and she hiked her dress up around her neck and rode me hard and deep. I was always surprised at how incredibly hot her pussy was inside. It felt that night at the club like she was going to scald me. Her head rolled back so far I thought she was letting it fall off. She clapped her hands out against both walls of the stall and ground herself onto me, coming so hard in a gushing orgasm, she flooded me, my shirt, and the toilet lid. She howled at the ceiling like some sort of possessed witch. When we shambled out, guys at the sinks stopped and stared. She had her panties wrapped around her wrist like a scrunchy.
Later in bed, she laughed and said she wasn’t serious. “I was just teasing you!” she said. But the way she denied sucking a cock under a table at the club — looking away, choosing ambiguous words, blushing —  left me uncertain she was telling the truth now or had told me the truth back at the club.






IV

When we were in my Volkswagen in the driveway outside that end-of-year party, she kept her mouth on me all through my ejaculation, and she swallowed it too. When we got to the door of the house, she turned to look at me and asked matter-of-factly if she still had any “of it” still on her face or lips. She turned her face up to the light for me to check as though it were the most natural thing to check a girl’s face for your come. As soon as we went inside, men glommed onto her like moths to flame, and she barely was able to turn to give me a sheepish grin before being swept away deeper into the party. I thought I had lost her and that that experience in the car was going to be the highlight of my life.
It was she who sought me out later in the week. I had written it off as a one-time wonder of the world. But she had come to my house, knocked on the door, and had already convinced my mother that she and I were scheduled to get homework done upstairs in my room before I had even come racing down. I didn’t know or remember any homework but Makayla made fun of me in front of my mother for always forgetting the important stuff, and she grabbed my wrist, lead me up the stairs, and said over her shoulder to my mother, “I’ll be done with him before dinner time.”
“Which one’s yours,” she cooed in the upstairs hallway, pressing her sweet body against me. I pointed to a door and she pushed me inside, shutting it behind her tightly. She immediately began undoing the buttons on the front of her shirt and letting her hair tie loose to swoosh her hair all over both our faces. “Nobody better come in!” she said, leaning over to push her jeans down her legs and off her toes. I was stunned at what was happening. “Hurry silly!” she said, meaning I was supposed to get my clothes off too.
She pushed me back on the bed and started at the foot of the bed on her knees, rubbing my feet and calves. She looked unbelievable naked in the later afternoon sun streaming through my window. She leaned over and took me into her mouth when I heard my brother stomping down the hallway to his room. When I moaned with my cock going deep in her throat, she reached up and giggled and covered my mouth with her soft hand.
She shimmied up to straddle my neck and lowered her pussy in front of my face. She whispered, “Do you like my pussy?” like it was a serious question. I only silently nodded. She moved back down and gripped my cock in her fist and shoved me inside her. She gaped down at me when her pussy enveloped my cock. When she lowered herself so that I was completely inside her, she came down to kiss me and said against my mouth, “Isn’t this better than homework?”
She moved on me like undulating waves. I became delirious and felt like I was floating in a dream. I could hear my mother shout up the stairs that dinner was ready but Makayla only reached between us and squeezed my cock hard between her finger and thumb and said in my ear, “I want you to come when I come.”
She rode me like that until she began to convulse. She leaned back till her hands gripped my ankles and I held her breasts in my hand. Her body curled and stretched impossibly back before she grunted out loud and I felt for the first time that gushing from inside her. My brother knocked on my door to say dinner was ready just as I shot my load into Makayla.
She used my t-shirt to wipe us both up. She ended up staying for dinner chatting up my family like she knew them better than me.
Now, ten years later, she was on the phone to me telling me that she was going to be late for dinner.
“What’s going on?” I said, thinking she would tell me something at work came up that needed her.
But she played coy. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”
“Is it work? Of course it’s work,” I said.
“Maybe,” she sing-songed into the phone. “Maybe you’ll find out when I finally get home.”
“When will that be?” I asked her, not wanting to play this game.
“It all depends doesn’t it,” she laughed. I was stunned when she ended the call. I phoned her back but she wouldn’t pick up. I texted her a half dozen times before she finally replied.
“Busy, baby.”
“Don’t do this,” I wrote back.
“A little too late I think,” she responded.
“Are you at your office?” I asked, trying to get the conversation back to reality.
“Of course not,” she replied. “If you want to listen, phone again. I’ll leave it on this time.”
That was the last she texted. I went back and forth and finally I did phone her. It buzzed a long time before she picked up. I heard her voice say, “I don’t know, some random call.” Then I heard her laugh. Then nothing. I pressed the phone tight to my ear and could hear what sounded like faint moaning or maybe it was just the sound of traffic going by somewhere. Then I heard her shriek and laugh out loud. I hung up.
When she got home two hours later, she played cute and coy with me but I wasn’t giving her anything back.
“What’s the matter baby, don’t you like how I treat you?” She began to pull at my pants belt.
“I don’t like being lied to like that,” I said, pushing her hand away.
She pouted and then went over to the other couch. “Who says I was lying?” She raised her feet up on the edge of the coffee table and hiked her skirt around her hips. She brought her finger to the front of her panties and drew little circles on herself.
“You want me to actually believe you did something like that?” I said to her.
“Does it even interest you if I did or not?”
“Does it interest me if you like to make me jealous with lies or not you mean?”
She pulled her panties away from her pussy and showed me. “Can you be sure?” she said. She circled her finger around her labia and sank a finger inside herself. “What if I fucked a guy after work? In his hotel room?” She blinked her eyes and sank a second finger inside herself. “What if I took him deep into my pussy and rode him, baby. What if I fucked a man harder than I even ever fucked you?”
I looked away and tried to ignore her.
“His cock was big,” she said. “He hurt me.”
“Not going to fuck you tonight,” I said. “Not falling for it, Cas,” I said.
She pulled her fingers out and tasted them in her mouth. “I wasn’t going to let you anyway. Don’t need you — and you know why too.” She giggled to herself and said, “He’s saltier than you,” before getting up and announcing she was having a shower. She was serious about not giving me sex that night. She really did push me off when I tried later in bed. “Seriously, babe. I’m kind of . . . “ she paused. “Satisfied for the time being.”




V

A Friday came around and I was feeling restless. I couldn’t find Makayla to see if she was in the mood for going out somewhere. She was upstairs in the bathroom. She had on only a pink bra and panties — and looked deadly. She was doing her makeup in the mirror.
“I was just going to see if you wanted to go out,” I said, pleasantly surprised to find her already getting ready.
“Sorry,” she exaggerated a pout in the reflection looking back at me for a moment before turning her focus back to her eye shadow. “Me and Holly are already doing something.”
“You didn’t tell me,” I said, wondering if she did but I wasn’t paying attention.
“It wouldn’t work quite right,” she said disinterestedly.
“What’s that mean?” I chuckled.
She took her hand down from her face and considered me in the reflection again for a drawn-out moment. She sighed and said, “It’s already four of us.”
“Yeah,” I said, “like that other time.”
She looked down as though I was really being a drag as she put on her makeup. “It’s not four girls.”
I thought about what she was telling me and my gears turned slowly. “Who are you going out with?”
“I don’t know,” she said.
“But it’s not two other girls.”
“No.”
“Two guys.”
She sighed again and rolled her eyes. “I don’t know, Luke, Holly arranged things. I don’t know. Friends of hers maybe.” She tried to edge the bathroom door closed with her foot.
I stopped it and pushed it back open again. “You and Holly and two guys are going out. And you don’t know who they are. And you didn’t think to tell me about this?”
She paused. “Something like that, yeah.”
“And I’m not invited.” She brushed past me on the way to her ample closet without answering. “Are they from Holly’s work?” I asked.
“Luke, I don’t know,” she said, becoming exasperated.
“Well what are they, guys she found on Tinder?” I laughed.
She didn’t laugh. She stepped back out of the closet and stared at me. She said, much to my shock, “So what if they are?”
“They’re guys from Tinder?” I was incredulous.
“It’s just a girls night out, don’t be all suspicious.” She shook her head at me. “Tell me which one is better.” She held up two slinky and short black dresses.
“I don’t understand,” I said. She held the dresses forward on her outstretched arms. “Okay, the left one,” I said. It really was the better one — it had a lower back, and her back was super sexy.
“We might be coming back here after too,” she said. “So if you’re sleeping, sorry if we make too much noise.”
“You’re bringing them back here?” I squinted at her.
She pulled her dress on and pinched and pulled it and stood in front of me with her back facing me. It was implied I could do up what there was of a zipper from her ass to her lower back. “Would you rather we went somewhere else?”
I would have rather she not go out, or at least not carry on after the bar with these men.
She interrupted my thought as though she could hear it. “You know me, Luke, I’m insatiably social. I have to have my connection.” She came close to me and said, “How’s my makeup?” She held her face up to me for inspection just like that first night.
It was of course perfect and enticing as fuck. “It’s very good,” I said to her and she kissed me on the nose.
“It’ll be weird if you’re down there when we come in. So,” she trailed off.
An Uber came and took her away. She didn’t wave on her way out the driveway.
It seemed to me that something was going on that I ought to have put a stop to one way or the other. I paced most of the night wavering between showing resolve and giving her an ultimatum to cease and desist, and showing her some compassion for whatever it was she was going through and struggling with. My phone pinged and it was her.
“It’s just me,” she wrote. “I have to do it.”
“Do what?” I posed.
A long time passed before she wrote back. It was one word. “Sorry.”
About an hour later an Uber pulled up and out piled Holly, Cas, and two men. They were stumbling and laughing and evidently drunk. One man was holding Holly tight against him as they made their staggering way to our front door. The other man was holding tight to my Makayla. My choice was once again stark and right in front of me, and I failed. I retreated first to the stairs and when the front door opened and all their laughing and stumbling filled the empty hallway, I scampered the rest of the way up.
They all seemed to talk at the same time, or yelled. I never knew four people to make so much noise. Makayla put on some club music. She was getting more drinks for everyone. They were hanging out in the entertainment room and I skulked around upstairs. I overheard Holly say that there’s an indoor pool in the basement and the guys were disbelieving and everyone laughed and guffawed until Makayla agreed to take everyone down to see it.
When they went down, I slipped down the stairs and stood at the top of the basement stairs. There was more laughing and shrieking. Holly again was pushing things forward. It was her who suggested everyone should take a swim. One of the men said, “We didn’t bring our bathing suits!”
It was Makayla who said that it didn’t matter. I heard Holly whoop and cry out, “Go Cas!” And then I heard the splash of a dive. Before long I heard three more splashes. They were now playing in our  pool. Naked?
I went outside and around the shrubs and paths to where the pool opened up its glass wall onto the terrace and snuck around the potted trees to see inside. The lights were turned out except for the myriad tiny star ceiling lights. I could see them in the pool playing, splashing and laughing. And I could see that they were all naked.
I crouched behind a potted tree right up in front of the glass. Things inside were settling down. In the near side of the pool I saw Holly leaning her head against the edge of the pool and one of the men treading water in front of her or on top of her, and coming in for a kiss a few times as they talked and laughed quietly to themselves. At the far end of the pool I saw the other man sitting on the submerged wall of steps and Makayla swimming like a shark back and forth in front of him. I saw her then stop swimming and move toward him. And I saw her move up the bottom couple of steps to rise out of the water dripping, shining and magnificent. And I watched in the barely discernible dim light as my wife parted her feet to step around both sides of his outstretched legs and sit down on his lap. His naked lap.
My breath went out of my lungs. In the foreground, I saw the back of Holly’s head bump up and her arms brace herself against the edge of the pool. Her man was clearly fucking her. If there was any doubt, I could hear her shrieks through the closed glass. I focused back on the far end of the pool. My wife’s shoulders were high up and her head was drooped down. Her hands were on the steps behind the man’s head. She was moving on him and his hands had slipped around her back and rubbed her.
She rose up and down on him faster, splashing water around them. His hands moved around the front of her and I watched as she rolled her head back and her hair fell behind her. She stretched and vibrated, contorting on top of him. Her hands moved to his shoulders and dug in hanging on. I stood up in front of the windows and her face rolled over backward and upside down. Her eyes came open and she saw me watching her. But I knew from her expression and from the way her body shook that she was already gone. She orgasmed with the man’s cock inside her. I saw his head too grimace and roll back and I knew that she was letting him ejaculate into her.
I went back inside and up the stairs to our bedroom. It was at least two hours later when she finally came up. I made room for her but she said in a soft voice, “I think it’s probably better if I sleep downstairs, don’t you?” I had to agree. Things had obviously gone over a line. We had two guest rooms on the pool level. It was wise that we slept separately that night.




VI

In the morning I waited for her to wake up and show her face upstairs. The talk was finally here. It was nearly noon before I heard anything downstairs. But what I heard wasn’t her steps coming up. It was more laughter. I crept to the top of the stairs and cocked my head to listen. I heard male voices and Holly too, in addition to Makayla. I was appalled. She didn’t go down to sleep alone in remorse for what she had done. She went down to sleep with the man she fucked in the guest room.
They all came up together, the four of them. The man she fucked slapped my wife’s but — she was dressed in only a bath robe. He noticed me but didn’t seem to register who I might be. Makayla steered him to the front door when her phone pinged to say the Uber was out front. I could hear them at the front door giggling and laughing and I thought I could hear the sounds of people kissing too. Finally the men left but Holly remained with Makayla. She was also in one of our guest bathrobes.
Holly asked if I could make coffee. I was steaming inside. I made them both a cup and myself one too and sat down with them at the table. “Big night last night,” I said with sarcasm dripping from my voice.
“It was some kind of night, I’ll say that,” Holly blurted out before snickering. Makayla said to her to shut up and laughed too and closed her loosely tied robe around herself.
“Did we make too much noise, babe?” Makayla asked. Was she pretending her and I didn’t make eye contact across the expanse of the pool?
“Something like that,” I said with barely concealed anger.
“Aw poopsy,” she said, drawing the back of her hand across my cheek.
I grabbed it by the wrist and squeezed. She chuckled at me and we met and locked eyes. She said to Holly, with her eyes still on mine, “Someone isn’t doing well accepting things.”
I spoke to Holly as well, glaring at Makayla and not letting her wrist go. “’And someone is up to a lot of things she shouldn’t be.”
“What are you going to do about it?” Makayla said straight to me.
I let her wrist go.
Holly guffawed. “You never were man enough for her,” she muttered.
I looked over at her visibly confused.
“She’s been fucking guys behind your back since day one,” Holly smirked.
Makayla tapped her arm. “Holly, no, don’t.” She also looked down and couldn’t keep an evil smile off her face.
“Why are you bothering to hide it from him all these years? He obviously can’t or won’t do anything about it. Look at him. He watches you do it,” she said right in front of me. 
I felt sick being talked about like that.
Makayla squeezed Holly’s hand. “Don’t Holly,” she repeated.
“All these years?” I said with my head dropping sideways. I was feeling lost as though in space, untethered, weightless.
Makayla didn’t deny it. She peeked up from under her hair and pursed her lips.
“How many?” I said uncomprehendingly.
She shrugged.
“More than me,” Holly piped up again. “And I’m a total slut,” she laughed and Makayla broke out laughing too, though she quickly stifled it.
I sat a long time silently looking into the depths of my coffee cup. Nobody said a word, although first Holly and then Makayla both surreptitiously reached for their phones and began scrolling.
I said, “It’s over then.”
Makayla just looked up and with no expression, she said, “Okay.”
I paused a long time before I started again. “You need to find another place to live.”
Again, she just said, with no apparent emotion, “Okay.”
“We’re done, Cas,” I pronounced.
She pursed her lips and nodded at her cup of coffee. Finally she spoke. “Maybe,” she began, “since the downstairs has a kitchen in the bar, and bedroom and bathroom, it’s sort of,” she trailed off. “I’ll move down there until I can find somewhere.” She shrugged. “It has its own entrance too, so that’s good.”
I shook my head and said, “Whatever.” I was sick in my stomach and I left the kitchen.
She called out after me, “I’ll get my clothes and things out of upstairs later?”
“Whatever,” I repeated.
That afternoon, she moved downstairs. At around 8 she came up to find me in the entertainment room watching a show. She said, “Want some company?” in a soft sheepish tone.
“I’m in no mood to talk,” I warned her.
“I know. I’m not either.”
She sat on the far end of the couch. She began to slouch down and soon was sprawled along the couch. She used my calf to prop her head against. Still she shifted and adjusted till her head was resting on my thigh. “Is this okay?” she said.
“I couldn’t care less, Cas,” I replied. I was still pretty angry. She let her hand reach up over her head and land on my hip where she lightly circled her fingers. I was wearing my bathrobe and nothing else because I had earlier showered.
She let her hand fall down and ended up cupping my cock under the robe. She just left it there not squeezing or rubbing, but not moving it away either. In one move, she rolled half over and stretched out her neck and took me into her mouth where I grew hard despite myself. She slowly and lightly sucked on me still I was fully stiff. She got off me and I sat up slumped against the back of the couch. She silently faced away from me straddling my lap and lowered herself onto me facing away. Her pussy was as scorching hot as always. She rubbed her clit as she pumped herself up and down on me.
She began to fuck me harder even though I just sat there. She lifted off and turned around and sank herself back down onto me facing me this time. She draped her arms around my neck, and kissed my mouth. As she fucked me, she said, “I don’t know what it is, but I think about cock all the time and I just have to have it. I can’t help myself, baby.”
She began to grind herself on me and raised herself toward a powerful orgasm. I tried to avoid going there with her but the truth was, her body was too lithe, her flowing movement was too rhythmic, and her hair and eyes and face and lips were too beautiful and when she began to howl and buck on me, I couldn’t avoid shooting myself into her and the sensation of my ejaculate sent her over the edge and she screamed as she came too.
So the first night did not go according to plan and she came upstairs with me to sleep. In the morning we lounged in bed. I went down and got us both coffee and brought it up to her and crawled back in bed. It was Saturday. I said to her, “What are you doing?”
She was scrolling madly on her phone. “You know,” she replied.
“I don’t,” I said.
She put the phone down and picked up the coffee. “I need a date for tonight,” she said as though it was the most natural things to say to your husband, even if you were just separated the day before.
I was stunned.
She said, “Don’t worry, I’m not going out.”
I was confused and didn’t know what to think.
“But,” she said, “you probably want to keep the volume of your show up a bit, or put some music on.” I still looked confused. “I feel like a man at my place tonight,” she said, picking up her phone again to begin scrolling more. “You know? To break in my new pad.”
“Your place?” I said.
“Downstairs,” she clarified. “Like we agreed.” She shook her head at me like I was the one who was dim. “And don’t you dare peek like you did the other night out there in the dark!” She laughed.
I was so angry I stormed out of the bedroom and went downstairs. I refused to talk to her anymore. I heard the door to downstairs close. There was no doubt about it that the basement was a pretty nice place. There was the pool and bar of course, done up in a medieval spa style. There really was a full on kitchen behind the bar. The two guest bedrooms were the size and opulence of master bedrooms, and there was a beautiful California style sitting room that expanded in nice weather when the whole wall of windows to the terrace were pushed aside. As a self-contained “apartment,” it was up there amongst the nicest in the city.
At around 9 that evening I heard a car pull into the driveway. I spied out the windows and saw a tall guy get out of a Porsche looking for all the world like some dentist type. He scanned around the house and found his way to the downstairs entrance. I heard music come on faintly through the floor.
About two hours later, I heard the car door close and the Porsche take off. Thirty minutes later Makayla came up from downstairs freshly showered and in the bathrobe. “Someone want company up here?” she smiled.
I didn’t know what to say. She sat on the couch with me. We stared at the show for a while before I finally spoke. “That was fast,” I said.
“Mm-hmm,” Makayla agreed and she smiled. “It’s all I needed.” She thought a moment. “Or wanted.”
Another long while passed before she spoke again. “But he was hard on me, babe. I thought he was going to break me.”
For a minute I didn’t understand what she was referring to, it was all so casually spoken. “What do you mean?” I asked.
She parted her robe and her legs. She was naked. She used her fingers to spread her pussy lips. “Look how red I am. He fucked me so hard!” She laughed and closed her robe again. “Big cock too,” she added.
“Just the way you like it,” I said sardonically.
But she missed my tone. “Yes!” she agreed immediately. “I do like it rough I think,” she nodded with serious consideration.
I didn’t mean to start talking about her preferences. I wasn’t over the whole thing yet — it had only been a day. But I was miffed. Her and I had never done it rough. I never fucked her hard, even. And my cock wasn’t what anyone would call big.
She broke my introspection. “Did you try to listen?”
I looked at her with disgust.
“Oh come on, you did too!” she threw a pillow at me. “Don’t tell me you didn’t get off hearing me make him come and then come all over his face when he was eating me out!”
“I didn’t, but thanks for that imagery.”
“You did, I know you did.” She laughed and whipped me with another pillow.
“I didn’t,” I insisted.
“You liked to watch the other night though,” she pointed out. “Did you jerk off when I was fucking that guy?”
I swallowed and felt shaky and weak.
“You did!” she squealed. “I knew you would.” She considered me as I sat there dumbfounded. “Maybe I did it for you, so you could watch me.”
I looked away and lost my breath.
“Anyway, maybe you could watch if you wanted to. Do you like to hear me when I come?” She crawled over on her hands and knees over top of me. “Do you like it when I have a man’s cock in my mouth?” She laughed and pressed her face into mine. “Do you like seeing me ride a man?”
I pushed her away and got up and paced the room. I was choking and unable to say anything. My throat felt as dry as Death Valley.
She jumped up and followed me around the room trying to snatch at my cock inside my robe. “Does Lukey like to jerk off when his wifey-poo fucks other men?” She grabbed my cock and squeezed and squealed. “Why are you hard, Lukey?” She laughed some more. “I’ll let you watch me fuck other men if you like it so much.”
I was confused and upset. She pushed me away and dropped her robe on the floor and sat back on the couch and spread her legs and then her lips with her fingers. “Jerk off for me,” she said. “Show me what you were doing last night when you listened to me fuck that guy.”
“I didn’t listen,” I insisted.
“You watched!” she said, toying with her pussy.
“I didn’t watch!” I yelled at her.
“Why didn’t you?” She sank her finger into her pussy. “You know that I know how much you love to.”
“No,” I said, covering my ears.
She just laughed and circled her hardening clit with her wet finger. “Yes you do,” she whispered, losing herself.
At that party at the end of the year when we were 18, I found her again when I went upstairs in the house. Up there, people were making out everywhere. I don’t even know why I went up there, but I found a closed door and though I knew I shouldn’t, I opened it. On the bed, in the light of a dim lamp, I saw the undulating back of Makayla moving on a boy who was lying on his back under her. He didn’t know I was there and she held her finger to her lips to make me be quiet. I was transfixed by the appearance of her riding him. I had never seen fucking in person before.
Makayla pointed to the closet and motioned for me to go there quickly. I didn’t know what I was doing there but she insisted so impatiently I did what she indicated I should and I closed the door. It was made of slats and I could clearly see out of the closet. Makayla proceeded to change positions and to arrange things between her and the boy seemingly to give me a good vantage point on her from the closet. I watched him pound himself into her and I could see her legs and feet shooting up into the air, bouncing rhythmically with his thrusts.
When Makayla began to orgasm under the relentlessness of the boy, I also began to lose my breath and the blood rushed from my head. I eased my cock out of my pants and stroked myself to the sound of Makayla coming. I clenched my eyes and jerked harder. I didn’t know the closet door had swung open, nor did I realize that Makayla and the boy had finished. When I shot, they both laughed and I opened my eyes to find them both staring at me. I couldn’t stop coming once I started of course.




VII

“Babe,” she said to me, after I opened my eyes. I was still standing but my come was all over my hand and on the floor in front of me — much the same as that episode years earlier. Makayla was up again from the couch with her robe loosely around her shoulders. “Should we get something to wipe this up?” she suggested.
She was careful if a bit clinical with the towel. She sat back down and crossed her legs. She said, “Now that we’re separated, you don’t own this anymore.” She gestured toward her own body. “And babe, I’m going to use it, you know that, right?”
I nodded though I was exhausted and didn’t know what I was agreeing to. So much had happened in so short a time.
“But it doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy a little bit yourself, babe, because I care about you.” She nodded earnestly. “You know that right?” She cocked her head. “You trust me?” she asked.
I stared straight ahead at a knot in the wood of the opposite wall.
“Confession time?” she said.
I shrugged.
She bit her lip and smiled and looked down a moment. “I kind of get off on you watching and listening to me fuck guys,” she said. “Ack!” she covered her face with a pillow for a moment. “So embarrassing for me,” she shrieked. “But babe?” she carried on. “It gives me, I don’t know, just that little bit of extra umph, you know, when I know my husband is watching me, or hearing me.”
I scanned the floor unable to reply.
“I guess I’m needing to explore my womanhood, do you know what I’m saying babe?” She reached over to tug on the arm of my robe. “Are you listening honey? I’m getting in touch with my body, and what it’s telling me is, it likes it when the man who houses me and feeds me and clothes me and pays all my bills has to sit up here and listen to me fuck other men, when he has to hear me orgasm on other men’s cocks, or even maybe has to watch me do that. I don’t know why any more than you do, I didn’t ask for this, you know that. But,” and she giggled here. “But it’s going to happen again, and you’re not going to do anything about it.”
I squinted at the far wall because I could have sworn I had entered into a movie and that I was watching a character played by me on a set that looked like my house. I slowly turned my head and saw her on the couch, sprawled lazily, her robe fallen open, her limbs scattered. She was twirling hair in her fingers and thumbing her phone.
“Anyway,” she said, “if you didn’t love it you would stop it, but we both know you’re not doing anything like that.” She got up and sashayed through to the kitchen. She called over her shoulder to me, “Holly was telling the truth.”
“When?” I said, unable to not rise to her vicious bait.
“When she told you I’ve been doing it all along.” She rounded the wall and glided up the stairs as innocent as an angel carried up by the clouds.
After we’d been dating for a year, she wanted to “do it” on the couch when my parents were only in the next room. When she pulled her clothes off, I noticed burns on her knees and elbows. I was concerned for her, I thought that she had fallen.
She was evasive though. “Nothing,” she said.
“But how did you get these?”
Naked, her hand falling limp around my hard cock, she sighed like I bored her. “I was with a boy last night.”
“What?” I was taken by surprise. “Who?”
“Nobody you know. Well, maybe you know him,” she giggled.
I was dim and unable to connect burns on her elbows and knees to the admission that she was “with a boy.” I shook my head.
She bit her lip and looked up at me through her downcast face through her fallen hair. “Come here,” she said sympathetically, and she eased her full round wet lips around my cock and squeezed me in her hand and pumped me up into her. She came off me and said, “That make it go away?”
“What away?” I replied deliriously.
“Exactly,” she giggled, before going back down on me.
When I got upstairs after her, I told her she had made a wrong turn, her place was in the basement now.
She laughed. “Don’t be silly,” she said. “That’s just my love nest.” She stepped against me and let her robe fall to the floor. Her body was warm, taut, and fit. It was exquisite. “Little Lukey,” she murmured into my neck. “If you’re not careful, you’ll end up with nothing.” She slid down my body like an oiled pole and when her knees touched the floor, she dragged her nails up my feet, my shins, and then my thighs, scratching deeper than she should have all the way, till finally she gripped my cock in both her hands like someone trying to stop a hose. She teased the head of my cock with the tip of her tongue and pulled back.
I grimaced, barely able to look she squeezed me so hard.
“That would be hard on little Lukey wouldn’t it,” she said looking sideways up at me through her bountiful and gracefully falling hair. I didn’t answer and she pushed my cock through her lips that she momentarily pressed closed stood that I popped inside and she giggled. She pulled off and shood and bent a leg around my waist so that her heel pressed into my lower back. She curled her hips and painted her swelling and sweating pussy lips with the saliva-kissed head of my cock. She crooked her elbow around my neck and pulled me down to her level. “You do realize you’ve been playing with house money all along, when it comes to this body, don’t you?” She didn’t give me time to think or answer before jolting her spine and engulfing my cock within her boiling channel. She hissed and sighed and rolled her head back.
Everybody at school knew my dad was the CEO of the company most of their parents worked for. My dad considered it part of the company public relations if his son drove the best car of anyone and, eventually, “owned” the best house in town. (He wouldn’t live in a town like ours). I represented him. I was compensated for this role well — he gave me some flack, made-up role in the company — but I was never consulted on the decision and if I had, it would have been distant and last choice.
Makayla pushed her pussy up and down my lubricated cock with agility of a gymnast. “It’s been a pretty good deal for you, wouldn’t you say?” she smiled breathily against my lips. I wrapped my hands around her tight, small ass and she yelped and sucked on my lip and bucked harder and faster against me. “All I’m saying baby,” she was losing her breath, “is a girl has to live her life too a little bit.” She moaned loudly and shook her hair over my face and sucked my tongue into her mouth. Her fingers dug into the back of my neck and her voice grew course and urgent. “Because baby if you’re going to start having problems now,” she ground her hips hard against mine, “I just might have to go and fuck the real man whose money I’ve been fucking all along.” She bit down on my tongue and wouldn’t let it go no matter how much it filled me with shooting bolts of pain. “You know what I’m saying?”
My father was disgusted that I left the Jaguar he bought me in the driveway and insisted on driving the old broken down VW back in those days – until it finally fell apart. He wouldn’t hesitate if Makayla showed up at his bedroom door — he’d justify it as an opportunity to teach me another of his life’s hard lessons.
She bucked her spine and jolted her head and her whole body shivered from the inside out. She gasped and exhaled long and deeply, making a guttural sound like an alligator dying. Her pussy gushed so much, it ran down my legs. When she subsided, she kissed me sloppily on the lips and said, “Baby, it’s so good with us isn’t it.”






VIII

The following Friday night, my phone pinged. Our house was big and solid enough that I heard nothing from the downstairs suite, until I opened the basement door. Makayla had texted me, “Honey, me and Mikael would love it if you brought us one of your bottles of white. I’ll make it interesting for you. XOXO”
I stood at the top of the broad curving stairs down and heard the pounding old school hip hop filling the place. I so wanted to say “No!” or to not reply at all. But I went down to my wine cellar. She knew I had to pass through the pool room to get there.
She was sitting up with a big plush pink towel draped around her shoulders. Under her was this Russian looking guy. “Marvelous!” she said as I passed and she giggled. When I came back out of the cellar, she was no longer sitting up on him but was instead cupping his face in her hands and leaned over him with her hair so spread out I had to surmise she was kissing him. She pretended to be surprised when I re-entered and made a show of spreading her towel around to hide whatever it might be hiding between them. Though I couldn’t see anything, I did notice her clothes, including, prominently, her bright pink panties and bra, displayed on the adjoining lounger, and what must have been his too.
I retrieved two glasses from the kitchen, returned, and servant like, filled them lounger-side and handed them to her and him and departed, nestling the bottle in a bucket on a stand beside them. I left without turning around. But I didn’t go up the stairs. I paused around the corner and waited.
It wasn’t very long at all before I heard the sound of Makayla panting and shrieking. I peeked around the edge. They had changed places and now she was under him. The towel was gone and her toes pointed on the end of her straight up legs. All I could see of him was his elbows pointing up and his white ass pumping up and down between her legs like an oil derrick.
I was mad. I undressed and began stroking my cock just like back in that closet. Only now there was nothing to hide between us. I stepped out and watched from across the pool, jerking myself fully. I stepped up closer to them because it felt to me as disconnected as watching a video and yet it was so lifelike and three dimensional. I ended up standing right beside Mikael and Makayla as he pumped her pussy with his cock and groaned in her neck like a wounded bear.
I stood only a foot away and yanked my cock hard and long and fast watching my wife being fucked by a stranger right below me. She noticed me before he did and just began shrieking uncontrollably with laugher. She was completely incapacitated with the nearly silent giggles she laughed so hard. Mikael pulled up from her neck saying, “What the fuck,” then, louder, with more alarm when he saw me right beside him jerking off, “What the fucking fuck!” I came at that instant and shot a heavy sticky load on his arm and face and Makayla’s tits and neck.
I expected I’d be hit and hit hard and often, and that Makayla might also get hit. Perhaps the shock and the complete nuttiness of the situation caught him off guard — it was not the usual fucked up situation he’d maybe come to expect in life. He grabbed his clothes, went out the back glass doors and ran across our lawn, never to be seen again.
“Honey,” she said to me in her bed downstairs, “I don’t think we can carry on like this.” She stroked my head and I cupped her breast and gently squeezed. “But I know you’re going to need something.” She stretched over and gave me a comforting kiss on my forehead. “You always liked watching, haven’t you?”
I took a long time to answer.
“Because I can go live somewhere else if you don’t like to see it. Or you can.” She kissed my head again and nestled me closer against her spent naked body. “It’s hard to say who’d end up with the house, isn’t it.”
I considered her words.
“If it means anything to you, you should know that I like you being there, looking after me, helping me dress and telling me I look nice.” She squeezed me. “And I love knowing you’re watching me and listening to me when I’m with someone.” She paused a while. “Is that weird do you think? What if I made you watch your father fucking me.”
I closed my eyes.
“No, you wouldn’t like that,” she said. “What you can easily do is have a back door installed on your wine cellar that opens up under the stairs, remember, how you were originally going to have it done? And then what you would you do, honey, is put a window in this wall here, only one of those one way windows. That way,” she said matter-of-factly, “you can sneak down the stairs, get inside your favorite room in the house, sit on a stool and watch everything through a big window, every time I have a date.” She absentmindedly kissed my head as she thought about it. “Would you like that? Then you can jerk off without anyone embarrassing you.”
I wondered if I could do that.
“We’re both winning, right?”
I still couldn’t form words.
“Well go and think about it anyway, now off you go, I have to shower and I want to get an early night to bed.” She waved for me to get out. “And if you don’t like it, you won’t ever see or touch this again, and you might not even live here after I’m done. It’s a good choice I’m offering you. Don’t take too long thinking about it or I might figure out that I’m burning myself.”
We had the renovation completed about two weeks later. I didn’t use a stool, I used a big comfortable chair. It was like the biggest video screen, cast in three dimensional HD quality with surround-sound. Makayla enjoyed dragging things out as long as possible I think for my benefit watching behind the glass. The window looked as easily into the pool side as into the main sitting room and bar. I watched my wife in every position in every possible place in the suite. But she still found a way to get me. One night, after setting me up with intense anticipation with texts and phone calls, she came in the door this time quietly and demurely. I sat up in my chair with my cock already in hand. Following her through the door was my father. They sat and talked and nothing transpired, though I was nearly losing my shit behind the glass. Just when I thought she was getting up to send him home, she took him by the hand through to her bedroom and closed the door.
I leapt up and pressed myself to the glass in desperation. Suddenly the bedroom door opened again. She was already missing her dress. She scampered across the floor, but only to retrieve the two glasses of wine, before scampering back and closing the door. Before she shut it, she curled her lips together and raised her eyebrows and shrugged. But she closed it anyway.
I sat with my head between my legs and pondered my next move.




I Was Aroused by Her Cheating











I stalked along the side of the house pressing close to the siding to avoid snagging branches from the thorny rosebush growing there. I carefully navigated the blue milk crate held out in front of me without bumping it against the house. Our bedroom window was halfway down the wall and the bottom of it was a foot above the top of my head. 
I could see ahead that the curtain was not all the way closed. The lighting was not the bright ceiling flood but the dimmer yellow lamp of our bedside table. I also noticed the window was an inch open with a stick propping it up from under the edge. Our charming, old, heritage fixer-upper: I’d been fixer-uppering it for the better part of a year and I knew every creak and gap in it.
I could hear soft music from inside — one of her favorites. All remaining doubts about what was going on inside though were exploded when I heard her distinctive laughter. I sank my shoulders against the outside wall of my own house, against the paint job I had recently finished on it, and my feet slid into the shrubs I planted as I listened to her low murmur punctuated by her high pitch laugh through the window I replaced, that I had last month made so it could open again.
I closed my eyes below the window ledge. It was the tone and pacing of intimacy between two lovers and not the affectations of two strangers on a one-night stand. They were easy with each other, relaxed, familiar. As long as they kept talking and laughing in low, close-together tones, I leaned on the wall outside with my eyes closed listening. I couldn’t make out enough words to know what was being said. It didn’t matter, it was unmistakably the talk of lovers — they weren’t conveying information, they were expressing emotions, and I understood enough of the meaning by the chuckling and the cooing. I was transfixed by it, frozen to the wall like a gnarly dead vine.
But when the talking and laughing stopped, my mind launched into orbit. The pounding silence was punctuated with the occasional squeals of my wife, and her muffled shrieks. The further apart these grew, the more my head spun and my heart pounded. I remembered the milk crate. My throat ran dry and my hands shook when I realized what I was about to do, what I could not stop myself from doing.
I dropped my mouth open wide as though that helped me move carefully. I positioned the crate below the window like I was placing a bomb and froze when I heard more laughter above my head. When it stopped long enough to assure me they were busy again, and to rip me apart with the images in my head of what that meant, I lifted my feet onto the crate crouching like a toad. I raised myself as slow as a plant growing. I paused when the top of my head touched the bottom of the windowsill. I thought I could hear breathing but it could have been breeze. I thought I could hear movement but it could have been leaves.
If either of them happened to be looking at the window when I raised myself the last couple of inches, not only would I be busted, but they would be busted too, and they would know it: she would know that I know. Me seeing something I didn’t want to see was one thing. She seeing me see something would bring the issue to the table. I might have been wound up tighter than a winch but a part of my mind stayed in cool calculating mode. I would lose a certain advantage if she knew I knew. Everything going forward depended on me seeing without being seen since it was already happening. I wrapped the tips of my fingers around the edge of the sill quiet as curling smoke. My legs shook from being held too long in a half squat. I turned my face to stare at the wall an inch away so that when I pressed up, I’d already be facing the right way. I rose like the morning sun.
The cool calculating part of my mind was also able to objectively judge beauty and taste, even if the hot raging part of my mind was planting bombs and starting chain saws. Through the narrow slit between the sill and the bottom of the propped up window, there was no denying the dim golden glow, the massive vintage four-post bed, the clean white sheets, the abundance of pillows, her long, wavy sandy-blonde locks spread like a fan over his chest and shoulder, and the slow rhythmic movement under the sheets in the region of his groin where her arm disappeared, was striking. It was a renaissance painting.
She rested the side of her head on his chest and pressed down with the ease and luxury of time to kiss the top of his stomach. His hand dragged dangling fingers lightly in caressing arcs over her back and shoulders. She raised her face to his and I could see her eyes focus on his mouth as she purred some question too quiet for me to hear but that evidently called for no answer other than a teasing laugh, a nose nuzzle, and a suddenly serious sensuous mouth-on-mouth kiss. The kiss turned into not two mouths moving on each other but two heads wrestling each other, then two torsos pressing and heaving, and then torsos and limbs and heads all entwining and mixing until the sheets were tugged down by my wife’s surreptitious painted-nail fingers and her body took their place to cover his nakedness.
They remained in a passionate kissing embrace even as she pulled all her voluminous golden hair up over the top of her head and down behind his head where she cradled it in her arm on my pillow. The man’s hands were no longer lightly caressing the skin on my wife’s back but were digging into the flesh of her naked ass. I leaned forward as though that would help me see the flash of her fingernails between her legs where she reached to grip a hard cock that her hips rotated around and rose up over. I could see her grip tighten and relax on him and the smile on her lips touching his lips widening and collapsing in an expression of awe when she brought the tip of his cock to parts of her that I could see glinting in the light from her dampness.
She aimed his cock into her pussy and lowered her lips over the head that she fit herself around like a hand in glove. Engaged, her hand joined her other hand tussling his hair while she sporadically kissed his mouth, murmuring and cooing things that made his eyes close and his mouth smile. Her back curved concave and her hips pushed back and the man’s cock disappeared inside her completely and I heard my wife’s voice exhale like someone stabbed.
She sat up on him with her palms pressing into his chest and she began to curl and twist and shake her hair and roll her head back far enough the ends of her locks brushed her ass and his balls. The man’s hands wrapped around her slim waist possessively; they slid up her body and when he squeezed her breasts, her hands covered his and squeezed too. Her jaw fell open, her eyes closed, and she cried out, “Baby!”
I eased down from the window edge and looked over my shoulder. A part of me wanted to close our window to save her the embarrassment of catching the attention of the neighbors. I slumped against the wall facing the bushes and closed my eyes. The sound of my wife’s high-pitched rhythmic whimpers and the repeated thump of body on body and the slap of skin on skin made me dizzy and short of breath. I wasn’t thinking anymore. There was no anger, no “gotcha!” feelings, not even any sense of time or place. What there was, was my hand inexplicably stuffed down the front of my pants and my stiff cock hard in my grip, though I didn’t remember putting it there. “Fuck,” I thought. But I didn’t stop.
The sounds above my head stopped. I crooked my head to listen more intently, but moments later, there were rhythmic slapping sounds again, my wife’s whimpers and cries even louder and longer, and the unmistakable sound of slushing wet body parts. I turned carefully and raised myself again. My eyes crested the sill to see the man’s back and ass and my wife’s long, beautiful legs wide open and straight up, her feet arched like her back was earlier, and her toes curled tight like she was in the grip of intensity. Her whole body jolted from his powerful thrusts into her hips. Her head was thrown so far back and down into the pillow her closed eyes faced our headboard. When he pulled up before plunging down, I could see between his legs his cock, slick, hard and long. And I could see the enflamed, enlarged lips of my wife’s pussy milking his cock, throbbing and sucking on him, and so wet it ran from her onto the sheet beneath. Foam appeared around his cock when he plunged back down into her pussy. Her hair shimmered with each jolt. I could see her fingers wrap tightly around his biceps and her nails dig in. She sounded like she was dying from impalement. My cock was out of my pants and I was stroking it like mad. I had never been so enraged, but I had also never been so wild with lust. I had to curl my hips back to keep from banging my hand and cock against the house to keep watching as my wife spiraled around and around ever higher on her climb to orgasm. Her high-pitched cries took on the inflection of disbelief as though she never knew sex could feel like this.
I was delirious and trembling. I was suffocating from lack of oxygen I was puffing so fast. I nearly collapsed my legs trembled so violently. I leaned sideways against the outside wall to steady myself even while masturbating like a madman hearing my wife get taken higher and closer to her own dramatic collapse. I shot all over the wall and the sidewalk beneath. Even while I continued to drain myself against our house, I heard my wife cry out loud from her own climax. I slumped down exhausted and confused and sat on my milk crate with my head hung and my cock shriveled and red. Above me wafting into the night air, I could hear my post-coital and thoroughly fucked wife laugh with delight and chatter with affection, languid with complete satisfaction.
I went back to the hospital. One AM was shift change in the emerge so they could keep doctors on if needed through the peak hours. Midnight was when the apes were drunk enough to fight but not yet drunk enough to fall down or stay down. It was also about when the alphas realized most females had made their selections and slinked off, leaving the male-female ratio precariously high enough for losers to realize they lost — and so they scrap with the other losers. The remaining females encourage it — they get the alphas distracted fighting so they can hook up safely with the few betas left. By 12:30 we’d be plugging holes in the stabbed and doing retard math with the brained. No one noticed I was gone and the ER was still quiet as a church on Monday. Given what drifted in after 12, it looked like I’d be gone at one and home by 1:30.
I found Charlie in her usual place, propped up on pillows in our bed where she usually waited up for me if I didn’t call to say I was working late. I scanned the scene when I came in pulling my sweater and pants off. The window I was earlier peering through the other side of was still propped open on a stick. “Quiet night?” I checked in with her with rehearsed disinterest.
“Mm,” she said, half turning her face but not her eyes off her book. She gave me the same brief smile. I certainly didn’t expect a full confession, nor would I have wanted one, yet. I had no idea what to do with the new information. I watched her close anyway for any tell-tale signs. But she played it so cool, I had to wonder how many nights like this one had I come home to her in our bed already warmed up by the other guy — or guys.
Her hair was up and she wore heavy black rimmed glasses giving her a nearly porn-librarian look. I washed up and crawled into our bed. It might have just been my imagination but I thought I could smell the other man. I had a quick look on the sheets when I pulled the blanket back, but there was no wet spot, no stain. I remembered then my phone I left in the bathroom, or so I said, and I went to look in the clothes hamper. I turned on the tap to cover my sounds and pulled out a freshly crumpled white sheet. It was wet and stained in the very middle. I sniffed it and though I was appalled and disgusted, I also grew hard, knowing she and him were fucking on this very sheet a short time ago.
I slid in beside her and up against her. I held her hand in mine and she kissed me perfunctorily on the cheek and returned to her book. Nothing followed. She wasn’t interested. She was tired, “Exhausted,” she said, with a sympathetic smile before pulling the chain on her lamp and rolling over.
We aren’t supposed to leave the hospital no matter how quiet it gets. But even when I’m in the hospital, they use the pager when we’re needed. Driving at night from my home and using the commercial drop-off in front of the hospital supply doors took 12 minutes. Walking from one of the cafeterias to my station took 9 minutes. Say you’re in the can. Now it’s eleven minutes. Close enough, I calculated. I could hardly have found otherwise. The way my head spun with possibilities, and the depths of depravity I plumbed thinking about how and why I did that to myself when my wife was being so — mistreated — made it nearly impossible to perform my duties. Her whimpers and cries of pre-orgasm played in my mind like a song worm. The thing I had to investigate was not who the guy was, where my wife met him, why she was doing this, or even what it portended for our future. What I was most driven to learn was the source and depth of this new kink I’d discovered — hearing and seeing my wife fucked. It came out of nowhere. It seemed to form whole without intermediary steps. I hadn’t the slightest whiff of a desire to do anything remotely close to what, the night before, gave me a more powerful ejaculation than I’d had since I played little league.
I drove past the house, only this time, instead of asking myself “whose fucking car is that?” I asked myself “where is that fucking car?” My wife’s was cozily tucked under the swooping cedar limbs. I turned around a block away and quietly drifted onto the opposite side, killed my lights and motor, and staked out my own house. Maybe boyfriend was coming over, maybe not. I had an hour. I didn’t want to sneak down the side of our house again because with nothing going on inside except reading, I risked too much her hearing me out there, and either busting me at something I’d have a really hard time explaining, or calling the police on an intruder.
I nearly ran out of time and concluded it was not going to happen tonight when, with my hand about to twist the key in the ignition, the front porch light came on. Was she going somewhere? The door opened. Charlie stepped out and I saw her laughing as though maybe she were on the phone. But then closely after her came a man — that man. Charlie locked the door and they walked casually, easy-going like, to her car. She even handed him the keys and let him open her passenger door for her. The man drove my wife in her own car through our circular driveway and sped away up our street, right past me slinking like a cop or a pervert in the front seat of my car. They had been there the whole time. I thought she walked a little loosely, somewhat languidly. I guess so — she’d just been fucked madly, again, no doubt.
I went to the hospital pissed off that I’d missed it, not pissed off that my wife was fucking a man every night in our bed. I wanted to keep a journal noting my predominant feelings because maybe there was something psychologically interesting in it. I had already laid plans for a psychology PhD — too many patients of mine showed origins of injury in their mind. If I fell off a ladder, would I be able to deny that the mental torment of finding myself shamefully aroused by losing the competition over my sexual partner caused me unconsciously to intend to miss a step? The sympathy vote? Attention-seeking?
It was easy to learn about, purchase and place the spy-gear necessary to be alerted to motion in my driveway. It wasn’t a camera, it wasn’t a motion detector, and it wasn’t even anything placed inside the house or listening to or recording anything inside. It was no more than what every suburban house has many of. It didn’t switch on a light, it just sent my phone a notification. The peace of mind that that inexpensive and simple gadget gave me was an enormous return. I worked without distraction all night. My theory was, after about 8 or 9, my wife wouldn’t be going out — or if she was, it would be something she’d have told me about. So anything moving in that driveway would be illicit. I’d get the ping. I’d have time to finish up without hurrying, and I’d casually wander out to the parking lot and into my car.
I kept the milk carton in the bushes near the window. In the day, I examined the location for any possible sighting of me from any window around. It was not visible. Having witnessed how they like to keep the side-table lamp on, I had a handy indicator of when things had moved to the bedroom. I was able to sit on my milk crate in the bushes and read news on my phone waiting for the action to get going. Is it weird for a highly respected hospital doctor? Sure. We’re all weird, there is no normal.
There was nothing doing inside. I wondered if a bird or dog set off the notification. I had nearly drifted into a nap when I was piqued by a distant sounding cry. I looked up at the window but it was still dark inside. The voice was not from that close in any event. I listened and picked up on it repeating. It was without a doubt the sound of someone getting impaled to their heart’s content, and it sounded unmistakably like my wife. I raised myself on the crate to peer through the window. Still nothing was going on in there, but I heard the shrill cry of my wife rising in tempo and pitch from behind the bedroom door. My heart pounded and my desperation gripped me hard. I glanced up and down and side to side over the expanse of the west wall of our house searching for another window to peer through. They were fucking somewhere else inside the house! My distant early warning system worked like a charm. I failed to consider how the lovers might fuck anywhere and everywhere besides conveniently inside the one window I could watch from.
A few years around the new crop of nurses each year at the hospital taught me that new got old too. Was it the work involved? Studying Psychology prepared me to face my inclinations square on and give them clear labels. I analyzed myself from the point of view I learned from the best professor I found out at the university: Do not let confusion and longing for knowing “Why” get in the way of knowing “What”. He was the extreme proponent of the school of psychology that held that all science should really do is catalogue, label, and categorize. When psychologists start thinking they also need to understand and explain why people behave the way they do, they stepped, he said, into “religious fervor.” Astronomers catalogued and categorized the planets and the stars. It was only when the list was sufficiently long and complex that the reason for them existing became obvious and self-evident. I liked ejaculating in my hand more than I liked to do so in a pussy or a mouth. I just did, no need to say why. And I liked watching people fuck more than I liked to fuck. Just did. I was frankly relieved that someone else was fucking my wife for me. With a wife who looked like her, there would be no way to explain to anyone how it could be that I didn’t care for it. But there we are. It wasn’t that I hated it, or that I wanted someone else, or that maybe I was gay. Maybe I played too many video games and played them too late in life all through medical school but jerking off watching others fuck was my preferred form of sex.
All of which explains how pissed off I was to miss another show at my own house. It was hard to figure out how to solve the problem of my wife fucking so conveniently and beautifully close to home, and yet too far away for me to get a good look at it. That’s where my mind was when I laid in bed that night, arms behind my head, leaning up on pillows deep in contemplation about secret doors, hidden passages, false ceilings and the like. I was stunned when Charlie closed her book and began to sob.
“What the fuck Charlie?” She was the model of smooth sailing.
She rolled into me and buried her face into my arm. I felt the damp of her tears run down my skin. Her body shook, her lungs spasmed. She spoke through her wailing so incoherently it was impossible to make anything out. I finally managed to calm her by telling her to not try to talk, to just let it pass first. That was frequently my advice to her and it always worked. She sat up, she wiped her eyes, and she stared straight ahead sharply dropping her chin over and over like the professor she was about to begin a lecture.
“Okay,” she pronounced. “Here it is.” I gestured to her with my open palm to let it out. “Matt. I’ve been unfaithful to you.” She held it together for about two seconds before she spasmed in heaving, loud sobs into my arm and chest all over again. I tried to tell her it was unnecessary to complete the whole thought, but she insisted and so it took over an hour for her finally to make it known to me that she was sleeping with another man some nights when I was at work at the hospital.
And so the ball had been served into my court. A man is expected to silently weigh what he’d been told when his wife tells him she has been sleeping with another so I was free to ponder my move. If she thought I was considering whether to leave that night or wait to the next morning, I was okay with that. She couldn’t have known what it was I was really weighing — and I was blessed that my real thoughts created the same deep frown as the suspected thoughts. Here is what my mind was occupied by: I wondered how to convey to her that I love watching her fuck him, and other guys if she so desired and probably even more so for me, and that I consider it a win getting to watch such beautiful fucking right in my own house. It would have sounded sick and twisted and it might have been too upsetting too, to find one’s spouse so little caring about your cheating, they actually want it, they actually consider it inexpensive quality porn. I considered how I could convince her that I thought it was sick too, and that it had probably to do with terrible things that happened where I was raised so that she’d sympathize rather than leave on account of it’s weird to live with a dude like me. But I didn’t want sympathy because that would lead her to either stop seeing other men, or doing it, but out of a sense of treating me. That would be a disaster. What interested me wasn’t just the visuals of fucking. It was something else besides, something deeper, something closer to essential truth than just 3D porn.
It was visual, yes. Being a man, that was no surprise. But what was it that I got to see? Was it really tits and ass and pussy? Not quite. The clue came to me when I remembered how I’d ejaculated that time against my house not while watching, but while listening. Usually we think we hear something and spin around to visually confirm it. Is that a friend calling my name? Turn around and check. But there is a deeper, more evolutionarily ancient way of sensing and confirming. We, meaning species we evolved from, navigated in the world by hearing long before we picked up such new tools as eyes for seeing. That’s because hearing grew out of the first sense of all, feeling. When I saw my wife on our bed bent over a man’s body doing things to him with her mouth, I closed my eyes and ducked down below the window to really and truly pay attention — to listen. We all do it. When a great and beautiful song comes on, we close our eyes. When someone is saying something we really have to understand clearly, we close our eyes. We never block our ears to see something better. What I heard better than saw, what I picked up on in her sounds after confirming with my eyes that she was indeed fucking someone, was profound, sublime, and stirring on the level of my soul. It was desire and its corollary, pleasure — specifically, female desire and female pleasure.
It only heightened the effect on me when she sobbed uncontrollably on my shoulder. Her desire had to be so great, that she overcame her reticence to cheat — obviously a fairly high hurdle given how miserable and wracked she was with guilt at having done so. And so I contemplated two things. If I told her my fascination was so deep with the sexual release given me by hearing her desire and pleasure, that I was considering making it the thesis of my psychology PhD, she would turn away with disgust at the pragmatism and utilitarianism with which I treated a seriously emotional event in the lives of couples. If on the other hand I pretended some outrage and demands that were short of anyone leaving with the idea in mind that if I didn’t seek to change anything that caused her to seek another lover, with the aim of causing her to continue to do so, I would be guilty of the far worse crime of emotional torture. She didn’t like cheating on me in the sense that it pained her to know she did that to me and it would pain her all the more to see in herself that she was capable of continuing to do so. Logically under such conditions she would conclude that she ought to leave. But that would not be the outcome I wanted. I would have wanted her to find it in herself to keep cheating. So, pretending that I was hurt by it was a non-starter. Telling her I saw in it an opening for a brilliant career move, was equally a non-starter. Psychology was derided deeply enough at the local golf clubs.
And so, as I often found myself advising my patients, I finally as a last resort, considered the option of telling the truth. If nothing else, it served to bring the inevitable, whatever that was going to be, right up front rather than lingering in the near distance like infuriating black clouds over the horizon, or wicks on bombs fizzing and fizzing. Tearing the bandage off is the only way.
“I know you’re fucking around with someone. I saw you one night, in this very bed,” I finally blurted out. Before I gave her much time to ponder or react, I finished the thought: “I liked it. I jerked off and came really hard listening to you.”
If she could bring herself to tell the truth about what she’d been doing, I could do the same. She must have thought through all the possibilities too and ended up on the truth. She decided she’d tell me and wait to see what her just dessert would be. And so, I followed her lead. Be disgusted and leave. Be confused and hurt. Or feel like she dodged a bullet and carry on. Who knew?
“You knew?” she squeezed out like a mouse.
“I caught you. I watched you through that window.” I nodded at the open bedroom window.
“What did you see?” She pulled the sheet up to her nose.
“Everything Charlie. But even more importantly, it was what I heard.”
She took a long time to reply. She trembled. “What did you hear?”
“That’s what made me come,” I said to her.
She looked sideways to the opposite side of the room. She squinted at the corner there. “You came?”
“I did.”
She took another long time. “You came listening to me having sex?” She said sex in a whisper like it still something we might be half hiding.
“I did.”
She scanned my face with her eyes up, down and both ways. “Isn’t that considered unusual?”
I looked over at her and flopped my arms out and my palms up. “Only if you think there is a usual out there. But alas,” he smiled and raised my eyebrows. “There is no usual.”
A great deal of time passed and I let it. I determined to let her be the one to speak next if it took all night or all week. She finally did, but only in a hushed whisper as though there might be others listening. “You liked it?”
I looked over at her in the bed with me. “I loved it,” I said.
She took another long time. “What, you’re saying you want me to do it again?” She put mock disgust on her face, but I saw through it. She allowed a crack in her facade. I saw whether she was aware or not of a crack in her mouth: she smiled out one corner about two millimeters for about three thousandths of a second. It was a flinch, nothing more, but it was enough. I knew where her mind was going.
“Yes,” was all I needed to push her over the edge over which she was already leaning.
She took another long time, but I knew where she was going. She was going to plot with me. Sure enough, the next thing out of her mouth was conniving: “I already told Steve we had to break it up. What should I tell him now?”
I breathed like my lungs were clear for the first time in my life. There must be moments in detective’s and spy’s careers when their target first confirms that they will turn. You don’t want to clap your hands or slap their backs. You have to play it cool. They can always turn back. It’s the slightest nibble on the line you feel when you know it isn’t the ripple on the water. She had invited me to conspire with her in going down the rabbit hole with me. I showed her the entrance. She said, “Show me the way.”
There was never a more delicious moment in our relationship. I rolled the words around in my mouth the way a sommelier tests a vintage. I wanted to get the nuance perfect. “You tell him,” I started, “the truth about how you feel about him.” She turned her head but kept her eyes on my face full of skepticism. It didn’t seem somehow enough. But I know how minds work: they can’t help but fill-in the missing pieces. They make patterns whether there is one in what they’re seeing or not. Conspiracy theories and optical illusions depend on our innate and unavoidable propensity to see patterns regardless of their existence. Give anyone two bookends and they will fill up the shelf helplessly. “He will do the rest,” I said to her. “He already knows how to talk you into the sack.”
“But it’s wrong,” she protested. Faintly, more as duty than as true feeling, I sensed.
“If you tell him how you feel, you will end up in bed with him again not matter how much you think you should not. Even if I reacted the way you worried I would, you would have ended up in bed with him again regardless. Because you were going to call him again, you would have had to, and you would have told him how you feel, because you hate to imagine him thinking he did something wrong, and then, hearing that, and knowing as I do that he already managed to talk someone of your discernment and discretion into bed, he would have got you back there sometime, and I believe sooner more than later. It was inevitable. The only question out there was, would you lie to me and hurt me, or would you find a way to not lie to me and still not hurt me. That must have seemed impossible. But you are a good person, Charlie. You chose truth even if it hurt me. You told me the awful secret tonight. But I’m not hurt. And it took you not that long to recalculate your position on the map. You got off the hook of lying. And then, unexpectedly, you got off the other hook of hurting me. It made you think right away that maybe you were too hasty. You immediately began to think about how you might complete the trifecta and get off the hook of having to give up your sex life with Steve. Was that his name? Steve?”
“No I didn’t,” she said to only the last charge.
“‘What should I tell him now?’ you asked me. If you weren’t thinking about fucking him again, there would be nothing to tell him. Your question was, ‘How do I explain to him that I want to fuck again.’”
“You’re awful!” She shouted.
“I’m true and right, that’s all. You wouldn’t have thought, when earlier tonight you resolved to tell me of your infidelity, that things would go to a place where you would be calling me ‘awful.’ That’s got to be a surprise.”
“You want me to fuck him though, you said that!”
“I did. And I do.”
“This is so fucked!” she said.
“It is and it isn’t,” I shrugged.
She thought again long and hard. I knew that when she took her time, that she was doing my work for me. There was nothing to say to persuade her, she was persuading herself far more effectively than I could. If only politicians and interview hosts and reporters knew that: people will persuade themselves! Just give it time, the world is so impatient!
After a long time she pulled the sheet up to her nose as if to hide what her mouth was about to say. “It’ll feel weird if you’re watching.”
“I won’t be obvious about it.”
“But I’ll know.”
Another psychology lesson: Think of the number 3,145. Just try to focus on it. Look away and think of that number and nothing else. Tell me this: was it not at first easy, for about 3 seconds, then challenging for about 3 more seconds, then boring for the next 3, and given up on a little after 10 seconds. That’s about how long knowing I was watching would distract her from her lover’s attentions. Another round of about 10 seconds would restart with each noise I might make, and if I made enough noises, the nuisance of the boredom of reminding herself for ten seconds or so would be the reason why she would stop it. If I made no noise or visual evidence, she would start off feeling weird, making out on the couch, say, for about ten seconds. She would be reminded every few minutes for another 10 seconds, but those would space out quickly. We do the same thing when we are sure a burglar has forced themselves into our home downstairs. You would think that that would be a very big distraction for sleeping — there’s a burglar in the house! But so long as the burglar doesn’t make another sound for about three seconds, we begin thinking it’s not that important, and if they stay quiet for ten seconds, we forget we were even supposed to be listening to the burglar. Falling back asleep is more important than a burglar prowling inside our house. Surely, fucking her boyfriend would also be more important, in ten seconds or so, than wondering what’s going on with me watching her fuck to her heart’s content.
There would be no convincing her of this though. It’s too hard for most people to believe of themselves that they are so unconcerned with things they think they ought to be really concerned about. “All we can do is try,” I suggested.
“What you’re asking is too much!” she nodded with finality.
“Baby,” I said with a wry smile. “An hour ago, you must have thought our marriage, this house, our reputation with your parents and friends, everything settled and good in our life, was over, and that you’d be guilty of hurting me, that there’d be months of emotional turmoil, your love life over, your taste for any of it spoiled. An hour later, you have your home, your life is unaffected, your husband is happy, there are no pieces to pick up, nothing to put back together, no need to pack or find a new place to live, none of that. You thought you were coming to accounts and there was going to be a terrible price to pay. Instead, the deal being offered is, go get back your boyfriend, you didn’t even need to give that up, and the bill is, do what you want, only I’m going to peek. When you weigh what you thought you were going to pay with what the bill actually shows, you must be thinking the clerk made a mistake. I’m telling you, do not question it, walk purposefully out the door and start the car.”
She stared at the wall and then stared at me and then at the wall again before settling back on me with a face that drew into a frown more and more. Finally she looked me square in the eyes. “You’re really quite odd, aren’t you.”
“I don’t happen to think so,” I said to her. “It’s like saying to a fish that you just noticed they’re really quite wet. And being another fish who says that to them.”
Three days passed. Her conversation starter was almost exactly on time. We were finishing up dinner at the counter. “So,” she began, trailing off. “I was thinking, maybe, you know.” I let her tug and squirm. She laughed nervously. I let silence run its full course. “You’re not saying anything!” She laughed again and put her head down. She blushed. I couldn’t help smiling but I was enjoying it too much to talk. “Maybe. Tomorrow night.” She looked up the hallway and across the ceiling. “You’re making this so fucking hard,” she laughed and punched me. I teased her with silence. “I guess we could try that thing.” She now knew I wasn’t going to say anything, I was going to force her to say it all. “With Steve.” She bit her lip. “In bed.”
“Did you tell him?” I asked.
“No!” she shouted. “Are you crazy!?”
“Are you sure you want to?” I knew she was. She’d already done it in her mind long before telling me, and doing things there are where the real crimes are committed.
“Maybe,” she said, “We should take it in steps.” She had evidently mulled it in her mind more than I had supposed she would. “Like, if I did it knowing you knew, but not with you watching, yet. That’s a big step!” She shook her head like I would be dumb to argue.
I found I actually liked the thought of knowing she was fucking and knowing I knew. To me, it didn’t seem like a step along the road to letting me watch her. To me, it was an exploration of further iterations of the basic theme. I tasted my theory that she wasn’t thinking in steps but rather plotting to go beyond the mere watching by a cuckold, but suggesting, with a laugh of course, something absurd: “How about talking to me on the phone while he’s fucking you.”
I was right in my guess. She didn’t pull back like she tasted something foul. She blushed and wanted to know more. She giggled and said, “What do you mean, like when we’re actually ‘doing it’ doing it?”
“Yeah,” I thought about it. “It would be like, you have to talk to me, but you want him in you so much, you don’t get him to pull out, and he gets to think that he’s fucking you even while you’re trying to hide it when you’re talking to your husband.”
She squirmed and twisted in her seat. “That’s awful! “ she said. “That’s terrible!” She kept imagining it. “I don’t know!” she said, knowing full well. I didn’t speak, knowing again, her gears were turning. “Or,” she finally said, “I could set up a camera.”
“Would he mind being filmed?” I asked.
This was the true test. Was she unfaithful because she fell in love with a guy, which can happen in marriages. Or was she unfaithful because she had a sexual yearning to fool around and he was just the handiest and the first? I knew she was taking time to answer because she might not have known the answer herself. But there was no doubt she understood the fundamental nature of my question.
“I guess,” she twisted her lip with her fingers, “We could find out?” She scrunched up her face as though barely able to believe what she was suggesting.
There was a note on the table when I woke up in the mid-afternoon. All it said was, “Laptop.”
I went upstairs and saw her computer on her desk in the spare room. I opened it and watched spellbound as my wife could be seen working loose the tiny zipper on the side of her tight plaid skirt. When she drew it down over her hip, the skirt drifted from her waist like a descending cloud and she instinctively crossed her arms in front of herself to cover up. An off-screen man’s voice on the video told her that it was okay, that she was safe there. She seemed to believe him and gathered her bravado enough to squat and swoop up her skirt from the floor where it lay crumpled all around her strappy spike heels. She gingerly stepped out of it. He told her she could just drape it over a chair. I turned the volume on her computer up.
“Those too,” he said, and she seemed to know he meant her stockings. She made one nod to him and peeled those off too, squatting again to get leverage over her ass. She used her foot, raised behind her, to hand off her stockings to her waiting fingers and she pinched them like the petal of a flower. He was ordering her around, but she was obviously enjoying it. She had that look on her face she used to give me when she was feeling a certain way: that blinking doe eyed bimbo trusting look she loved to play at, to give her freedom from responsibility for the things we would do to each other that she hadn’t yet, in the sobriety of the day, felt totally comfortable doing. Things had progressed for her without my knowledge, though, it seemed. I shook my head barely believing what I was seeing. It was a different guy.
She looked at him with those big brown eyes of hers through her golden hair that she had pulled down all around her downcast but obviously excited face. The man appeared in the side of the frame and nodded. She began at the top of her blouse with those tiny buttons. She blew out the corner of her mouth at strands of loose hair as though it was all such a chore, so many buttons, but she was teasing him playfully, too. Did she know him? I didn’t. She was feeling sexy too, I could tell. I could feel the heat emanating off her even through the screen.
She blew a puff of air out her nose again and smiled at him coyly. She looked up at the ceiling and shook her arms behind her back to make the blouse slide down her thin limbs and off. She caught it in her fingers when it graced her hands and she folded it once and placed it carefully over her skirt on the back of the chair. She appeared nervous but not overly so. Even though she was nearly naked with another man, she was trying to stand and listen as though she wasn’t. I was fascinated. Angry, full of rage, too, but also fascinated. I needed to see more.
The man nodded once and she smiled and chicken-twisted both arms to reach behind her back to unclasp her smoking hot red bra. Doing so made her jut out her chest. She let the bra straps slide down her bare arms and laid it too over the back of the chair with the blouse and skirt. She looked at him all business-like as though awaiting further instructions with her hands hanging at her sides and turned slightly forward in a receptive manner. He looked at her with only the hint of a smile and raised his eyebrows. She rolled her eyes and hooked her thumbs into her equally hot red panties and peeled those off her ass and down her legs, bending over all the way because she was that flexible. She placed those with the bra and looked back at him blinking and innocent, and stark fucking naked.
She wore only shiny black heels and a glowing white pearl necklace. My pearl necklace, the one I gave her for our 5th the previous month. I felt like I had been tricked into an alternate universe where everything appeared the same but nothing was at all. I recognized things — the necklace, her blinking eyes, her breasts, the way she held her hands slightly forward at her sides — and yet nothing, not the room, the man, or her actions unfolding before my eyes.
The man nodded toward something off screen. He came toward the camera and then it was jiggled and re-aimed and settled on a bed that now appeared in its frame. It was rumpled and messy as though a couple had just had a wild tussle in it. Into the frame of the camera my wife climbed up and walked on the bed on her hands and knees to the middle before flopping over onto one leg and propping herself up with one arm. Her other hand fell between her thighs as though attempting to hide herself. “Like this?” she said.
“Lose the shoes,” he suggested. She nodded as though affirming his wisdom and flung them off. “Down more,” he said. “And with your chin on your hands like you’re considering me.” The guy she found not only didn’t mind filming things, he was into quality control. Did he know who it was being made for?
She rolled around and rearranged her limbs until she found a pose that was as though she was his freshly fucked lover now listening to him talk, boss to secretary-like, maybe. The man adjusted the light screen and examined his laptop screen. I heard some pop rap start playing and then watched as the man stepped up to my wife sprawling around the bed snapping shots of her as the music filled up the room. He took a lot of pictures. My wife giggled a lot and flopped around like a model searching for as many seductive poses as she could find. I felt a wave of understanding and delight wash over me when I realized, this could be her plan for me, her present for my birthday.
Then my wife, still laughing and lounging and rolling around, reached and pulled at the man’s clothes and laughed with dirty intent. “No!” I thought. When she got his pants open, she seemed desperate to get a hold of his cock, and to get it into her mouth, too. He teased her by pulling away and she laughed at the game, until her laughter was muffled by his cock between her lips. He lost I guess.
The man, whoever he was, took a few more pictures of the top of my wife’s bobbing head before putting the camera down and flopping onto his back on the bed. My wife, far from adventuresome in our bed, kept this man’s cock in her mouth as she maneuvered her body around to lower her pussy onto his face. If it wasn’t Charlie, I’d have thought this was one of the best porn clips I’d ever watched. It was well lit, they were both beautiful and fit (I had to admit), and the way she laughed and yearned, it was the perfect scene. She sucked at him hard and purposefully even while squealing in a muffled way as her hips rotated in circles over and down onto his face. To see her pull her pink frosted lips up his shiny shaft and pull off, leaving strings of her saliva stretching between them, to watch her eyes flutter shut from the pleasure of his tongue on her pussy, to see her grip his hard cock and push it all over her face, into her eyes, over her cheeks and chin, and back between her lips so tightly closing around it, and to watch her mouth push down over his shaft further and further till her nose was in his ass, nearly killed me. But it also made me so hard I had to take my own cock out of my pants.
I heard Charlie’s car come in the garage and quickly closed the file and pulled my pants up and ran downstairs. When she came through the garage door, I said nothing about what I’d found. Our deal was, if she knew I was spying on her, if it was explicit that she was doing it for me, the whole point of it would be lose, the whole joy of discovery would be flat. She wore the necklace I’d given her a month earlier. “Hard day at it?” I said to her.
“You know it,” she replied feigning disinterest as she leaned on the wall to help herself pull her heels off. “What’s for dinner then?” she said with a smile padding into the kitchen in her stockings. She played so well.
“Start with this appetizer,” I said, holding out a full glass of white wine for her.
There I was, back upstairs the next day in the spare bedroom she uses for an office, my pants bunched around my ankles, my hand gripping my cock, watching another of these strange movies featuring my wife and the man. This time the angle was set towards a dresser with a large screen on top. The lack of clues made me realize it was a hotel room, as probably was the earlier one. A proper investigator would have checked others — there were many in this one folder, and there were a lot of other folders. But my evil mind said it would be a waste to rush through such a treasure trove, revealing my true motivation to myself, which made me sneer as though I could see my face. My evil mind was gritting its teeth savoring the days and weeks and months ahead of new, salacious revelations to come in a slow drip of new and daily jacking off material my wife produced for me.
In this latest one, the lovely couple, my wife and the stranger, stood in the room lit from the side by daylight, with him leaning against the dresser. She was stroking his face and hair while they kissed passionately. Her feet, in sexy tall heels I didn’t recognize, stood outside his feet on both sides the better to press her whole body against his. I paid particular attention to how her hips jutted to press particularly hard against his hips. She was grinding him. Catching your wife in an affair would be one thing, but getting to watch it in quality video? Wow. Then I noticed neither of them ever looked at the lens. Was it a hidden camera? I thought back to the first one. It was moved before she crawled on the bed, but it wasn’t mentioned and she didn’t look at it. Nor was it clear who moved it — they were both out of the frame when it got turned toward the bed. Was it obscured inside something? A piece of luggage perhaps with a tiny hole drilled in it? Was she filming guys without their knowledge? She might be more bad than I thought.
She laughed and flung her head back and pulled him away from the dresser and wrapped her arms around his waist. They walked like that, him stepping backward, till he came with the back of his knees to the edge of the bed. She kept pushing till he flopped down, breaking his fall with his arms behind him. She stayed against him as her knees pressed into the edge of the bed and she straddled his legs. When she leaned down to enclose his face in her curtain of golden hair, I had to admire her fit body inside the tight-fitting red dress. Her ass faced me, and her shoulders and back. She was lithe and supple and moved on him like a leopard. I saw her elbows work and her hands move, and saw her push his pants down his legs between her thighs and under her dress. There were murmurs too quiet to make out before I saw him struggle and squirm to pull himself under her further across the bed till his feet were at the edge facing me. She didn’t move with him. I was puzzled in my rear vantage point until I saw the golden back of her head duck down between her shoulder blades, and pop back up repeatedly. She had pushed him forward so she could blow him. I shook my head in disbelief but I also stroked my cock in time. She sucked him off so sweetly and softly, it was strikingly beautiful.
I came without control, unable to last and unable to stop. And once I had come, I was disgusted and unable to watch any further. I slapped my own face and called myself the worst names I knew. But I also carefully closed up her folders and returned her computer to its starting state. I went downstairs to get something on for dinner for her. She’d be hungry. She worked long days these days — the speaking circuit was taking off for her. Contacts were coming from new places every week. She seemed to be a natural whiz at public lecturing.
She came in toting a few shopping bags. “New stuff?” I asked.
“Mm-hmm,” she affirmed as noncommittally as possible. She also pushed them into the hall closet and shut the doors on them. I pretended not to notice, but after finding her movie stash I was on hyper-vigilant alert. I not only noticed, I tagged and filed. “Time for a shower before dinner’s ready,” I suggested.
“That’s a great idea,” she said, lifting herself on her stockinged feet to hold my elbows and kiss me on the tip of my nose. She didn’t however, press her hips into mine, or wrap her hands around my waist, and nor did she walk me backward to where I might fall down and where she might lovingly take my cock in her mouth. No, she only pecked at me and turned to the closet to retrieve her booty and disappear upstairs.
I waited till I heard the shower running then slipped upstairs and into our bedroom. I threw my apron in the laundry hamper so I’d have that excuse for poking round the closet if she came out of the shower too quick. I found her recent shopping bags hidden under the long dresses toward the back. I peeked back out at the cracked-open bathroom door. She was still in her shower. I reached in the bag and pulled up item after item of the sexiest intimate wear I’d ever seen or touched. It was expensive stuff, the kind of thing you’d use to dress for high-end photo shoots with models. I checked a couple price tags. Yep, pricy. There were panties, bras, half camis, longer silky things made mostly of revealing straps, there was lace, satin, and silk, bras, garters, shorts, everything for a night of delight and pleasure — or quite a few nights in fact. I stuffed it all back in and fled downstairs. She’d be hungry.
Over dinner, she said, “Something’s come up and I have to go down and straighten it out.” Her eyes remained on the chicken wing scrutinizing it.
“Where’s down?” I asked.
“Oh, the resort we use for the lectures, near Cancun. Two days, maybe three depending on the problem.” She nibbled the bone. “Okay?”
“You got to do what you got to do,” I said. “When you going?”
“Tomorrow morning.”
“Holy crap, that’s fast!”
“Problem needs attention right away,” she shrugged. “I’m planning for three nights just in case.”
“Can I help you get ready?” I offered.
“Oh no,” she said, “not my first time.” She smiled. “But I’ll be gone before you’re up,” she said. “Got a lift coming at 5:30.”
“Oh Charlie!” I sympathized.
“I know, right?” She shook her head. “But it’s got to be done.”
She packed her bag and put it by the front door for herself and went to bed early. When I came up for bed later, I went in the closet to change. The bags carrying the recent purchases weren’t there anymore. I slipped downstairs to find them empty and folded up tidily and stuffed under other paper in our recycling box. She’s a meticulous packer and I dared not open her suitcase to check, but I didn’t have to. There was no sign of those items in the dresser drawers.
I woke up of course when she got out of bed and she kissed me with a goodbye peck on my cheek when she saw the flash of headlights hit our bedroom ceiling. I peeked out a few moments later. She didn’t get in the back seat with her bag the way she would have if it were a private driver or an Uber. And when she climbed in the front, and the dome light came on in the car, I thought I recognized the man behind the wheel— the first guy! And I watched as Charlie leaned over with a big smile and kiss him hard on the mouth. She even scrunched up her shoulders and squeezed his thigh she was so excited. She didn’t take her eyes off his face all the way back out the driveway, and off up the street into the early light of the morning.
Later that day, I realized she never told me where exactly she was going — which she always did in case of an emergency. I called Kim at her work who was always on top of the details.
“She’s not on a faculty trip,” Kim said on the phone to me, in slow uncertain words like she wondered if she was giving something away.
“You didn’t book her into something near Cancun?” I checked again.
“She’s off for three days, but personal time.” I could hear her wincing over the phone.
“You don’t know where she booked, do you?” I checked a third time.
“I’m sorry,” she wheezed back to me.
Charlie finally phoned toward the end of the day. “Looks like I was wise to pack for three nights,” she said, “this is a big problem.” She sounded serious, but I thought I heard a snigger in her voice at the end that made her voice crack on “problem.”
“Hey, Charlie, you forgot to tell me where you are exactly.”
“Oh did I?” she said. It was strange. It was as though she heard me but didn’t quite understand me.
“Yeah, the place you’re at, you forgot to tell me.” I pressed my phone harder to my ear.
There was a too-long pause before she answered. “It’s the uh,” she started and stopped. “The Majestic Riviera Platinum,” she said as though reading it for the first time.
“Okay,” I said, staring at my phone like that was the strange thing, not her. “You going to give me the phone number?”
There was another long pause before she answered. “The what honey?” she finally said breathily.
“The phone number Charlie, in case I need to call you on the landline.”
She cleared her throat.
“You okay, Charlie?” I had to ask her.
“Yeah, honey, just tired I guess,” she half-chuckled. There was another long pause.
“So the phone number?”
“Right,” she said. She began to recite the number to me. Halfway I heard her gasp followed by the sound of the phone being muffled by her hand. When she read the remaining numbers to me, it sounded like Marylyn Monroe singing Happy Birthday to President Kennedy. I asked her again if she was feeling okay.
“I have to go now honey,” she replied.
“Charlie?” I said.
But I only heard her phone cut out. Just before, for about a millisecond, I might have heard a squeal.
I looked up the name of the place online. She spoke for big groups, usually 200 to 500. It wasn’t unusual to plan something at a big resort in Mexico. But this Majestic Riviera place was anything but big and there was nothing about it that suggested corporate retreats. Everything about the place catered to the romantic couple looking for a quiet getaway. Its specialty was not the big company booking, but the intimate honeymoon.
I tried to sleep after our phone call but I was far too agitated. I roamed the dark house like a storm cloud creeping over the nighttime prairie. I nudged open her office door and glowered into it. Her laptop was left behind — she always took it with her on the smallest of trips. I closed my eyes because I knew what I was going to do. But I had to wonder now: did she make the movies to keep me occupied while she carried on behind my back for real?
I hit the return key and marveled at myself staring at her unlocked screen. How did I come to this, sitting in the middle of the night knowing I was going to open up more movies of my wife fucking other men and start stroking myself, even while she was down in Mexico doing the same thing probably at the very moment? The thought of her doing it right then, if not there, made me stir and harden even before I navigated through her files.
I randomly clicked in the middle of a list in one of the files randomly selected. It was again a hotel room. In the foreground was the blurred image of what seemed to be the top of a chair. In the middle distance was a bed. And on the bed sat a man — a different man — facing the camera and with her back to me, riding him with apparent sexual abandon, was without a doubt, Charlie. If her distinctively sexy back and ass did not give that away, her voice, crying out in half pants and half squeals, did. I couldn’t not grab my cock and stroke. But something stopped me and made me go back and slow-mo the movie. There it was: Charlie, bending so far back fucking the absolute shit out of this other guy, sneaking what was definitely a peak at the lens of the camera. She was checking its line of sight, like maybe the chair got pushed in front and blocked it. She did it secretly — these were hidden cams!
The man’s hands dug into her ass. She laughed and squealed she seemed to enjoy fucking him so much. When he grabbed her tits, she fell forward on him and I could see from across the room his cock get swallowed by her pussy lips. Hearing my wife’s voice, plaintive and guttural, when she orgasmed made me shoot into my hand before I had a chance to grab a paper towel it was so hot. When I recovered I realized the movie was still on-going. My wife and the man cuddled and kissed leaning against pillows in the hotel bed. I could make out what they were saying, the sound on this movie was so good.
I heard my wife laugh and say, “She never takes you like that?” It was all sympathy and care.
The man laughed like she had said something sardonic, even morbidly funny. There was something however in how my wife seemed to pursue the line of questioning, after he stopped laughing. “What does she like to do to you?”
“She’ll blow me,” he said crassly. “But not like you do, baby,” he added. I mentally noted the implication that this was not a first time or one-time event I was watching.
“Does she like to?” my wife pressed.
“Only before we got married,” the man smiled at her sideways.
My wife nuzzled his neck and I watched her push the sheet down and let her hand circle and roam over his chest and stomach and eventually over his cock slumbering there. She leaned over and took the flaccid member in her mouth before coming back up to his face. “Poor thing,” she said to him very closely. “How long then since anybody sucked you like I’m going to suck you tonight?”
They both laughed with evil intent, my wife more than he. “After I get you fed and rested for more, that is,” she said to him deeply and intimately. Just when I was beginning to think he didn’t recall her question, she seemed to read my mind from inside the movie, and asked again, “How many years baby?” in her innocent “poor-baby!” tone.
“Three years,” he finally said.
She kissed his neck and chest and reached to squeeze his cock gently. “I bet you know it to the day,” she spoke nearly inside his mouth, and she laughed in a deeper voice than I had ever heard come from her throat.
“Of course I do, honey,” he said. “April 8.”
I could hear my wife chuckle but it had a self-satisfied inflection to it. “Come on,” she nearly whispered. “Let’s go find what there is to eat here,” she said. “We have to sample the fare.” She kissed him again and laughed, but not without it being fringed with a blackened edge.
I opened another of the files in the same folder. This one seemed to be a different hotel room. At first nothing could be heard but a hiss. The scene was mostly a bed as seen from the foot, as though the camera was positioned where a hotel room TV screen would be. When the hiss stopped, muffled voices could be heard. Those voices then suddenly grew clear and then the scene was obscured by a wall of whiteness. The whiteness disappeared only to fill the screen with blurred pinkness. I only realized it was someone’s naked back when they moved away from the camera to show my wife, again, in a standard white hotel room bathrobe, kneeling on the bed and pulling the hands of the same man toward her. As he stepped up on the bed, it was clear he was naked. I realized the hiss was the sound of the shower where they’d just been together.
He knelt on the bed facing her and disrobed her. Naked together, they necked passionately. I watched my wife’s hands snake under his arms and up his back to his neck, caressing and grasping the way only someone in love could. They pecked and licked and she laughed and squealed as though this man teased her in ways only those who know her secrets could. She looked like she was so turned on, she was trying with all her might to keep from attacking him. She oozed desire and seemed to vibrate to his touch like she wouldn’t last much longer before engulfing him with severe sexual aggression.
They kissed more and I could see her gyrate and press her whole body into his. When he pulled off the kiss, she seemed to be detached from lifesaving breathing apparatus, she gasped so violently. She bit her bottom lip hard and I could see her fingers strain to pull his hair nearly from his scalp. She panted like she was on fire or hungry beyond starvation. She tugged and pulled wherever she could grab him. She whipped her hair over her face and clawed at the skin on his back. She fell backward but not without yanking him with her. She pressed her nude pelvis up into him even as his body fell down onto hers. And she shoved his head down her stomach and parted her pulled-up knees. She took clumps of his hair in both her hands and she shoved his face hard up against her pussy. “Oh my god! “she bellowed, arching her back and pressing her shoulders into the mattress. She thrashed and pounded her fists into the sheets. She flung her head side to side. She fed a pillow into her mouth and nearly ripped it apart like the throat of prey.
I might have just come, but seeing Charlie lost in the throes of such extreme passion made me hard all over again. She bucked against his face and she tore the sheets up from the bed. Whatever he was doing to her, it looked like he had something right. She began to pant and cry as though surprised to be rising so high. “Oh Nicky!” she cried out like she didn’t expect anything like this to happen. It was the first time on any movie, however, I heard a name, and it was duly noted, even if I was jerking off again to my wife jumping the bones of another man.
“I love you,” the man in the movie said to her, after she came, and when he crawled up beside her heaving chest still panting from her adventure. The smile she gave him, even while she tucked his hair behind his hear, was that same smile. Still, there was a look I caught after he closed his eyes and reclined back into the pillows. She didn’t smile down at him. She looked at him the way one would look at a pet, or even less, like you would look at a tool.
When Charlie got back from her jaunt down south, she didn’t mention anything about what she’d been up to. When I told her I wanted her to carry on in a way that would never be explicitly talked about between us, I didn’t expect her to be so good at hiding. And yet, knowing she was having real affairs behind my back was enthralling to me only because I wasn’t supposed to know. If she told me, I would have been enraged and disgusted and full of shame — and I would have insisted she stop, or even leave the relationship. The un-acknowledgment was the kink, not the spying, the cheating, the filming, or the watching. She found something new to keep from me even after we talked about and agreed on her having sexual partners. That was what was arousing.
And then just when I thought I had myself thoroughly self-psychoanalyzed, Charlie found a new way to up the game. I came home to what seemed to be a quiet house. I immediately thought of her laptop in her office for another bout of self-administered humiliation. But on my way the stairs, I heard sounds coming from her office. The door was closed, too, but I could see light under the door. I carefully slinked through our bedroom and through the bathroom that adjoined both rooms. I slowly nudged the door into her office opened, knowing it was behind a table.
I crept on my hands and knees so close to them I could hear her low voice where she sat twirling her hair on the couch in her office. When she and her “date” looked together out the window a moment, I snaked under one of her desks beside a low bookshelf. I raised my face like a slowly emerging turtle till I could see them upside down in the horizon of the tabletop reflection: my wife and a young stud. 
They both bounced one crossed leg over the other listening to rap and sipping beers. She was wearing her shimmering black halter top — I recognized it not because she wore it in front of me, but because I recalled it from that shopping excursion. She had had her hair done recently, too. It fell down her shoulders and back in long, languid glinting waves. She looked awesome. She always did. He was younger and kept pushing his jet-black locks up from his forehead and wore a permanent sneer. He looked like a nervous guy trying to portray the confidence he watched a video about. My wife had intimidating hot looks and he knew he was selected — a lottery winner.
She stroked his hair while he droned on about his college days. That’s what told me it was no ordinary work relationship — it was a date. She was definitely the one driving the bus and she was pressing the peddle. He was doing his best to keep his hands to himself which only seemed to make her all the more frisky about him. She threw her head back and laughed at everything he said and then, just when I was beginning to wonder if it really was one of those nights, they stopped talking and began kissing.
I could see that bad-girl smile spread across her face when she pulled away from his face and I could see those moves she likes to make wiggling her torso trying hard to reprise her oft-favorite role of innocent but curious college girl. I knew them well — I fell victim to those too, back before they were an act, I liked to tell myself. At one point she got up, changed the music on her phone, and came back to stand in front of him. She spread her legs, walked like a bear with her legs outside his, and sat on his lap. I was mortified. My mouth hung open and I stretched up to see more. Seeing what I had till then watched on a tiny screen was like going outside after only ever looking at pictures.
She leaned over him and began kissing him all over his face and neck. I watched as she carefully navigated her necklace through her hair and over her head. Then she pushed up against the back of the couch and stood again. She pulled down her skirt right in front of him. She turned around and I ducked for cover. I peeked again and saw that she had begun slow dancing her ass into his face, bending over for him. She turned and faced him again and sat back down on him, pressing herself into him, now minus her skirt. I could see the young man’s hands grab my wife’s ass and I could see her begin moving on him in that seductive, intimate way I had known so well. Well that he should: she had a sweet ass.
She draped her arms over his back and arched her back to push her tits into his face. He must have got her message, because I saw his hands draw away from her ass up her back to the clasps of her bra straps. She leaned back only enough to let her white bra float down her arms before tossing it aside and leaning with her bare chest back into his face. She tousled his hair and caressed and cradled his head in her folded arms. I know well what sucking on her nipples does for her. I heard over the sound of the bumping and grinding tunes the mid-range cry of my wife seeking to lose herself to sexual abandonment. She didn’t know I was home. She had no reason to stifle herself.
His hands ran up and down her back the way a guitarist goes up and down a fretboard. She twisted and writhed from his touches and giggled as if marveling at her good luck finding herself a live one. “You’re good,” I could hear her purr. It was like he earned himself another layer. She wore black silky shorts over her panties and pushed herself off him again to stand in front of him and tug them off one hip an excruciating time. She loved turning guys on and I watched her seduce many over time. It had always been good clean fun though. I was under the table peeking at her back because I suspected it went further sometimes, but it was more a chuckle at my ridiculousness than a serious investigation.
My heart was pounding hard enough to hear were it not for the music. Things were not just playing anymore. My wife didn’t stop but immediately followed removal of her sexy shorts by hooking her thumbs in the waist of her thongs and wiggled those down her thighs too. That was her bare pussy she was showing him. That could mean only one thing. My jaw dropped when I watched her resume her place in his lap naked. She pushed her hair back with her hand and gathered it over one side of her neck. I could hear her murmur with her face buried in his neck, “Is this alright?’
I could hear his muffled approvals and her light laughter. I could also see her elbow poke back and her arm work between their laps. They pressed their foreheads together, both looking down. I could hear the telltale tinkle of a belt buckle and the ripping sound of a pair of jeans’ zipper. “C’mon,” she said to him in a loud whisper, standing up and pulling him to his feet in front of her, closely. She squatted as she tugged his jeans down his legs. She leaned way down to help navigate them over his feet. She wasted no time with half-way measures with him either. I could see in silhouette that she didn’t bother making a separate trip for his underwear. And he was by all appearances grateful. She stood back up and carried on with the buttons of his shirt, starting at the bottom and working her way up. She held her face an inch from his and I could hear her laugh low and seductively. She lifted his shirt off his shoulders like she was unveiling a god. She tossed it to the chair and stepped into him throwing her arms tightly around his neck.
They kissed a very long time for two people that I had till then figured to be on a one-time date. They weren’t familiar with each other like long-time lovers, but this didn’t look like a first time either. They were too comfortable with their naked bodies exposed and pressing against each other’s. The light of the TV screen flashed bright and dim after the sun was gone, giving me glimpses of my wife’s sweet back and round ass in different shades of light, and with her young lover’s hands squeezing them. She murmured and purred too quietly for me to hear but it was unmistakably the words of people who fuck. I couldn’t see but I knew his rock hard and heavy dick was pressing against her bare pussy. I nearly began to faint when I saw her elbow working back and forth again, her hand between their bodies. I gasped — she was holding his cock, she was stroking him.
She kissed down his neck and out to his shoulder. Just when I thought, “No way,” I saw my wife’s knees bend. Her hands roamed all over his torso as she lowered herself inch by inch kissing and licking her way down lower. When her knees hit the floor, she leaned her head back and her long luscious hair swept her calves behind her. She laughed in a guttural way and her fingers spread and curled like she was a stretching cat, grasping and tugging at his chest and stomach. The man’s hands plunged into my wife’s hair. I heard a moan muffled and nasal. I watched from behind as my wife’s head bobbed forward and back. I closed my eyes. “Oh my god,” I thought. My wife is sucking a man off, right in front of me. I looked again and she pulled off him and gasped as though struggling to catch her breath. But she plunged back down on him, more vigorously than the first time. I heard the young man moan and I watched his head fall back. I know what he was feeling. My cock had been in that expert mouth too.
She stood up and pushed him back till he stumbled against the couch and fell backward into it. She knelt between his knees and went down on him more. I heard her say to him, “Is that nicer baby?” and taking him between her sweet tight lips before waiting for an answer. She moaned on him as if sucking his cock in her mouth gave her more pleasure than even him. “You taste good, baby,” she said, and she laughed more. I watched as they caressed each other and as she took her sweet time sucking him off and on. He pulled her up and pushed her too, till she was laying on her back on the couch. She crossed her legs and squealed “No!” but that was even before I knew what the man was going to do. She loved playing the part. “No!” she squealed again when he put his hands on her raised knees. But when he barely nudged them, she gave less than token resistance. She reached down and covered her pussy with her hands. He kissed the back of her hands and she looked down between her legs at the top of his head. I watched as my wife’s hands left her pussy exposed to his mouth and ran through this thicket of hair.
What followed was the sweetest, deepest, most pleasure-filled grunts and groans I have ever heard. I should have been feeling a lot of things when I listened to my wife getting licked to a higher pitch of cries than I ever heard, but I was only feeling one thing overwhelmingly. Turned on like crazy. I’d deal with the reality of what I was witnessing soon enough. But for the moment, I wasn’t able to think of anything outside the moment, and in that moment, a smoking hot woman was crying with exquisite pleasure on the tongue of a young man who turned her own like no other man had — not this man anyway. I peeked again. Her head plunged back into the cushion, her mouth gaped, and her hand gripped the couch like someone on a roller coaster. I squinted because I didn’t hear anything. Then I realized it was because she was cusping on the brink of a huge orgasm.
When she got her breath and stopped giggling, she behaved not like someone who just discovered that she could orgasm. And her openness and hugging and kissing with her beau afterward looked for all the world that it wasn’t the first he gave her either. As I marveled at the new information, I almost didn’t notice that, in their hugging and kissing, her legs fell open, his hips fell onto hers, and it was only her gasp that told me the man was fucking my wife. I had to close my eyes and hold on to a leg of the table because my wife rose and fell in waves of another and even deeper, more overwhelming orgasm. I could hear the slushy sounds of his cock, covered in her wetness, pounding deep and fully into her puss. I watched her legs rise higher and higher, her feet curl down, her toes stretch and point. I could see her whole body jolt when his body landed repeatedly into hers.
She crawled out from under him and walked on hands and knees to the other end of the couch and raised herself with her arms locking straight on the other arm. She poked her ass up and looked back over her shoulder. She beckoned him, rotating her ass in the air. He knelt behind her and slapped her ass hard. She squealed and laughed and moaned. “Give it to me,” she cried out. Who was this woman? I didn’t recognize her anymore. She was waving her sopping pussy begging for a harder fucking yet. The man did not disappoint her. He hefted his sizeable cock in his hand and navigated the head into her pussy and, when it was lodged, he grabbed her waist tight and thrust himself hard and deep against her and she yelped like she’d been stabbed and dropped her head and rather than pull away, I watched her ram her ass back against him, wanting even more of him with the second thrust.
They fucked hard, they fucked sloppy, and they fucked rough. She began to cry out loud in a crazy, sharp and possessed voice. She took it like that for minutes before pulling away from him again and making him sit one more time. She went down on his cock hungrily sucking at it before straddling the way they started things, only this time she landed down on him taking him inside her. I lifted my head above the table and watched with clear vision the back of my naked wife riding hard up and down so hard and deep, I could hear their bodies slamming into each other. If there was any mistaking it, I could see the slick, shiny cock of the man wrapped in the glistening, grasping lips of my wife’s puss, when she rose to the peak, before plunging back down on him. She was hoarse and panting, moaning in his ear as she fucked him hard, “Come inside me this time, baby.”
“This time,” I nearly repeated out loud.
“Yeah?” I could hear his bewildered question.
“I want you to,” she cried in his ear. “Come baby,” she cried again. She fucked him so hard their legs slapped. I could hear his groaning and panting and my wife seemed to be rising up again for a what, a third time, or was it a fourth time? I watched as the man’s hands grabbed tightly around my wife’s slim waist and I could hear he was about to come. My wife moaned loudly and kept repeating, “yes, baby, yes!” I reached my hand inside my pants. My wife cried louder than ever with a surprised and long, high pitch. I squeezed my cock. I watched my wife orgasm with her man. I squeezed my cock to try to stop it, but I came in my hand. It might have been the hardest, deepest orgasm I’d ever had. I barely had the sense to roll out of there while they were still calming down in each other’s embrace, and before my wife walked past me to the bathroom to get towels to clean up.
I slipped out the bathroom door and out the house. I didn’t want a confrontation so I stayed in my car slouched down like a cop on a stakeout waiting to see the visitor leave. He didn’t seem to be a hurry to leave so I phoned my wife. “Hey babe,” I said when she picked up on the fifth ring or so.
“Honey!” she said. She sounded tired, or was that out of breath?
“They turned the flight around, I had to cancel my trip.”
“Aw. That’s . . . “ she stopped short.
“Babe?” I pressed the phone hard to my ear.
“Yeah? Uh-huh?” she could barely speak, it sounded like.
“You okay?”
“Yes!” she suddenly laughed.
I planned on telling her I was heading home, that I was only about ten minutes away. I wanted to see the young buck come tearing out of my house and fly out of there in his car. But the way my wife was talking, I was curious what was going on in there.
“So, yeah, I’m at the airport again waiting for the next flight.”
“Okay honey,” she said, sounding like she wanted me off the phone fast as possible. I distinctly heard a stifled moan.
“Babe, what’s going on?”
“I gotta go, honey.” I could hear her panting. I hung up and got back out of my car. I snuck back up toward my house and slipped back inside. I crept up to the door leading into her office. I could see under the edge that it was dark with blue flashes like the TV was still on. I carefully put my ear to the door. I could hear the show, but I could also hear sounds that didn’t sound like they were part of the show. They were my wife breathing hard and fast on the edge of high-pitch voicing.
It was impossible to get my eye close enough to the floor to see under and no way could I risk opening the door even a crack. But the sounds inside were driving me crazy. My wife was rising with each breath. Whoever that guy was, he sure knew how to take his time. Her sounds of passion and craze made me hard again. I paced around and put my ear back against the door. She was nearly crying out loud. Her pitched breaths came fast and hard. I put my phone on video mode and pushed the corner with the camera into the carpet under the edge of the door. After a few seconds I brought it out and played it back.
It took a few seconds to make out the image. They had pulled the hideaway bed out of the couch. I was staring at the guy’s ass. My wife’s legs were over his shoulders and her feet rested on his back. His arms were wrapped around her thighs where he could reach up and tug and massage her tits. I could see her fingers push through his hair. He was eating her out and he was doing a fine job of it too. That was probably why she wasn’t able to talk to me when I phoned. I listened again. The sound was too much for me to take. He was edging her, keeping her on a peak so long she sounded like she was going to blow.
I opened the door. I hid in case they looked and could imagine it just opened itself from some breeze or something. But they didn’t notice. I looked through the open door and could see the man’s hands roam around my wife’s body and squeeze her breasts. His head was firmly entrenched between her legs. Her whole body writhed and gyrated in response to every little dart of his tongue.
I crept through and ducked down behind the table unnoticed. I thought they had finished earlier and he’d be sent on his way. That wasn’t the case. Where the first time had hints of nervousness and awkwardness like it was a first-repeat hook-up, what I witnessed now was the murmured intimacy of close lovers. I hadn’t been all that surprised that my wife was having sex behind my back — she was hotter than a tin roof and I was out of the house so much. She was surrounded everyday by the young and beautiful, men and women, in her job as undergraduate professor.
What bothered me was not that she was having fun playing around — truth be told, I loved watching — but that she was purring, kissing, hugging, and petting her lovers that she gave all the time in the world to. She didn’t take as long as I thought she would be getting used to the idea of playing around with my knowledge, nor did she take long to find ways of playing around without it. And she had the perfect cover: if I found out about the extra ones, she could simply say that that was what I wanted, to be cheated on for real. What I didn’t expect was finding even higher arousal not from the pornographic exhibition of my wife fucking other men on film or even in real time, but from witnessing her coo and purr and pet her lovers, to behave toward them as men she loved, as men she yearned to please.
I turned and leaned against the leg of the table unable to watch anymore, but also unable to tear myself away from listening. She breathed and moaned with a tone of abandonment, like she was truly getting off in a selfish, me-first kind of way. It sounded empowered. It sounded like she was doing all of this for one person only, and that person wasn’t me after all, it was her. I realized there was a word for what described me: I was an hybristophiliac: someone aroused by another’s committing an outrage.




Spoiled Wife













I was proud of how my long blonde dangles rippled over my shoulders like foaming rapids over boulders. The front of my face, turned a quarter away from our college exchange student renter, Kiaan, was lined in blue by the big screen we both watched. I felt Kiaan’s stare on the back of my head and spun to face him for a nano-glance. But then I pushed my praying hands deeper between my pulled-up bare thighs. I smiled to myself when I faced forward again. Of course he was secretly watching me.
I was wearing my neon white cut-off denim shorts and my midnight-blue shimmering halter top that hung as loose from my chest as a sail on a breezeless lake. My feet were bare — I kicked off my flip-flops earlier. My calves were long and toned, my thighs too. All of me was taut, smooth, creamy, and probably as delicious as anything ever served up before Kiaan’s eyes, I couldn’t help thinking.
I turned around again, only this time I smiled over my shoulder and puffed air out my nose and lingered on him. My full pink lips glistened with freshly-applied gloss. My head tilted at an angle as though I were forming a question for him. I thought better of it though. I brought my bottom lip up in a closed-mouth smile and turned my face back to the show one more time. But something was communicated in the dark of the den and I knew Kiaan struggled to avoid hearing it and to refocus himself on the movie. My husband Bart and I included watching movies in the den with his rent — he only had a single room otherwise. He hung out in the den a lot.
I pivoted on my bottom so my enticing back presented itself to him. I crossed my legs and nestled my hands in a cupped shape in my lap as though to catch that which might drip. I sat up straight as a dancer. “Can you still see?” I said quietly over my shoulder. Kiaan’s eyes traced the profile of my parted, pouting lips outlined against the flicker of the screen. My voice sounded soft as pillow down. I added the slightest lip bite at the end of my brief sentence. I was such a tease!
“The view is good,” he said. I turned again with my face down and my hair falling to half hide the mischievous expression overtaking my face. I arched my back when I faced the screen. I reached around and squeezed the muscle between the perfect orb of my shoulder and the long reach of my neck.
“Sore?” he said.
“Uh-huh,” I said.
He turned to lean against the sofa arm behind him and brought his knees up. I pushed my feet into the opposite arm until my back came to rest against his shins. I gathered my hair behind me in both my delicate light hands and pulled the silken rope around my shoulder so it cascaded over my little mounds. I dropped my head forward and offered up to him the full, exposed length of my long, slender neck.
Kiaan breathed deeply but was careful to do so noiselessly. He examined my neck as someone might study some object prohibitively expensive and kept under glass, keeping both his hands pinched tight and safe in his armpits. But Bar’s eyes were not there to record, and though his biceps flexed to keep his hands harder in place, his forearms proved the winner, and his hands floated free as though in slow motion through the forbidden space between us.
Halfway there, I glanced around again, deeper down-faced than before, and now with a pursed-lip grin. “C’mon,” I whispered. “Rub me?” I mouthed to him, making barely any sound at all.
“I don’t . . . “ Kiaan tightened his expression. He fought so hard!
“It’s just a neck rub,” I said, ending the “b” with a closed-lip grin. My eyebrows rode up and my eyes widened. My mouth fell open and my tongue poked the corner of my mouth. I turned away again toward the screen and pressed my body harder back against his knees.
He finally closed his grip over my neck muscle. His hands were disproportionately huge around my collar bone. Even as he was being as gentle as though picking up a mouse with his fingers and thumb, I gasped and shuddered. I made a nasal moan with my mouth open. My skin felt warm as a bath and smooth as if nothing. I rotated my head atop my neck stretching out whatever he touched.
He pressed his thumbs into my shoulder blades. I jutted my chest forward in response and my hands landed beside where I sat. “That’s good,” I breathed. He began stepping his thumbs down both sides of my spinal column. I sucked air through my teeth because it hurt, but good. My soft, delicate hands reached down behind my back and I grabbed both his ankles. I knew I shouldn’t, but he also knew he shouldn’t either, so it wasn’t exactly all my fault whatever was happening. 
He pressed his thumbs as far down as the top of my shorts. I arched out from my lower back but he did not look down there. He pressed his thumbs into my flesh back up my back and all the way up my neck into my hair and to the smallest discs at the base of my skull. “Ohh,” I groaned. “That’s so good Kiaan.”
“Better?” he said, releasing his touch from my skin.
“Hey!” I said. I turned around to look at him again through the cascade of my blonde curls. “Don’t stop.” My hands were still gripping his ankles. I squeezed and slid them up and down. I curled all my fingers and scratched him with my nails, lightly. “It feels good,” I said almost below his hearing. I smiled again at him with conspiracy on my face and turned to face the screen. I continued scratching his legs, slowly and lightly, with all of my long, pink-painted nails.
Bar came back downstairs just then and raised the light dimmer. “Pretty dark in here,” he said. “Going to ruin your eyes,” he chuckled.
I let go of Kiaan’s ankles and Kiaan retracted his arms to rest on his knees.
“What’s this one about?” Bar asked. We both shrugged at the same time. “You’ve been watching it for over two episdoes. How could you not know what’s going on?” He could be so oblivious!
“Leave him be, Bar,” I said. “He doesn’t need to report out to you everything he watches.” I stared ahead. “Anyway, this guy’s about to tell this lady off, but he can’t right in front of her husband.”
Kiaan now leaned over to see around me. “What she said,” he said.
I picked up my phone. Bar shook his head. He didn’t understand anything. When Kiaan’s phone buzzed, I quickly slipped my phone under my leg. Kiaan reached over to the side table to check his phone. It was a text from me of course. “Maybe next time,” it said. He quickly deleted it.
A week later, Kiaan and I were on the couch together again. Bar was reading a book in the big chair. I began to rub my neck again.
Bar didn’t look up. “Tennis injury?”
“No. Just nagging ache. Been like this all week,” I said.
“I’m good with that,” Bar said, still not looking up.
“Kiaan’s good,” I quickly replied.
Kiaan shrugged his shoulders and made as though he didn’t know what I meant.
“Come on, Kiaan, you do it so well.” I spun again to face my back to him and pulled all my hair forward. I looked back at him over my shoulder with that mischievous grin again. Only this time, Bar was four feet away.
Kiaan put his hands back on my shoulder blades. I raised both my arms and bent my elbows to lift my sweater up over my head. I gathered it with my hands against my front. “Too warm,” I smiled behind myself at him briefly, and I chuckled just a tiny bit. Underneath I was wearing a tight fitting crop-top t-shirt. I was merciless.
“Uh,” he said, pulling his hands back halfway between our bodies.
“It’s just my back, you dummy,” I grinned. “We’re not doing anything.” My hair had meanwhile fallen back over my shoulders and covered half my back. I flicked my head when I turned forward again to make it dance freely down the rest of my back. I leaned my head to make it reach even further down into his lap. “Is it nice?” I asked.
“Uh-huh,” he said. He looked over at Bar who was absentmindedly looking back at us both but his eyes soon drifted back to his book.
Kiaan placed his large hands on my mid-back. Though his thumbs were almost together, his fingers nearly reached all the way around to dangerous areas in front. I had the torso of a dancer, all firm and tight. He let his hands slide down my body to my waist and he squeezed muscles there. I moaned that moan again and my arms rose so that my elbows hooked around his knees that were pulled up to both my sides. He rubbed my sides and returned to my spine. When he got to the top of my shorts, I said, “Hang on.” I undid my snap and reached behind me to fold the top over, exposing the top of my butt.
He drew his hands back up and tried hard to ignore the black string of my bikini thong. But he was not able to resist. Instead of squeezing muscles, he only dragged his fingertips lightly over the skin on my lower back, feeling what was bared to him in that dim light. He pushed his hands up under the feathers of my hair and he twisted his fingers in it and could not help but pull lightly.
My neck extended responsively and my head came back to him. My hands moved up to grip his knees and they slid from there down his shins, scratching lightly all the way. He held my torso in both his hands like it was a large cup he might tip to drink from, and though he knew better, he slid them up. His big fingers were so close to my mounds I could sense heat from them on the underside of my breasts. I moved from his ankles to the underside of his thighs and I scratched there too with all my nails. I was close enough to him as well to make him swallow. He moved his hands further around to the front of my rib cage and his fingers touched in front — just beneath, barely. Thank goodness it was dark. But I so wanted!
He slowly turned his head to see Bar frowning in the glow of his tablet. The show on the screen droned on about something neither of us had any idea about.
I jutted my chest. My nails scratched little repeating circles on the backs of his thighs where I could reach, right at the top and even under the edge of his own shorts.
Kiaan breathed deeply to calm himself and clasped his fingers together around my front just below my mounds but directly on my skin below the cut of my crop top. He could feel my breath and it was deep and rapid. He could feel my fingertips on his legs down there too, where I trembled against him. I was a good girl to not grab him.
Kiaan picked up his phone and texted me. He said, “This is wrong.” I made as though I just casually thought of my phone again, tucked under my leg high up. I replied to him. “I know.” Then I added another text: “And mmmmm also.” I dropped my phone.
Suddenly, Bar rose up. “Cassie,” he said, “I’m wiped. Bedtime. You coming soon?”
Kiaan withdrew his hands from my body and I slowly brought my hands away from his legs too, but not without pinching him and scratching harder one last time.
Bar put the lights up and we both groaned. I got up by pushing my hand against Kiaan’s stomach, down low. I smiled to myself and drifted around the corner taking one last glance at Kiaan, who waited for us to leave before getting up. And I knew why!
Another agonizing week came and went before Kiaan and I were alone again on the couch in the den. Bar was out with friends for a dinner celebration of somebody’s birthday. I made like I wasn’t feeling well and couldn’t go.
I was upstairs and came down to kiss goodbye to Bar and to lock the door behind him. I came into the den a few moments later and crawled up onto the couch. I was wearing a long black sleeveless t-shirt. Kiaan was leaning against the arm of the couch watching a show with his computer in his lap.
I turned my back to him with my legs draping over the other arm of the couch. “Ready for my back rub!” I said full of sparkle and light.
Kiaan grinned but he also sucked breath through his teeth. “Uh,” he began.
“Uh!” I imitated him. I shook my head as though scolding him over my shoulder. Getting a naughty idea, I giggled, tried to stop, but then just tugged my t-shirt up over my head and off for him. “Skin on skin is the best they say, true?” I said like the coquette I was being.
“Put it back on,” Kiaan tried to insist.
“Oops,” I said, letting it drop to the floor. Why stop there, I thought. I unsnapped my bra and let it slide down my arms and onto the floor too. “Nobody’s home,” I said, leaning back against his legs pretending it was perfectly natural to sit nearly nude like that to watch the show with him. I could feel his eyes looking over my shoulders down at my naked chest and stomach nestled against him. It felt extremely naught yet also deservedly liberating. I mean why can’t we lounge around topless in the privacy of our own homes?
Kiaan’s hands fell down on the couch beside my hips. I was so bold, I picked up his hands and pushed them against my little breasts. “This is where it hurts this time,” I said. I was cruel in a way. I giggled.
I pressed and squeezed his hands to make them press and squeeze my breasts. It felt like tissue covering steel, and his hands were rough covering the soft tissue of my flesh there. My nipples grew hard against his palms. My back arched and my long locks of blonde hair swept against his chest. He only slightly parted his legs and I pushed myself hard against him to press back onto his chest.
He looked down at my small hands covering his huge hands that covered my whole chest, and I looked up at him, upside down through my mess of wild blonde hair. My shorts were undone and my fly had opened from the spreading of my legs. He moved his hands slowly down my chest, over my stomach, and inside my shorts all the way to the tops of my thighs. I raised my hips and my shorts seemed to slip away like fog in a breeze.
“We shouldn’t,” he said again.
I inhaled hard by way of reply. “Who says?” I whispered breathily and writhed against his body. My hands still rested on his hands and my nails scratched his fingers as we together penetrated into the fold of skin between my stomach and my pulled-up thighs. It was forbidden territory, but my hips swiveled and raised and lowered as though mica to the magnet of his hands. He smelled my hair and I pressed my back harder into his chest. He made little circles with his fingertips on my fragile skin there, and I sucked sharp intakes of breath through my teeth. My hands began to push his hands harder toward the middle there. I was being such a frolicsome kitten and my super-cute and tiny topless body squirmed for attention in his lap!
He met my pressure with equal and opposite pressure. My hips raised up off the couch. In a hoarse whisper, he said, “No.”
I rolled over in place so that now I nestled against him front to front, my face at his stomach, my knees bent so my feet frolicked in the air above the round pillows of my butt. His hands fell back on my shoulder blades. “Have you ever done it before?” I said, and then I immediately snorted and said, “Duh, of course he has!” I drew tiny circles on his stomach with my finger where I had pushed up the bottom of his t-shirt.
“I guess,” he said.
“A lot?” I probed further, and more seriously this time.
“Some,” Kiaan offered.
I lowered my face and kissed a light and long kiss on his bared stomach with my soft full lips and I snorted again. “Aren’t you going to ask me?” I whispered to his stomach.
“I wasn’t going to, no,” he said.
“Don’t you want to know?” I grinned. I made a circle with my tongue tip on his stomach, right against the top edge of his jeans.
“No actually,” Kiaan said. He knew he shouldn’t but he reached down and took both my cheeks in his huge hands, and he squeezed them. I pressed myself against him and looked up and smiled at him with a wide-open mouth.
“I knew we would eventually do it,” I said lightly.
He massaged my butt and I pushed his t-shirt up his chest and kept going till he allowed it to go up his arms and completely off. My hands roamed his body.
“Do what?” he said, genuinely confused. He ran his hands lightly over the back of my thighs, over my cheeks, up the small of my back, over my shoulders, and all the way back down again.
I smiled. “You know!” I said. I nipped at his nipple.
“I don’t,” he said, pushing my head a bit to make me stop, but not hard enough.
“It,” I said, and I ducked my head down lower as though too shy, but Kiaan felt my teeth on his jeans somewhere under the sea of blonde turbulence covering his lap. I lifted my head and faced him. I reached under my chest and drew my fingers over the outline of him there. My mouth gaped and my head tilted. “I crushed on you since you first showed up,” I said.
There was no hiding that he was enormous and hard, and I knew it. “I saw it once, you know.”
“Saw what?”
“This,” I said, running my fingers and thumb hard up and down where it bulged in his jeans. I slowly lowered my face but kept my eyes on his as long as I could before letting the warmth of my tongue and lips penetrate to his skin under his jeans, where he bulged.
“No,” Kiaan repeated. He tried to gently lift my head from his lap but I pressed myself down on him all the harder. Finally, I pulled myself up and sat cross-legged, close, and facing him. I cupped my hands together between my legs. His legs rose halfway up and fell around and behind me. I must have seemed to Kiaan so easy and free to be sitting naked in front of him. He didn’t look at my pretty breasts. I looked at him closely in his eyes. “I’ve watched you make yourself come,” I said to him directly.
“No you didn’t,” he scoffed.
“You put your left arm over your eyes when you’re about to,” I said. That was true. I shook my head in the manner of someone who knows they’re right. I reached down and undid his belt, opened his buckle, and pulled down his fly. I breathed hard but I was determined. I fished with my tiny hand and brought out his bare erection. I tried to act confident, but I glanced down like someone who shouldn’t look over a cliff and sharply inhaled at what I held in both my fists.
It felt like a burning hot rope in my hand, too thick by far to reach around, and far too big to be considered anything I could take inside me. My facade of bravery crumbled and finally, I gasped and whined, “How is that supposed to go in me?!” I looked back up at him pretending to be scared and incredulous and so full of unknowing innocence. But still, I wrapped my hands around it, and still, I stroked it up and down.
“It’s not going in,” was Kiaan’s reply. He pulled back, but I squeezed harder and wouldn’t let him. I pulled up on my knees and bent down to get a closer look, now crouching on my hands and knees between his legs. It grew in the soft tugging of my hands. I marveled and looked up at him.
“It’s getting even bigger,” I said, feigning more surprise. I watched from an inch away as my hands moved up and down the length of it, excruciatingly slowly. Kiaan tried to pull back further against the side of the couch but I wasn’t letting go. “It must be uncomfortable for you,” I suddenly declared, and rose up and tugged his jeans and underwear off before he had a chance to react. While I was up, I nonchalantly pulled down my panties and left them where they fell on the floor. I quickly got back on hands and knees on the sofa between his legs and took his shaft back in both my hands.
“Uh,” Kiaan said.
“Yes Kiaan,” I replied, innocently, questioningly, staring closely at his cock in my hands.
Kiaan looked around the darkened room and then back at me, the sofa, and himself. It wouldn’t look good if anyone surprised us early. He was completely naked and worse, I was, too. And I was pulling on his erection and getting closer and closer to it with my face — with my mouth. When he was surmising how that would look, I caught his gaze and smiled up at him with such a sweet, disarming, and seductive smile, he was dazzled. When I wrapped my full pink lips around just the head, it was all of a moment, and he couldn't resist any longer. I give good head, Bar says.
“No,” Kiaan said, but he also pushed up with his hips.
“Mm-hmm,” I moaned, his head now between my firm lips.
The sound of a car door could barely be heard. Kiaan nearly threw me off and I continued to fly right into my long t-shirt. Kiaan had time to get his t-shirt on, but not his jeans, and I threw a blanket on top of his legs. I dove into the chair Bar usually sat in just as he came in.
“Hey,” I said, barely looking away from the show.
“Feeling better?” he said.
“I feel way better,” I said.
Kiaan had slowly retrieved his computer and made like he had had it in his lap the whole time. Bar said nothing. But I think he might have seen the straps of my bra poking out from under the couch if the lights were up at all.
“Don’t stay up too late,” Bar said. I shook my head and Kiaan ignored him.
Bar pushed the dimmer up then down again. “You want it up or down?” he said.
“Down,” Kiaan and I both answered quickly at the same time, and both laughed, Kiaan nervously, I freely. We both listened to his footsteps going up the stairs and the doors up there closing.
I pushed up and crossed the floor to the couch again stepping on my tip-toes with my fingers twisting around each other behind my back. “Where were we?” I whispered. 
“No way,” Kiaan whispered loudly.
I took the computer from his hands and placed it on the coffee table leaning in for one last look up the hallway to be sure no one was there. I stepped lightly as air up onto the couch and, standing over Kiaan, I pulled my t-shirt off to show him again my nude body. I came back down onto my hands and knees and began pulling the blanket off Kiaan’s lap.
I cooed again and held his erection in my hands. My eyes were wide and my mouth was open. I licked the underside of his cock with my soft, wet tongue. My hair, softer than feathers, dusted all over his chest and stomach. I worked to get more of him inside my mouth this time. My hand pumped slowly up and down on him. I held it and licked it from the base to the head and popped it back inside my mouth. We could hear my husband in the bathroom, the water running, the fan on.
I lifted up and said to him, “We can do this anytime you like if we keep it a secret.” I chuckled and forced him deeper inside my mouth. I bobbed on him to the point he began to tap on my head in case I sucked him too good, too fast. He looked behind him fearing someone was creeping around out there and looked back down in his lap. A sea of blonde hair rose and fell over him. My tongue wrapped around him like a hungry snake.
He tugged at my body to pull me around. “No,” I moaned quietly with him in my mouth.
“Let me taste you too,” he whispered. 
“Now you’re making me blush,” I whispered, between gulps on his cock. He so surprised me!
“Turn around,” he insisted.
“I don’t like that,” I whispered.
“You don’t like it?” He was incredulous.
I looked away then back at him. “No,” I whispered.
“Why not?” he whispered.
“Why do you want to?”
“Do you like doing that to me?” he whispered.
“Yes!” I was immediate and emphatic and dove down deep on him.
“Same thing for me,” he whispered. “Do you touch yourself there?”
“Of course,” I whispered, shyly.
“That’s all I’m going to do.”
“No one ever has. I don’t let them.”
“Just a kiss.”
I rolled my eyes and guffawed. But then I whispered, “You promise? Just one kiss?”
“Just one kiss. Unless you ask for more.”
I considered things a while. Then I whispered, “How do I let you?”
“You just turn around, that way you can do things to me at the same time.”
I thought a second. Would it be so much worse if my husband found me doing that with Kiaan as opposed to fucking him? “Like this?” I finally whispered, rising to my hands and feet and dropping into position. Kiaan pushed my legs open and my knees came down as gently as falling leaves on either side of his face. He used his thumbs to gently part my flesh there. I was soaking wet for him of course. He touched me lightly. I was panting and stroking his shaft. When he brought his lips to me and kissed me there, I drove my mouth down onto him and moaned loudly though I was thoroughly muffled.
I began to bob on him earnestly. He supposed that was the green light to carry on past the promised single kiss. He brought his tongue to touch me there, circling around my clit that he lightly and gently exposed with his thumbs. My neck curved and my head rolled back. I moaned as though pilloried. He circled me again and my hips began to shake like a tremor. I squeezed his cock too hard in my fist. He circled around me there lightly again and again and my body stiffened. My hips pushed hard down and my puss mashed against his mouth. Everything felt so new and free with Kiaan. I felt like we could do anything we ever thought of together. I could hear Bar’s footsteps in the hall up there but then safely heard them thumping through the bedroom.
Kiaan used his strong hands to wrap around my hips and butt and he took me completely under control. He brought me down to his mouth and kissed and licked me and lifted me back up again. I cried on his cock and drove my head up and down on it tight and fast. My body shook again, this time violently, and he needed his strength to hold me. I took my mouth off him and gripped his cock in my hand harder. He touched my clit with his tongue and I bucked. A warmth flowed out of me and over his mouth and chin.
I collapsed on him. When I recovered a bit, I crawled around to lie on him right-side up again. “Oh my god,” I whispered. “That was incredible!”
Kiaan cradled my head in his hand.
“Someone deserves a treat,” I whispered. I slinked down and kissed and nibbled my way across his body and found his cock again. I grinned and took it in my mouth without touching it. My tongue worked around the head and shaft of his cock. Kiaan moaned and I reached up to cover his mouth with my hand. I bobbed up and down on him with vigor and wrapped my finger and thumb around the base and squeezed like a ring around him. I sucked in my cheeks and moaned. I felt like I was going to come again, the way Kiaan’s hips began rising up to my mouth, and the way his body went rigid. He stretched out and gripped my head. I sucked harder. I could feel his feet tremble and I went down deeper on him. He began to buck up with his hips hard into my face and I grabbed his butt with both hands and rode up and down with him.
When he exploded into my mouth, I wasn’t able to take it all and come gushed out and ran back down his shaft. I swallowed and swallowed again and still, he pumped hard and deep into my throat. Finally, he began to settle down and I licked down his shaft and around his balls, lapping up all that which spilled. I climbed off him and threw my long t-shirt back on. I gathered up my bra and panties and shorts and I leaned over Kiaan, still with his eyes closed and his breathing in recovery mode, and I kissed him on the nose and giggled. I danced up the stairs floating like a fairy.
That weekend, Bar was out for hours first thing in the morning. I laid on the couch on my back in PJs, on my phone. Kiaan came into the den, all lit up with mid-morning light. 
“Do you want to try it again?” he said in a matter of fact voice.
“Oh my god,” I said with surprise and alarm. 
He came to the couch and roughly pulled me up so I was lying on my back against pillows piled into the arm of the couch. I allowed it, dropping my phone. He was taking utter control of me again – something he was pretty good at. I was powerless when he wanted me. There was nothing I could do but let him, of course. He tugged at the waist of my bottoms and I instinctively raised my hips to lose them. He touched my raised knees and I immediately let them flop open wide. I looked with wonder up into his eyes, waiting for his every command. I had to. He got naked and looked magnificent. He took my hand and wrapped it around his cock. I gasped and breathed deeply. I moaned when I squeezed it. “When you’re ready,” he said, “you can put it in.”
“Oh my god,” I repeated. He climbed onto the couch to kneel between my legs. My legs trembled uncontrollably. Sweat appeared between my breasts and on my lip. I brought the thing against my lips down there. It felt impossibly big to me. My mouth opened as though that might help. He reached down and slid the head of his cock up and down against my wet, grappling lips. I was slick and ready in a hurry for him. He lowered himself an inch into me. I gulped and stared with my eyes locked on his. My head rolled back and I held his large biceps in my hands. My legs raised up both sides of him and my ankles locked together around his back.
“Go slow,” I pleaded. 
He moved in and out of me just an inch, and just once. I felt like I was being stuffed like a chicken. But I also felt myself open up to him. My hips seemed to relax. He pushed into me more. I was as wet as water. I inhaled sharply but squeezed his biceps with my fingernails to tell him it was okay to try some more. His cock became slick with my juice and he moved into me deeper. I swallowed and sweated and felt his cock filling me more than I imagined it would. I could feel my hips as though double-jointed spreading open in ways they hadn’t before. Still, his huge hot meat moved deeper inside me deeper. I craned to look, not believing it wasn’t all the way inside me yet. I gasped. It looked like I had taken less than half so far.
“Okay?” he said, raising and lowering his body slowly and gently over top of me.
“Uh-huh,” I squeezed out. “It’s big,” I gasped. I began to hyperventilate. He took my breast in his hand and squeezed it. My head rolled back and I groaned. Fuck he was good at this. There may be serious consequences down the road, I thought, but for this, I would take them.
He pushed deeper into me yet more. I felt like it was going to come out my throat. I could feel my innards being pushed around. But I also felt the skin of his cock rub against the sides of me in there, touching something that hadn’t been touched before. I felt dizzy and high and separated from my body. I was thinking again about how I would take it all in when my body began to involuntarily convulse under me. I realized that my body was having an orgasm with or without me. It came from deep inside me like I hadn’t felt before, and it shot down through my legs and up through my torso. It was overpowering me. My orgasms had always been something I concentrated on to make happen, starting in my mind first, and with my will. This one seemed not to have anything to do with me at all but ravaged my body from inside out, and made it vibrate violently to the point of embarassment. Then it hit my mind and it made me nearly pass out.
I smiled in awe at him huffing and puffing into me when I realized what had happened. But he evidently wasn’t finished. His cock pushed inside me more insistently. I braced myself against the couch and looked down between us. He was pushing his full length all the way into me over and over. I was amazed and terrified. I realized that we were finally fucking. I reached around him and grabbed his cheeks and pulled him into me harder. He pressed down and I felt his hips bump into mine. I exhaled and felt like I was floating on a cloud. I smiled up at him through my sweat and panting and moaning and we kissed sloppy and loose with smiles.
Kiaan began to pound himself into me like a real man. It hurt, but it also felt total and complete. I felt my whole body jolt and realized it was because he was ramming into me as hard as he could. When I heard him moan I looked up amazed to see that his eyes were closed and that he was lost in some kind of otherworldly pleasure. The look of it on his face when I could tell that he was about to lose it began to make my extremities tingle again and I felt the gathering force rise from deep inside me whether I wanted to stop it or not. I gasped and swallowed and felt him rise up and down into me harder and deeper yet. I pushed my feet straight up into the air and wrapped my arms around his shoulders and pulled him against me. I tapped his shoulders to encourage him to come inside me so fast I was slapping him.
He began to grunt and I felt my hips as though on automatic pilot rise up and meet his thrusts in time. The quivering began in the soles of my feet, and soon my thighs were shaking. I felt my gut turn over and my shoulder and chest tense up. When I felt Kiaan tense all over too with all his muscles, I quaked from deep within and felt it like an electrical shock throughout my stomach. I could feel hotness fill me at the same time. Kiaan fell onto me nearly crushing me. He rammed harder into me, thrusting deeper still.
His body began to fuck mine faster and harder than I had ever imagined possible. I felt my body get pounded into the couch beneath me. I didn’t know there was such a thing as he was doing to me and I didn’t know a body like mine could survive it. He grunted and groaned and seemed to be dying. His cock felt bigger yet. And then I felt his come shoot inside me. My eyes went dark and my head spun. I came with him a third time.
Finally, he stopped pounding me. He collapsed on top of me, breathing hard. I was filled with deep satisfaction – and huge load of come. I could feel it hot and  dribbling out of me. He finally got off me and stood up, extending his hand to help me up. I was barely able to walk. He took me to the bathroom and helped me wash in the shower. He went out to the den and gathered up my clothes and brought them to the bathroom to hang them there for me.
He went back to the den as I took my time in the bathroom regaining my bearings. Just as he finished putting the cushions back on the couch, the keys in the front door jangled. Bar was home. Kiaan threw himself onto his back on the couch and got up as though he’d been napping when Bar came into the den. He saw my twisted up black thongs before Bar did and he put his foot over them and stood still, hands in his pockets, reporting that nothing much had happened while he was gone.
I came down freshly showered in my shorts and halter. I walked stiffly as though sore. “Welcome home!” I smiled weakly. I glanced at Kiaan amazed at how he had fucked my brains out. 
Bar noticed my stiff walking. “Gardening Injury?”
“Sore from something, I don’t know what,” I said, looking in the fridge, anywhere but at him. I didn’t want Bar to see my eyes in case I was still looking dazzled and brained.
“You just get up?” he pursued me.
“Been up a while,” I said, peeling a banana with shaking fingers. I was famished from all the activity that morning. I tried to turn away.
“Doing what?” Bar kept at me, trying to angle around in front of me. There was an accusatory edge to his tone.
“What do you think!?” I finally burst out at him. I had no idea what he thought. But it was the only way I could stop his line of attack before he embarrassed me. I cleaned Kiaan out of my pussy but with the amount he shot into me, I wouldn’t have been surprised if more trickled down my thigh. I went out on to the deck to enjoy my banana in peace — and to get off my feet. Kiaan bruised my hips, it felt like. He fucked me so damned hard I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to take him again . . . anytime soon.
But it was only a few nights later when Kiaan found himself awakened by the sound of something or someone gliding across the carpet outside his door. It opened and closed quickly. He checked his phone. It was 2:30. He leaned up on his elbows but a hand, soft and cool and delicate, pushed his chest back down. A robe slipped like a feather to the floor. A small body climbed silently into his bed. A hand wrapped around his cock. And a mouth touched his mouth.
“Uh!” he whispered.
“Shh,” I said. I slipped quietly and stealthily under his blanket. Before he could stop me, he felt pure warmth and total moisture engulf his cock. He pushed the blanket off my head. I struggled to keep his cock in my mouth he got so squirmy and resistant with me. I giggled and crawled up over him because we both knew I’d have my way. I kissed his bottom lip and sucked it into my mouth. “I needed your cock, I was so horny upstairs!”
“We can’t keep doing this,” he said.
“Your cock seems to think differently,” I smiled and giggled. It grew hard in my hand. “Just a little?” I innocently begged. “Just touch it against me down there.” I had been dying for his attention ever since that crazy morning I thought he was going to kill me.
“He’s right upstairs!” Kiaan whispered.
“And dead asleep,” I replied, throwing my leg over his handsome body and slinking my kitty-cat way on top of him.
“It isn’t right,” Kiaan said, but with less conviction. I could feel the resistance in his body relent.
I only giggled and moved my hips forward till I found the head of his cock with my moist lips down there. I shivered and my teeth chattered, he turned me on so damned much. Kiaan ran his big strong hands first over my thighs and then spread out to my sides, then to my belly where they looked so big around me, then up my body to my small breasts.
“Yes,” I breathed out.
He brought his fingertips and nails down my torso and I curled my hips around to make his cock slide inside me. I gasped and looked with awe down at him and held my breath. I lowered myself down and his cock filled me impossibly again. He scratched my body all over. I began to rock on him. I stiffened and grabbed my own breasts and squeezed. He could feel me tighten around him inside me, and he could feel me hot as fire in there too. I wanted to say, “See?!” because it was so obvious I needed him.
I tried to restrain my voice but a cry escaped when I had a cute little orgasm on him. My motion on him as I bucked spastically was too much to resist for him and he rose up quickly and shot deep inside me. His hips lifted me up off the bed he came so hard for me. And he wanted to say we shouldn’t!
When he finished and slumped, spent, and exhausted, I climbed off and used tissues to wipe up both of us. I kissed him on the chin and said softly, “Bye.” I flew like a hummingbird back upstairs. Bar hadn’t stirred. I slipped back in bed with my husband who remained as always none the wiser.
I came to visit Kiaan the following night too, about an hour earlier than before. And I stayed longer as well. I loved especially waking him up with his hardened cock already in my mouth. He was always so alarmed, so scandalized! Even though it should have been my husband scandalized. I loved Kiaan’s orgasms almost as much as my own, the way he initially resisted, then was overcome and relented, and then he would get right down to serious business, heaving himself into me with all his might, and he had a lot of might!
I tried to keep things under a bit of control and not let Bar catch us. But it was one of those things. The more I got of Kiaan, the more I needed of him. I took chances. One time, with Bar outside in the middle of the day poking in his herb garden virtually directly outside Kiaan’s window, I came into Kiaan’s room, I lifted off my t-shirt, and yanked down my cute yellow shorts to show him what I bought for him — new white satiny hipster panties and a sweet white half-cup bra with a cute black bow in the middle — and I lifted myself onto his desk and wrapped my legs around his neck. “You like?” I asked.
He swallowed the poor thing and tried to turn his head to see out the window in case my husband was able to see in. But I squeezed my thighs and redirected his attention back to me. I used my thumb to hook the top of my panties down to show him my puss. I bit my lip because he had never found me completely waxed as I had done for him. I was such a softy. Just waiting for Bar to go outside knowing what I had under my shorts for Kiaan was driving me so crazy all day that by the time I got to show him his present, it was soaking wet. He knew what to do with me, though. He always did. He leaned into me and he took my ass with his big hands and he lapped me up. He had to cover my mouth because I began to wail he licked me so good. He knew that very fine line between insistent and yet just shy of enough that made me want to attack him. He made me come. He always did. It was so easy for him, he had no idea how hard it used to be for me with Bar.
Sometimes I had to have him twice a day. The habit was getting out of control. I’d get home and could barely manage to wait till Bar got the message to get lost before I threw myself at wherever I found Kiaan. I’d be shopping or whatever and just get this thought in my head of something about Kiaan, the way he laughed, the way he looked scared, the way he struggled against me always never quite enough. And then I’d have to rush home and get rid of Bar on some concocted scheme and have my Kiaan. One time I came home, told Bar the shopping was in the trunk, and could he get it because I just got a big headache and needed to lie down. Except even before he went out the front door, I didn’t go up to our bedroom, I went to Kiaan’s room, shut his door, and stripped him naked and then myself so I could smear myself all over him. I loved most of all kneeling while he stood trying to get away and devouring his cock with him trying to lift my head off him. That time, when he erupted, I thought he’d enjoy seeing his come shoot all over my cute little tits. I think he did because he seemed to really moan a lot and shoot for a long time all over me.
I still had his come on my tits under my t-shirt when I came out of Kiaan’s room and made my way to our bedroom, passing Bar on the stairs. I didn’t look at him of course and I didn’t say anything either. I couldn’t stop — I didn’t think he’d be there and I didn’t know if some of Kiaan’s semen landed on my face or hair. He did shoot a lot.
I couldn’t leave the poor thing alone! Coming down to visit him became a nearly nightly habit. But I had to! It became impossible to fall asleep without Kiaan’s sweet pounding. It was really for my health, because if I didn’t sleep well, who knows what ill effects would come? So after Bar fell asleep, I would slip out and go downstairs to Kiaan’s room. He learned to expect me, too. He often read until he saw my shadow under his door. And he had become as horny as me for our nightly encounters. He grew very affectionate and learned things about my body even I didn’t know. Like, he learned to lightly scratch me down my spine if he wanted me to squirm and writhe and be unable to not strip down and engulf him. He learned how to lick me too — always never quite hard enough, always never quite direct enough, just so I’d grab him and force him and then, frustrated, fuck him.
Kiaan made me begin to cry out too. I used to stay quiet during sex. But Kiaan kept making me lose my ability to clamp my voice down. It kept slipping out. Of course, it was dangerous with my husband upstairs. But I kept forgetting. It was usually just one loud cry or moan or loud inhaled breath, but it began to happen more frequently because Kiaan fucked me so deeply and with such abandon. He learned for example how I seem to really like it a lot when he lays on me fully enough to nearly suffocate me and then grinds his cock into me more than rising out of me and pounding me. I might have cut him with my nails on his back the first time he came in me grinding like that the whole time. It was nearly too much. I didn’t care that night about what kind of noise I made.
One night I fell asleep with Kiaan after a particularly rambunctious bout. He seemed to be especially uncontrollable and the only thing I could do was wrestle him till I got on top where I could at least ride him. Still, when he ejaculated into me, it felt like he was going to bounce my head into his ceiling. He had been out with his friends drinking and I paced the house very frustrated waiting for him to come and for Bar to go. I had purchased a pale golden and very frilly camisole for him and I was dying for him to enjoy me in it. Bar stayed up reading in the den so late and I fidgeted and fiddled sitting on the couch in my drab sweatpants and loose sweater — covering up my super-hot Kiaan underwear beneath and going crazier by the minute waiting to see Kiaan’s headlights in the driveway.
By the time he came home, I was almost exploding. It seemed he was pretty hot for me too because even with Bar upstairs still getting ready for bed, Kiaan came in the door and grabbed me in the hallway at the bottom of the stairs. He must have suspected I had something special for him because he stripped me there too, even though Bar would easily have seen if he came out of the bathroom door. We was so reckless! I left my clothes on the floor where Kiaan relieved me of them, so badly did I want to get dirty with him! This time I fucked my Kiaan with the cami on. It had a lovely little buckled up crotch that allowed for that. Kiaan was rough with me though. It was a good thing that my body got so wet for him. He didn’t have any patience and he began to fuck me even in the hallway before his bedroom, right up against the wall where he pinned my wrists above my head. I let him though, pushing out my ass so he could get into me good and deeply. He was worth waiting for.
When I went out to the den kitchenette after round one to treat my man (my boyfriend!) to some nourishment that he was going to need, he followed me all naked and manly. He looked so gorgeous in the silver moonlight that filled the den, his taut and athletic body rippling as he moved toward me. I didn’t help, being pretty gorgeous myself and nearly naked — I kept some special underclothes in his room, in one of his drawers. I loved constantly putting on and taking off super frilly panties and bras when we were hanging out together. When Bar was out and we were able to be free, I walked around down there while Kiaan watched his games dressed in my special Kiaan things and it made me feel super feminine. I teased him relentlessly. Plus he liked to fuck me suddenly and I didn’t want to have too many things on in his way. That night, when we raided the kitchenette for food, he pulled off the sweet little golden lingerie thing I bought for him and picked up my lithe little body and he plonked me onto the little counter for another thorough poking. Kiaan’s cock was like that. Sometimes he came for me three times even in a single night. If Bar happened to wake up and come down looking, that would have been the first thing he saw because the counter was right in line with the stairs. He’d have seen his cute little wife spread out on the den counter splayed and jolted by the student renter.
But of all the things we did that night, the sweetest and most memorable of all was the way Kiaan kissed me after I let him come in me again. It was caring and gentle. It was soft and lingering, where I lay on the counter splayed and fucked. He seemed to look at me differently. I felt something twinge in me — something different from the usual. He stood me up when I was steady enough to try (he always left me so weak!) and we pressed together for so long that I went to bed with him and I remained in his bed till the morning. Because right? It was too beautiful. Unsure how to sneak through the kitchen upstairs next day and feeling rebellious against Kiaan’s world of worry that morning when he realized I was still in his bed, I simply walked up the stairs in my yesterday clothes and carried on as normal. Bar glanced up from his coffee at that counter but said nothing. He stared hard but I wasn’t going to look back. I needed a shower badly. I had sweated a lot and had Kiaan’s cum in me and on me everywhere.
That evening, after watching a show, I said I was turning in early, and I took Kiaan’s hand in mine and pulled him with me. He followed with his eyes bugging out. Bar glanced over from the screen but again he didn’t say anything. I lead Kiaan to his bedroom and I did not come out till morning again. I also was unable to try anymore to keep my involuntary sounds down. Kiaan was so good to me I felt utterly lost in his embrace and I just couldn’t remember I had a husband and that he was outside the door somewhere. I yelped and cried and moaned in all the ways Kiaan made me. After he had his way with me and we laid in his little bed panting and smiling and overcome with joy, I could hear Bar’s heavy footfalls going up the stairs to our bedroom. Woops! I thought he was already upstairs. Truth be told, I wasn’t really paying attention to details much anymore. And it wasn’t just my fault either. As much and as often as I seemed to need Kiaan, Kiaan had changed and was just as often at fault as I was with his rising needs and wants. It wasn’t always me fucking him. Almost half the time it was him fucking me. So it was all less and less my fault by my reckoning. When I emerged the next morning — Kiaan took me hard in the morning light with the curtains and patio door open and Bar’s beautiful back garden in full bloom — nothing was said then either. I didn’t even remember to put my clothes back on for Bar. I thought I could just slip out Kiaan’s door and make it up to the shower but I forgot Bar got up so early. I scooted fast through the kitchen naked and clutching my clothes trying unsuccessfully to cover the front of my body. I could barely walk Kiaan had hurt me so much with his vigorous pounding!
A few days later, Bar noticed that I had brought most of my toiletries from upstairs to the downstairs bathroom. He asked about it. “Why are you taking all that down there?”
I just stopped and stared at the floor and shrugged. I bit my lip. Could he really be so dim?
“Why, Cassie?” he repeated.
I swallowed. “So you don’t have to see me like you did that morning?” I tried. “It probably wasn’t very nice for you seeing me like that,” I said softly to not embarrass him. But I was feeling sympathetic too. I knew I was doing a terrible job of keeping my voice down in Kiaan’s room, and an even worse job of sneaking in and out of there. But Kiaan took a lot to be satisfied and with all the running up and down, I was forgetting if I was coming or going or if it was the middle of the day or night. I guess you could say Kiaan was fucking me silly. I sometimes wished Bar would confront me over it and help me stop. Lord knows I could not stop myself. Kiaan made me feel so badly wanted all the time. Putting on clothes just to go up to the shower seemed a bother. I didn’t dart past Bar naked and freshly and thoroughly fucked on purpose. “It’s just a few necessities,” I said. From my overloaded arms fell the little bud of my vibrator and it dangled by its wire against my knee. I thought Kiaan would love to play with it on me — maybe with his cock inside me. “Sorry,” I whispered to Bar as I wound it up around my hand and slinked off down the hall and into Kiaan’s room. He wasn’t home but I shut his door and had a nap in there anyway. I was excited about him coming home and finding me like a present in his bed. And anyway, Bar was in a bad mood. I didn’t exactly want to see or talk to him when he was feeling like that. It was best, I nodded to myself, to stay out of his sight so as not to remind him of what he was figuring out was going on in his house.
That night I was sure Bar would be able to hear my cries and yelps but maybe he was too afraid to confront me and Kiaan. As expected, Kiaan loved my little toy, and he also loved the other new things I bought for him to dress and undress me in. I got my hair done for him too — lots of lazy waves and curls and highlights! I thought he would love to look down and watch me suck him off with my new do, and he certainly did! I let him fuck me against the patio window so he could look outside while ramming me. After he shuddered and emptied himself in my poor little puss, I let him nap and snuck out to put together a little charcuterie for us to nibble on. Another surprise for him — I stocked his fridge with some tasty cheeses and sausages and beer. I threw on what was handy — his striped soccer shirt. It came down to my knees and so I didn’t need panties or shorts.
I didn’t expect Bar in the den. The TV wasn’t on and neither were there any lights. I only noticed him after I pulled things out of the fridge. He was just a dark lump of a shadow in the silent, dark space. I guess he knew what I had been doing. I hurried up and didn’t let on that I saw him — he was facing away from Kiaan’s door. But I had been pretty loud. He’d have to have earphones on to not hear what was going on. I gave up trying to quiet my voice or muffle it. Kiaan made me want to scream. I sneaked quickly back into Kiaan’s room and closed the door with my foot. Kiaan was sitting on the edge of his bed, his languid cock slumbering between his legs, getting its bearings and strength back, I hoped. I tried telling Kiaan what I saw in the den, but I began giggling and couldn’t get it out. Then I remembered that I’d opened a beer for Kiaan and forgot it on the counter. I sneaked back out to get it, but of course, I had taken Kiaan’s shirt off by then — I loved being naked or mostly naked with Kiaan because he made me feel so sexy. I thought I could do it fast but Bar had spun his chair around and was facing Kiaan’s door. Busted, I just carried on as if nothing were unusual, got the can of beer, and went back into Kiaan’s room. After we ate and talked about Bar, I got in Kiaan’s lap and rode him gently until he took over like he always does. It must have been three in the morning by the time Kiaan was finally done fucking my worn-out body. I nestled into his arms and pressed up against him. Only after we had quieted down for a while did I hear the creaks of the steps going up to our bedroom. “Huh,” I thought.
A few days later, Kiaan and I and Bar were in the den again watching another show. I promised myself I would respect and honor Bar and keep my hands to myself and not go off with Kiaan. Tonight was going to be Bar’s night, I swore to myself. Maybe not to fuck me, but at least to enjoy my company and not have to listen to me unsuccessfully trying to muffle my cries with Kiaan’s handsome cock poking me deep. But it was a little cold in the house and Kiaan and I got under a blanket together on the couch where we sat. Bar didn’t look. I tried to control myself and I really wanted to just watch a show and be normal with my husband and our college renter. But it wasn’t long before Bar would have noticed small, rhythmic motions under the blanket if he looked over. And it wouldn’t necessarily have been me on some body part of Kiaan’s because he was just as guilty as me, with his finger going under my panties like that, and his thumb rubbing me the way he knew how. I tried so hard to not breathe loudly but I knew I was panting. Stupid Kiaan wouldn’t stop and my whole body started moving with his finger.
I wanted to make him stop — this was Bar’s night! I grabbed his wrist with both my tiny fists but when I did make him stop, he didn’t pull away and so I started to move him on me again because it did feel good. I looked at Bar and he kept his attention on the screen. Kiaan was making me so damned wet and he wouldn’t stop. I tried looking at him with malice on my face but he only ignored my silent pleas and shoved more fingers into me. I couldn’t take it anymore and I just bounded out of the den pulling Kiaan behind me. We disappeared without explanation and I shut Kiaan’s door behind us. Even with the TV on, Bar must have heard my howls and laughs and groans. Kiaan pilloried me behind his closed door. He stapled me to his bed. It was awesome.
About an hour later, we emerged back out and resumed our places on the couch, me full of barely stifled giggles and holding Kiaan’s hand in mine, all our fingers entwined. I did that to keep his fingers visible and off of me, and out of me, too, out of respect for Bar. But damn he fucked me good! It was so hard to not go back for seconds. I kept having to stop myself from kissing his hand in mine. Or leaning over and sucking on him a little bit. I kept looking over at Bar wondering if he’d notice if I were to pull out the blanket again, and disappear beneath it. And so I did.
Bar couldn’t take it any longer. He stood up like he was about to say something, but he just left the room and went upstairs. Kiaan and I looked at each other with both astonishment and amusement. I lifted myself over his lap where he sat so delicious-looking on the den couch, and I stripped off those panties for him that he liked so much (thank you Bar’s credit card again), and I rode him. I loved riding him because he can play in my locks of blonde and with my little tits. I tried to sleep the whole night upstairs with Bar that night. I almost made it too. But at about 5 in the morning I got horny again and snuck down to Kiaan’s to see if he was awake as well. I guess I didn’t sneak out well though. Bar grabbed my wrist as I was sliding out of our bed. I paused until he let it go, and then I left our bedroom all the same. I closed the bedroom door in case that would help him. I expected to be making some noise downstairs.
A few days later, I again got aroused quite by accident during a movie again and I began pulling Kiaan’s hand so we could slip off to his room for a little R & R. Bar spoke up this time. “You don’t have to leave,” he said. Kiaan, the boor, was already feeling me up right in front of Bar even though I tried to push his greedy big mitts off me. I was wearing, it was true, a super cute pair of light blue linen shorts and a top so light you could easily see I had nothing on under it. I stared at Bar through my fallen-over my face but Kiaan reached around my body from behind and gripped my tits through my top and began rubbing them, even flicking my nipples. When I spun around and scolded him and pushed his hands off of me they only went down my torso to my stomach and then over my shorts — the front of them.
I scolded him again and slapped his hands because I was trying to understand what Bar meant, but Kiaan was insistent. His hands were far stronger than mine so when he began to work free the button holding my shorts closed, I couldn’t stop him. When he started pulling them down my legs, I did my very best to resist him and hold them up, but he won that fight too. I tried to cover my exposed self with my hands. I had on the cutest low-cut pink panties I or Kiaan had ever seen. My breath got short and I tried to ask Bar what he said, but it came out all breathy and high pitched because Kiaan was being ridiculous with his hands all over my body right in front of Bar.
Bar spun in his chair to face me. I felt terrible and exposed. Everywhere Kiaan’s hands went over my body from behind, I chased with my hands to stop him, but he was too strong. He squeezed my tits and tickled my tummy to make me laugh and all I could do was shrug at my husband because there was nothing else I could do. I bit my lip and lightly slapped Kiaan’s hands again when he fondled the front of my panties. I shivered because Kiaan stood up behind me and he should have known that I get irresistibly turned on when he presses his athleticism against me like that. I was useless trying to prevent anything anymore — nothing could be blamed on me now. I reached behind me and squeezed his cock. I had to.
Kiaan loomed over me from behind and I smiled sheepishly at Bar and mouthed, “I’m sorry” to him. When Kiaan’s hand slipped down inside the front of my panties, I couldn’t help reaching up behind my head to grab him by the hair and yank on him, I wanted his hard penis so bad. I didn’t care anymore when he pulled my panties down my legs — I helped him even. When he lifted my top off, I let him. I closed my eyes to save Bar the embarrassment but when I opened them again to see if he was still there, I saw that he had taken his cock out and was stroking himself watching Kiaan’s hands roam all over my nakedness, over my tits, and even into my pussy.
Kiaan made me so wet. He sat down behind me and produced his cock. I faced my husband and stepped backward and lowered my shaking naked body down onto Kiaan’s pole. I steadied myself with my hands on his knees and I let his penis go all the way inside me. I occasionally opened my eyes to see Bar was jerking himself off. But just then Kiaan had pierced me so deeply, I uttered a long cry and lolled my head back to kiss him deeply on his mouth. I reached behind and tugged on his hair and my feet instinctively twisted around my boyfriend’s legs, I wanted him so much deeper. He stood up with me clinging to him like that. I was lost in heat. I was delirious with passion. I was on fire. Kiaan carried me not to his room, this time, but to the stairs. I knew it but I was too far gone to question it or stop it. He carried me upstairs to Bar’s and my bedroom. And he closed the door with his foot behind him.
Bar didn’t come to bed that night, obviously. Kiaan and I slept in late. It was so luxurious to make love with him on the big huge master bed. And I loved being able to shower with him after our mess-making in the ensuite. We must have made love five times that night and throughout the morning, it was hard to keep count. That bed had never had such a workout! But when we came down together finally, we found two steaming cups of coffee waiting for us on the counter. We looked at each other and decided it would be best to simply enjoy it. He did serve it to us, after all. And he was polite enough to be out in the backyard working in the garden when he heard us coming down so nobody would have to deal with any awkwardness.
I nudged Kiaan’s foot with mine where we stood at the counter blowing on our coffees. He was watching Bar work in the garden over the rim of his cup. “You want to get your stuff and move it up here?” I said to him. He looked over at me sideways and I looked right back at him with the same sideways look and a conniving smile. “I’ll clean it up nice for him down there,” I murmured, grabbing his ass. “Don’t worry, he’ll think it was his idea. And besides, you’re going to need your sleep when you can get it.” He looked at me and I looked at him. He made me so useless! “Race you!” I shouted and I squealed all the way back upstairs with Kiaan hot on my heels, into our bedroom, and back into our messy bed together. I turned over and got on my elbows and knees and pushed my ass high up in the air for my boyfriend to ravage. I earlier opened the window that perched above the garden below. Kiaan fucked me so hard I wailed.
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The first thing I found out of place was her bra lying on the floor between the kitchen and dining room. My heart leaped because I thought it was like in those movies where the wife, wanting to spice up the relationship, concocts a seduction scheme for hubby for when he comes home from work. I actually wondered if I’d find her wrapped in cellophane lying on top of the dining room table. My excitement only grew when I found other articles of clothing — stockings, panties — on the path through the dining room to the living room and to the stairs going up to the bedroom.
With a goofy smile and a goofier chuckle, I rounded the hall to the stairs where I found men’s shoes — black, shiny, leather office shoes. On the steps going up, I saw a man’s shirt where it rested from floating down, a pants belt, and a little higher up, suit pants. The feeling that overcame me was, If I take another step, if I go up there, my life will be radically different from that moment forward. My second thought was that it already was radically different from what I thought it was and I was just learning about the change now. That’s when my logical, crisis-control mind reminded me: it couldn’t have ever been a seduction scheme, she had no way to know I was coming home three hours early. It was me who had the scheme, a surprise promotion and pay raise capped by dinner reservations.
I crept up the carpeted stairs on my hands and feet to lessen my weight and avoid a creak. When my head rose like a submarine surfacing above the level of the floor upstairs, I was able to scan under our bedroom door. It was closed. But even from across the hall sound escaped — the sound of my wife talking, laughing, and then long periods of neither. We had a bedroom next to the master that we used as her office and it had a door to the bathroom that joined to the master bedroom. I tip-toed as if I was a character in a cartoon past our bedroom door to her office and slipped inside, closing it behind me. I tried to control my rapid breathing and to steady my pounding heart. Just what the fuck was this day all about anyway?
Through two doors and the bathroom, I wasn’t able to hear anything. I’d have to go into the bathroom to solve that. Already, however, I had to confront the startling fact about myself that I didn’t charge into the bedroom through its own door, that I didn’t grab my baseball bat from the garage downstairs, that I wasn’t at this moment pounding the guy in my bed with my fists. I had to confront the fact that I wasn’t mad even though I tried to make myself mad. I wasn’t even angry or jealous or filled with feelings of betrayal. It was as though there was no room for those because my mind was completely occupied with one feeling that left no room for any other: arousal. It wasn’t welcome and it certainly wasn’t expected. I tried to ignore it or push it down. If there were any secondary feelings, those would be shame, self-loathing, and self-degradation. But mostly, I was aroused and I was appalled at myself for being aroused. I twisted the knob of the bathroom door because I wanted to hear more. I did it quietly because, if I was being honest with myself, I didn’t want it to stop. Not right away anyways.
I had no idea who the guy was, but I could guess it was someone from her work judging by the shoes, the suit pants, the shirt found strewn on the path from the kitchen to the bedroom. I kept the bathroom light off, of course, and crept closer to the other door. With my ear against it, I could hear clearly. She was laughing in that teasing way she had, but it was intermittent. I could also hear the low rumbling of the man’s voice, but nothing distinct, as though all he emitted were vague moans.
I realized that if I could open the door even just an inch, I’d be able to slip back into her office and see from there through the bathroom mirror into our bedroom if I got the angles right. The issue was whether I could open the door without being noticed. I was familiar enough with the door to know how to twist and open without a sound — I had enough mornings creeping around early trying not to wake her up. I didn’t want to peer through the open door, that would be too much a risk. If they looked, I wanted it to appear as though a breeze opened it.
I managed to dislodge the latch quietly enough to not attract attention. I let that victory settle in before I nudged the door open an inch or two. I could hear more clearly now. My wife’s low murmuring voice and the man’s heavy, deep occasional chuckle. I thought I might have heard her say, “Do you like that?” But it was in the tone of someone who knows the answer.
When I was satisfied nothing was noticed I made my careful quiet way back out of the bathroom into her office room, also dark, of course. I turned around and moved sideways to find the angle in the mirror that gave me a view of what in the world was going on in there — as though I still didn’t know.
When I found it, my heart sank, but my groin stirred. I had to slide sideways to get the whole picture in portions, but when I figured out what I was looking at in whole, I saw my wife, naked on her knees and elbows, between a man’s legs who laid on his back propped up against pillows and the headboard, our headboard. The reason she was only intermittently murmuring to him was that she was taking what I realized was his cock into her mouth. My wife was blowing the man. And she was taking her time about it too like she was enjoying it.
I watched as a husband would, full of outrage, disgust, and indignity. But that was all manufactured, it was what I thought I was supposed to feel. But I realized after a few minutes of staring at her mouth sliding up and down on his shaft through the sliver of the mirror I could see, that I truly felt none of those things. I didn’t feel outrage, I felt excited. It didn’t look disgusting, it looked hot. And I wasn’t indignant. I was excited. I could feel my own cock stiffen.
There were a lot of things wrong with it and I forced myself to stop watching. I went to the bedroom door and prepared to bang on it. But I stopped too to listen. I heard nothing so I went back to her office and checked what was happening. She was lying on him fully and they were kissing like lovers. I could see between their faces that she was smiling with her lips touching his. She was loving this time with her man, her lover, her, what? Who knew how long this had been going on. I went back to the bedroom door and again raised my fist to pound it. Then I thought, no, I should have the man’s clothes in my hands so I can throw them at the two of them, and my wife’s underclothes. It would make a more dramatic point.
I went down the stairs and back through the living room, dining room, and kitchen gathering up their clothes. I found my wife’s work clothes — skirt and blouse — on the back of the living room couch. I found two coffee cups there too, as well as what had to be his briefcase and her bag too, and paperwork on the coffee table. A laptop was there as well. I began to get a picture of what happened where. They must have been meeting to finish up some paperwork — she worked at a commercial real estate firm as the person who made sure all the filing was done right. She made them coffees. They began to make out on the couch. Her clothes came off. How did the bra get to the kitchen? I noticed the living room curtains were closed, which they never are in the daytime. Maybe items were stripped off and tossed. He was undressed after she was and judging by the path of his clothes from the living room to the stairs and on the stairs up, she was already naked as she led him up there, removing his clothes along the way.
Or so I imagined things. I gathered all the items up and felt something close and intimate myself about her and the man’s clothes intermingling in my arms. I carried it all to the edge of the stairs and stopped again to listen to what I could hear. I crept up carefully cradling their clothes getting closer to the bedroom door. I could hear what sounded vaguely like forced breathing interspersed with half-moans. Mystified, I carefully placed the clothes down on the floor at the top of the stairs and slipped back into her office and found the mirror angle.
They had reversed positions I realized when I was able to make out the slivers of flesh in my two-inch slices of view. She was on her back with her head buried in the pillows, and her knees were raised. His arms wrapped around her hips and his hands massaged her breasts. Her hands tussled his hair. His head was between her legs. The man, her boss I began to conclude, was eating my wife out. And she was panting for it. It was strikingly beautiful to watch and I grew hard again, but I refused to do anything about that. But I also could not stop it. My wife was enjoying something to such a deep degree, even though I was her husband and another man was taking her, I would not stop it.
She began to breathe faster and her half-moans turned more into full-on cries and whimpers. I peeked again to see her whole body squirming and her hips gyrating under the man’s apparently expert technique. I felt some of my wife’s pleasure in my own body vicariously. I loved the feeling of her feeling such deep if illicit pleasure. Even though she was my wife, I was happy for her. It was such a complex disturbing set of feelings I had I could no longer let myself watch. Watching seemed an invasion, not that the man in my bedroom was not guilty of a much worse invasion. I felt wrong to watch.
I went back to the pile of clothes at the top of the stairs and sat on the stop stair. I could hear now from there the pleasure-filled cries of my wife as she neared a crescendo. She was crying out, “Yes, yes!” I could imagine her white knuckles where she gripped and tore at the sheets. I could imagine her exposed neck where her head turned back deeper into the pillows. I could see her breasts sticking up where her back arched deep as a contortionist’s. I could see the daylight reflecting off her tight round stomach, a strange man’s hands pushing and pulling her breasts, her shaved pussy soaking, her enlarged clit red and throbbing. I crossed my arms on my knees and rested my forehead on the back of my hand. Her cries filled the house. I realized that if they’d gone that far, she was surely going to fuck him too. She was going to ride him, spread her legs for him, raise her ass up for him to storm. They were going to do it all. I kept my head down even while I listened to my wife orgasm. It was long, deep, and hard. I knew the next thing I heard would be fucking.
I picked up her skirt and instinctively, without thinking, shook it straight and folded it over twice and placed it on the floor beside me. I could hear her laugh inside our bedroom as I straightened her blouse and carefully folded that too, and placed it neatly on her skirt. I folder her bra and panties and put them tidily on top. I could hear deeper moans emanating from lower within my wife’s body and realized she was bringing the man’s cock inside her pussy, and that it felt that good for her. I picked up the man’s pants. I wasn’t thinking, I was just reacting, marveling at myself as though watching a film of a stranger. I carefully folded his pants mindful of the crease. I folded his shirt too, perfectly, and placed it on his pants. I had no qualms about folding his underwear and socks and placing them on top.
From inside our bedroom door, I could hear my wife now in full thrashing mode getting fucked better than perhaps she’d ever been fucked. I imagined maybe her legs were straight up in the air. I placed his shoes carefully beside the door and placed his clothes in a neat stack on top. I placed her clothes beside them neat as could be. I could hear her cry out without concern that neighbors could hear and I stepped back to check my handiwork. It was as though professionals at a hotel room service put their clothes there. I thought that she and her lover would like that, when they found them there when they emerged, shagged and satisfied, from my bedroom.
I made my way back to the bathroom, but not to look — although I did. My wife was holding hands up in the air with him while she pounded herself up and down in his lap, riding him. I could catch the sight of his cock, slick with her juice, entering again and again through her stretched pussy lips. I paused and stared, fascinated by the look of the full-on fucking going on a few feet from my eyes. The pleasure on her face was overwhelming to me. It infected me as though I could feel what she was feeling. I craned my neck to see the man’s face. He too bore a lost expression and I felt nothing but joy for him as well, which confused and surprised me.
I got two fresh towels out of the closet and placed them side by side on the bathroom counter, and also cloths for cleaning. I checked the shower as best I could in the darkness and noticed the bar of soap was thin. I replaced it for them. I put a fresh tube of toothpaste on the counter and I found an unopened toothbrush for him. I didn’t know what I was doing, I wasn’t planning or thinking. But I stepped back and admired how like a hotel bathroom I had made our own. All I was thinking was, she and he would like it. I peeked again before leaving the bathroom. She was still riding him, but gently, slowly, and kissing him passionately, her hands cradling the sides of his face.
I slipped out, tidied one last thing with their stacks of clothes, and crept down the stairs. I smiled actually, thinking about their confusion when they emerged from the sex-smell-filled bedroom and found their clothes gathered up neatly. Would that be before or after they found the bathroom made up for them? Do they like to shower together after they make love, I wondered. Would her man be hungry? These thoughts coursed through my mind without my control or desire. It was as though a soundtrack played from another source. I was utterly unfamiliar with the person wishing to make the couple upstairs comfortable. I fought with it, I even covered my ears, as though that would help with internal voices. But it seeped around me the way a weed inexorably finds its way up through the tiniest crack in the thickest concrete. I thought the dining room could be used, so they could have privacy from me in the kitchen in their post-coital retreat. My concern wasn’t that the situation would be awkward for me, it was that it would be awkward for them. I shook my head in disbelief at myself, even as I involuntarily opened the fridge to see if there were items I could whip up for them.
I could hear footfalls from upstairs. They were out of bed. To the bathroom for showers? Or was he the type to dine-and-dash? I had conflicting urges to flee from the house, to hide in the basement, or to storm up there in anger. But that strange new voice that wanted to cook for them had a beguiling and overwhelming power over me by way of being the softest, quietest, but most relentless voice.
It reassured me. It soothed me. It said, put on your apron. It said to me, make it clear you found that preparing a little meal for them was in order. Be like that, it said to me, be different, be unexpected, be self-assured. I watched my hand pull open the apron drawer like someone would watch a beetle cross their hand, and I marveled when I pulled a fresh one out and popped it over my head.
I heard their confused voices from the upstairs hallway and that strange new voice in me said, Pay little mind, tie your apron ties. I shook and my breath was short, but it was as though I could no longer fight the new personality taking me over, circuit by circuit. I was a passenger in a car driven by someone else. I neither trusted nor distrusted, I was helpless to act regardless. I could hear questioning murmuring at the top of the stairs. My body reached into the fridge and pulled out that loaf of uncut French sourdough and the dozen eggs.
My heart pounded so hard my head grew light and my strength ebbed and flowed. I heard them come down the stairs together. They would have to come through the living room and then the dining room before they saw me in the kitchen. I was again filled with a deathly urge to run and hide or leave and never come back, but my feet were stuck as though cemented to the floor. I closed my eyes and tried so hard to overcome but I was frozen. I could hear more murmuring when they would have inevitably discovered the living room was straightened up — cushions back on the couch, coffee cups removed.
I swallowed what felt like sandpaper. They entered the dining room. My eyes were in pain from lack of blinking. My hands shook like electrocution. My wife entered the arch between the dining room and kitchen. She was stalled in her retying and tightening the belt around her bathrobe and looked at me with her eyes darting around as though searching for the weapon, her head slightly cocked. The man came behind her. He was wearing my robe. His eyes searched the exits. I held up the bread and eggs and raised my eyebrows to ask, You want then?
She took a step into the kitchen and the man stepped in behind her keeping close. There were 19 or so voices in my head, 18 of them screaming profanities and oaths or flat out screeches, and only one of them, the one that somehow won the battle for my larynx, asked softly, “One, two?” as I gestured with the egg carton toward the man. He held up with disbelief on his face two fingers. Candice turned to see his fingers and turned further and gazed up into her lover’s eyes, her’s big and round, full of fright but also confusion. She looked back at me and said, also, “Two.” She added, “Please.” I gestured to the dining room.
I came in a few moments later with iced coffees. I knew they were talking in hushed voices but they shushed when I appeared. The man looked again ready to bolt. But he remained in place and watched closely as I put a coffee in front of him and retreated back out. My wife looked on the verge of saying something, but also with the look of someone who didn’t know what to say. When I placed her coffee in front of her, she said, “Thanks?” She chuckled nervously but stifled it just as quickly. I retreated back into the kitchen, letting the two-way door swing closed for the first time since we got the house.
I had an office in a small room behind the kitchen that had a patio door to the deck along the entire back of the house. I was able to slip outside and creep around the trees and shrubs of our backyard out of sight of the patio door off the kitchen. They didn’t know I was out there when I saw them poke through the dining room door searching cautiously for me. They put their dishes on the counter and then embraced and kissed.
Not long after, I caught sight of the man leaving our front door and going to his car parked on the street. I came in and went to the bathroom upstairs to get ready for bed. I knew she was in her office beside the bathroom. I was in bed before she came through into the bedroom.
“Honey?” she said in a tiny, guilt-burdened voice.
“Nothing to talk about,” I said without looking up from my book.
I knew she was relieved not to have to fess up at that moment, but also wary of what it meant to not have to explain things. I had no idea what she had planned to say, but she had obviously prepared something. She climbed in bed and said in a voice nearly too quiet to hear, “Goodnight?”
About five days later, she and I were eating at the kitchen counter on stools. Nothing had been said about that night, and in fact, not much had been said at all through the week. “Honey?” she began.
She had her big eyes on and she pulled her chin in and down.
I knew what she was preparing to bring up, at least I knew the subject area. But I played it cool. “Yeah?” I said lightly.
“Um,” she began. It was difficult for her. I cleared the dishes off and rinsed them in the sink leaving her to struggle. “So, Johnny is needing to go over some paperwork. With me,” she trailed off. “Here.” I kept placing things in the dishwasher. “Tonight.”
I squinted my eyes and gripped the glasses I was putting on the rack.
“He was wondering if . . . “
I stopped and looked at her.
“If you were okay with it.” She looked down and I could see her bulge her eyes like she was disbelieving of what she herself was saying.
I felt that other personality enter my body like I’d inhaled smoke of something. It filled me and dulled me at the same time. I closed my eyes and gripped the edge of the dishwasher door to steady myself. It was as though my blood were being drained and some other fluid was being pumped into my veins. I raised myself and felt like I was a foot above and behind my own head watching the stranger in my place take over my own body.
“What time is he coming?” I asked without looking up. “I’ll have to make up the bed and put some fresh towels out.” I looked at her with totally different eyes.
“About an hour?” she said, crunching down in her stool and smiling sheepishly.
“Will you be wanting something after . . . “ I paused. “After you finish doing the paperwork?”
She tilted her head and thought. “I guess the ice coffees were good?”
I nodded. She left the kitchen and I could see in the corner of my eye that she watched me closely, wondering and unsure. But I also heard her on her phone upstairs talking the way one talks to one’s lover, deep and quietly and full of excitement.
I was half in my body and half out, thinking that it was horrible that she was cheating on me in our own bed, but also wondering what I could do to make the room nice for them. She came in while I was tucking the fresh sheets around the mattress.
“You don’t have to do this,” she said.
“You’ll want a clean bed,” I said.
“I mean all of this. You don’t have to accept it.”
“Have you thought about what you’re going to wear for him?” I replied.
She stood staring at me the whole time it took me to finish with the bed and even after I stared back at her. But it wasn’t me staring back. I watched myself carefully from somewhere above the house. Finally, she said, “I was just going to go casual.” She cleared her throat. “My pink hoodie and some jeans.”
I nodded and went into the bathroom. When I came out, I surprised her while she was getting dressed for him. She was admiring herself in the mirror in new sharp red thongs and quarter cup red lace bra. She laughed nervously and held her bathrobe up against herself.
I was in the kitchen when I heard her greet him at our front door. I could hear her voice formal and stiff, and his too. I had my laptop on the kitchen counter looking up recipes. The door to the dining room opened.
“Nick?” she said. I looked up. She darted her eyes into their corners full of nerves. “This is Johnny.” Behind her stepped the man. She took a couple steps into the kitchen when he bumped into her from behind.
Johnny stepped around her and toward me holding out his hand. “Good to meet ya,” he said.
I shook his hand and nodded downward saying nothing. He looked awkwardly back at Candice the way people do when unsure how to greet someone with autism or cancer. He stepped back behind her.
“Johnny was thinking a snack later,” her voice caught and she cleared her throat, “a snack later might be good?”
“I was just looking things up,” I said, showing them both my computer screen before turning it back. I was engrossed. “Savoury or sweet?” I said pondering it as though there was nothing unusual about what was going on.
There was a long pause and I stared at my screen but heard them whispering to each other from only a few feet away from me.
“Savoury?” Candice tried.
I nodded. “That’s what I was thinking too,” I said as though musing out loud. “Something cheesy, with beer, maybe on toast.”
“That sounds like those things you used to make us!” she smiled.
“Yeah, I was thinking that too, a variation on it,” I said, my eyes locked on my screen. Her hair was nicely curled, her make-up was flawless, and she looked like a fresh flower on campus in her pink hoodie and faded jeans. She was superhot, no question about it.
“I love those beer in the melted cheese things!” she was relaxing.
“Yeah,” I smiled up at her. “But little appetizer size versions, not the meal size.”
“That would be perfect, honey,” she said. Johnny then wrapped his arm around her shoulders and pulled her gently back against his body. I looked at his face above and behind her and then to Candice’s face. Both her hands rose as though to pull his possessive arm away from her chest, but instead, they both wrapped around and held on. She tilted her head sideways and smiled with sympathetic eyebrows at me as though to say, “What can I do?”
I watched them as she seemed to squeeze and release his arm in her grip in some kind of message and I could tell she was leaning back against him more and more. His arm moved down from her shoulder and held her bicep so that it crossed her breasts. I saw her eyes briefly flutter and I caught her hips curl back slightly. She was pressing her ass into his groin as he was pressing his arm into her breasts right in front of her husband. As if to make clear what I was witnessing, she bit her bottom lip and puffed a breath out her nose. One of her feet came up an inch and pressed into the top of her other foot. She probably didn’t think I could see, but she slowly moved one hand from his arm to behind her back and I could tell by the slight repeated motion that she was maybe caressing him.
“Okay well,” I said to relieve them both, “it’s not going to bake itself.” I nodded at the doorway to invite them to go back through and let it close. I heard them mumbling on the other side of the door. But then I heard nothing. I thought they would be spreading out papers and computers on the coffee table like before. I went through on the pretense of getting some cutlery but I needn’t have bothered. They weren’t there. Nothing was out. They didn’t even pretend to have paperwork. I edged over to the stairs and looked up. The bedroom door was closed. I stepped carefully up and when I was halfway, I could hear my wife laugh and Johnny’s voice, deep and reassuring, say something that made her squeal.
At that step on the stairs, I could see under the door. I drew closer and squinted. I could see my wife’s pink hoodie piled on the floor and beside it, I realized it was her faded jeans piled up. I crept slowly and quietly up the rest of the way and down the hall to her office and into the adjoining bathroom. They were laughing and carrying on, she squealing and him laughing too, and the worst part: neither of them making any sound at all. I knew that that was when they were making out, or worse, when she was going down on him.
I turned to leave thinking a better time will come to try to open the door again when I was frozen in my tracks. I didn’t hear her padding across the floor but suddenly she came through the door into the bathroom. I closed my eyes and froze, knowing she was looking at the back of my head. She closed the door behind her when she entered the bathroom with me. My heart fell and my knees nearly collapsed. I slowly turned around. She had pulled a towel in front of her naked body to cover herself from me. She looked down when I faced her. She saw my hand wrapped around my hard cock.
She shook her head and pushed me backward so she could sit on the toilet and pee. She didn’t close the door on me though, choosing to stare at me as the tinkle played out beneath her. When she got up, she turned back to the bedroom door but she stopped. She kissed two fingertips and touched the head of my cock. When she went through, she closed the door behind her, but I stopped it closing all the way with my foot. We met eyes through the remaining two-inch crack in the door and she pushed again, but I kept my foot in place. She left it and went back to bed with Johnny.
I withdrew into her office and watched in the mirror through the slit in the door. She was reserved and quiet at first. But his touches, his kisses, and his cock, made her forget I was watching, or realize she didn’t care. It wasn’t long before she was on her elbows waving her ass up in the air offering it to Johnny to fuck as hard as he could. She screamed that evening. I could see her knuckles go white when she twisted her fists in the sheets I fitted for them. He pounded her ferociously and she rode him hard and wave-like in return, their fucking taking on a rhythm of hard and soft and fast and slow that mesmerized me. And as before, when she climaxed, I could feel it in my own gut and in my own organ and I spurted hard and far even though I tried to avoid it and wasn’t even touching myself at the end. I moaned out loud. But she was so loud, there was no way Johnny could have heard me.
When I recovered, I slinked back downstairs and put the appies in the oven for them. I came to the stairs when I thought they’d be down already but heard my wife crying out loud again, and whimpering and panting. He was putting the blocks to her again, and evidently hard. When they did come down, I was pleased that they’d found the brand-new matching white robes I bought for them. They entered the dining room arms around each other’s waists. I retreated to the kitchen to get things and when I came back out, they were struggling playfully, Johnny trying to get my wife to sit in his lap, and Candice uncomfortable with the idea and trying, but not very hard, to get out of his grip. She gave up easily with a tsk and a roll of her eyes for me. And a smile. When I came back with more, she was settled comfortably in his lap twisted around to face him and feed him toast, laughing lightly. His hand was inside the front of her robe. He might have been touching her between her legs because even though I couldn’t tell, she seemed to struggle to surreptitiously pull his hand away from her down there, but again not succeeding.
I brought things back in the kitchen and Candice leaped off Johnny’s lap saying, “I’ll help!” Johnny tried to restrain her with his hand on her body so her robe came open and she slapped his hand and pulled away, closing her robe again. She laughed at him and followed me into the kitchen, letting the door swing closed behind us.
“Are you really okay with this?” she said quietly.
I nodded yes. I didn’t know who “I” was, but whoever occupied my body nodded.
She raised herself on her tiptoes and kissed my nose. “You’re a dear,” she said. When she went back to the swinging door, she said, “Do we get ice coffees again?” with a big-eyed smile.
“Sure,” I nodded.
She went halfway through the door. Johnny was up and pushing chairs in. She instinctively reached out to take his hand in hers. She stopped and looked over her shoulder at me. “Do you mind if we take them upstairs?”
“I’ll bring them up,” I said, immediately disbelieving what I just said.
But Candice giggled and said, “Okay!” Through the glances I got as the swinging door passed forward and back coming to rest, I watched my wife walk with Johnny close against her, holding his arm against her body with both her hands and walking on her toes barely able to restrain her body’s excitement.
I texted her when I had the coffees ready on a tray. When I tapped on the door, it was Johnny who said to come in. I placed her coffee on her table and came around to put his coffee beside him. When I did, he snatched my wrist in his huge grip.
“Hey buddy,” he said with a grin. “My girlfriend here says you like to watch.”
I looked at Candice and tried to pull my arm free. But his grip was tight on me. Candice rolled on her side and draped her arm on his exposed chest and said to him, close to his mouth with hers, “No Johnny, don’t. I told you that in private.”
But Johnny was enjoying himself. “Maybe you want to watch her suck me off, eh?” he said.
I tugged again but he held me there.
“No Johnny,” she said into his ear. But I could tell from the movement under the sheets that she was pressing herself against him too.
“You want to see that?” he said conspiratorially to me.
I closed my eyes. I couldn’t answer. One part of me was appalled to the point of nausea. Another was pissed to the point of murder. And the third part, the one that was more powerful than those two, made my head, though I fought it, nod.
“You see?” he said to Candice. She didn’t look but she was also grinding her hips against his leg under the sheets and caressing his face with her hand. She kissed his neck and I saw her tongue lick his ear. He pulled the sheet down his body enough to show the top of his groin.
“No Johnny,” she said with a tremulous whisper. “Don’t,” she breathed, but her hand also slid in jerking movements down his chest and over his stomach. “Baby, no,” she kissed him on his lips.
“He wants to, baby,” he said to her. “Look he’s hard,” he said.
And it was true. He let my wrist go and I didn’t leave. I stood stock-still and watched Candice’s hand make slow but relentless way down his pelvis into his pubic region.
“Baby,” she breathed, hiding her face hard in his neck. She pushed the sheets further down and exposed his cock. I could see her hand shaking when she wrapped it around his cock. I heard her breathe and try unsuccessfully to stifle a moan when she pushed down and lifted up on him.
“You want to see her suck on it?” Johnny whispered to me. I wet my lips and swallowed. I tried so hard to leave, to run, to smash something. But instead, I felt my jaw fall open and my hand pushed down the front of my pants.
“He wants to watch you suck my cock, baby,” he said to Candice. She puffed and squirmed and tried to hide her face. She curled around in the sheets and squealed and said under a pillow, “No!” But she also wouldn’t let go of his cock, and even while she slithered around squirming and protesting, she moved closer and closer to his stomach. She hemmed and hawed and stared out the window and laughed at herself and then hid her face again in the sheets. “No!” she squealed again and laughed. Still, she stroked him. She yanked the sheets over his body and rolled away from him.
Johnny stared at me the whole time as though he knew she would talk herself into it. I was frozen, staring at Candice’s hand stroking up and down even under the sheet. I could tell by the lumps that her head was moving closer and closer to her stroking hand. And then they become one. Both Johnny and I heard her moan in that muffled way. He pulled the sheet away. My wife pumped his cock with her fist into her mouth. I could see her pink lips loose around his shaft and could see her throat bulge where his cock poked.
I groaned in pain. But I also yanked my pants down to stroke myself more. My wife seemed to feel she could hide herself by sucking him deeply and fully. Johnny tapped her knee and she tried to slap his hand away, but he tapped her again and she began to edge herself around until finally she raised her leg over his head and sank her knee down into the pillow with the other one on the other side of his head. She lowered her hips till her pussy, wet as after summer rain, sank down on his face and mouth.
Her head pulled up fast and hard on him and plunged back down on his cock as she pumped him with her hand. She cried and moaned and squealed with his cock stuffed in her mouth and her body shook and her hips curled and uncurled as she instinctively fucked his tongue.
I couldn’t stand it anymore and I fell down onto my knees. I crawled to the foot of the bed and watched from two feet away as my wife pushed her mouth over his enlarged cock with so much blind and dumb pleasure on her face she looked like she was dying. I reached forward to help hold her hair out of the way of her mouth and stroked her head when I pushed it back. She squeezed and stroked his cock when she pulled off and looked at me. All around her mouth was glistening wet. Her expression was insane looking. She licked up the side of his shaft and pushed her tongue into the slot of his head all the while keeping her eyes deeply on mine. She smiled at me. She kissed his head and licked it and pushed it around her face before engulfing it again, closing her eyes when it hit her throat the pleasure for her was so overpowering. And then I saw her push her head down harder so her pretty pink lips touched his pelvis.
She came off him gagging and coughing. I peered around her shoulders and saw Johnny grabbing and pushing her ass, eating her out wholly and completely. She looked like she was in an orgasm the whole time. She came off him again and I saw her eyes roll back in her head and her pretty mouth fall open. She began to emit the sound of someone possessed. “Baby,” she whispered hoarsely and loud. I saw a shiver begin in her shoulders and travel down her back and into her hips. She shot up onto straight locked elbows and howled. Her back arched tightly concave and she cried out long and loud. She fell back down and rested the side of her face on Johnny’s thigh and kissed his cock.
He tapped her again. She smiled sheepishly at me before raising herself and turning around. My chin came to rest on the edge of the bed. I saw my wife drape her body over Johnny and then reach below her stomach and between her legs to take his cock in her grip and aim it into her lowering pussy lips. She sank down on him and I watched his big hands wrap around her ass and drive her up and down on his cock. He gripped her by the waist and began to lift his hips up into her. He fucked her hard from underneath, slamming himself up into her, and yanking her down onto him. She began to cry out again and howl and pant. He sped up faster and harder. She was a plaything for him, a receptacle. He was masturbating with her body. And she was loving it.
I could tell he began to come when his body spasmed and he grunted loudly. It made Candice lose herself again and she yelped and swung her head madly and swept him with her long hair. She kept her hips fucking on his cock even after he lost his strength and timing, and I watched from two feet away as his white semen began to gush out of her soaking pussy. Still, she fucked him in uncontrollable vibrations.
She orgasmed ever harder than the first time. They both laid still panting and unmoving. She finally slid off him and his cum drained out of her. I realized I had come into my hand and onto the floor. I got up and went into the bathroom and soaked a towel in hot running water. I came back to find my wife on her back with her legs open beside her lover also with his legs open. They both seemed to be sleeping. I crawled onto the bed and dabbed and wiped the man’s semen from my wife’s stomach and legs, and I patted her pussy to soak up his mess there. I looked over and saw his semen all over his own legs and stomach and between his legs on the bed. I began to wipe his skin carefully and lightly with the warm towel. I lifted his cock in my fingers and cleaned his balls.
Johnny really was half asleep and he might not have noticed it was me, but he moaned in pleasure, he smiled, and he rolled over to throw his arm over the chest of Candice and nuzzle her hair and neck. I looked at her and she was staring through half-lidded eyes back at me. I pushed off the bed and flung the sheet so it landed softly and gracefully over both their bodies. She blew me a kiss and then turned to Johnny, closed her eyes, and kissed the top of his head.
I was in the kitchen watching Netflix when they came down. “Those were delicious,” Johnny said to me, pointing at the plate of leftovers I was finishing off.
“Thank you,” Candice whispered as she pecked a kiss on my cheek.
“Buddy?” he said. “Thanks for everything. And I mean that.”
She patted Johnny’s arm where it wrapped around her waist and he turned with her and they made a slow walk to the front door. I peered around the corner and watched as she pressed her face to his and kissed him goodbye long and deeply at the door. She didn’t realize I was watching when she turned and leaned against the closed door smiling to herself looking down and very much as though in love.
At night, she came to me wearing a pretty pink short robe.
“Where’s that from?” I asked.
“Johnny gave it to me,” she said barely whispering. She was picking things up from the bathroom counter and placing them in a little bathroom bag.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
She paused and exhaled. She closed her eyes to talk. She said, “Johnny doesn’t think we should sleep in the same bed anymore.”
“Him and you?” I said.
She smiled at me the way one does at the naïve, sympathetically, and pursed her lips when she raised her face to mine. “You and me,” she said quietly. “I have to sleep downstairs.”
I was stunned. But I also felt that feeling overtake me again, that other personality. And it said, “I’ll sleep downstairs, it’s only fair.”
She wasted no time. “Really? You’d do that?” She immediately poured the contents of her bag back out on the counter and squealed. “You can spend the weekend fixing something up for yourself!” she said with excitement.
The little room that was my office had our old hideaway in it. There was a guest bathroom beside the room too. It would be tight and I’d lose my desk, but it was close to the kitchen, and I’d taken to using my laptop at the kitchen counter anyway — my real office.
She began to put my things in her bag.
I looked at her quizzically. “Tonight?”
She bit her lip and looked up at me with sheepdog eyes. “He thinks you might try something.”
“You’re my wife,” I said.
“He thought you’d say that,” she nodded knowingly.
I put my arm around her shoulder but she slinked down and away. “Just please?” she pleaded. I tugged at the belt of her robe and it fell open. She didn’t cover herself. Her body was magnificent, taut, and golden and shaped so enticingly. She noticed me gazing up and down on her skin and she let the robe fall back off her arms and fall to the floor. She held one wrist in her other hand but then brought it to her pussy and her long, painted-nail finger began to touch her pussy. Her eyes flitted shut and she looked at me through thin eyes. She sucked a sharp breath through her teeth and shivered when her finger rubbed inside her lips. I looked down and saw she was so wet again. She slipped her finger deep inside her pussy and pulled it out. She showed it to me. It was glistening wet and her face was stoned on pleasure. She brought her finger to my lips but when I leaned forward to kiss and suck it she pulled it away from me. “Uh-uh,” she said, returning to rubbing herself in front of me. “It’s Johnny’s now,” she whispered.
She retreated through the door into her bedroom and shut it behind her. When I stopped it with my foot, she said, through the two-inch crack she pushed against, “He doesn’t want you watching anymore either.” She clicked the door closed against my faltering foot. I made my way downstairs and surveyed my situation in the tiny bedroom down there.
The next day, Saturday, we didn’t talk. But we normally enjoy a night at home watching shows on Netflix. Candice folded her legs under her on the couch under a throw and I reclined in the big chair. We had a lot to think about and we kept our minds private. Halfway through the night, the doorbell rang. I was surprised but Candice was not. She looked at me instead of the door like she wasn’t surprised at all. “I said Johnny could come over. Are you okay with that?”
I didn’t point out that she was asking me after the guy was already at our door. Before I could answer she was lingering at the front door looking over her shoulder at me, her hand on the knob. I rolled my eyes. She let him in.
“Hey,” he said to me like nothing had happened.
Candice had gone to the kitchen and came back with a beer she opened for him. “Did you want one too?” she asked me, settling down on the couch again beside Johnny.
“I’ll get it,” I said to no one.
When I came back they pulled away from each other as though they’d been kissing. I settled back in. It was awkward but I didn’t feel responsible to do anything about it. Candice got up again and turned the lights down lower than she and I have ever had them. She climbed back onto the couch and pulled the blanket over her and over Johnny too, I noticed. I tried to avoid appearing like I was leering, but it was easy to slide my eyes unseen into their corners and check on them.
Johnny asked a couple questions about what was going on and Candice brought him up to speed. He slumped down further under the blanket, sipped his beer, and glanced at me repeatedly but discreetly. I turned myself in my chair to give the impression I was looking away more. It gave me a clear vantage in the reflection of the patio door, however. The screen light was bright enough in most scenes to give me a clear view of Candice and Johnny on the couch with them being none the wiser, seeing only the back of my head.
I saw Candice glance at me and try to pull her body away from what appeared to be Johnny’s grasping paws under the blanket. I also saw her shake her head no at him, but with enlarged eyes and a grin. I saw her quickly peck a light kiss on his lips too. He made as though adjusting how he was sitting but it was a cover for moving closer to my wife. She did the same thing, making as though getting comfortable, but in reality, she was making herself more surreptitiously available to him in secret under the blanket. It was when they were both staring intently ahead nominally at the screen that there was obvious action going on between them under the blanket. I saw Candice’s eyes flutter closed and her mouth drop open. They were sitting nearly completely against each other.
Without either of them taking their eyes off the show, Candice began moving and struggling with all her limbs under the blanket. In a moment, she pulled from underneath the blanket her jeans which she folded over once and draped over the arm of the couch as though that were a normal thing. She didn’t stop, but ducked under the blanket and emerged with her sweater in her hand, which she draped over her jeans. I noticed her breathing had become labored. Johnny’s knee came up beside her and I could make out in the shapes in the darkness that she had wrapped her arm around it to lean her back eventually against his chest.
She turned to Johnny with a questioning look. “What’s that honey?” He looked at her with the same confusion I felt. She said, “It is warm in the house, yes. You should get comfortable,” she nodded encouragingly at him. She glanced at me with her head still nodding, her eyes big, round and so innocent. “Yeah,” she said, and there was a great deal of fumbling under the blanket again. Her hand emerged with his jeans next, laying them over her clothes. I saw her stifle a giggle and a shrug to him when she kept at it, pulling his sweater up and over his head. She rotated her body and head back toward the show with a pursed-lip grin. I saw next a little movement and then his hand emerge with her bra, which she took from him, leaned forward, and laid it on the other clothes. Another struggle in slow motion played out under the blankets, and she took from him his underwear, and then she lifted herself and awaited with her hand for him to hand her what turned out to be her panties.
I saw her lick her lips slowly. I saw her stop watching the show and lean her head back into his chest below his chin. He began to slink further down as well. By tiny increments of shifting and settling, his head ended up sunk into a pillow against the arm of the couch and her head rested on its side on his chest. From the movement of lumps under the blanket, I could tell his arm was wrapped around her back and that his hand was probably stroking her stomach, or lower, and that her arm moved over his stomach and her hand was likely caressing him lower too.
I watched Candice swallow hard and I could see her hips involuntarily undulating under the blanket. I slowly rotated my head and gaze so as not to disturb them to see that Johnny’s eyes were also closed. It was so dark that I couldn’t make out all the shapes. But I could see silhouettes and I could tell Candice had slowly rolled further over so that she was now kissing Johnny’s chest. I stayed quiet and still. I could see in the momentary flickers of brighter scenes on the screen that the blanket was making its slow inexorable way down Johnny’s torso and that Candice was either kissing or licking whatever of his skin was newly exposed behind the retreating edge of the blanket.
Her head soon slid like a body under the surface of a lake at night under the blanket and the lump it made moved in very slow motion up and down. Just as I was thinking it would be hot and stuffy under there her free hand slowly pulled the blanket off her head. It was all so slow and minimal I could be forgiven not noticing how by such tiny nearly invisible increments, my wife had begun sucking off the dick of the man on the couch beside me. She continued to suck him slowly, but the size of the movement was giving away the nature of the act. Soon she was lifting so far up from his groin that the silhouette of his cock and her lips showed in the gleam of the screen. She was taking him fully and deeply into her throat.
I was paralyzed again as though I’d been plaster-casted from a total wreck. I was one of those patients locked in, able only to move my eyes as my total interaction with the world outside. Candice and Johnny seemed to proceed as though if they only moved slowly enough, anything could transpire without objection. Even if it weren’t my wife and my den and my couch, it would be rude to go ten percent of the distance they were at right in front of me. But I had vacated my body. I felt invisible. It was as though I were experiencing an out-of-body episode without leaving my body. I was now staring at them, unaffected by their scene. Johnny had slowly tapped and grasped her ankles until she moved slinky as a cat following the shifting ray of sunlight and ended up with her knees on both sides of his pillow. Her back slowly arched in a standing waveform till her pelvis seemed to meld with his face.
I scanned along the silhouette of my wife’s form through the deep concavity of her back, over the delicious round of her poking shoulders, and down her shaped bicep to his hips and to his penis, to see her upturned nose, her protruding lips, and the outline of her fingers where she gripped him and pumped him gently and softly into her mouth. She pulled off him to catch her breath, all ragged and sharp. At first, her moans with him deep in her mouth were the tiniest squeaks that escaped by accident. But soon they were out loud, muffled, and unrestrained.
The blanket ended up sliding to the floor. The couple was rolling around grabbing and caressing and kissing and sucking everywhere. She gave up even trying to hide from sight or stifle her sounds. I had remained so still I had achieved invisibility and they had forgotten I was there at all. She cooed and smiled and breathed out hard through half laughs when she grabbed him roughly, straddled him, and engulfed his cock with her pussy. She gripped the arm of the couch behind his head and she bucked on him. Aroused, he tossed her up and down until he got her submissively beneath him. One of her legs rested over the back of the couch, the other sideways over the coffee table where she nearly kicked my can of beer over had I not deftly grabbed it, so violently was her body being jolted by his thrusts between her legs. She reached over her head backward to brace her grip on the arm of the couch and I could see air below her arched back as she thrust him back as hard as he crashed into her.
He was rough with her. When he wanted a change, he didn’t ask. He didn’t even speak. He grunted and he shoved her around like a rag doll. She went limp as though to accommodate him. He took her from behind laying her out on her belly beneath him. She invited him, raising her ass up to entice him, though he hardly needed it. She pushed against the arm of the couch and yelped as though in pain as he jerked himself in spasms into her. He fucked her harder than she could handle and her body was being pushed over and beside the arm of the couch and slowly off the cushions. On her face, she wore a grimace with teeth clenched. Her fists were white and tight around whatever they could grab. She yelped with each of his heavy poundings. Her hands fell to the floor and she flailed for something to grab and brace herself against. Her gip found my ankle and she held on. The sound of their flesh smacking filled the room. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine what it would be like to be him.
They stopped to catch their breath. She giggled and he teased her. They both seemed to recall my presence at the same time and Candice made a slight attempt to cover a part of her stomach with the corner of the blanket but snorted with exhaustion knowing nothing mattered now. They both sat up and kissed long and gave each other a chance to breathe. “Oh my god Johnny,” Candice said out loud, cradling his face in her hand. He wrapped his arm around her shoulder and pulled her nude body against his.
“Sport,” he said to me. Candice giggled and toyed with her finger on his chest, considering me with a distant gaze from under his chin. “Could use a glass of water.” He barely got the words out before Candice tugged his face down to her to sink her mouth onto his and kiss him and lick him.
When I came back and held the glass out for him, she was stroking his cock again and staring at her hand as she did so. When he drank a gulp, she kissed him, caressed his chin, and said, “Is that better baby?” She took the glass from him and held it out blindly behind herself knowing I was there ready to take it from her. She laughed long and seductively when he affirmed that it was good, and she dropped down into his lap again and bobbed on his cock. When I came back after refilling the glass, she was facing him, kissing him, and tussling his hair. It took me a moment to realize she was fucking him again. She started so slowly there was no movement of her hips at all. Shortly, she was slamming her agile ass into his pelvis like it was her with the cock and he with the pussy.
I must have gone into another of my odd non-present reveries because I startled when I noticed next that she yelped and struggled to stay against him when he lifted them both up from the couch to stand on his feet. I had to make way or be bumped by my wife’s body as Johnny stepped forward with her legs wrapped around his waist and her ankles locked in the small of his back. Her chin dug into his shoulder and her arms wrapped around his neck. His hands supported her ass and squeezed and kneaded her. She moaned as though she had never known pleasure before as they fucked and walked through the living room toward the stairs. As my wife passed me, she fell back from his neck with her arms outstretched and she turned to me, pecked me on my cheek, and said, “Gonna turn in honey I guess, good night.” She exhaled sharply in my face because he rammed his cock hard into her at that moment. “Ow, baby,” she mock-protested, turning her face back to his, to lick his lips, to suck his tongue, and to moan hard and deep in his ear. As they retreated down the hall, she looked up briefly from his shoulders and gave me the slightest but cute finger wave.
I laid on the couch where they had just been and picked the pillow up from the floor to prop my head up against the arm of the couch and finish watching the show. Even with the volume on, the house filled with the cries and shrieks of my wife as the man took her in ways I could not even imagine. When it was quiet, I went to my room and to my bed.
I was woken two hours later by more shrieks, cries, and yelps. It lasted thirty minutes or more. When it finally died down, my phone pinged. It was my wife texting me. I put on my glasses to see what. “Honey?”
I texted back, “Yes?”
“Are you okay?”
I pondered all the meanings of that question but decided, in the end, to simply repeat myself. “Yes.”
“We’re famished,” she wrote back. “Would you mind terribly? And some sparkling water, Johnny says?”
I pulled my flat foam pillow up against the wall and leaned hard with my head in the plaster contemplating all the things I could reply with, starting with, “Of course I mind!!!” But I squinted, I thought myself a petty person at times and realized I had in fact gotten some sleep, had, in fact, my health, and had in fact also, at least, a wife, for better or worse where others had none. I was on the fence because she had been fucking a man right in front of me and in my bed.
My phone pinged again. “You make such delicious stuff Johnny says. The best part of our nights together, he says, the pig! LOL!”
I shook my head. I rolled my eyes. And I got out of bed. I had, unbeknownst to them, made homemade Chinese dumplings. I resented having to fry them at 2 in the morning. I resented that they assumed I would bring them upstairs to my own bedroom for them. And I resented that they only seemed to be interested in my culinary skills when there were through throttling each other senseless in ways I was forced to hear and even watch. But like anyone who has any experience in the kitchen, a part of me was pleased to be requested.
I tapped on the door with my toe holding the platter of dumplings in one hand the hoison dip in the other. “Come in,” my wife giggled. “See?” she said, winning some bet with Johnny about me, but I couldn’t guess what. Johnny pulled himself up into a seated position and patted his lap to tell me he wanted the platter there. My wife sat up cross-legged to face him with the sheet pulled around her shoulders but the front of her pummelled body exposed. They set into my food like wolves. I stepped back toward the foot of the bed and remained still like I had in the den until I disappeared from their vision. They devoured my dumplings with the vigor they had earlier devoured each other on our couch, even emanating the same moans and groans and smiles and titters. She fed him dumplings and laughed when drips of dip ran down his chest.
I waited knowingly. When they got to the last ones, I watched with supreme pleasure when she licked her fingers and he gazed around for tissue. I smiled to myself and shook my head because I knew they’d eat and want to touch each other and fuck again, and they couldn’t because their fingers would be sticky with dip and oil from the dumplings and their mouths would be messy. I waited till the moment was perfect, then held forth the bowl. They had perfect quizzical looks on their faces and I kept mine straight so well I thought that maybe I really was pro. I gave their puzzlement two complete beats before lifting the lid off the bowl. Steam poured up in a curling ball and they raised themselves to peer within. I unsheathed my tongs and picked out one hot, moist cloth to hand to Candice, and picked the other one out to hand to Johnny.
“Oh my god!” she cried out. “You are so thoughtful!” She giggled when she used hers to dab around her lover’s mouth, and he used his to wipe her mouth too. I held the bowl out to collect the spent cloths. “Thank you!” Candice said with a big drawn-out emphasis of “you!” “Aw!” she added, tilting her head to the side and shaking her head at me. “You’re lovely, aren’t you,” she said to me.
I stepped forward to get the plate and bowl of dipping sauce. Johnny mumbled something to Candice and she questioned him back. I couldn’t make out their hushed conversation, but he had evidently convinced her of something. “Wait a sec,” she said. She hopped out of bed and I was struck again by her body. Even though she was my wife and I knew it well, there was no denying she was tight and fit. She flitted out the door and called over her shoulder, “Wait there!” It was awkward standing in my bedroom with Johnny in my bed. We both listened to Candice fly down the stairs. Thankfully, shortly, we could hear her bounding back up. She came in the door and threw her arms around my neck and stood on her toes to kiss me on my chin. The closeness of her body for that second felt magnificent.
“Thank you from both of us,” she purred. She stuffed some bills in my shirt pocket. “Bye!” she whispered. She hopped back under the sheets that she pulled up to her chin. “See you in the morning!” she laughed. She squealed and darted under the sheets. I turned to the door and away from the thrashing, shrieking lumps they quickly became together underneath. I peered over my shoulder one last time as I brought the door closed. The sheet had slid aside and my wife aggressively covered the man’s body with hers and I imagined that it was my middle-of-the-night meal that had revived their energies.
I was mad. But I was proud. I was betrayed and cheated. But I was fulfilled. I had lost my wife and my bed. But I had found a role. Though it was small and demeaning, and it was in a lot of ways sad, it was my role and I learned to love it. And when Johnny wasn’t staying over, she let me cuddle her sometimes. And they tipped me $100 every time.
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Look! Light in a window down there! Let’s go down and lift the roof off that handsome house and peek inside, why don’t we. Oh look, even though it’s the middle of the night inside that massive and tasteful master bedroom, it appears as though the husband is sleeping alone on one side of the extra-wide kingsize bed — but someone had been sleeping on the vacant side. See? The blankets are pushed aside and the pillow is depressed in a distinctly head-shaped way.
Oh, there she is! She’s halfway down the stairs leaning against the wall. That’s an odd place to be in the middle of the night. Let’s peek over her shoulder. She appears to be thumb-typing into her phone. Her face is all aglow like phosphorescence in the inky-dark lake of the stairwell. She’s looking up from where she came and then down to the bottom to where she was going, her eyes like saucers and her mouth agape. If she’s worried about a break-in, surely she’d have woken her husband. This break-in appears to be virtual: she is downright frantic with those thumbs of hers!
Look, now she’s rushing through the halls below, quick but careful like she’s trying to not make any sound. Where is she going? To the front door? What’s out there? Let’s look! Nothing! Not yet anyway, but there are a pair of headlights way over there snaking quietly through the labyrinthine neighborhood. It’s the only thing in motion all around the area. And look how it moves, slowly yet inexorably as though mouse to cheese always making the correct turn necessary to get to our big quiet house.
The wife is at the closed front door. She is typing faster than ever and is pacing in tiny circles. She is glancing back down the hall and she is even clenching her fists, raising her shoulders, and glaring with apparent exasperation at the ceiling. She is shaking her head “No!” repeatedly. Look up, that pair of headlights keeps drawing nearer! She is glancing out the window set in the middle of the front door, a funny round brass-rimmed window reminiscent of a ship’s portal. Or a submarine’s. She seems anxious about what she might see out there, doesn’t she. That car is now only two blocks away and still it makes the turns it would as though it were following a map right to her house!
She’s run to the bottom of the stairs to peer up at the master bedroom door. Let’s look too! Nope, the husband is still asleep. She rushes to the closet in the middle of the hall. She is being so careful and quiet, but quick! Look, now she pulls on a big wool sweater-coat, the kind you might wear to go for a walk on a sunny fall day through the colorful nearby woods with your kind — if substantially older — husband, say. But she’s rushing: she only pulls it around her shoulders without poking her arms through the sleeves. She’s twisting the lock on the door. She’s carefully depressing the handle. She pulls the door slowly, carefully open. She is even more careful with the storm door — creaking it open as slow as she can. She steps outside and pulls the doors closed behind he. Just like someone would who has a lot of secrets.
Just as she lets the handle of the storm door up, those insistent headlights appear at the end of her driveway, and they’re turning! Yes, the headlights are shining rays that sweep across her yard and her house between falling shadows as the car crushes the gravel and noses onto the property. She’s dashing to the car, she’s waving at it frantically, she’s pointing at the headlights. She’s gone right to the passenger door and has flung it open and jumped inside! She brings it closed but without closing it — she doesn’t want to risk the clunk of a car door.
Should we peel the roof off the car and get down close to see what’s going on in there? We should!
“Tyson!” she says thin-lipped and sternly.
“Baby,” the man in the driver’s seat says. We’re stretching words calling him a man. He’s young. His car shows it too — it’s big and old, a beater, a wreck. Although it does purrs like a well-loved lap cat.
“You can’t call me that,” she says, her hand still holding tight to the armrest of the passenger door.
“What should I call you, Mrs. Linden?” he laughs. “Come on, baby.” He reaches his hand over to her thigh. “It’s just me!”
Mrs. Linden considers his hand creeping up her thigh the way someone might watching an ant crawl there. Her free hand clasps onto his wrist and freezes it. But does not remove it. “Tyson,” she breathes. “I don’t think you should call me that either.” Her tongue stretches the corner of her lips. “I’m just Corinne, okay?”
“You my baby,” responds Tyson. He forces his hand up her thigh a bit further. She wears a mid-thigh-length sleepwear thing all dark satiny blue under her walk-with-husband wool-sweater jacket.
“I am,” she whispers back to him. “But you still can’t do this.”
“Do what, Mrs. Linden,” he teases her with his hand pushing against hers to feel yet higher up her thigh and now slowly twisting more toward the inner part.
“Stop,” she sighs, but she also leans back against her car seat and bites her lower lip. Her knees nearly imperceptibly part just a bit.
“I had to see you,” he says, leaning forward toward her face. “I’m dying inside.”
“You’re not dying,” she replies with her eyes closed. Her hand remains tightly clenched on his wrist but it’s also putting slight pressure on him to move further up, not down. “I told you not to come,” she intones. 
“I was driving, no way am I reading my phone while driving.” He leans close enough to smell her.
“Liar,” she says. She pushes her hair back from her neck and pulls it out the other side leaving herself exposed there to him, even tilting her head toward her window as though offering her neck.
He kisses her neck. She exhales deeply and squints her eyes tightly. “God Tyson,” she murmurs. He pushes the hem of her satin night cami up her hip to reveal her panties. “I wanted you to stay away,” she says. He traces his finger around the textured floral designs on the front of her panties and finds her lips with his and kisses her. She offers her mouth to him, allowing him to consume her, take her. “What you do to me,” she barely forms the words. She darts a glance out her window and up to the big dark window on the second floor and then reaches over to Tyson’s lap with both hands. She wraps them around his thigh the way you would grip an oar. “Just a little then, okay?”
“Okay Mrs. Linden,” Tyson says. He opens his pants and lifts his butt enough to slide them down just enough. She snorts out her nose with a wry smile and gathers her hair out of the way.
“You love teasing me don’t you,” she says.
He takes her head in his hands the way he would a basketball and pushes her down over his already-erect penis. “Suck it Mrs. Linden, you need to get good grades now,” he says.
“Such a bad boiee,” she says, gripping his cock and licking it, resisting with her neck straining his pushing on the back of her head. “Patience! You’re the student,” she says.
“He wants what he wants,” says Tyson, pushing her harder so her mouth is forced open, her lips forced to part, and her tongue forced out of the way. She moans both in protest and pleasure. “Yeah,” he groans in satisfaction, laying back in his seat. He doesn’t need to encourage her anymore. She’s taken over, bobbing enthusiastically in his lap, taking his penis deep in her mouth, grappling with it in there with her tongue.
His eyes are closed. “You fuck Mr. Linden tonight?”
She lifts herself off him. Her hair is a mess, her mouth is wet, her eyes are those of a predator in blood lust. “It’s none of your fucking business.” She goes back down on him with renewed vigor, lapping at his penis hungrily, noisily.
“I’ll take that as a no,” he groans.
She comes back up to his face, gripping his cock in her hand as hard as she can, but slowly pumping it too. She licks his face as a dog would. “Do you like to imagine me fucking Arthur?” she growls to him in her low, sexually aroused voice. “What if I had my mouth on his cock earlier tonight, would you like that?” she says, forcing her mouth on his mouth, her tongue onto his tongue inside. “You like that?”
He smiles without even opening his eyes. He chuckles.
“You’re a prick,” she says to him. “You know that?” She lifts herself over his lap and presses her hands into the back of the seat behind his head. “What if I did fuck him? He’s my husband, he gets to fuck me.” She grips his cock again and presses it against the front of her panties. “He gets to,” she breathes on his face. He smiles. “Asshole,” she calls him. She fumbles with her panties to push them aside. She draws the head of his penis against her soaking wet lips. “You like that?” she says to him. “You want that?” she says. “Fuck you!” she says, biting his lip, sucking on his tongue, and curling her hips forward so her pussy pushes onto and swallows his hard, beautiful cock.
“It’s what you wanted tonight, isn’t it,” she says to him, riding him now deep and fully.
“You know it babe,” he says, reaching around to help guide her hips onto him.
“You like to watch it?” she breathes hard on his face. “Why don’t you move my camisole out of the way so you can see what you do to me.”
He does. He can see his cock slowly get swallowed inside her pussy and come back out glistening and wet, juice everywhere coming out of her, frothing and white. “Yeah baby,” he says to her.
“Is this what you came for?” she says, leaning closer and tighter over him, hugging his neck, putting her mouth to his ear. “Baby?” she coos.
He too is having trouble breathing. “Thought you said we wouldn’t do this, was like everything up to but not including,” he got out between sharp, jagged breaths.
“I know how much you want it,” she whispers. “But you shouldn’t have come here,” she says. She begins bucking her hips against his hips more violently, the slushy sucking sound of sex filling the car and mixing with the smell of her.
“I needed you something bad,” he says to her, pushing and pulling her hips. The feel of his veiny cock, his oversized head, his unexpected length, is causing her to pulsate, to shake.
“Say that again,” she whispers in his ear that she nearly engulfs in her mouth. She curls her hips tighter, thrusting at him with her whole body.
“What,” he whispers back. “That I needed you something bad?” he moans in her ear.
“Oh god Tyson,” she says, her voice vibrating. Her body begins to spasm unevenly.
“I wanted you all day, I wanted to fuck you so much Corinne.”
“Baby,” she sounds like she’s crying. “Call me Mrs. Linden again.”
“I love fucking you Mrs. Linden,” he says, almost out of breath, like he had to try hard to squeeze it out of his lungs.
“Fuck,” she says. “I wanted to fuck you so bad too, Tyson,” she says, before she moans, tears at the hair at the back of his head and nearly bites his ear off.
His hips push her up so fast and hard her head is rammed into the ceiling of his car. She can feel herself inside flood with hot cum. “Baby,” she whispers, holding him tightly as he spasms over and over, shooting into her so much it floods out. When he finishes, she kisses him gently. She is amazed at him and she giggles. She rolls off him and bites her finger. She lays in the seat beside him looking over at him like a woman possessed, all her limbs splayed open, her pussy open and soaking, her panties all pushed to the side, her cami spotted with cum.
“Shit!” he says. He’s looking up through the top of the windshield. She languidly follows his gaze until she sees the master bedroom curtains lit up.
“Fuck!” she whisper-shouts. She dives out of the car and leans back inside her open car door. “Go baby, Go!” she shouts in a whisper, but she also kisses him passionately on the mouth, smiles, and says, “That was awesome.”
He rolls his rumbling car back out of the driveway and peels away. She crosses her arms in front of her, closes her eyes, and can’t bear to turn around or look up.
What’s going to happen? How much did he see from up there? What possible things could she say to explain? She curls her tongue in the corner of her mouth as she bends herself over her chest and makes her way to the front door. She can’t resist a glance up to the window. She just sees the curtains fall back into place. “Fuck,” she says to herself. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she says, before biting her bottom lip hard, squinting her eyes, and pulling open the front door.
She goes in the way she came out, slowly, carefully, quietly, closing the doors behind her like she still needed to sneak it. Let’s follow her inside, shall we? Yes!
She removes the wool sweater coat and puts it back in the closet. Look, she spots a file folder of papers on the hall table. Marking. Always with the marking! She picks it up and carries it to the kitchen table and stands there with her hands on two chair backs staring at it. She opens the folder to reveal the stack of student papers inside. The kitchen light comes on. She doesn’t turn, she knows it’s Mr. Linden —Arthur — also a professor just like her.
“What the hell?” he says.
“I don’t know,” she says, shaking her head.
“Who was that?” He pulls his belt around his robe tighter and leans in to see down the hallway and the porthole window in the front door as if someone might still be there.
“One of my students of course,” she says.
“The fuck?” he says.
“Paper’s due today. He thought he had to get it in like right now.” She shakes her head and looks at him.
“That’s crazy, what, in the middle of the night?” He screws his face up disbelievingly.
“I can’t believe it either, Art,” she says. “How would he think he needs to get it in like that?”
“Obviously he’s late already, the next day isn’t going to make it any worse,” he says.
“I told him that.” She purses her lips. “He tries hard. He doesn’t have a lot of natural ability though. I think there are gaps in his growing up, you know?”
“One of those,” he says. “You know we disagree, but it’s not for everyone, Corinne,” he says.
“I know you think that.”
“The trades are there for them,” he states.
“He wants it so bad though.”
“What, you’re developing a soft spot for another one of them now?” He shakes his head at her and turns to go back upstairs. “To think he came all the way over here just to get a paper into you,” he snorts. “Not a lot there,” he says pointing at his own head. “I don’t even have to read his paper to see that.” From the top of the stairs, he says to himself but loud enough for her, “White man’s burden.”
She curls her lips between her teeth and lets him go with it. This is hardly the time to fight that old fight, not with Tyson’s cum dribbling down her leg, or staining the front of her blue camisole, which he also failed to notice.
The Linden’s have evidently done well in academia. That is an exquisite cast iron garden atrium on the back of their house. Arthur is groaning as he pushes up from his seat. Corinne is reading a book and he taps her shoulder and she pets his hand and smiles up at him through eyes struck by rays of golden sun. It’s a lovely Sunday afternoon. A few moments after Arthur disappears inside, there is tapping on the glass outside. It’s Tyson! Corrine spins around to see if Arthur is in range and then frantically waves her hand for Tyson to be gone. “Not again!” she frets under her breath.
Tyson continues poking around the outside of the atrium trying to discover where the door is amidst all the tiny lead-lined glass windows. Corrine rolls her eyes and slips outside, shutting the door behind her, glancing over her shoulder again, and then taking Tyson’s arm in her hand and marching him around the flagstone path to the side of the house.
“What in the world do you think you’re doing!?” she shouts in a half-hushed voice.
“Thought you’d be glad to see me,” Tyson says with that infuriating smile of his.
“Not at my house! With Art right inside! Are you crazy!?” she pushes him further down the path in among the tall hedges where there is a park bench, some chairs, and a fountain.
“Crazy for you, Mrs. Linden.” He tries to bring her hand, still clamped to his forearm, to his lips to kiss, but she yanks herself free.
“You can’t keep showing up here!” she shakes her head at him.
“But baby,” he says, “I missed you and you don’t reply to my texts.”
“That’s because my husband — my husband! — is right beside me!” She presses her palm to her forehead. “This has all been a mistake.”
“Oh, now I’m a mistake to you?” He puts his hands on his hips.
“No, I don’t mean you,” she sighs with exasperation.
“Well, what did you mean? Maybe you don’t think I belong in your world after all.” He takes a step back from her.
“No Tyson,” she closes her eyes and tries to reach out to his arm again. “That’s not at all what I meant. I am trying to help you.”
“Help me? Bitch, I helping you, last time I looked. I don’t need nobody helping me!”
“Please don’t Tyson,” she says.
“Maybe I just go through the front door on my way out and you can be done with the trouble,” he says, and he starts walking toward the atrium. She tugs at his arm. He yanks free and says, “I know what you meant. I always know what people mean, you think this the first time I get it thrown in my face?”
“Tyson no, please don’t do this.” She tries to grab his arm but he pulls free. She grabs it again. He yanks it out of her hand.
“I embarrass you,” he says.
“No, Tyson. That’s not it.”
Oh no! Look who has come out the open atrium door now! If it isn’t Mr. Linden! What’s going to happen now?
“That’s not what?” says Mr. Linden’s booming voice.
Without skipping a beat, Tyson, looking right in Corrine’s eyes, says, “The place where you keep the blowers and garden tools and watering stuff.”
“Of course it isn’t,” barks Arthur. “Why were you taking the hired help around this side?” He rolls his eyes at his wife and points harshly the way back. “Garden shed is out the east side of the house,” he says to Tyson. To Corinne, who is also following, he says, “Why do you try to do these things without telling me, Cor? Good grief, I can’t have thieving breaking out around here on top of everything else!”
Corrine says, “Of course not.”
“What was your agreement with him, how many times a month is he expected to be here,” Arthur says over Tyson’s head to Corrine. “Talk to me.”
Tyson looks at Corrine and before she can answer, he says, “She tole me twice a week, Sundays and Wednesdays.”
Corrine looks at him with her eyes bulging out.
“Twice a week. That’s good. That’s okay. I guess we can afford that,” Arthur chuckles. “In here lad,” he says, reaching in his pocket to fish out a set of keys he uses to open up the shed. Inside, there are four antique classic cars, a boat, two motorcycles, a snowmobile two riding tractors, and a heap of other equipment in a “shed” with more square feet than most houses.
Tyson stands at the threshold with his hands on his hips and he whistles. “You a collector,” he states.
“Don’t get any funny ideas,” Arthur says to him. “Your interest is on this half of the shed, see the tools? I’d be surprised you even knew what you were looking at on the other half.”
Tyson squints. “That one be a ’54 Mercedes SL 300 Gullwing.” He whistles again. “And that there is a Shelby GT350, I’m going to say ’69.”
“’68,” Arthur corrects him and looks him up and down like it was the first time he sees him.
“’68, okay. Nice.”
“What’s that one there?” Arthur challenges him. Corrine looks down and smiles at her feet.
“That’s the one you’re going to let me drive your beautiful young wife in one day,” says Tyson matter-of-factly.
Arthur chuckles at his bravado. He looks at Corrine and back at Tyson. Then back at Corrine. She is looking away, like she doesn’t want him to see her face. We can see it though. It’s beet red. And she’s smiling and biting her lip. That boy!
“Nobody drives my ’68 Chevrolet Camaro ragtop,” Arthur chuckles again. “With or without my wife,” he says. “But you dream big. That’s good. Your ride is there,” he says, pointing at the tractor mower. “Wednesdays, not Sundays, I can’t stand the noise. Nothing with a motor on Sundays, yeah?”
“No problem, Mr. Linden.”
“What did she tell you we want done around here anyway?” he says.
“I’ll look after that,” Corrine says. “We were just going over those details, I can explain it to him, Art. I was showing him the hedges and the other jobs need doing.” She gestures with her head for Tyson to follow her back out of the shed.
“Wait a minute,” says Arthur. Both Tyson and Corrine freeze. Arthur pulls his keys out of his pocket. “You’ll need this one for the shed.” He works the key off the key ring. “I’ve got another inside. You know your cars, so I know you won’t steal one, you know the kind of trouble you’d be in just looking at one of those too long.”
“You got me there,” Tyson fake-laughs with him, taking the key. He nods at Corrine who leads him out to the yard.
“I like it not hearing you and not seeing you,” Arthur says to Tyson. “It’s nothing personal, just you get your work done, I get my work done, and you’ll see Mrs. Linden to get paid.”
“Aright. That works perfect for me too,” says Tyson to Arthur. He and Corrine stroll back to the fountain and benches.
She grabs his wrist. “What do you think you’re doing!? You’re not the hired help!”
“Baby,” he says to her. “Just think a minute.” He brushes the back of his finger across her cheek. She tries to pull away but she also kisses it when it touches her lips. She peers around him to ensure the coast is clear then takes his hand back to her face and kisses his palm. “Why would you do this?”
“For you, baby, for us,” he says, and he slowly wraps her long hair in his hand around and around.
“Don’t,” she says, but she doesn’t stop him.
“I know what you need,” he says to her. He uses his control of her hair to make her turn around.
“Stop this!” she whisper-shouts.
He takes her wrist in his hand and she fights him but not strongly. He bends her arm behind her back and rubs her hand on his crotch.
“We can’t do this,” she says, but her hand grabs him there and she uses her fingers to outline the bulge in his pants.
“We can do this every Wednesday and Sunday from now on, baby,” he laughs. “And you gonna pay me for it too.”
“It’s his money,” she sneers. “He’s the one paying you to fuck me.” She pushes her ass backward into the front of his pants.
“Show me your studio,” he says.
“No,” she replies, bending and contorting under his strength and rubbing against him all over.
“Show me,” he says again. “I make love to you there.”
“Tyson,” she says to him. “We can’t do this.” 
“Where is it?” he says to her.
“If you just stop pulling my hair I will show you!”
He turns her around and pulls her hair to make her face come up to his. He lets her go just as both their arms go around each other and they press their hips together while both dip away with their backs. “You gonna be the death of me, girl,” he says to her.
They kiss long and deeply and finally when they come apart, she says, “Not if you kill me first.”
“I stab you in your studio,” he says.
She shrieks. “Promise?” and gives him a coy look over her shoulder as she turns and starts leading him by the hand to another part of the property.
Behind a garden is a glass-walled low squat old brick building. She leads him inside — the door isn’t locked. There are canvasses all over, coffee cans stuffed with brushes, jars of colors everywhere, and photographs hung on lines like car dealer flags.
“So this is where the magic happens,” he says, gazing around.
“This is where frustration happens,” she says, gazing with him as though trying to see it for the first time through his eyes.
“It’s a nice studio, Mrs. Linden. It’s a nice place for doing some painting.” He continues looking in all the corners like he’d been transported to heaven.
She hugs him from behind and presses her body against him and her face, sideways, against his shoulders. “It’s my sanctuary,” she says.
He turns around but stays inside her hug. He carefully brushes her hair from her face and kisses her again. “I can feel your heart,” he says.
“Funny,” she says, “I can feel something entirely different.” She laughs and squeezes his crotch.
“You have a one-track mind.”
“And you didn’t come here to fuck your professor?” She presses against him so hard he stumbles backward and she walks with him pressing him all the way till he bumps into one of her broad, wooden tables. He spins out of her grasp so that she is now backside up against the table. He lifts her by the waist so she ends up sitting on the edge of the table. She tussles her fingers in his hair. “He thinks you’re the help,” she said.
“Ain’t I being helpful?” he says, beginning to undo the buttons at the top of her cotton dress. She lets him as though she doesn’t even notice. “He ever come in here?”
She sucks in her lower lips and shakes her head. She smiles and widens her eyes at him. “Never,” she says.
“That’s too bad,” he says. He pulls at the shoulders of her dress to reveal her bare shoulders.
“Why’s that, Mr. Cott?” she says, opening her legs to wrap them around his hips.
“You a different person in here.”
“You noticed that.”
“Lay back, baby,” he says.
She does as he says. “I feel at home in here.”
“I can see that,” he says, reaching up under her skirt to carefully and slowly wrap his fingers around the waist of her panties. He lets her raise her hips so he can slip them off.
“Do you think you own me,” she says to him in a way that makes it sound like a real question.
He leans over and kisses her legs where they are exposed from the bottom of her dress and pushes the dress up inch by inch to expose more of her legs, kissing all the way. “A little part of you, maybe.”
“You’re honest,” she says staring at her ceiling, noticing how the beams intersect and spread out. “You’re right as well. You usually are.”
“Then why ain’t I getting As in your seminar?” He kisses the tops of her thighs.
“Because you refuse to do the work,” she answers him casually.
He pushes her dress off her hips and kisses her between her legs. She sucks in a sharp breath through her teeth. Her fingers find the edge of her work table and she grips it hard. He licks her again there and says, “You gonna give me another chance?”
“Shut up and do your work,” she says to him.
We can see them from outside through the dappled reflections in the big sheet of glass from the flower garden, but just barely. We can hear them too, or rather her, but again, just barely. What we can see is the back of his head moving rotationally between her raised thighs, and what we can hear are gasps, cries, and moans.
Before long, it’s Tyson who is laying on his back all over her work table and Mrs. Linden is straddling his hips and moaning and pumping on him moving her back as though she were waves sliding over a lake. “Baby,” she keeps saying to him. His hands are massaging her breasts — she loves that.
There’s a rap on the wooden barn door. They freeze. She looks terrified and he isn’t far behind.
“Corrine?” they hear Arthur call. He’s slid the door open but hasn’t come in. There’s a partition wall blocking a direct view, but it isn’t much.
“Yes dear,” she says even with Tyson’s penis buried inside her to the hilt. She clenches her eyes to focus.
“What’s that young fella’s name we hired today to help around the place?”
“Oh,” she said way too high-pitched. “I think maybe he said it was Tyson or something?” She bit her lip and looked down at Tyson below her, who started slowly massaging her breasts again.
“Interesting fella. Knows his cars.”
She didn’t want to give away that she knew that about him and also that he knows considerably more about them, their engines, their history, their lore, and their value than Arthur would ever know. “He seemed to know your cars,” she agrees. She moves slowly on him, rocking back and forth. His cock rubs her pussy walls. She gapes and tries hard to open her eyes on Tyson’s.
“Where’d you find him?” Arthur calls from the door. He refuses resolutely to come into her studio, she knows he won’t even peek.
She leans over Tyson and begins moving on him again. “Oh you know,” she smiles at Tyson below her, “a colleague recommended him.” Tyson smiles up at her and pulls her down closer so he can take her breast in his mouth.
“Let me know when he’s back, will you? I’d like to ask him something.”
“Okay dear,” she says with her voice cracking. He pauses listening to whether she’s okay.
“Okay,” he tries with his head tilted trying to hear what that sound is.
It’s the sound of Tyson’s cock deep in his wife’s pussy that is so wet she is slushy on him. Hearing nothing more, he lets the weights pull the door closed again and meanders across the lawn. He turns halfway to look into her large glass window. But he wouldn’t see much from there.
“Baby, you’re bad,” she says riding Tyson.
“You bad, I ain’t even married.” He pushes up and rolls over on top of her. He spreads her legs with his arms planted on the tabletop and he pushes his wet and red cock into her.
“Oh god,” she cries out. He pulls out and pounds back into her. She moans out loud and bites on her knuckle. “You’re so good,” she squeezes out. He begins to pump into her heavy and fast. Her head begins to thrust side to side and she cries out, “Tyson!” Her meandering husband appears lost out in the middle of the vast lawn when she experiences another of those bone-crushing orgasms that Tyson gives her. The orgasms that make her unable to refuse him.
“This is the horse stable someone converted,” she says to Tyson as they sit on a couch and smoke a joint in her studio.
“Perfect then,” Tyson says.
“It hasn’t been used a lot,” she says. “But there’s an entrance in the garden wall that allowed the servants to come and go by the lane behind.”
“I could park out there and visit whenever we wanted,” he says.
“You could,” she agrees. “You could.” He nods and she smiles at him through dilated and glassy eyes. “You have something, you know, Tyson?”
“I got a load of trouble is what I got,” he says.
“I know about that,” she says. “I know. I’ve been thinking.” She passes him the joint. She looks at him for a long time as though considering him.
He laughs nervously. “What?”
She smiles and looks at the joint in her fingers. “You’ll never guess what’s behind the back of my studio.”
“A tied up tiger who’s going to eat me first time I come through that wall,” he says.
“No,” she says. “A servant’s cottage.”
“What,” he says, “over there?” He points with his hooked thumb.
“It’s a mess. It’s dirty. It hasn’t been used for a long time. But it’s got a tiny kitchen. It’s got a tiny bathroom. Everything’s working.” She smiles again conspiratorially.
“I couldn’t,” he says. “No way.”
“It solves a couple of problems for you though doesn’t it,” she says. “Come look at it, at least.”
It looks like an antique English cottage and is nearly invisible under the branches that have overgrown it. Its door is an old wooden door that creaks open into the main room. It only has two rooms, plus a bathroom so small he has to crouch and can hardly even turn around. But it has a tiny tub. He tests the water. It runs gloriously and clean. The bedroom has a bed and a window. The window is set into the wall that looks out into the lane that runs behind the property.
“We could make love all over this place,” he says to her.
“We could,” she smiles and laughs.
“I can’t afford it,” he says.
“Don’t be silly. Mr. Linden doesn’t need money. And he’s not even going to know you’re here.”
“You ain’t even gonna tell him?”
“You’re my secret garden gnome.” She comes up behind him and clasps her arms around his waist. “It’s close enough to your work, isn’t it?”
He looks out the window that barely offers any view at all it is so obscured by leaves. “S’pose it is.”
“When do you have classes? Which nights?” she coos in his ear.
“Got your Wednesday nights. Monday nights and Thursday nights too.”
“I’m also Wednesday nights,” she giggled.
“Imagine that, what a coincidence.” He runs his around her waist and pulls her against him. Her dress is still open and her naked body presses into his.
“I’m also Monday nights. I can drive you,” she says. “Drop you off around the corner from the bus loop so no one sees,” she says.
“Only ever need my car to get to school and to come see you,” he says.
“I know.” She kisses him. She reaches down to squeeze his cock. “Doesn’t that solve a couple of your problems right there?” She runs her hand over his stomach and then his chest. “In the time it would take you to get your stuff and move out of that godforsaken hole you call home now I could have this place cleaned and tidy for you.”
He doesn’t even tell anyone at home, he sells his car, he loads a bag with all that he owns, including his brushes and knives. Monday after their class, she says, “Wait at the exit of the parking lot by the gate. When I stop to check out, you jump in.”
“You don’t want to be seen with the hired help,” he says to her in the vacated hallway of the old-world vine-covered academic building.
“I don’t want to be seen with a student, big difference,” she says at him with squinted eye and pursed lip.
She slows and turns into the leafy lane. “Can you remember where it was?” she says.
His hand rests on her thigh. He looks around like everything is new. “It’s a different world, Mrs. Linden.”
She parks and shows him the nearly invisible door in the old brick wall. She shows him how to reach over the top to pull the wire that unhooks the latch. “High security,” he says. “Good to know.”
She pulls him by the hand through the overgrown path that winds around an old hoary oak tree to the barn door of his new cottage. She squeals and blushes. “I can’t wait for you to see it now,” she says.
She pulls open the door and steps back to let him enter. He has to duck his head to clear the low doorway and heavy beam in the jamb. She reaches past his shoulders to flick the light switch on. “It’s just here,” she whispers to him.
Inside, Tyson puts his hands on his hips and slowly spins around. He whistles as though marveling at a great piece of art. “It’s more than perfect,” he says to her.
“I know!” she says, climbing inside and closing the door behind her. “It’s cozier than I realized, once I tidied it up.” She beams around the tiny place with pride. “Look in the fridge,” she says.
Tyson looks at her with suspicion and edges over to the tiny fridge. Inside, it is teeming with cans of his favorite beer and fresh vegetables and cheeses and sausages. On the door is a bottle of champagne. He picks that up first and looks at her inquiringly.
“That’s for after you make love to me for the first time in here,” she says.
“That’s not now?” he says with a smirk, reaching out to try to grab her.
“No,” she says lightly. “I’m tired, I’m on early tomorrow, and Art will wonder where I am.” She kisses him on the nose. “But soon, baby,” she says. “Enjoy,” she adds, slipping out the door and gently closing it behind her.
Tyson looks around his new lodgings. It’s wooden everywhere, small and low, quiet and tiny. Little windows are covered in leaves. It smells of moss, pipe tobacco and wine. He finds blocked in under a shelf a small cast-iron pot-bellied wood stove. He notices a tiny door behind the little couch. He opens it to find it leads into her studio and closes it. Two little lamps give the cottage a golden glow. He peers out the tiny windows over the kitchen sink into the lane or as much of it as can be gleaned through the wet dripping foliage — it had begun to rain lightly. He pushes his face against the pane to see up and down the lane. He turns and leans against the sink and surveys his new space again. “This be about the most private spot I ever seen,” he says to himself out loud. “And quiet,” he marvels. His family’s place smells of fire, blood, and fish, and sounds like murder and mayhem throughout the night.
The bed is old and lumpy but the sheets are fresh and the duvet heavy and light at the same time. He giggles everything is so tiny. He sleeps more deeply and soundly than maybe ever in his life. In the morning, he crouches into the bathroom, ducks for a shower, and makes toast from bread she put in his fridge. He navigates to the bus stop as easy as she said it would be. Where previously he stretched his days out as long as possible on campus before returning to his place, now he rushes home as soon as his last class is finished. He finds the door in the wall to enter the garden from the lane and winds around to find through the foliage his barn door to his cottage. Everything is as he left it — another marvel. He goes back outside to poke around the perimeter of his new abode. He finds on its south wall a clearing lit on fire by the sun hitting the old sagging red bricks of his cottage, and wispy thin grass and dry ground, dry enough to lie on, or to sit on, leaning against his wall with a book. He dashes back inside and comes back out a moment later carrying his simple, homemade easel. He sets it open on its three feet firmly into the ground and steps back.
As though appearing by magic, he spots an old weathered table shoved into the surrounding thicket and pulls it out, placing it near his easel. He admires it — a perfect work table. A glint catches his eye and he probes into the dark thicket again. It’s a fender, and then a headlight in a fender. The shape is distinctive but he dares not to dream. He pulls dead branches off and clumps of decades of leaves and forest debris. Finally, he steps backward and almost trips and falls. He pushes his hair back from his forehead and exhales through puffed cheeks. “Fuuuck…” he breathes in. “Is that a ’62 356B?” He steps toward the back end and wipes his hand over the space between the engine vent and the license plate holder, carefully, softly, revealing the “Porsche” nameplate. He leans close to fog the chrome letters with his breath and polishes it with the sleeve of his hoody. “How did you get here?” he says low and rumbling.
He goes back inside and begins googling. There’s a tap-tap on his old door. He freezes. “It’s just me,” he hears muffled from outside the door. It’s Corinne. He gets up and opens his door to invite her in.
“You have a key,” he says to her.
“I know. I respect your right to privacy though, it’s your space.” She pulls out of his fridge the bottle of champagne, showing him the label.
He looks at it and up to her. It means nothing to him. “I’m not used to it,” he says.
“You’ll like it, I promise,” she says, filching through his cupboards to get worthy glasses.
“I mean having my space, my own space, respected.”
“I know,” Corinne says. “So try to get used to it. Because you deserve it. Everybody deserves that.” She hands him the bottle. “Do the honors?” He takes the bottle and stares at the loop of twisted wire. She steps close to him and shows him how it comes off. “Now press your thumbs on both sides.” She laughs. “Now push.” The cork pops and ricochets around the tiny cottage kitchen. Tyson ducks and yells. Corinne kills herself laughing. He’s embarrassed but she can’t stop laughing though she tries hard. “I’m sorry, babe, but the look on your face!”
She pours. “Come to bed,” she says.
“It’s like 4:30,” he says.
“I know,” she smiles over her shoulder. In the bedroom, she lifts his t-shirt off over his head. He unbuttons and peels off her arms her light cardigan. She undoes the belt buckle of his jeans. He unzips the back zip of her tight red skirt and shimmies it down over her ass and off her legs. She opens the buttons of his jeans and pulls them off his legs, crouching down in front of him. He opens her blouse top, light and silky and white, and folds it after it floats off her back. She hooks her thumbs in the waist of his shorts and squats slowly kissing a trail down his chest and stomach, taking them off his feet. He reaches around to hug her but also to unclasp the hooks of her black bra. She lets him go long enough for the straps to slide down her arms. She pushes her hands and fingers through his hair and comes close to his ear to whisper, “Yes.” He slides his fingers inside the waistband of her black panties and pushes them down and off. They press their naked bodies together and he begins to rock her. She laughs a slow languid laugh and then draws a serious look on his lips and moves in for a kiss.
He steps back and she steps forward with him till the back of his knees touch the edge of the bed and she helps him lower himself while she comes down on top of him. They shimmy up together keeping their kiss going the whole way. They didn’t close the barn door of the cottage and Mr. Linden thinks he hears intruders at the back gate in the wall. Corinne raises herself over Tyson and he runs his hands all over her torso that moves on him like ripples across a lake. She grips his cock reaching down between them. Arthur finds the gate secure but sees the rustic old cottage has intruders. Corinne says, “Baby,” as she presses the head of his cock up and down her wet pussy. “I’ve waited for this.” Arthur picks up an old rusty shovel that rests against the wall of their cottage and he peers through the open barn door. Corinne lowers herself, she smiles, and she takes Tyson’s cock inside her. Arthur creeps into the kitchen with the shovel raised over his head. His breath is hard and his eyes are wide. He can hear sounds in the bedroom. “Oh baby,” he hears, “Fuck me good?” Arthur slides sideways to see around the angle of the door. He can see bare flesh on the bed. He squints and can make out Tyson’s head. He purses his lips, lowers his shovel, and makes like he’s going to storm into the bedroom. But he stops short. It’s his wife’s voice he hears. “Yes, Tyson, baby, fuck me so good, yes!” His jaw drops and his head leans forward. He cranes his neck to see. He watches the back of his wife’s head as she goes down on Tyson’s face to kiss him, to swirl on him, and to grind on him with her whole body. Stunned, Arthur watches without watching. He stares without seeing. He listens without hearing. Corinne rides on Tyson like a carnival ride. She is panting and crying out his name as though in a state of delayed orgasmic crash. Arthur raises his eyes and meets Tyson’s eyes and they stare at each other until Arthur turns, puts the shovel against the fridge and leaves the cottage. Corrine orgasms in full on Tyson and collapses onto him. 
They catch their breath and she laughs but Tyson is in a thoughtful mood. “You okay, honey?” she says to him.
“How long have you lived here?” he says to her after they both bunch their pillows up behind their heads. She sips her champagne from a coffee mug and he sips his from a tall water glass.
“Not long,” she replies thoughtfully.
“Like, two years, ten years?”
“What are you getting at?” she says, rolling sideways and running her palm over his stomach and chest.
“I have to show you something.” They wrap themselves in sheets and he takes her by the hand around to the other side of the cottage. It’s still daylight out. They’re naked but for their sheets. She gasps at his plein air studio. “Oh, Tyson! It’s beautiful!”
He looks over his shoulder and waves her off with his hand. “Not that, this!” He pulls a branch aside. She bends and squints but shakes her head with a confused look on her face.
“This is incredible, what you found here,” she says, meaning the easel and table again.
“That’s a Porsche 356B,” he states, letting the branch fall back into place obscuring the treasure behind. She smiles at him sympathetically and shrugs. “I’m guessing you don’t recognize it.”
“He would never have come back here. And anyway that smelly old thing looks like it’s been dying in there for decades. We’ve only lived here three years.” She leans against him and takes the sunshine on her face. She drops her sheet and spreads it on the grass. “Come down here with me,” she says. She shades her eyes with her arm and crosses her knee over her leg. Birds chirped up and down the lane over the wall and wildflowers abounded.
He stands over her admiring her naked body a minute before dropping his sheet and kneeling between her knees. “What are the chances though?” he says, kissing a trail of tiny kisses from her knee up the inside of her thighs.
She breathes out. “Of what, baby.”
He touches his lips to hers, down there. She gasps and squeals lightly. “He collects vintage cars and by far the best one he owns is out back rotting away.”
“Like his wife,” she says.
“Mm?” he asks. He licks between her puffy lips making her legs fall open and her head push back.
“Nothing,” she whispers in. “Oh Tyson,” she gasps. “That’s so good, right there.”
He teases her, he moves on her everywhere but where her attention is focused, and he very slightly enters her with his finger. Her pelvis curls and her back arches as though her body were snaking him into her. Her fingers grab at the sheet and twist yanking up grass from underneath. The sunshine is warming and the stillness of the air and the silence make her high. Tyson remains focused on her, moving both infuriatingly and deliciously close.
“Baby,” she exhales. “You’re going to make me . . . . “ she manages to cry before her back arches deeply and her groan rises over the treetops and down the lane like an echo from another world.
They sit leaning against the bricks of the cottage wall. “Your lucky day, I guess,” she says to him, biting the skin on his arm.
“It’s his car,” Tyson says.
“He doesn’t even know about it.”
“But it’s on your property. I can’t just take it.”
She shakes her head and smiles and brushes his hair away from his face and shades her eyes from the sun to look in his eyes. “I give you permission. It’s my property too.”
“I’m going to fix it up for him. Then I’ll give it to him, a present.”
“Why on Earth would you do that?” She shakes her head in disbelief.
“Because I took his wife,” he says.
She looks at him a long time before finally saying, “Yes you did.” She brings his hand up to her lips and kisses the back of it. “Yes you did,” she repeats.
Wednesday, Tyson pokes into the shed. He keeps his eyes down and away from the cars in there. Behind him, the light from outside dims and he hears the door close. He turns around to see Mr. Linden standing there. He’s fuming, he’s breathing hard, and his bottom lip is visibly quivering.
“I know you’re fucking my wife!” he blurts out.
Tyson looks down and away. He puts his hands behind his back and grips the edge of the workbench. “I know you know,” he says in a low voice.
“How long have you been fucking her?” Arthur shouts again.
“Not that long,” Tyson replies quietly.
Arthur stands shaking and clenching his fists for several minutes and Tyson looks up at him and away several times. Finally, Arthur says in a loud, commanding voice, “You will do it discreetly! You will not do it in the house! You will not be seen at the campus together!” He turns and walks into the closed door that he then steps back from, opens, and steps out, slamming it as hard as he can, but it still makes no noise because it’s padded around its edge.
Tyson exhales. He waits fifteen minutes before coming outside with sheers and stopping at the first hedge he comes to. He manages to make one cut before Corinne comes flying out the atrium door. She grabs his arm and drags him without looking at him all through to the back of the property to the cottage. Her eyes are watery. She stands Tyson up against the wall beside the barn door. “You told him? You told him!” she shouts at him.
“He saw us, Corinne,” he says.
She slaps his face hard. “Who told you could tell him? Don’t you know what that would do to him!?”
“He’s okay with it,” Tyson says.
“Of course he’s going to say that, you fool.” She paces back and forth on the ground with her hands on her hips peering through the shrubbery up to the house.
“No really he is, believe me, I know how this works,” he says, trying to calm her with a touch to her back.
“Don’t touch me!” she scowls.
“This happens a lot where I come from, I seen it lots,” he says to her.
“What are you talking about?! What are you talking about?!” she says, punching him on his chest.
“Guys like to know the pecking order,” he says.
She looks at him like he began speaking Korean.
“They fight when they don’t know. When they know, they settled.” He tries to rub her back again. “Guys don’t care where they are in the pecking order, they care if they know where they are, that’s what matters. That’s what keeps you alive or gets you killed: not knowing. You’re safe if you know.” He takes her in his arms and makes her face him, but she keeps looking away. “He feels better now. He knows where he and I stand. He’ll be okay now.”
“What the fuck are you talking about?” she steps back from him.
“He cares what his fellow apes think of him at the faculty club, around the campus. That be his jungle. I won’t mess that up for him. But here at home,” Tyson peers through the leaves toward the house. “Here, now he knows. We don’t have to fight.”
“Babe?” she says to him. “You’re not making sense.”
“Gonna clean that car up for him. Make it run for him. He can get it all restored all he wants, but I’m going to make it go nicely.”
She shakes her head.
“You think he’s going to be all hurt, he’s going to leave you, he’s going to do something crazy.” Tyson takes her hands in his. “Listen to me, babe. You go back up there, you smile, you kiss him, you act like you trust him, like you love him. You let him know he’s safe which you.”
“What are you saying, I don’t understand anything that you’re saying!” She pulls her hands away from his.
“You’ll see. You act like everything is fine. You let him act like everything is fine. Everything will be fine.” He nods at her. “Just one thing.”
“What? What?” She frowns at him barely comprehending.
“He don’t get to fuck you no more, you mine now.”
“I’m not property!”
“No baby, I don’t mean that. I mean in the world between boys. He understand this language.”
She shakes her head. There has been too much to take in.
“If you fuck him, he’ll be confused about the pecking order. That’s how you have conflict. If he reaches out to you, if he tries to touch you, all you got to do is say, No, and he’ll understand. He will want to test it. If you let him have it, then you going to have a fight. If he tests it and finds that its true, that the pecking order is the way he thinks it is, we done. There is no fight. Everybody happy. All he wants is not to be shamed in front of his clan. I respect that. But baby?”
“What? This is so crazy.”
“If I call for you?” He makes like he’s pressing buttons on a phone. “You come to me, anytime day or night. That’s how he gonna learn.”
“What do you mean?” She shakes her head squinting at him. “What do you mean?”
“Anytime I call you, or even I make a gesture, even if it’s right in front of him, you come to me, you walk over to me, you understand that? That’s how he learns, that’s how he stays happy. It makes it clear to him and trust me, I know the jungle, they all the same. Guys don’t mind losing, what they get mad about, what they always fight about, is not knowing if they winning or losing. This is how he knows.”
“I have to go back in.” She looks longingly at the house.
“I know baby. Remember what I said, if you want things to stay peaceful.”
“You’re crazy, you know that?”
“I know that baby. Hey,” he says. “Don’t go back just yet.” He squeezes his crotch.
“What, you want that now?” She is incredulous.
“Especially now,” he says.
“I don’t understand men,” she says, going down on her knees. He leans against the outside of the barn door.
“He needs to smell me on your breath when you go inside,” he says.
She opens his pants and strokes his cock in front of her face. “You’ve turned me into your sex slave,” she says.
“I’m not sure about our pecking order, you and me,” he says as she takes him tentatively at first into her lips, before mashing herself down his shaft all the way to make herself cough and withdraw it.
“I’m on my knees sucking you off and you don’t know where you stand with me?” She says, taking him in her mouth again. He leans against the wall and closes his eyes and leans his head back.
“That’s right baby, just like that,” he moans.
She bobs on him and reaches around behind his ass to encourage him into her mouth. He feels big and powerful to her. She swirls her tongue around his shaft and sucks hard to make him cum. It doesn’t take long. She knows his triggers. His hands grip her head and she takes him deep as she can. He spurts hard into her throat. Cum gushes from her mouth and dribbles down her chin and onto the breast of her dress.
She stands up leaving his cock hanging out of his pants. “I suppose you want me to go up there with your jism all over my chin,” she says.
“No, no need for that, that would just be humiliating to him. We wipe you up,” he says, using his sleeve. She lets him, closing her eyes.
“What about that,” she says, pointing at the stain of cum on her top.
“We leave that. That’s what’s called being discreet. He’ll appreciate that you wiped my cum off your mouth before kissing him. The spot there tells him you had my cock in your mouth.” Tyson turns to go inside his cottage. He watches Corinne move through the shrubs. She turns and gives him a sweet flutter of her fingers goodnight in the dusk light of early summer.
Tyson pushes the car out of the thicket into his clearing and borrows, unbeknownst to Arthur, tools from the shed. Corinne lets him use her credit card numbers to order what he wants. New tires, new bulbs, some special tools, everything he needs. Behind the car’s hiding place completely obscured by vines is a car-wide gate in the wall. He clears the way. He is a genius with engines. When he hot-wires the Porsche, he has no doubt it would turn over and fire up with that distinctive angry tinny sound. He backs it out into the lane and drives it to the auto detailer.
“You gonna get that all painted up nice?” the admiring car cleaners say.
“No way, nuh-uh,” Tyson nods at it. “I like them like that, like old faded blue jeans.”
“You got a point there,” one of them says.
“Sides,” Tyson spits, “She ain’t mine.”
Inside the car, the old leather seats come to life. The dashboard sparkles. The stick shift feels smooth. The paint is blistered and faded silver. But the new tires give it a perfect look. When the correct morning comes, he pulls it out of his hiding spot and drives around to the front of the house. He crawls up the driveway knowing Mr. and Mrs. Linden are in their atrium with books and coffees. He turns the car off — he knows how much Arthur will love turning it on — and leans on the horn. He stays on it till the Lindens, pissed off, emerge from the front door.
Corinne looks down and away pursing her lips when she sees who it is that is making so much racket. Neighbors are out too, through opened front doors. Arthur steps toward him angrily not noticing the Porsche yet. Tyson steps sideways and gestures toward the kinetic sculpture.
Arthur glances, opens his mouth, and points his finger at Tyson, then looks again at the Porsche. He glances at Tyson and back at the Porsche again. “That,” he says.
Tyson smiles and nods.
“That is, what? A 356?”
“356 B.” Tyson looks at it adoringly. “’62.”
“What are you doing with it?” He can’t take his eyes off if.
“I’m giving it to you,” Tyson says.
Arthur looks at him with his head tilted and his eyes screwed up. Tyson dangles the keys from his fingers. “Wait till you hear it,” he says to him smiling mischievously.
“Where is it from and why are you giving it to me?”
“I’ll tell you where it’s from at another time, but I’m giving it to you, well, because that’s what you get in this deal.”
Arthur steps over to the car and leans on the door to peer through the open window and marvel at the interior. “What deal is that?” he doesn’t look at Tyson.
Tyson dangles the keys again till he looks and he tosses the keys to him. Arthur catches them and stands up looking at Tyson confused. Tyson pivots to Corinne and gestures with his head for her to come over. She tries to look away but when she looks again, down and sideways, he gestures again. Arthur follows Tyson’s gaze and looks at his wife. She shakes her head and falls forward on her toes with her hands tightly clasped behind her back. She begins to edge toward Tyson tentatively on her tip-toes. She looks up at him from behind her fallen hair with her eyes big and her mouth tight, but in a slight smile, too. When she reaches him he doesn’t take her in his arm until she presses directly against him, facing away from her husband buried in Tyson’s shoulder. He wraps his arm around her body tightly. “Go on then,” he says to Arthur, “Turn her on.”
Arthur looks at the front seat of the Porsche and back at the head of his wife buried in Tyson’s chest and shoulder and back again to the Porsche. His hand creeps to the handle and he pulls the door open. Tyson lubricated that as well — he knows all the right spots to make it good. He looks back at Tyson who is stroking Corinne’s hair. “Go on, get in, turn the key, she’s yours.” Arthur looks in the distance a moment like someone doing mental math before climbing in and sitting down. He looks all around marveling at the interior. When he looks back out the window, he sees that Tyson has taken his wife’s face in his hands and is kissing her. Arthur pushes the key in and twists it. The motor fires up responsively. He touches the pedal and the car rocks with torque. He looks over his shoulder again and Tyson is walking with his wife in his arm up toward the front door of the house. She is looking toward Arthur now, at him in his car. “Take her for a spin,” Tyson calls over the roar. He plants a foot on the front step of the house. “Go for an hour, yeah? An hour!” He points at his wrist to make sure Arthur understands. He does: he nods. As Tyson stands at the top of the stairs with both his arms around Corinne’s body, she rises on her toes to kiss him passionately on his mouth. Arthur finds reverse gear with only a little grind and eases the panting Porsche back out of his driveway. As he sits in front finding first, he watches Tyson with his hand grab Corinne’s ass and keeps watching as the couple disappear inside his house and close his door. He revs the motor, drops the clutch, and squeals the tires up the street in a fury of sound, smoke, and gravel.
She turns to him in the front hall, rotating inside his arms. “That was brave.”
“Nothing brave about it. Unspoken code.” He guides her with his arm around her toward the stairs.
“Where do you think you’re taking me,” she chuckles. She pauses at the base of the stairs. “You’re kidding, tell me you’re kidding.”
“He said we had an hour.”
“You told him to go away for an hour!”
“Did he say no?”
“Tyson, it’s wrong.” She takes a stair. “This is too much.” She takes another stair. He barely nudges her and she takes another stair. “What do you think you’re doing?”
He turns her so she is stepping up the steps backward and he undoes the buttons of her top. She doesn’t stop him, she just exhales in a sigh as though there was no point in fighting him. When at the top, she steps up the last three and he goes down on his knees to work her panties off her toes. She says, “Baby” on her inhale, the sexiness of it all is too much for her. She twists her tiny gold necklace in her fingers and bites on the tiny cross that hangs from it. She giggles a bit as she teases him back, stepping backward just out of his reach.
She tries to steer into one of the guest rooms but Tyson smiles and says, “Uh-uh.”
“Tyson! No!” she says when she understands his intentions.
“That be my bed now,” he says, pushing her naked body backward through the threshold of the master bedroom door. She grips both sides of the jamb and resists him. He drops down to his knees and begins kissing her belly, the tops of her thighs, and the region between.
“You’re not playing fair,” she says. She relents and steps inside. Again, she protests even while stepping backward toward the big beautiful bed. “This is wrong and I won’t do this.”
He walks on his knees into her till her legs hit the edge of the bed. He kisses her right beside her pussy lips. She shivers and tries with little strength to push his head away from her hips. He wraps his hands around the back of her ass and pushes her hips into his face. She gasps and pushes her fingers into his hair. “Okay then,” she says, “Just this once, and only for a minute!” She lifts her body into the bed. “You’re going to have me anyway, I might as well enjoy you and make myself comfortable.”
“That’s the way,” he says to her in a low rumbling hear-whisper.
She giggles and pulls her pillows under her head. “He,” she starts but she pushes her finger to her lips.
Tyson gently parts her knees and leans in to kiss her too lightly on the top of the inside of her thigh. “He what?”
“Nothing,” she whispers.
He uses his lips to press and nibble on her lips. She begins to pant. Her hips begin to shake in little rolling tremors. “He what?”
“He doesn’t do it like you do it,” she says rolling her head back, driving it down into the pillow. “Ugh,” she cries out when his tongue emerges to just graze her lips. “Tyson!” she cries in a whisper when he licks up and then down. She grabs his head and she raises her hips to mash him into her there. “Fuck Tyson!” she groans out loud. “That’s good.”
Tyson makes tiny circles both light and heavy on and around her clit. He plays with it, he dangles it with the tip of his tongue, and he sucks on it lightly between his gently pressed lips. Her fists pound the bed and her breathing grows jagged and hoarse. He keeps doing what he’s doing around and around and around, pressing harder and pressing lighter, going faster and going slower, until she can’t hold back anymore and arches her back, raises her shoulders off the bed and presses her elbows down hard. She nearly faces the headboard upside down and stops breathing. When she comes, it sounds like someone falling off a cliff.
While she recovers, he climbs up between her legs and sucks on her nipples even while his cock, long and hard, dangles nonchalantly between her thighs. She tries to wait for him, she tries to let him lead, but it’s too much, she is rising too fast again, and she grabs his cock, his thick, hot, hard and soft-skinned cock, and she raises her hips to him greedily and forces the head between her succulent and swollen pussy lips. He remains still on his hands and knees and she raises her ankles over his back and locks her feet to give leverage to her hips to rise up against his, plunging his cock deep inside her pussy so wet it pushes out in a torrent. She fucks him upside down, pumping against him forcefully. He rolls them over so she can ride him the right way up. She pounds herself onto him hard as she can and it still doesn’t feel like enough. She hears her voice but cannot control it or believe it. She is like a banshee, like a witch, crying out in the depths of abandonment to pure bodily pleasure. She wants to fuck him inside out, she wants to take him so deep he comes back up her throat, she wants to have him so thoroughly they become one fucking itself.
She pants, she cries, and she howls, crying out his name, urging him to “fuck me harder!” and “cum inside me, baby!” She moans long and loud. “Oh god, Tyson, you’re making me cum again!” she whimpers. Arthur hears that and closes the front door to spare the neighbors. He creeps down the hallway toward the stairs. “Tyson, baby, you make me feel so fucking good!” she cries. Arthur rises a few steps and leans against the wall of the stairwell. “Baby!” His wife cries louder. “Fuck me!” Arthur leans against the wall halfway up. “I’m coming again!” he can hear his wife yell from behind his master bedroom door. He fidgets with the Porsche key in his hand. “Ohhhh!” he can hear his wife cum. “Yes baby,” she cries out. “Yes! Ohh!” Arthur closes his eyes and grimaces.
A half-hour later, Arthur is awoken from slumber by the sound of his wife giggling and Tyson’s deep voice teasing her. He can hear their footsteps approaching. He scrambles up from the stairs and darts around the edge of the stairwell into the dark storage room there. He looks back out through the crack in the door and sees that he forgot the keys on the stairs.
Tyson is leading Corinne down with his arm around her and they are kissing all the way. He sees the keys and steps on them so she doesn’t see them. “Where he keep his special car keys?” he says to her.
“Oh no you don’t,” she laughs.
“That’s worse than what we just did?” he bumps her hips with his hips.
“In the cabinet on the wall by the door to the shed,” she says shrugging.
Tyson opens it and examines them before choosing one. “Come on,” he says to her.
“It’s too much!” she demurs.
“I told you, this is how it has to be. This is how he is settled. He needs to know this,” he says.
She gapes and rolls her eyes and goes with him through the door into the shed. Tyson touches the clicker and the shed door opens up. He pushes a button on the key chain and the Chevrolet Camaro roars to life. “Sweet,” he says low and privately.
“I don’t think so,” she tries to pull back.
“Get in darling,” he says, “We going for a ride!”
She gives in again and climbs in the passenger side. Tyson jumps over the door without opening it and lands in the driver’s seat. “Open your legs, baby,” he says to her. She does. He rubs her and slides a finger into her. “You’re so wet, baby.”
She looks at him with defeat. “Of course I am, Tyson. What did you think?”
He slams the car into gear and squeals the tires leaving the garage. He gets to the end of the driveway and drapes his arm over the back of the seat and around Corinne’s shoulders. She moves over to the middle of the seat to squeeze beside him. He looks further over his shoulder at the front door of the house. Arthur is standing there. Tyson lets his sunglasses fall over his eyes, makes one slight wave of his hand and nods.
He waits, staring back at Arthur. “Let’s go,” Corinne moans, nervously squeezing Tyson’s upper thigh. “I want to give you a surprise.”
Still, Tyson waits, staring behind him. Corinne notices him staring and turns to see at what.
“Oh shit!” she seethes and tries to slink down in her seat.
“No worries,” Tyson mumbles. He’s still staring at Arthur. He nods again. Finally, Arthur nods back. “There it is. There it is,” he repeats. He turns to face forward again and smiles. He slides his foot to hold the brake and the gas at the same time and digs a hole in the gravel of the driveway before releasing the brake and shooting off down the street in a blaze. Arthur goes inside, closes the door, and goes to the open key cabinet. He hangs the Porsche key where the Camaro key used to hang and closes the cabinet.
Late the following morning, Corinne finally comes through the shrubs and across the lawn and back into the house through the atrium door. Her husband glances up when he sees her coming toward the house in the morning light but returns to his reading and his coffee. She pauses to pet his shoulder as she passes him, and finding she has nothing to say either, she goes to get a coffee for herself. He turns a page of his book and so, seeing Tyson outside his cottage peaceful as well standing back from his panting in the clearing, we softly fit the roof back down onto that handsome house.
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One day my wife whined, “There’s nowhere to go after work! We need to unwind, but it’s freakin’ 2 AM!” She worked at a fitness club popular with bar and nightclub workers because it stays open very late. She fits right in — young, fit, hot and friendly. I agreed the in-law suite in our basement wasn’t going to be used anytime soon and might work for her and her buddies after work.
“Also, honey,” she said with a peck on my cheek, “If you please don’t come down when I’m with my friends?”
“What, I’m an embarrassment?” I was confused.
She can make a very seductive and coy expression. “No, baby, hardly!” she pouted. She wrapped her hands around my waist and squeezed me tight. “It’s just — you know, it’s hard to unwind and be myself if I think, you know, you might walk in.” She tried hard to make me understand. She nuzzled my neck with her lips and darted her tongue in my ear. But I was still confused.
“Okay,” she said, stepping back but holding both my hands out with her arms outstretched. “Say you have your buddies over for a poker and scotch night. You okay with me joining you and your friends?”
“No.” I had to agree. I saw her point.
“But I don’t trust you now!” she laughed and hugged me.
“I won’t come down, I promise.”
She licked me under the ear and her hand pressed on the front of my thigh. She knew how to win. “I won’t be able to relax though,” she murmured in my ear. “And I need to relax, baby!” she moaned. “You know what I mean?” She stood back again. “It’s hard enough keeping up the crazy schedule.” She squeezed my leg. “I need it.”
“What are you saying, like a lock?” I pushed her back from me and screwed up my face.
“It already has a lock, I think, I checked yesterday,” she blinked at me innocently. “Can’t you just turn it around? And then give me the keys?” She laughed. But she was also serious. She got her wish.
The first night she drew late shift, she texted me to say she was coming with “a few friends.” When I was all the way upstairs in our bedroom, I could only hear if she had the music up too loud. Otherwise, I had to put my ear to the basement door or even go down to the adjoining laundry room or my workshop to really hear much.
“I guess it works,” I told her when she was up the next morning.
“Really? You can’t hear anything?” She had such an excited smile on her face, like a kid at Christmas.
“If the music isn’t that loud. And if that one friend doesn’t start shrieking again,” I nodded.
“Love you!” she squealed, and she wrapped her hands around my neck before strolling back upstairs texting on her phone with a “mission accomplished” grin on her face.
Sometimes I was woken up at 2:15 or so by car doors and voices in the driveway. But Clarissa got that looked after. She’d finally come to bed around 3:30 or so. Uber rides sometimes came at 11 AM or so the next day. “Slept over,” Clarissa would explain. “We’re always so bagged, and anyway, sometimes my girlfriends drink too much! So what? It’s fun!” she kissed me on the nose. But soon, I also saw guys in the morning skulking down the driveway to their Uber shielding their eyes from the bright light of day.
I didn’t say anything. She’d roll her eyes at my paranoia if I did.
One night I woke up on one of her work nights and noticed Clarissa wasn’t up from downstairs yet even though it was nearly 5:00. I went to get a drink of water and went down to the kitchen for a fresh glass. I thought I heard music which was also odd. Curious, I put my ear to the basement door and listened. There was indeed music, but it was on quietly.
By noon the next day, Clarissa wasn’t up from downstairs yet. I heard a car out front but by the time I peeked out the curtains, whoever it was got inside and closed the door. One person or more, I didn’t know. It was another half hour before Clarissa came up the stairs. I caught her as she darted laughing down the hall and rounding up the stairs up to our bedroom naked carrying her last-night club clothes in a bundle clutched to her chest. “Clar!” I called.
She squealed. “Can’t, naked!” she stated the obvious. “Shower!” she shouted from the stairs. She was finally downstairs a little later in her bathrobe glumly searching around for coffee pods.
“You never even made it up last night,” I said, pulling out a stool at the kitchen counter.
“No,” she replied not looking at me and offering no elaboration.
“You slept down there?” I said, making a question out of an obvious fact.
“Yeah,” she nodded.
I followed her to the den and sat on one of the easy chairs facing the sofa across the coffee table from her. “Enough room down there?” I asked. “For all the guests?”
“Yeah,” she squeaked out with her mouth inside her mug where her eyes were locked as well.
“What, you got, like, the sofa,” I said. “There’s the bedroom.”
“Jeez, Cody!” she frowned at me. “I just woke up. Do you have to ask me everything?”
“I’m just trying to get the picture, Clarissa.”
“I think when we agreed to that being ‘my space,’” she quotation-marked her fingers, “and you not coming down there, that included not questioning every second of every moment I’m in there with my work buds trying to unwind so we can get to sleep!” She shook her head with frustration and left the den.
I called after her, “Trying to unwind,” I said, “I get that.”
“Do you?!” she shouted on her way back downstairs. I came over to the top of the stairs and opened the door there just in time to see her glare back at me over her shoulder and close her door at the bottom — and lock it.
I began to set my alarm on those late work nights to wake me up a little after two so I could sit downstairs in the living room in the dark with the curtains open just enough to see who was coming in. Usually, Clarissa came home with one or two female friends, but also one, two, or three guys too. They’d come up the driveway pushing and shoving and laughing with Clarissa laughing too but trying to shush everyone. I could hear them come in the private entrance downstairs and then I’d hear more laughing and squealing and then music come on. Always, I could hear Clarissa’s voice, laughing but also trying to shush people. It paid to count what I saw coming in because what I saw going out when the party was over about an hour later was not always the same number.
On one of those nights, I saw most people leave after a little more than an hour, but we were still up one man by my count. I crept to the basement door. I heard the music get turned down but not off. And wouldn’t you know it, that was also one of those nights when Clarissa didn’t make it upstairs for another hour or two. At least it wasn’t like that first time when she didn’t emerge until noon the next day. I pushed my ear hard into the basement door, but I didn’t hear any talking.
The next morning, I said, “Hey Clar,” draining my voice of all inflection when I saw her in the morning.
She gave me a hug from behind, nuzzled my neck with her face, and said, “I’m so lucky to have an understanding man like you.” She was dressed in her bathrobe and smelled so fresh and clean I tried to nuzzle her back between her breasts. But she wrapped her robe around herself tight, pulled away, and said, “Nuh-uh!” and laughed at me.
I pondered her backside as she stood there examining the open fridge. “What do you mean?” I said, trying to be as nonchalant as possible and avoid sparking her ire again.
“Hmm?” she turned around poking the tail end of something into her mouth.
“How am I such an understanding man?” I asked. I didn’t look up. I made as though I was reading my phone and just making morning-coffee small-talk.
She stared at me long enough I had to look. “I was thinking,” she started. “Sometimes I’m afraid of waking you up when I come up so late.”
I shook my head. “I don’t mind. It’s nice to have you back in bed,” I smiled.
“Yeah but,” she tilted her head sideways. “It’s not really fair to you is it.”
“I really don’t mind,” I tried to make clear to her.
“Yeah, you say that,” she smiled and kissed my nose again. “But I’m pretty sure you don’t like being woken up.”
“Seriously,” I insisted.
“Honey. You give me so much. The least I could do is respect your sleep those nights I draw the late shift.” She twirled the tail of her robe sash. “Maybe those late ones, I stay down there?”
“That’s really not necessary,” I countered.
“But it’s no problem,” she said. “I think it’s best. I’ll just put some things down there, some toiletries, and then I’m not disturbing you just to come up and go to bed.”
I opened my mouth but she pinched my lips shut. She shook her head in my face and chuckled deep and low. “It’s okay baby,” she whispered. She turned my stool, spread her legs, and straddled my thighs. Her robe opened up enough to show me her panties — I didn’t recognize them, and I would have, they were black lace with a bright pink bow. She wrapped her arms around my back and pulled me tight against her chest. “I respect you so much.” She kissed my mouth. “I’ll sleep down there just for you.”
There was no arguing with her once she had her mind made up. The next time she worked late, I was caught off guard and didn’t have my alarm set. It was almost 3 when I woke up. It was the sound of a car door shutting — people leaving? I had no idea if anyone besides my wife was left downstairs. I crept down to the main floor and edged my way over to the basement door. I didn’t want her coming through without warning and catching me sneaking around. I got a glass I could use as an excuse. “I was just getting water,” I could say.
I crept to the basement door and put my ear on it. I could hear music that was turned low, but nothing else. I listened till my neck was sore and my ear felt flattened. Curiosity, however, wrapped its tiny tentacles around my limbs and began ever so slightly to tug me toward the basement doorknob. Already my mind began to race and my heart began to pound. I imagined I could get down the stairs to my workshop and maybe listen against the wall there, if I was careful, and if she came out to go upstairs, she wouldn’t find me right outside her door. But at the same time, she wouldn’t find me in our bed either. I decided that if she did come out and go upstairs, I would have time to get to the living room where I could set myself up with a book on my face as though I wanted to read and fell asleep there. A good plan!
I stepped gingerly down the basement steps keeping my feet to their edges to avoid any creaks. Halfway down, I heard what either was a short shriek of laughter or one of the stairs creak. I froze for a minute. Just as I decided it was a step that creaked and I began to move forward again, I heard it again. This time it was unmistakable. My heart pounded.
I made my way past her door and through the laundry area to my workshop. I stood in the near-total blackness and breathed deeply. I tried to steady my shaking. I still had the glass in my hand. I very carefully placed it open-side against the wall and slowly brought my ear to its base. And I listened.
I could hear the music clearly. I could also hear noises I wasn’t sure wasn’t the house itself clicking the way they settle or the heating vents ticking. It could have been anything in the walls — drains with water in them, outside breezes brushing branches, some faucet somewhere dripping. Just when I was convincing myself I was going insane listening intently to a tap dripping, I heard Clarissa laugh. And then I heard something that made my heart stop: “Mmm,” her voice moaned. “That’s good,” I heard her voice say. She squealed in a quiet way, the way you would if you were right beside someone.
I pulled my ear off the glass but kept it tight to the wall. I exhaled a large puff of air bulging my cheeks. My mind raced through plausible explanations. She was playing a game on her phone. She was texting or talking with a friend on the phone. She was rubbing her own neck. For all I knew, she might have been masturbating alone. I took a big breath and tried to tell myself I was crazy. But I put my ear back to the glass and listened some more.
I heard that ticking or clicking sound again. Then I heard my wife’s voice one more time, in a low indecipherable murmur followed by a little chuckle. And then I heard it: a male voice. It was just one word but it was clear, distinct, and certain: “Yeah,” all drawn out and low.
What the fuck!? My jaw hit the floor. Then I heard my wife squeal again. I heard more murmuring. And then I heard that ticking sound louder and my wife’s voice moaning louder too. It was a little higher pitched as well. I tortured myself and forced my burning ears to listen. I pressed my head against the glass harder and I tried to see with my mind what it was I was hearing. The ticking sound was speeding up. I also heard my wife’s moans become more frequent and higher pitched. My heart was ready to pound right out of my chest and my hands sweated. My head was spinning like a tornado and I worried about falling down. I heard the sound a vacuum cleaner makes when you pull something off the tube and I heard my wife’s voice again. It said either, “Poor lilting rose” or “You’re getting close.” My eyes bulged.
Then I heard his voice again: “Yeah baby.” There was no ambiguity in what the man said. What I heard next is something I will never forget. I heard Clarissa’s voice again, or at least her muffled moans, and I heard what could only be the man’s long, deep groan. And then I heard, as though surprised, shocked, or titillated, several very high-pitched moans in rapid succession. There next was the sound of shuffling, the sound of steps, and then the sound of the bathroom tap being turned on. After that, there was low, murmur-talking, a little more laughter, and then eventually the sound of the outside door opening and closing. I sped upstairs as quietly as I could and took a detour to the living room to peek out the curtains. A man waited at the end of our driveway on his phone, as one might for an Uber ride. I went back to the basement door and listened. The music was off. The bathroom tap was on and off, and then I noticed the slit of light under her door go dark. “Wow.” I exhaled till my lungs were vacant.
I crept back up to our bed. The experience utterly shook me. Unable to fall asleep after that and not knowing what to do, I pulled out my tablet to read but ended up on some good old porn. The irony was not lost on me that my wife was downstairs having just done something akin to what I was looking at on my tablet. I started stroking myself to an old favorite. It was a long, private, close-up blow job I had bookmarked and returned to a hundred times. That’s when it hit me. The ticking or clicking sound was familiar for a reason: It was the sound of a mouth sliding over a cock back and forth! “Oh my god,” I moaned out loud. That’s what that was! Clarissa was giving the guy head the whole time. That was one long blowjob, I reflected.
A husband should be mad as hell. A husband should storm down there and confront his wife. I should have been planning on kicking her out or leaving. I should have been packing, not laying in bed jerking off! But an undeniable fact stared me in the face: I was super-hard at the thought of what I might have heard going on down there. I couldn’t get the image out of my mind of Clarissa going down on a guy. Was she on her knees at the couch? Was she on the couch sideways crouched over his lap? I wasn’t even sure they weren’t in the bed. Or on the floor. Was she stripped down at all or fully clothed? Was he stripped down or did he just have his fly open? How did they get started? Was it their first time?
I had so many questions. But what I didn’t have was any anger, any disgust, or any sadness, try as I did to find it. I made myself cum. I couldn’t make myself stop, I was so turned on seeing her body, seeing her face, seeing her giggle and laugh and moan (especially moan!) with a stranger’s cock in her mouth. I went over in my mind what I remembered hearing. I realized I might have heard all of it, his eruption, her taking it in her mouth, even to the point of her getting up to dash to the bathroom with his cum inside her, or even more crazy, on her face, or on her tits. I exploded in my hand so hard. When I rolled over I realized that the next day, I needed to have a long think with myself. My reaction was not anything I expected.
She came up wearing a new nightdress. It wasn’t your usual teri-cloth bathrobe. Instead, it was dark-blue, shimmering satin thing that touched and outlined her body in all the most interesting places. It looked expensive and brand new. “Wow,” I said.
She downplayed it. “What?” she responded sleepily, getting her coffee pod, always her first priority.
“That looks pretty smoking hot on you.”
“Oh, this?” she sniffed. “I needed some things downstairs for when I have a sleepover,” she waved me off. “I told you.”
“You mean for when you sleep there,” I corrected her.
“It’s what I said,” she smiled with feigned confusion at me and passed me by, letting her soft, long fingers drag a smoldering trail across my shoulders. “I hope the noise wasn’t too loud last night,” she said, making my heart freeze. “Those goofballs get out of hand,” she added, making me exhale.
“I slept like a baby,” I told her.
“Mmm,” she moaned and she kissed my forehead giving me a glimpse down her front. My pulse skipped a beat again. I heard that same moan through the wall and the glass I held to it just six hours earlier. I tried to pet her breast but she gently patted my hand away like I was a minor nuisance and she snickered. “Shower time,” she announced. “I feel so dirty!” I buried my face in my mug and kept my mouth shut.
I kept a key to “her place,” a key she had forgotten we made when we were contemplating renting it out. I could hear the shower water from the basement so I knew when she’d be in there. I snuck downstairs when I heard it go on. I let myself in and closed the door behind me. I looked around. She hadn’t had time to tidy up from her little party the previous night. There were used glasses by the sink in the little kitchen and bowls with old chips in them. The couch was disheveled. I peeked into the bedroom. It had the look of where someone slept — unmade but not all torn up. I returned to the couch. The coffee table was displaced as though it had been in the way of something perhaps. One of the pillows of the set that we got for the couch was on the floor. The back cushions were displaced. Things happened here and contemplating it made me get hard again. I didn’t know why it would have this effect on me, but it did. I tried to get the imagery out of my mind of my wife on her knees right here, sucking on some guy’s knob just a few hours ago.
I didn’t help things. I sat where I thought he maybe sat. I opened my legs the way I imagined he would have, and I imagined Clarissa going down on me. I could see her in my mind’s eye laughing, murmuring, cooing, and moaning. I could see her experiencing on her face such fulfilling pleasure stroking a man’s cock into her mouth, and I could see her staying on him even when he tapped her shoulder to tell her he was cumming. I got my cock out of my pants, I just had to. Seeing her in my imagination taking his spurts in her mouth was too much. I arched and grabbed at the couch cushion and stroked myself harder and faster. My hand stretched behind me I was feeling so incredibly horny at the thought of her having so much illicit pleasure. My hand touched something foreign. I pulled it out. It was deep red, lacy, and hard to untangle. At first, I thought it was a shred of fabric from some project of hers. But when I stopped jerking and concentrated on it enough to straighten it out, I realized it was panties. And they were super-sexy panties too, ones that I hadn’t realized she stocked in her drawer. I opened them and looked inside. I smelled them. They smelled like her. I was so far gone, I was such a sick man, I wrapped those panties around my cock and I started to jerk off with them. My mind was blown: new sexy night clothes, new ultra-sexy panties. Murmurs, moans, and lies. I shot hard and long into her panties.
I was tempted to just leave them there all spoiled with my semen and let her figure things out. But then I rethought and went back and washed them out. Why? Because I thought this: If she knew that I knew what she was doing down here, maybe she’d stop doing it, or worse, do it somewhere else where I wouldn’t be able to hear. Because I had to admit something to myself in my shame and guilt: I didn’t want her to stop. I liked it. I got off on it. I couldn’t begin to explain it and nor did I want to think about why, but there was no denying the brutal fact that I wanted it again. So I, therefore, didn’t let her know I discovered her secrets. I scrubbed my cum out of her panties and shook my head. I shouldn’t have done that, I told myself, and I called myself an idiot again. Now they were wet. What if she came down to find them when she straightened up? Now I would have to hide them so she didn’t find them wet. I jammed them in my pocket. I realized just then that I hadn’t heard the water turn off. I could hear her steps coming down from the bedroom. I panicked and dove out of her place and into my workshop just when she rounded the top of the basement stairs.
“Cody?” she called.
“Down here,” I called back, getting the workshop light on just in time. My voice might have cracked in my nervousness. She started coming down the stairs. She was wearing her real bathrobe now and carrying her shimmering blue negligee. To put it back handy for the next time? I wondered.
“Oh!” she said passing by the workshop. I had my hands on some tools like I was thinking. “What you doing?” She bunched up her forehead.
“Nothing,” I said. “Just fixing something.”
“Fixing what?” She sounded so innocent.
“Nothing,” I tried to push her off again. I grabbed a random piece of wood and started hitting it with a wrench. Whatever.
She went to her door with her key. I looked away because I knew what was going to happen. She was religious about locking her door as though her suite was a private diary holding all her secrets. The door opened without her needing to twist her key of course. I closed my eyes facing away and clenched my fist around the stick of wood. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” my mind screamed. I could feel the electricity of her eyes boring into the back of my neck. She emitted the slightest “Huh,” and went in, closing it behind her. I breathed out and went back upstairs.
I wanted to talk to her about all of it. I wanted to tell her I figured out what she was doing down there, that I could hear it all, but I also wanted to tell her that I wasn’t sure I wanted it to stop. That I got excited listening to her. That her pleasure with sexual fulfillment and excitement was something I found, surprisingly, that I enjoyed too. A lot. But how does a husband start that kind of conversation? I wanted her to feel guilty and confess and then I could tell her I understand, that I accept, that I only want her to be happy and all that — and maybe tell her too that I listen behind the wall and jerk my cock red? The thought made my heart palpitate and my breath draw short. I pulled her hot little panties out of my pocket and examined them again. I could just imagine how she looked in those. And then it hit me: what were they doing coming off if all she was doing was sucking the guy off? My mind began to spin anew. At what point did they come off? Had he been touching her before I got down to the basement? My face flushed and my arms trembled. Or was her moaning because . . . . I nearly fainted at the thought. I realized what I had been hearing maybe wasn’t just the sound of her on him. There were ticking sounds and there were also clicking sounds at the same time. “Oh my god,” I moaned again. Was that why he was so quiet too? The thought of it made me clench my stomach.
I went up to find her later in the day. She was in the master bathroom. I tapped on the door. “Hey, Clar, can we talk?” I got myself all worked up and ready to at least start a conversation about things. She opened the door but didn’t come out. I leaned forward and peered in. “What’s up doc?” she asked. She was fixing earrings on her tilted head, large loopy ones. She had several rings on her fingers, a pile of clanging metal bracelets on her wrists, and what appeared to be a pretty nice gold pearl necklace I never saw before. I was stunned. I didn’t know it was a work night, but it also didn’t look like the usual work outfit either. She was wearing the sleekest, tightest red dress I was ever that close to. When she turned to face me, my eyes bugged out. Her top came down as far as her back. Her hair was all piled up in waves on her head with the sexiest wisps hanging down around her face. She’d put on make-up like she was a model. I barely recognized her and didn’t realize that when she wanted to, she could put on a look like that. She was always hot. But this? This was next level shit.
She saw my jaw drop and laughed at me. “Silly,” she called me and she brushed past me. The pencil skirt was so tight she had to walk in short steps in her skanky tall heels. I smelled her and nearly floated on the air behind her. Her ass was a fucking dream.
“You’re going out,” I managed to state the obvious.
“Didn’t I tell you? I thought I told you,” she said going into her closet. Her exposed back was entrancing. Her legs made me salivate. Her bared neck was exquisite.
“Uhhh,” was all I could say.
She leaned back out of her closet tying a scarf. I could only stare in disbelief. “Holy fuck,” my mind elbowed me hard in the ribs, “Is that your wife??”
She smiled and let her eyes close. “Industry night, babe.” She looked down at herself. “And it pays to impress at these things. What do you think?”
She twirled around for me slowly and let me gaze at her exalted beauty. Fuck I wanted to grab those breasts of hers. She giggled because I was so stunned. “What time is it honey?” she asked me.
“Uhhh,” I said again looking at my wrist that had no watch and then at my phone. “8:55.”
“Oh my god!” she squealed. “David’s going to be here!” She ran in her heels back into her closet. I tilted my head to the side, thinking, “David?” David, I repeated to myself. She came back out and saw me mulling the information. “Nobody you know. David, he owns my club. He owns a bunch of them all across this whole part of the country! Anyway, he’s my ride.” She went out of the bedroom door with a clutch and down the stairs.
“I could have driven you,” I said, following her down. I didn’t recognize the new purse.
She laughed at me. “I don’t think so, sweetie, but thank you!” She looked at her phone when it pinged and she giggled at it and thumbed a response while walking.
“Where is it?” I asked her. She didn’t hear me. She laughed at her phone again and then held it up above her body and stuck her tongue out and took a selfie. She looked at it, laughed, and typed again.
“What was that, honey?” she said to me finally.
She had stuck her chest out for the selfie. “Where is it?” I repeated.
“It’s just at one of David’s clubs, he closed it for a private function.” She looked out the front window then back at me. “He can just do that!” she squealed at me and put her hands on my chest and lifted a leg at her knee to almost kiss me, but not quite. She whispered, “Don’t want to spoil my lipstick,” and she patted me.
I had heard that squeal before, of course. A limo pulled up and she called out, “Gotta go!” She was out the door before I could reply.
“When . . . “ I began but she talked on top of me.
“. . . don’t wait up for me, hon, might be an all-nighter. Industry folks!” She waved with fluttering fingers and smiled nervously back at me as she stepped carefully down our front stairs in her tall heels. Before she got to the limo, a man in a tux got out of the back door. I heard her voice, “David!” She planted her hands on his shoulders, kicked her leg up behind her, just like with me, but she kissed him with her lipstick-lips right on his mouth. He gestured her into the back of his car. He turned and waved at me with one arc of his arm and climbed into the back of the limo where my wife went and he closed the door. The windows were blacked out. The car pulled away into the night.
It was 4 the following afternoon before I saw her again. She came in the front door wearing an off-shoulder t-shirt and great-looking torn faded jeans with new-looking sandals. She carried a shopping bag over her shoulder. When I peered down the hall at her, she was twisted around looking back over her shoulder and giving a long, lingering finger-wave at the same limo as it slowly crept backward crunching gravel out of our driveway.
She kicked the sandals off, saw me before turning up the stairs, and said, “Long night, hon. Gonna shower and nap.” I didn’t say anything. She left her shopping bag on the floor by her sandals. I crept over and had a peek inside. It was her dress from the previous evening, and heels and stockings and bra. There was also a flat box with a bow around it, about 10 inches by 10 inches. I studied the bow so I could retie it exactly and opened the box. Inside was a spectacular dark green dress. There was a little card on top of it. It said, “Pour toi mon amant. Til next time.”
I looked up the stairs at the open master bedroom door and the sound of the shower beyond.
I was at the counter on my laptop when she came down. “Good times last night?”
“You know it,” she said dismissively, searching for coffee pods.
“Lot of people?”
“Uh-huh,” she said, fixing the water.
“Tired?”
“Had a nap, honey,” she said, pecking my nose. I took her wrist in my hand and she stopped and stared at my grip until I let it go again, and she carried on her way to the den.
I followed her and just sat in silence.
“Oh!” she said finally. “David’s making me manager! Isn’t that great?” She raised her eyebrows at me and smiled widely.
“Of the club?” I creased my brows. She’d only been there a month.
“No! Even better! Of his office!” she sipped her coffee and returned her gaze out our window.
“Manager of his office?” I asked, unclear on how that could be.
“Uh-huh!” she smiled at me as though it were, in fact, a perfectly natural thing. “His regional office downtown.”
“Regional office?” I asked. “How many regions does he have?”
“Five, silly!” she said. “His real head office is in Manhattan, but that’s just a tiny group there. The regional offices do everything. He’s a genius, did I mention that? He lives in New York.” She sipped with a grin she tried to get off her face as though she were unintentionally remembering something.
“He sounds pretty successful,” I nodded.
“Oh you would not believe!” she grew all enthusiastic. “He goes around to his regional offices regularly, you know, just to check in. He’s a real plate-spinner, you know?” She pulled her legs up under her and her gaze drifted off into the green distance out our window.
“Was that who picked you up last night?” I asked.
“Of course, dummy,” she said. “He treats his special ones very, very well. Everybody knows.”
I nodded. I wanted to drop the hammer and end it. I wanted to stand up and take charge. I wanted to tell her she was out. It was over. It had to stop. Instead, when she said “Honey?” again, I only replied, “Yes?”
“Do you think . . . “ she trailed off. “Nah, forget it,” she shook her head and drank coffee.
“What?”
“No, you’d never.”
“Never what?”
“Honey,” she smiled demurely, “It’s unreasonable. I won’t.”
“Just ask me.”
She considered me long and hard through her squinting eyes. Finally, she said, “No, it’s not going to work.”
I sighed and tilted my head. “Just try me.”
“Okay,” she said. “Fine. Now that I’m regional office manager, I don’t really do that hanging out thing with the staff on late shifts,” she explained. She’d been manager for all of a few hours and her “buddies” were already “the staff,” but whatever. I nodded. “So, I don’t really use my place as an after-work party-place anymore.” I nodded unclear on where she was going with this. “So,” she clapped her hands on her thighs. Her robe opened and showed me her toned legs. I licked my lips trying to concentrate. It had been awhile. “You know how we talked about it being a place we could rent out?”
“A student place like,” I agreed.
“Well,” she hemmed and hawed. “No,” she corrected herself. “Forget it, forget I asked.”
“Asked what?” I was becoming impatient.
“Okay, “ she started again. “Like I said, David likes to go around and check in on his regional offices, like I said.”
I nodded, squinting. “Uh-huh.”
“Well, he and I are going to do a lot of work together from now on. I have a lot of ideas that he’s very, very interested in.” She nodded at me with so much seriousness on her face I nearly laughed. “Sooo. We need a place to meet, to talk things over, to plan, you know? When he’s in town.”
“Oh, I see,” I said.
“And then,” she clasped her hands and her eyes went up to the corner of the ceiling. Her voice went up two notes. “And then, I was thinking, why does he need a hotel room if we have a perfectly good suite in the basement where he and I would already be working till late into the night?”
She managed to get it all out without tripping and I was impressed. All I could do was nod.
She shook her head and made herself serious again. “Of course he’d pay. His company would pay. There would be no question about that!”
“Of course,” I replied.
“Even the cleaning fee,” she added.
“Cleaning fee?” I cocked my head.
“You know, how we said, if we opened it as a B’n’B, we could clean it ourselves and make extra profit on the fee?” She looked at me with her biggest most innocent eyes.
“Right,” I said. I remembered that part too. 
“But,” she hesitated. “I’m going to be so busy with my new management responsibilities.” She nodded at me. I wasn’t following. “So, maybe you get to keep all the cleaning fees yourself every time he comes!” She was suddenly chipper.
I breathed in deep and exhaled till my lungs emptied. I stared into the middle distance and held the arms of my chair tightly.
“Just think about it, honey,” she popped up. “It’ll be so much better!” she purred, leaning over to kiss the top of my head as she passed, or almost kissed it. She patted my shoulder. “Poor man,” she said almost to herself more than to me. She went to the kitchen before going downstairs. “You’ll get used to it,” she assured me. “He’ll only be here like once a month, maybe for a couple of nights.” She paused at the basement door. “He’ll pay you for me,” she said almost in a whisper her voice so light and soft.
“For you?” I asked.
“For it,” she corrected herself before pulling her robe around her where it had opened to give me a clean look at her bare pussy. Shaved, I noticed, completely. That was also new.
Two weeks passed. It was nice having Clarissa back on somewhat regular daytime work but there were long hours at her new office job. She often needed to make her rounds during the clubs’ evening hours. She was working hard. Friday came and she returned home early — even before I got home.
I found her downstairs. The door to “her place,” the new B’n’B for David, was open. As soon as I stuck my head in, she pushed an enormous bundle of sheets and pillowcases into my arms. “Wash!” she said. She laughed. “Guest is coming!” she called to me through the laundry in my arm.
I tramped with it to the laundry area and began stuffing it in. She came with more items — couch pillow covers, a small rug. “Honey,” she said. I stuffed the other items in. “I was thinking more about how we can make this work.”
I straightened myself up to face her wondering what the “it” was.
“I want it all to be fresh and wonderful for our special guest,” she explained, “but I only know he’s booking us the day he expects to arrive.”
I nodded and leaned on the filling washing machine. She was calling David a “special guest” now.
“But I’d be at work,” she stated flatly. I stared. “Maybe since you’re getting to keep the fee, and you can keep the booking charge too, I think that’s only right, anyway, David gave me a substantial raise for my new job, so you should,” she continued in her disjointed way.
“You want me to get it all ready for you?”
“You’re so wonderful!” she exclaimed and she did that kiss thing again with her bent knee and hands pressing my shoulder, complete with the near kiss. “Fresh sheets, pillowcases, and could you also make sure about the couch, you know?” she wrinkled up her nose. She began to climb the first few stairs without so much as a peep of agreement from me. “I have to get myself ready too!”
I said, “You’re just working, right, down here?”
“Uh-huh,” she said, barely hearing me. “Can you run the dishwasher too, Cody? Wine glasses, little plates, you know, the kind of things guests might want.”
“We don’t have guests, it’s just David I thought,” I pointed out.
She stopped and stared at me. “If you don’t want to try to make this work, David and I can make,” she paused, “other arrangements.”
I stared back at her. We held each other’s gaze for a long while, me holding laundry, she holding the banister in mid-stride up the stairs to make herself “ready” for David. A lot was communicated in that stare. And I was the first one to break it off. She resumed her steps up the stairs and said, “Okay then?”
I was defeated. “Okay then,” I agreed.
When I had made the suite as nice as I could with wine glasses out on the counter and pillows all arranged on the couch, I went upstairs. I tapped on my own bedroom door. It swung open a few inches. I caught sight of Clarissa in the bathroom, or rather, her round, perfect ass. I leaned in a bit more. She was wearing white satin panties, a white garter, stockings, and a white satin bra. She was leaning over the sink carefully putting on makeup. She looked incredible.
“Clar,” I said to her. I wanted to explain that I had listened through the wall. That I knew what she did with David in there. Maybe even tell her that I jerked off thinking about it.
“Not now, hon,” she called over her shoulder. “There’s a list on the bed. Do you mind?”
I looked. It was a shopping list — wine, specifying the label and year, but written in a hand not my wife’s — and a list of cheeses and crackers and olives and so on.
“Hon,” she called me again putting lipstick on her lips. She looked like a wet dream. “When you get back, do you think you could, like, prepare it, and then just cover it with cellophane for us?” I stared at the list. She came over to look at it with me, crooking her head. She had excitement in her voice. “Do you think it’s enough? Do you think he’ll like it?”
I looked at her in disbelief. But she misinterpreted my expression. “It’s not perfect!” she pouted. “What am I forgetting?”
I looked down again. “A board,” I squeezed out.
“What?” she said.
“A proper board to serve it on,” I said meekly.
“Oh!” she squealed. “You’re so much better at this than I am!” She left me there with the list and went to her closet. “Don’t take too long, he’ll be here around 5:30. We’re having dinner in!” She bit her tongue and stretched her face she could barely contain her excitement. “It’s a working dinner!” she squealed. “I need you to be finished and out of there before he arrives,” she said. “You know, like a real B’n’B, the way you and I like not having to meet the owner.”
I went to the door with the list in my hand thinking of where I would find the perfect charcuterie board for her and David for tonight on short notice. As I left, I saw her come out of the closet. She was wearing the dark green dress I had found inside the gift box earlier. She came up to me and turned around and lifted her hair off her neck. She didn’t need to ask. I found the zipper tag resting on her panties it went so far down. I pulled it up to her mid-back where it stopped. She fluffed her hair gently and turned around. She faced me standing a few inches away. Her breasts were pushed up. Her face was a photograph. Her perfume was intoxication itself. Her lips were glossy and parted slightly. Her eyes were charcoal lined.
I leaned forward to kiss her.
“No!” she shrieked. “Not for you!” She stepped back. “Just look, don’t touch, I put a lot of time and effort into this!” I looked her up and down. If it was possible, she looked even hotter than last time. I swallowed nervously she was so sexy. “What do you think?” she cooed softly.
“It’s fucking hot,” I said.
“Will he like it?” she asked in all seriousness. She was treating me like a best girlfriend before going on a date with a boy.
“Is that what matters?” I asked.
She grinned and blushed and looked away. “Don’t embarrass me,” she whispered.
“How am I embarrassing you,” I asked, unsure what she meant.
“You know,” she said twisting her head around behind her all quiet and bashful.
“I don’t,” I touched her arm.
She pulled away. “Yes you do,” she whispered. I reached for her hand but she clasped it to her neck. “Don’t,” she said. I grabbed her ass. She yanked herself away and scalded me with fierce eyes. “Not for you!” she whisper-shrieked.
I stared at her and she stared back at me. Just then her phone pinged. Without looking at it she whispered, “He’s landed.”
I kept staring at her. She said, “Please, Cody?” so quietly I almost didn’t hear her.
“He means a lot to you doesn’t he,” I said.
She bit her lip, blushed beet-red again, and nodded.
“I’ll go get the stuff,” I sighed.
She suddenly changed her entire demeanor and clasped me around the neck with her beautiful arms and nearly kissed my cheek. “You’re wonderful, you know that?” she purred. “David thinks very highly of you,” she said in my ear.
“You mentioned me?” I stood her back from me.
“He thinks you’re cute,” she said, and she squealed again and added, “You don’t have much time! Go!”
I sat in my car in the driveway and revved the engine high and banged my forehead on the steering wheel. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what she meant anymore. I didn’t want to be used but I tried to talk with her, I tried to bring things up. It just never seemed like the right time. If I was going to put my foot down and confront her and stop it, was this really where I was going to draw the line? After all that I had allowed to happen so far right in front of my eyes — not to mention things I’d listened to — was going to get groceries really the last straw? I took a deep breath and pulled my car into reverse. I didn’t know how to stop it. I couldn’t stop it. And deep down inside — not that deep even — I didn’t want to stop it. Her sexual excitement had infected me. It rubbed off on me. I felt down between my legs. I was hard as a rock. My wife getting herself ready for a man who she was going to do things with got me more aroused than I’d ever felt before. My heart pounded as I hurried through the store getting everything my wife wanted for her date.
I went into the love-nest when I got back and studied it for how it looked. I set up the board. I stocked the fridge and made sure there was fresh ice. I straightened the couch and arranged the pillows because I thought Clarissa and David might like to make out on the couch. I examined the bedroom in case she took him in there. I found a floor lamp in our storage and put it in the living room because it made much nicer light for them. I cleaned the toilet and wiped the faucets and checked them with my reflection. I ran upstairs to find my old phone. Clarissa tried to stop me to ask what I was doing.
“No time!” I shouted. I set it up in the suite with my best bluetooth speaker and found a good stream of soft beat-filled music for them.
Clarissa texted me from upstairs. “He’s here!” I took one last look around and straightened the rug and pulled the blinds. It was perfect. I slipped out the door, locking it on myself, and went upstairs. I found Clarissa at the front door. She was biting her nails with nervous anticipation. “How do I look?” she demanded.
“Fuckable,” I said.
“Mm, thanks, babe!” she replied. She pulled me to her for another near hug and near kiss, but stopped. “Wait, what?”
“Good babe, you look good.” I turned her to face the front door.
“I’m nervous,” she said.
“I know, babe,” I patted her shoulder. “Just relax.”
“Did you put glasses out for us?”
“Yes,” I assured her.
“Is the board on the counter or in the fridge? It should be out now.” She bit her lip.
“It’s on the counter.”
She tilted her head and smiled sympathetically at me. “You’re too good to me,” she purred.
“Go,” I said.
“Um,” she bit her lip again.
“What is it now?” I asked.
“Can you, I don’t know,” she looked down again.
“What?”
“Maybe put your TV on or something, and like, you know, leave it on?” She smiled sheepishly.
I looked over at the blank TV screen.
“In case we’re talking,” she nodded with sudden seriousness. “Proprietary knowledge things, confidential business information,” she nodded. “I don’t think you want to hear us,” she said softly, looking away. “You know, to cover up voices and stuff, I don’t know,” she explained.
“I won’t hear anything,” I said to her. “I was planning on playing games up here with my headphones on all night.”
“Aww, you’re sweet,” she kicked her leg up and hugged me loosely. “You’re awesome!” She turned to go out the door when David’s limo pulled in our driveway. “Okay, bye!” she said. She gave me a cute finger-flutter wave.
I grabbed her pinky finger as she stepped through the doorway and stopped her. “You’re not coming back up tonight, are you,” I stated.
The limo stopped and she glanced out the door and back at me. She pulled on her finger but I held her. She looked back out at the limo and bit her bottom lip. “I don’t think so,” she said so softly I barely heard.
“Sometime tomorrow then?” I asked nearly as softly.
She glanced again at the back door opening and back at the floor between us. She shook her head and made a murmuring sound.
I said, “What?”
She cleared her throat. “Not sure.” She looked left and right. “Maybe not,” she more mouthed than spoke.
I let her go. She said “Bye” to me the same way, with no voice. I closed the door but looked through the window. She skipped toward David when he stepped out of the car. She threw her arms around his neck and clasped her hands on the back of his head and pulled him down to her and gave him a long kiss on his mouth. They began to walk slowly together. She wrapped her arms and body around his arm and smiled up at him and laughed at something he said and guided him around the side of the house to the door to the suite downstairs. The limo eased back out of the driveway.
I poured a scotch and sat in the living room. I could hear laughter, both hers and his. I turned the TV on like Clarissa asked me to but I couldn’t focus on anything. I turned it off, drained my glass and poured another and went to the basement door. I opened it a crack. And then I opened it all the way and sat on the top stair. So what if she came out suddenly? That look she gave me at the front door when she said “Bye” put everything in clear perspective. She knew that I knew that she knew that I knew. I drained the glass and got a third one, no ice, no water, this time.
I could hear them talk. It was about business, mostly. I heard David compliment my charcuterie board and Clarissa tell him how wonderful I am “at things like that.”
“Maybe there’s room for him in the firm,” I heard David say.
There were long periods with no talking as well and I could only imagine why not. When it was interspersed with a laugh or a squeal from my wife, I didn’t have to guess too much.
My phone pinged and nearly sent me rolling down the stairs. It was Clarissa!
She texted me, “Hey, you there?”
I pondered it a while, staring at my tiny lit screen in the darkness of the stairway behind the door where my wife was entertaining her special guest.
“What up?” I finally texted back.
“You know what we’d like?” I could hear her giggle through the door while she was texting my phone. Was he kissing the back of her neck? Was he trying to grab her boobs?
“What?” I texted back.
“David says he’d love it if we could enjoy some of your scotch.” She knew I had a collection of fine bottles.
“It’s my private stock,” I wrote her.
“Come on, baby,” she wrote back. “I’ll make it up to you . . . “ she wrote.
I stared at the screen unsure what I was supposed to do or what to interpret of her three dots. My phone pinged again. “David here. What’s your best label?”
I couldn’t believe he was writing me directly. I had to wonder if Clarissa even told him she was married. I should have told him, I should have screamed at him, I should have gone down there and taken him on. Instead, I wrote, “I’ve got an ’08 Macallan.”
“I’ll give you $200 for it,” he wrote me back right away.
I spent $65 on it the previous month. I set my jaw and snorted out my nose. I closed my eyes and drove the edge of the phone into my forehead repeatedly. How could I do this? How could I help the man with my scotch while he was locked up with my wife at that very moment? I stared at my phone. I typed, “$300.” I knew the moment I pressed “send” I was owned. I pressed it.
A moment later it was obviously Clarissa writing me again. “Thank you so much, Cody. You’re a dear,” she said. “Just leave it at the door. Text me.”
I went to my cabinet. There it was, staring right back at me. I got it down and rolled it in my hand. My heart was pounding again and my stomach clenched. But I had already agreed, there was no backing out now. I closed my eyes, got my nerves under control, and went down the stairs with it. I expected to see three bills lying on the floor for me, but I realized how dumb that would be. Just as I was standing there wondering where exactly to leave the bottle so it wouldn’t get knocked over, the door suddenly opened.
“Hey Cody,” said Dave. “What’d we say?” He was dressed in a business shirt that was open a few buttons and missing the tie with his jacket still on. His hair was messed. He was taller than me, had a work-out chest, and hands that looked like they could crush mine. I wanted to die.
I got out “300?” with my voice weak and catching.
He chuckled looking at me through the top of his eyes — blue, steely — holding his stuffed open wallet in front of me. “What’s that, four, five hundred percent mark up for you?” He nodded and smiled wryly at me. “You made out like a bandit, bro,” he said. I saw past him into the living room area where my wife was relaxing on the couch, still dressed I saw, with her legs crossed and sipping wine. She was looking away. He pulled out three bills and looked at me again. There was an awkward silence. He pulled out a fourth bill and said, “Delivery fee, for being such a sport,” and he shoved the money into my pants pocket and took the bottle out of my hand. He rolled it over and studied the label. “Nice!” he murmured and winked at me. He turned and closed the door behind him. He pressed it shut with a click and I heard the lock turn. I breathed again and shoved my hands in my pockets and felt the money there.
I went upstairs and paced through all the rooms. I didn’t know if I felt better seeing him up close and noticing that my wife had pretty good taste — he was a good looking man — or if that made me feel worse. I went back to the basement door and just left it open. I paced around some more like I couldn’t sit down and I got myself another long drink. I sipped it at the top of the stairs staring at the door to the suite at the bottom. I began to think maybe I had things wrong, that maybe I misunderstood. Maybe it was all business.
I snuck downstairs again and when I got to the door to the suite, I paused and listened. No, I concluded, I hadn’t been mistaken. I heard laughing, I heard moaning, and I heard nothing at all for stretches of time. It sounded like a date, not a business meeting. The workshop was closer to the living room, in fact, it shared the same wall, and it would give me, I knew, a clearer sound. I took my time clearing items off my workbench, careful not to bang anything or drop things. The wall on that side was unfinished and the studs were exposed. I was able to pull myself up onto the workbench and lean inside the studs and prop my head against a stud so that I was comfortable. Without putting my ear to the wall, I could hear everything.
I sipped my drink. I could hear the sweet music, music that I had picked for their date. I could hear Clarissa offer him a piece of cheese and cracker, food I had prepared for them. I heard him pull the cork from the bottle of scotch for another drink, scotch I gave him. And I could hear my wife say his name when she asked him to help with her dress, to unzip the same dress I zipped up for her.
There was no talking for a while but a lot of soft smacking sounds. Kissing? I heard the rustle of what was likely clothes being removed, given how I heard his pleased-sounding voice mixed in. I heard Clarissa coo and purr and chuckle and go “uh-huh,” and “yes.” She was undressing for him maybe. I heard the clank of what had to be his belt buckle. I could hear him utter sounds of pleasure and more rustling — his clothes were coming off too, I imagined. Just then, I noticed a shaft of light go dim. I glanced back and forth. There was a hole in the wall somewhere! And they just brought the lights down dim.
I climbed carefully off the bench and went to where the light shaft hit the floor and followed it back. It came from between boxes under the bench. I set about carefully pulling them out, anxious to not drop or bump anything, but overly excited about getting my eye to the hole to see what I could see. When I cleared a space and could see the hole, I climbed under the bench and put my eye up to it.
It gave me a view of the whole couch obstructed only by the coffee table and some of the items on top — wine bottle, glasses, and so on. I carefully crawled back out and cleared more space so I could sit in there comfortably. I banged my head on the underside of the bench and froze. I closed my eyes and focused on listening. There was a murmur and then they both laughed. That stopped soon enough and I carried on more carefully. Satisfied and with my drink in hand, I crawled under the bench. I could hear everything down there, and when I wanted, I could have a peek too. Was I hard? Yes, very. Before I crawled under, I took my pants off. I stroked myself listening to the man seduce my wife. And I peeked at his progress, too.
The light was dim — just as I had set it up for them with the floor lamp. Clarissa’s bare leg was draped over his bare legs. They were kissing a lot and I could see her arm moving forward and back rhythmically. He still had his boxers on, but nothing else. She had her underwear on — panties, garter and bra, and nothing else. I breathed out and tried to steady my shaking. I looked up at the underside of the workbench and I had to nod and agree with an inner voice. They looked incredible, the both of them. Fit, young, healthy, and beautiful. They were both hot. They made a gorgeous couple.
I peeked again. Clarissa was smiling in a teasing way and kissing him all over his chest. She kept stopping because they talked while they played. His hand was stroking her back and feeling all the way down her body past the waistband of her panties. She pulled herself up, fed him a sip of his scotch and straddled his lap with her incredible back facing me. She clasped her hands together around his neck and let her body fall so far back I could see her face upside down. God, she was beautiful. She laughed as his hands took hold of her breasts. She rose up and reached behind her back to help him, to undo her clasp, and to let her bra straps slide down her arms. She moved up and moaned when she pushed her bare breasts into his face. I stroked my hard cock and pushed my eyeball nearly through the hole.
I saw her arms begin to move together. I realized she was probably stroking him between her thighs. It made me nearly cum to think and I had to cease and desist. She giggled and kissed him and then I watched as she slid down off his body to kneel on the rug in front of him. I caught sight of his cock. It was tightly gripped in my wife’s hands. I could barely keep watching when I saw the back of her head start to bob up and down. David’s own head laid back on the cushions behind him and he closed his eyes. My heart was nearly collapsing. I heard that ticking sound again. It was the sound of David’s cock being sucked on inside my wife’s mouth. There was that plugged vacuum sound again, too. She was playing on his cock and giggling.
She stood up and pulled him up by his hands. I watched her kiss him deeply again, her hands on his face. She crouched down and removed his shorts, all that had remained of his clothes. He was built. I kept watching. She squatted again and removed her panties. All she had on was her garter and heels and she looked incredibly skanky. I could tell she was stroking his cock and they talked more, standing against each other. I saw his fingers emerge from between my wife’s legs. I saw her spread and squirm. He was fingering her. Her ass was dancing on the end of his hand. She was loving it. Her whole body swayed for him.
She began pulling him and leading him out of the room and out of my sight. I panicked. She took him by the hand into the bedroom. I couldn’t see at all in there, much as I frantically pushed my face into the wall. She came back out a moment later and I watched as she got their drinks and my speaker playing the music. She disappeared back into the bedroom. I could only see the very end of the bed. I could only occasionally see his or her feet. There was a lot of motion.
I was dying. I climbed out and went around to different walls trying to find another hole. There was nothing. “There will be next time,” I said to myself. I went to the wall outside the bedroom wall which was near the laundry area. Standing next to it, I could hear the bedroom well. I heard the creak of the bed. I heard my wife laughing and moaning. I heard David’s low soothing voice. I heard a lot of things I didn’t know what they were. But before long, I heard a rhythmic bumping sound and if I had any doubt about what that was, those doubts were put to rest when I heard Clarissa cry out. I could hear the slap of flesh on flesh. The bed was pounding the wall so hard they didn’t seem to care if I could hear it all through the house. Nor did Clarissa seem to care anymore about keeping her sounds under control, or if she did care, she was unable to control it anymore.
If it wasn’t my wife crying out with such deeply felt pleasure and passion, it would be the hottest thing I’d ever heard. Because it was my wife about three feet away from me on the other side of the wall being fucked by such a stud of a man, it was the hottest thing I’d ever experienced. She was getting fucked so hard and so good, I couldn’t hold on. The pounding was getting harder and faster, her voice was getting higher and more surprised sounding, and the flesh-on-flesh slapping was getting louder. “David!” I heard my wife’s voice cry out. “You’re going to make me cum baby!” she said in such a sweet, high voice I was clenching my eyes unable to control myself. “Baby!” I heard her say several times again in rapid succession. And then nothing but the bed hitting the wall and David’s legs slapping her butt. I shot my cum all over the wall. In the middle of it, I heard my wife groan like a witch so loud I thought the neighbors would hear it too. Just as I was collapsing, I heard David groan. I heard my wife’s high pitched crying voice again. “Yes? Yes? Yes?!” She moaned like a coyote. I heard her say to him, in a voice bumped by her body being jolted he fucked her so hard, “Cum baby, cum inside me!” When he did, I could hear him groan loudly. And I heard my wife cum again in sync with him.
When they were finished, I was ashamed and I felt small. I pulled my underpants up and crawled out from under the bench. I couldn’t believe what I had become. I wasn’t going to do anything that night, obviously, but I resolved that for sure Clarissa and I would have to have that talk finally. And maybe not the next day because she said she might not be up, but certainly after David left. I felt disgusted and a little sick and I went to bed.
An hour or so later, I was awoken by what sounded like a scream. I sat up to listen. It was followed by several more in rapid succession. I hurried downstairs to investigate. It was coming from the basement door. I crept down the basement steps. The screaming was repeated the whole time at a regular frequency. I put my ear to the wall. The screaming stopped but only to be replaced with Clarissa’s voice crying out, “Oh god, David! Fuck! Harder baby, oh baby, fuck yeah!” On and on it went. It would die down and then pick back up again. There would be laughter and bedsprings and then it would start again, louder than before. My cock grew hard and I had to stroke again. I wanted to cum but I couldn’t, I was still worn out from before. But David, he seemed to be my wife’s fucking machine. He kept pounding her and she cried out so loud, so deep, and so beautifully, I’d have heard it all laying in our bed. Over and over it would happen — there would be sighs of relief, talking and laughing, the sound of bedsprings from movement, and then nothing, followed by growing shrieks and screams, his name being shouted, fuck and shit and oh god and everything else, and then it would subside, there would be sighs and the sound of hard breathing, and then it would start all over again. The guy was a beast.
I heard my wife say, “Let me make you cum in my mouth baby,” followed by shrieks, laughter, and squeals. “Let me!” I heard her cry out. It sounded like she was begging him like she was wrestling with him trying to get his cock in her mouth. I heard her finally moan that moan of someone with their mouth full. And after minutes of that, it sounded like my wife was almost going to orgasm from David’s cock erupting in her. I heard him groan, I heard her purr and moan, and then I heard nothing. I listened closely and could finally make out quiet, calm lover-talk. She must have swallowed him this time.
Wasted, I went back upstairs to bed. Two hours later, I was awoken again. It was my wife’s cries, again. It went like that all night. In the morning, too. My wife’s pilloried shrieks and squeals rang out through the house. There was no escape. Finally, mid-morning I heard the door close and ran to the front window. They were climbing into my wife’s car and driving away. Breakfast out? Office work? I had no way of knowing. I went downstairs to look around. The couch cushions were tossed about. Glasses and plates were dirty. The coffee table was pushed again and this time I knew exactly why. I bent low and saw the hole. It was difficult to see and would be safe for me as long as I kept the workshop lights off. I scanned the kitchen. It was a mess. Finally, I got up my nerve to go peer in the bedroom. The sheets were a mess, the blanket was on the floor and the pillows were all piled up against the headboard. I examined the sheets in the middle. Not only was it stained, it was still wet. I looked away and looked back. It could have been hers, she came so much. I leaned close and sniffed it. Both.
I stood back and marveled at the spot so much fucking had taken place just hours earlier. He really pounded her, I thought. I went back out into the living area and scanned around again. It was a cozy suite. I carried some of the plates to the sink. I straightened the cushions — call it my OCD. I got a cloth and wiped off the coffee table and put it back in place. And then I went into the bedroom. I stripped the bed of its sheets and took the pillowcases as well. I bundled them up and put them on the floor by the washer. I pulled down fresh sheets and I went into David and my wife’s fuck nest and I fitted fresh sheets for them, I fluffed the duvet, and I re-settled the pillows in place. I went through the kitchen and cleaned everything. Then I went upstairs, I got some nice things from our fridge, and I put them in the fridge in the suite. I cleaned up for them and made it all nice again.
And then I thought, “Fuck them!” and I went to my workshop. I found my drill and some sandpaper and I examined the wall in the bedroom and the wall in the laundry behind it. I found the perfect spot and I drilled a hole. I went to the other side and cleaned it up with the sandpaper and ensured it was well hidden. I found another place to put a hole allowing me to see into the bathroom, just in case things happened in the shower. I put another into the living room that gave me a better view unobstructed by the coffee table. I deserved it!
When they got home again, a few hours later, I bit my fingers not knowing why I had done that, why I had cleaned up for them, and what they would think, knowing I was in there, seeing their sheets. After a few minutes, my phone pinged. It was Clarissa.
I was afraid to look. “Thank you, Cody! David says thank you too, you did a nice job!” I stared at that. I felt both gratified and humiliated. She texted again: “Sorry about the noise . . . I’ll try to keep it quieter tonight,” she wrote with an embarrassed face emoji. 
I breathed deeply. She essentially was telling me she was going to fuck David again all night. I guess she could say that since me cleaning it all up for them was me saying I know you’re fucking him and I’m okay with it. And I guess I was. Only her next request pushed things again into territory I didn’t think or didn’t know, I was ready for.
“David had an idea,” she texted me.
She didn’t say more so I texted back. “What.”
“More money!”
“Okay.”
“He says he feels kind of bad for you he made so much noise. It was the stupid bed hitting the wall so much he says Lol!” Like she had nothing to do with that.
I couldn’t believe that she and I were talking so openly about it, without really talking about it.
“I don’t think our bed up there hits the wall, does it,” she wrote. I kept staring at my phone frozen, not knowing how or what to say, things were moving so fast. “It might make more sense,” she continued, “if David used the main floor for our meetings maybe . . . “ she wrote using those infuriating three dots again to say so much that remained unsaid. “Then,” she concluded, “when it was time for bed, you know . . . “ There was a long pause. “It would be quieter for you.”
I hung my mouth open at the idea she was proposing. I blinked my eyes unable to believe what I was reading. My phone pinged again.
“He says he’ll happily pay you more because it would be up there instead of down here. Isn’t that great?” I scanned the ceiling wondering what planet I was on anymore. I didn’t reply, I just stared at the ceiling. She wrote again: “Can you could put fresh sheets on our bed upstairs for him? You’re so good at that.”
Oh my god, I thought. She means tonight. She means right now. I didn’t know what to say. I wanted to scream, “No! Of course not!” But I couldn’t. Because it did make sense. I fondled my phone and I wanted to throw it against the wall. Instead, I typed, “Give me an hour.”
I shook my head at what and who I had become. But I also got busy. When everything was ready, I texted her. “Okay,” I said.
“David wants to thank you personally,” she texted back. Before I could scream in text, “No!” their footsteps were coming up the stairs. I paced this way and that and realized I had no escape, they knew I was in the kitchen.
She came up first. She peered around the edge and smiled sheepishly at me. Her hands were behind her back and I realized in a second that was because she was holding his hands behind her back. She came forward and David stepped around her and held out his hand. I instinctively held out my hand and we shook and his other hand patted me on the shoulder. “Means a lot to me, buddy,” he said. “How much?”
I didn’t know what he meant but he pulled his wallet out again. I was confused but Clarissa spoke up. “For the, you know,” and she gestured with her head toward the stairs up to the bedroom. “To, you know . . . “ she got shy and bashful and looked away. David looked right at me and chuckled. He shrugged and held his wallet open toward me. Clarissa looked at me shyly when David’s hand tightened around her waist. She bit her lip and tried to look away but looked back at me repeatedly. Her hand, her delicate fingers, went to his hand where it gripped her waist, but not to pull him off, to scratch him lightly with her long painted nails. Her body squirmed a bit and her hips twisted. She was impatient. David pulled her tighter against him and she let him, close enough for him to lean over and kiss the top of her head. She shrugged at me and said in a soft, quiet voice, “I don’t know, Cody.” Her fingernails scratched at his arm.
“500?” David said to me. He meant how much to pay me for the bedroom upstairs, at least that’s what I think he meant. Clarissa looked away and ran her tongue over her lips. Her feet fidgeted and she crossed her arms over her chest. But I also saw her pinky reach for David’s hand where it wrapped around her, and I saw it make tiny little insistent circles on his hand. She was wanting him to hurry up.
“Thousand,” I said. Clarissa balked. But David was immediate. He had that kind of money in his wallet. She looked up at him in surprise with her mouth gaping even while her hands hugged his arm where it wrapped around her stomach. She was impressed by that. She looked back at me with a delighted look, her mouth wide open in a big smile, her eyebrows raised.
She leaned back against him and rocked her body as he said to me, “Worth every penny.” Her eyes drop to her hands wrapped around his arm where it cinched up tight against her stomach and she smiled, pressing her ass, I could tell, into his crotch. He peeled off a grand and Clarissa made a tiny squeal. As soon as the tenth bill hit my palm, Clarissa spun, grabbed his hand and pulled him to the stairs. “Come on, let me show you!”
David looked at me as he was being pulled away. “Thanks, bud,” he said. “Owe you one.”
I felt like I was going to collapse. I leaned against the wall and stared into space. About 30 minutes later, my phone pinged. “Sir, would you please bring the guest’s bag to his room?” I was appalled. What was this, a hotel? But I went down the basement. If I was going to sleep there tonight, I didn’t want the guy’s stuff around. His bag wasn’t packed so I had to put everything together.
I came up the stairs but the master bedroom door was closed. I texted, “By the door then?” There was no answer. I leaned close and couldn’t hear anything. I nudged the door open. David was lying naked on my bed. My wife was naked on her knees between his legs, bobbing in his groin. That’s why she didn’t hear me.
“Just by the closet, dude,” David said to me, pointing. I was frozen again. Clarissa noticed that I was standing in the room and yelped, but only to pull the sheet over herself, and her yelp was muffled by his cock in her mouth. I froze and watched as the sheet bobbed. She couldn’t even stop for me. “Dude?” David repeated himself. I breathed out and went over to the closet and put his bag down. “Hey,” he called to me. I looked at him and saw my wife again under the sheet blowing him. He was holding out a 10 dollar bill. I didn’t want to, but I crossed the floor and reached out for it. He had to reach too to get it in my hand, and in doing so, the sheet fell off my wife’s head and shoulders. I didn’t want to look but I could see her lips wrapped around his wet cock sliding down over him right beside me. 
He handed me the money and smiled. I turned and headed out. He called me again. I stopped and looked. He had pulled the sheet completely off my wife. I could see her hot naked body sucking his cock so full of enthusiasm and energy her beautiful long hair flew. She pulled off him and pulled the sheet back over herself and laughed a bit and said, “Don’t!” She also pushed up to lie beside him with her hand over his chest. She arched her neck to reach his cheek with a kiss. I could see her hand pumping his cock under the sheet. It was like she didn’t realize I was there watching or cared at all. David kept staring at me and smiling like a fucking devil. His hands ran through my wife’s hair. I was frozen rooted to the spot like I was in some sort of dream where you can’t move.
David started pushing my wife and she squirmed and tried to demur but he kissed her and told her something. She murmured in his ear something back and he petted her shoulder and pushed her body on top of his. I heard her say in his ear again, “It’s weird,” and “No,” and “Is he still there?” I heard her laugh too. She tried to hide her face. My head felt light and my heart felt like it was going to stop. He said something into her ear again and she said laughed and said, “I can’t!” and she buried her face harder in his neck as though shy. But he insisted. Her body was on top of him and though I didn’t notice it because it was still under the sheet but I heard her moan deeply and suddenly and I saw the sheet sink down and rise up. My heart stopped and my feet and legs felt like cement. I wanted to leave. David pulled the sheet down off her. She was enthralled with him, she was on him, she was riding him. My wife was fucking this guy right in front of me. And she was moaning out loud about it. I could see his cock all wet from her go in past her enlarged, enveloping and glistening pussy lips.
I turned to look away. David called me again. “Hey,” he said. I looked back, unable to stop myself. He had turned Clarissa around so that she was riding him reverse. All her hair was pushed forward covering her face while she looked straight down. Though she was trying so hard to hide, she was also not stopping fucking him. In fact, she was moaning and groaning on him. David gathered her hair in his hands and pulled it away from her face. He then pulled on her hair to make her face rise. Her eyes were open. They were glassy but they were looking directly at mine. Her hands reached down and planted themselves firmly on his thighs. She lifted her hips and plunged herself down on him and I could see under her swaying breasts and tight stomach his cock, glistening wet and hard and big disappearing inside her pussy over and over.
Clarissa began to go around the edge. She started to fuck him harder. I grew stiffer and began stroking myself through my pants. David said, “That’s all bud, time to go!”
I looked at him uncomprehendingly. He just laughed. Clarissa looked like she was building to an orgasm with her eyes closed and her hair flying as her head banged like a metal rocker. David made hand gestures for me to leave. “Now would be good, bud,” he said. And so I left. But I sat down on the floor against the closed bedroom door and listened. My wife fucked him so hard I could hear the sloppy, slushy sounds of her pussy all over his cock and I could hear her moaning and crying as she came. And shortly after that, I could hear David’s voice when he shot inside my wife’s pussy and I heard her moan and cum again, she loved it so much.
I stood in our den an empty shell. It felt like my mind was off.
They came down. I quickly pretended to be working on my laptop and surreptitiously watched. Clarissa peaked before ducking out the front door and just said, “Bye!” She was all kitted up for a night at the club. So was David. She smiled at me even. I went upstairs and looked around. I smelled things. I laid on my bed where David laid. The sheet was still warm and wet under my ass and I jerked off. After, I changed their sheets and put in fresh towels. I went to bed around 1. At 2 I heard them come in. They were laughing and talking. Then I heard them go upstairs together. I snuck up and cleaned the kitchen. I heard squealing and laughing and I snuck up to the door. I jerked off listening, shot into a paper towel I brought for the occasion, and went back down to bed in the basement. I came upstairs a couple of times again and could hear them fucking. My wife sounded unbelievable every time.
I went to bed and in the morning, I crept back upstairs. I listened but it was quiet in there and the door was slightly ajar. I peaked in and saw my wife sound asleep and no David. I peaked further and saw his bag was gone. Just then, Clarissa stretched and yawned and opened her eyes all sleepily. She didn’t care that the sheets slipped from her showing me her breasts. “He had to catch an early flight,” she said.
At our counter in the kitchen, we ate together quietly. I looked at her. I said, “How are you feeling?” thinking that there was a lot to talk about now, given last night, given the whole weekend. She smiled though and she said, low and guiltily, “A bit sore!” She snorted through a sheepish smile.
I closed my eyes not having expected that from her. I said, “Do you think we should talk now?”
She looked down and twirled her coffee cup. “I think that’s what the money is for,” she said.
“What does that mean,” I asked.
“He doesn’t want a wife, Cody,” she said like I was an idiot. “Duh! He’s not taking me from you,” she shook her head and kept her eyes on mine doing her best reassurance.
I looked at her not getting her meaning exactly.
“He doesn’t have time for all that husband-wife stuff. It’s not him,” she said.
“I’m not following,” I said.
“He likes you, Cody,” she said. She emphasized the “like.” “He thinks you’re good for me. For my career!” She looked directly at me with her big, dark eyes. “He thinks you’re a perfect husband for me,” she said as though I was supposed to be pleased with that. She reached out and rested her hand on my arm. “He would just like, you know.. . . “ she trailed off. I kept staring at her eyes with my head tilted. “Just when he’s in town,” she said far more softly and quietly. “Then he gets me.” I squinted. “And then he gives me back to you. When he’s . . “ she paused searching for the word. “Finished.” She bit her lip and looked away.
“He’s coming back?” I said.
“Yeah,” she nodded suddenly all innocent and all business again. “About every three or four weeks, we think,” she said. She held my arm again. “For like, the weekend.”
“I don’t know, Clar,” I said. What she was asking was something I had never heard of anyone agreeing to.
“He let you watch for a bit, didn’t he?” She said accusingly, as though I was the offender. She looked away embarrassed. “He’ll pay you,” she said to the floor. “He likes it when you clean our sheets and get us things to eat and drink. It’s nice for him,” she bit her lip nearly twisted around in her seat all the way. “He’s a powerful guy, Cody,” she came back to look in my face. She shook her head like I didn’t understand. “We think you’re lucky.”
“How am I lucky?” I was incredulous.
“I know you like to listen. You liked watching it. Don’t think I don’t know.” She motioned with her hand imitating someone jerking off. She shook her head in mock disgust.
I didn’t know she knew. But she was right. “How did you know?” I asked in a weak, trembling voice.
“It’s okay honey. I like knowing you’re there and that you’re okay and ready to clean up and stuff.”
I looked down. I was embarrassed.
“Hey,” she said, patting my shoulder. “He likes it, and you like it. And I guess you know that I really like it,” she giggled sheepishly. “I’ll only be his wife when he’s here, just once a month or so.” She patted my arm. “I’ll be sort of your wife the rest of the time. It’s not that bad. And you get to listen, honey.”
“You’ll be his part-time wife?” I couldn’t believe what I was saying.
She smiled. She stroked my cheek with the back of her finger. “Yeah,” she cooed. “I’ll be his part-time hotwife, I guess.” She giggled again.
I looked down feeling defeated.
“Hey,” she got under my face and looked up at me with a sympathetic smile trying to cheer me. “You can help me get ready for him when he’s coming, would you like that?”
I didn’t want her to know that I loved the idea of that. “Will I get to fuck you like he does? Will you suck me like you suck him?”
She bit her bottom lip. “David doesn’t like it.”
“What?” I had only been jesting. I didn’t expect a serious answer.
“He said he’s okay if you help me get ready for him and if you want to you can listen and bring us stuff and jerk off all you want.” She looked away full of guilt.
“But I don’t get to have you? What??”
She held my hands inside hers and raised her eyebrows and shook her head. “He’s just not the sharing type, honey.” She pursed her lips and shook her head like there was nothing she could do about it.
“But you just said you’d be my wife the rest of the time!” I pushed back from her.
“I said ‘sort of your wife.’” She pursed her lips. “You can look after me!” She squeezed my hands between hers again.
“And?” I looked hard at her.
“And he . . . He gets to fuck me,” she got out. “Maybe I can give you a handjob now and then, I don’t know, or I know!” she said. “I can probably let you jerk off looking at me in those things he likes to buy for me! Won’t that be good?” She opened her eyes wide encouraging me the way you do a young person with something you want them to be grateful for. “He pays me a lot, Cody. And he’s paying you too!”
As the reality sunk in for me, she remembered something he said to her. “Hey, didn’t he say maybe you could work for him? I think he really likes you, Cody. Maybe if you show him you’re okay with all of this, he’ll hire you!” She kissed me on the nose and pushed herself up from the counter. “Just think about it,” she said. “You’ll come around.” She went up the stairs. “The sheets need changing when you have a moment,” she called. “I’m grabbing a shower. Lot’s to think about!”
I went to the patio door looking over the green backyard and leaned my arms into the glass over my head. And I did, I began to think about it. What else could I do?
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I regret coaxing my wife into becoming a hotwife. I thought it would have been a fun weekend, a way to reinvigorate our marriage. She took it as an invitation to re-enter the dating-market full-time. I got used to it — I work at home and had to run and hide whenever she brought a guy over, which she began to do any time of day or night. But she never minded me peeking, so things were not all bad. That was our deal. She could do anything she wanted as long as I got to secretly watch. Things didn’t work out that way by the end though.
Kelly liked to wear her mid-back-length hair in lazy, wavy, highlighted blonde curls that gave her a permanent Saturday-night-going-out look and a Sunday-morning-just-woke-up look at the same time. She had an innocent open smile that utterly lacked any hint of double meaning. For all her late nights of party shots, smoky limos, and strange beds, her skin was smooth as cream and her eyes as pure as glacial water. With her long eyelashes, charcoal eye shadow, and pink frosted lips, she could turn heads at a funeral. But even in the morning, her morning anyway, which was now usually past noon, without a touch of make-up or the stroke of a hair-brush, she was just as arresting.
She made fun of me relentlessly. “Gears clicking into place, can hear them over here!” she called out when I got caught off guard by her stunning looks and stopped and gawked. Since she began dating again, she became smoking hot. She always considered me slow in thought; not dim, just an overthinking dummy. But I knew it was just me being helplessly absorbed by her innocent beauty caught in all the different lights of all the different angles under all the different conditions that our big house offered.
She was just as unaware of her trance-inducing beauty as she was unaware of what she was wearing around the house. What stopped me in my tracks this particular mid-morning was her messy locks falling all over and around her face and dangling over her pale pink bathrobe that was on but not tied. It fell carelessly open when she leaned sideways out the middle of the long hall to give me a peeper’s glimpse of her rosy pink aureole and the glint of a tiny gold chain hanging from her slender, porcelain neck. My pause was that of an artist observing details for memorization. The exposed part of her breast formed a smooth flesh hill I was able to feel with my eyes when they lingered on her.
It was okay, she wouldn’t have noticed me staring, and if she did, she wouldn’t have minded. My gawking made her laugh. She teased me mercilessly with peeks and flashes. Her body had become like a toy to her since her “liberation.” She had no idea that, to me, it was a temple.
I came into the kitchen and we bumped into each other and rolled off in the manner of two cooks in a busy kitchen who had worked together for decades. I was hungry for something for lunch, Kelly for something for breakfast, and we settled on whipping up together a couple of cheese omelets. She was in her bare feet with a tiny gold chain around her ankle, I noticed, and blood-red thongs under her open, swaying bathrobe. “Course work?” she asked me, knowing I was on my computer in my office all morning.
“Late night?” I said back to her. I knew she had probably been on a date.
She hip-checked me and licked butter off her finger and chuckled. “Uh-huh,” she answered ambiguously. “Spatula,” she said, holding out her hand behind her without looking. I gave it to her without looking and she passed behind me to get forks out, slapping my ass. She also dragged her hand across my back and cupped my elbow. “The tall quiet sexy man,” she murmured.
“Whore wench,” I said in the same tone back.
She smiled at that and circled back around me with her robe falling open and her bare breast nearly touching my arm to get salt and pepper. She slid her lips past my ear and said, “You love it.” She loved rubbing my nose in it. But she was right. I did love it.
We ate facing each other on opposite sides of the counter. She leaned on her elbows gazing at me with sleepy, thought-filled eyes as she slowly chewed and swallowed. Her robe was still hanging open and if I looked, I’d see in the shadows the valley between the two gently sloping hills and the flat slightly rippling plains below. Both nipples were just hidden by the edges of the robe, but just. It was always like she didn’t notice. I said, staring at her eyes, “Lose the belt to that one too?”
She snorted and nonchalantly bit her toast, keeping the staring contest going. “Making you hard?” she asked, catching a crumb with her top lip and gathering it in carefully, deliberately, with her tongue. So much pink.
“You know it does, not going to deny it,” I said.
“Perve,” she said. I kept staring at her eyes not taking her bait even when she shifted slightly and I knew her nipples were peeking out now. She moved again this time intentionally exposing more of her body to me. I kept my eyes on her’s still.
She opened her mouth in an expression of pleasure and leaned her head back slightly to now look at me down through narrow eyes. She shook her head so her long blonde curls danced like fire pit shadows over her chest.
I pushed back, picked up my plate, and went to the sink to rinse. Kelly laughed, pulled her robe around her and tip-toed behind me to kiss me from behind on my cheek. “Going to shower,” she cooed. She patted my ass again and slipped out of the kitchen and down the hall like smoke sliding under a window and out.
I perched my hands on the edge of the counter, looked with widened eyes down into the drain in the center of the sink and inhaled deeply. I sighed long through inflated cheeks. “This is hard sometimes,” I nodded.
My office was a former bedroom that connected to our master bedroom through an en suite bathroom. Beside the bathroom was her enormous walk-in closet. Later that evening, she was rushing again. When I came into the bathroom, Kelly motored past it into her closet and back to our bedroom in various states of undress, getting ready for something again.
“I’m going to guess date,” I said, stepping back from the sink with my toothbrush inertly in my mouth.
“Well I’m hardly going to wear my hottest underwear for work,” she laughed at me as if I understood so little of the obvious. She was wearing truly hot underwear — very low-rise pink with a black ribbon strung around the edges.
“Much better to wear them for fucking,” I garbled with toothpaste bubbles foaming at my mouth. She laughed at my crack and passed too closely by me to get make-up, squeezing my crotch momentarily as she did. I meant to tell her about that, that it wasn’t always welcome, that it was my body, and that it causes reactions she shouldn’t take for granted so much. She smelled incredible though and I tried to hide my reaction which was one of immediate intoxication causing me to close my eyes and for my veins to fill with familiar yearning.
“I want to fuck you,” I said to her.
“Too much?” she spoke softly right in front of my face putting on her pouty, innocent look, the look she loved to put on with guys she had been going to go down on. But with me, she was asking if she had overdosed on the perfume. She was doing up about twenty tiny buttons on her billowing red blouse that ran up in a diagonal slash across her body, leaving plenty of peeks of belly and breast flesh, and white bra. She seemed sincere in her question, not backing away from me, but standing so close I could kiss her. I opened my eyes and we held each others’ gaze. She tilted her head. “You know I can’t fuck you now, honey. I’m getting ready for somebody and I need to be fresh for them.”
My voice caught. “It’s fine,” I unintentionally whispered.
She peck-kissed my nose with her frosted pink lips and blew away again like a meadow breeze. “You should have tried to catch me this morning before I started getting ready,” she called over her shoulder. She was wearing only panties below. She had toned worked-out legs. Her ass, peeking out from under the flaring edge of the red top, was some kind of mathematically perfect roundness. She pivoted as she strode through her closet, caught me watching her receding ass, and wiggled it for me with her hands. I stared anyway, even as she tugged up her skin tight jeans over that ass of hers with a mighty, groaning struggle. “Help me?” she demanded, before chuckling. I came behind her and she raised her hands high above her head and sucked in her belly so I could pull the waist of her jeans together and get the button through the hole for her.
She turned to face me holding two pairs of shoes in her hands she scooped from the floor. She tilted her head this way and that to ask me which ones. She didn’t care at all I stared at her body up and down. She expected it. I looked at her choices for shoes. One was a very tall and steep heel full of straps and nothing much else. The other was a black sandal with fake jewels all over it. “What are you after,” I said, “MILF slut? Or college girl gone wild?” She could easily pass for either.
She thought about the question seriously, tilting her face to the corner of the ceiling. “Slut,” she answered with a nod. “I think this guy needs encouragement. It’s our second date and he didn’t try anything. I might have to slap him in the face with my bald wet pussy if I’m going to get laid tonight.”
I firmly controlled my breathing. “The heels then,”  I said meekly. I could have done her later but I didn’t seem to be part of her equations anymore.
“What?”
I cleared my throat. “The heels!”
I went to my desk and turned on my computer and stared at the inert screen. Twenty minutes later, she cleared her throat behind me. I turned around. She looked incredible. She stroked her hair that hung in front of her face, she cupped her boobs in both hands and lifted and straightened them in her bra, and she squatted a bit to get her jeans tight into her crotch, which she tugged at. “What do you think?” she said.
I leaned back in my office chair, locked my hands behind my head and blew out my puffed cheeks, letting my eyes go all the way down and up again.
“Well?” she asked impatiently.
“Well, what?”
“Would you have any problem fucking this?” She presented her body with her outstretched hand and turned slowly all the way around. When she was almost back, she twisted with her hands on her hips and shot me a wink and a smile.
“I would fuck that,” I nodded.
“Too bad you’re not going to,” she laughed. “But I think somebody will.”
She pranced in her tall heels over to me and leaned over me with her hands on the arms of my chair. She gave me a long look down her open front and kissed me on the lips. “You always say the sweetest things to me,” she purred softly. “Don’t wait up for me, okay?” She stayed close to my face leaning over me,  lips nearly touching mine. “Might make some noise in the other room later . . . . “ she grimaced. Her perfume nearly made me slide out of my chair and onto the floor. “You need your sleep,” she whispered. “Better you sleep in here, okay?” I looked past her to the sofa. She put her hands on my thighs and kissed me again, this time with tongue. When she finally pulled away, she squeezed my crotch, whispered “Work hard, baby,” giggled at the double entendre, and skipped away. “Ride’s here,” she said, flying out the door with lipstick in one hand and her phone in the other.
I texted her, “You turned me on damn it.”
She texted back almost immediately, “I know!” and included three heart emojis.
It was past two in the morning when I heard the door lock turn. I’d been sleeping for three hours. She came in trying to stifle her giggling. I could hear through my closed bedroom door her clacking heels. “Hold me,” she said and laughed as it sounded like she struggled to get her shoes off. I also heard the lower register of a man’s voice. I heard her in mock scream-whisper, “Not that one!!!” when I heard the floor creak right outside my den door. I sat up on the sofa where I slept when she was on a date.
I listened as the man’s footsteps followed her’s to the kitchen. I could hear Kelly chattering about work, about the frustrating customers, and the weight of the trays. The man was mostly listening. I could hear food being microwaved and maybe the sound of more drinks being poured. They talked but there were also long periods of no talking, interspersed with her giggles or a very quiet voice saying words I couldn’t make out. I could hear both voices grow quieter as their conversation grew softer and more private, and as they retreated to the far end of the living room. I could hear the TV come on and their conversation get even slower and quieter until there was almost nothing to hear except maybe breathing.
If I snuck through the en suite and peeked out our master bedroom door, most of the living room was visible. It was only open a few inches but gave me a view of the whole sofa. There hadn’t been any sounds other than the TV and what had to be breathing sounds for about five minutes before I heard what could have been a whimper of pleasure from the sofa. It was hard to tell. I pushed the bedroom door open a bit more.
Kelly and her date were on the sofa kissing. Both their heads were moving together in slow rotations. I saw the man’s hand on her thigh and I saw that it was creeping up higher and higher. She suddenly broke off the kiss and pushed up from him with her hands on his chest and told him,  “Don’t you go anywhere!” She chuckled and pranced toward her open bedroom door. I quickly and lightly scampered through to the bathroom and out the other side into my office. She checked her face in the mirror and turned and pulled down her jeans and stretched her panties between her knees to sit on the toilet and pee. She knew I might be watching, but she hated it if she caught me — “it spoils my mood, baby, throws me off my game,” she explained.
She went back out to her date on the sofa and said, “Where were we?” and replied to herself saying, “Oh yeah!” and giggled. When I got back to the door, I found she was placing both the man’s hands on her breasts. She had swung her leg over his lap to sit straddling him. She laughed at something he said and her head rolled back as her fingers joined his in undoing all those tiny little buttons running diagonally across her body. She shook her top off her shoulders to let it float to the floor behind her and leaned against his chest, taking his face in both her hands and kissing him long and deeply. She then sat up and curved her back and shoved her bra and breasts into his face. There was that tiny eruption of a cry again, I thought, proving the earlier sound was her as well.
She pushed back toward his knees and reached down in front of her like someone sowing something in their lap. But I heard the tell-tale clink of a man’s belt being undone. There was more talking and more laughing. I saw more when the TV screen lit up in some daytime scene, and much less when it was an inside shot. Her wonderful cloud of hair swept across the man’s face. I craned my neck and looked through a more acute angle to see that the man had been undoing her bra clasps and that she shook her bra free from her body too, down her arms, to disappear.
Kelly’s breasts were magnificent. They looked designed to fit a man’s palm. And they were highly sensitive to touch. When the man took them in both his hands, Kelly swooned and groaned. She lost her patience and began tugging greedily at his pants, unable to concentrate on the intricacies of undoing them. She laughed when he helped her. She said, “I’m useless around cock,” then corrected herself and said, “Well, not that useless.” She took his cock out and wrapped her delicate, long-fingers around it.
There was more talking in a normal voice, even while she gripped him and stroked him, sitting topless in his lap. She laughed at more of his jokes and then, still talking, this time about early job experiences, she lifted herself off him and without saying anything, dropped her jeans and climbed back in his lap, now wearing only those panties I admired earlier and nothing else. In the light of the TV, her body looked lithe and taut. It was, I uttered in what shocked me as an audible mumble, “A perfect body.” I saw Kelly lean that perfect body into the man, watched her ass slide up his lap, and saw her push those soft, orbs of breasts into his face. She turned to look over her shoulder and directly into the black slash of her opened bedroom door, checking before things got hot and heavy. I froze.
Kelly lingered with her head resting on the back of the couch, her face straight toward me where I stalked in the shadows of our bedroom. I didn’t move, fearing whatever light fell on me would make it obvious I was there watching. But nor could I be certain she didn’t see me the whole time. She kept facing the open bedroom door even as she began to undulate against the man under her, raising and lowering first her shoulders, then her mid-back, then her lower back in waves as though the man was a beach and she was ocean repeatedly, insistently, breaking on him. She ground her hips down hard into him and I could see her elbow on the far side of her body poke up and down in rhythm. I knew she must be stroking his cock.
She chuckled and turned her attention back to the man, perhaps satisfied she couldn’t see me. She stood and took both his hands and leaned far back with her legs locked to pull him up from the couch to stand. She pressed against him and began to strip him down. When she squatted to pull his pants off his feet, she giggled and toyed with his cock with the tip of her tongue. I could see it in silhouette against the flickering light on the wall. She glanced over her shoulder again toward the bedroom. When she pushed him back down onto the couch, she crawled up on all fours and faced her bedroom door with the man’s stiff rod in her hand. With her hair falling forward over his stomach and thighs, she kept staring toward the bedroom even as his cock entered her pink-frosted mouth.
The man’s hands pushed into her clouds of hair and I could hear her moan with his cock deep in her mouth. She came off him and chuckled and said something to the man about it being a nice and big cock, and she kissed him on the mouth again. She glanced again at the bedroom and went down on his member with more vigor and energy. She made herself sound like an orgasm with his cock in her mouth. Just when the man sounded like he could take no more, she pulled off and laughed and talked more. As she talked and giggled, she motioned and pushed him into position lying on his back across the length of the sofa. This enabled her to straddle his prone body, and by walking on her knees, she was soon in a position to lower her pussy down onto his face. She leaned her hands on the arm of the sofa and looked down between her legs where she brought her hips down to touch his mouth. When she felt the first few licks and after closing her eyes and emitting breathy moans, short and sharp, she raised her face again to the bedroom and she opened her eyes and she smiled serenely. Her jaw dropped down and her eyes fluttered wide as her hips rotated over the face of the man below her. She moaned deliciously. I remained transfixed, still unsure what was seen and what was not. In the dancing shadow light, I couldn’t be certain she truly looked directly at her bedroom door or if it was just my imagination.
She raised a finger to her mouth still seemingly staring at the blackness of her bedroom door and sucked on it. Her orgasm seemed to sneak up on her because it came fast and she erupted in several short cries that sounded more surprised than pleased. She wasted no time reveling in it and ordered the man to mount her from behind. “Fuck me, baby, doggy style. I love it so much,” she said in that breathy voice she sometimes teased me with when I was trying hard to work. The man got up and around behind her. I could see from the shadows how much bigger he was than her when he rose behind her raised ass and took it in his hands. She shoved her ass up higher and lowered her head over the edge of the arm of the sofa. He entered her with force and depth, jarring her body and making her cry out loud. He pulled back and rammed her again, repeatedly, and the sound of his thighs slamming into her butt could be heard like fish slapping a boat. Her hair hung wild and crazed over the edge of the sofa and she made guttural groans that were rhythmically interrupted with his hard jarring thrusts behind her.
Kelly raised her face again toward the bedroom door. Each pounding made her whole head of hair shimmer and shake. Her face jerked with each thrust and her mouth hung wide open. She seemed to stretch her ass further up into his thrusts and her breasts now hung over the edge of the sofa, so far had he pounded her up that end. He began to gather in his fury behind her and his breathing and groans told Kelly and me both that he was close to cumming. Kelly seemed to be raised to higher heights of pleasure and she pushed herself up on her straight arms, sank her back like a yoga pose, and raised her chin so far, the man was able to kiss her mouth from behind.
He came with a yell. She orgasmed with him,  matching his yelling. The man slammed into her hard and fast and she took it all with near anger. When they were done, she pushed him off her and picked up her clothes. She crept into her bedroom peering around in the dark. I had already retreated to behind the bathroom door. She peeked into the bathroom and seemed somehow disappointed when she flung her thongs, bra, jeans, and top haphazardly onto the middle of the floor. She squatted for another pee before climbing into the shower. I emerged from my office and spied on her scrubbing her groin.
I hid again when the man emerged into the bathroom. The man suddenly appeared in her bedroom and was still naked when he came into the bathroom and put his hand on the door of the glass shower as though to open it. But Kelly said, “You can go,” and turned to face him. He paused with his hand in place, but she repeated herself. “I’ll call you tomorrow okay?” The man agreed, turned, and went back to the living room to dress. I saw under my office door the shadow of the man going down the wall past my office and I heard the front door open and click closed.
I also heard Kelly padding into the kitchen and heard the freezer door slam shut and the sound of the utensil drawer being rifled through. I knew that she was getting into the ice cream again. And I knew that was because she didn’t like herself. All of that was a routine night for her, including the not liking herself part. She wasn’t going to call the guy tomorrow or anytime. I came into the kitchen and I hugged her body from behind. “You okay?” I asked. “Mm-hmm,” she replied. “Just a bit sore.”
A week later Kelly came home with a guy in the afternoon while I was trying to study in my den for some upcoming re-qualifications. It wasn’t even dinner time yet.
“Want to come in?” she asked the guy at our front door. “I can show you around.” I quickly leaped up and shut my den door, but not all the way. She went to her bedroom and asked the guy to wait a minute. She came back out wearing a sharply pressed red dress. “This is what I wanted to show you. I can wear it tonight if you like,” she said. I wondered what the occasion was. She said to him, “You don’t like it.”
He said, “It looks incredible.” I peeked out the crack in my den door. They were outside the kitchen in the hallway. She did look incredible.
“Really?” She smiled. Her head tilted. She giggled and she leaned to kiss him but they ended up making out in the hallway. She said to him quietly, “Let’s go to my bedroom, it’s better.” She knew I was home. She knew I liked it when she had other men and she knew I loved it when it happened unexpectedly.
She took the guy by the hand. I snuck into the adjoining bathroom and hit the lights. I opened the door to our bedroom a crack before she got in. She turned and stood in front of the guy with her back to the bed. She stared in his eyes as serious as an optometrist and began to undo the big white buttons that ran down the front of her dress.
“Do you really like it?” she asked again, breaking the quiet with a whisper. She held open the front of her dress like French doors to show him the black bra she was wearing underneath. The guy swallowed and she laughed. She had a distinctly sexy look to her just then.
“Do you want to lick me?” she said in a tiny voice and she laughed lightly. “You can if you want before we go out.” She paused and twisted on her feet. “We have just enough time,” she added. He said yes and she laid back on the bed in front of him. She behaved like she knew him, like it was maybe someone from work.
“Take my panties off first,” she said, “I don’t want to stain them.” He reached under her and she laid her arms above her head and closed her eyes. Between her legs was a tiny cloud of blondness barely obscuring a line of pink inside. She moaned even though all he did so far was stare. Before him lay her pale white skin, jet-black lacy bra, and messed up blonde hair. Her red dress spread out around her like a serving tray that floated on a sea of fluffed duvet.
He knelt on the floor and poked at her tuft with his tongue. She giggled and said to him, “Like that, yes,” or “up a bit.” And when he did,  she said, “That’s good there.” He tasted her and I could see through the door she was glistening wet. After a few minutes, she said breathily, “Did you bring something?”
He shook his head “No.” She pulled a condom from our side table drawer. “Know how to put one of these little guys on?” she asked, falling back on the bed and laughing again. She wrapped her hand around his stiff cock and tugged the condom over his cock. “Don’t want you shooting all over my dress, don’t have time to change!” When she was done, she peeled back the sheets, and said, “Hurry up, we don’t want to be late!”
He slid in beside her but she stopped him. “You go on top.” He got on top of her on his hands and knees. She said, “Put it in, put it in!” She already had him in both her hands. She guided him with her hands on his ass, pushing him from behind. She placed her palms on his shoulders and looked up at him from the white-patterned pillows all around her face.
She asked him, taking time through deep breaths, “Is it nice?” He was a man she was trying hard to impress — someone with a lot of money, I was guessing. Her eyes fluttered open and closed. He couldn’t answer her, but she must have seen what she needed on his face. She made a big “Mmmm,” and pulled his shoulders so he fell onto her with his face buried in our pillows. They were joined from head to toe. Their legs twisted around each other and their outstretched arms, too, even their fingers.
Her hands went to his ass again and she pushed him harder and faster. They weren’t so much two bodies moving against each other as they had become one undulating body moving like waves across an ocean. “Now,” she said sounding like she was going to cry. He rammed himself into her before ejaculating. He cried out and so did she, deep and bestial-like. She sounded like a demon.
The kissed a lot and then got up, took turns in the bathroom, and went out for the rest of the night to a show or something. I peeked out my door when they left. They were holding hands. She was wearing spike heels. They were laughing about something private when she shut and locked the door behind her.
She dated Tyler for a few weeks. One day I came out of my room and heard noise in the kitchen. I didn’t know she was home. I came to tell her about something that happened, but I stopped dead in my tracks. She was putting away dishes from the dishwasher. Tyler was pushing himself against her and had slid his hand into her jeans. She kept trying to work. He got under her panties. She paused and breathed harder. I pulled back and peeked around the edge of the wall.
I could tell from his arm moving that he was rubbing her. She stopped working. She bent over leaning her arms on the edge of the counter.  She dropped a cup and reached up behind his head. Her legs fell out from under her. He had to hold her or she would have hit the floor.
She said, after he laid her down there, that that was the longest orgasm she had ever had. “And so completely unexpected!”
After they ate, Tyler was alone on our couch looking at his phone. Kelly came out of our bedroom wearing only a short cami. She pulled him off the couch by the ankles. She stood over him and lowered herself to kneel with her pussy over his face. He reached up and found her crotch had a snap. She lowered her pussy onto his face and mashed herself down onto his tongue. Her hips began vibrating violently after only a few minutes and she moaned loudly. He kept kissing and licking her. I couldn’t bear to watch any more.
Tyler was soon replaced however by a much younger guy. She brought him home by getting him to carry a bunch of our groceries. Who knows how that started. I was in my den watching a documentary with my headphones on. She lifted one bag off his arm. “They’re heavy!” she said. “You should have got me to help.”
“No way,” he said, “and admit weakness?”
She giggled and threw her head back showing him her glinting white teeth. I could see her from where I sat at my computer, but I turned my lamp off too. Her eyes stayed on his. She asked if he was thirsty. He said water was good. As he drank it, she didn’t step back. She was closer than would be normal. When he finished, she reached her fingers around the back of his neck and nudged him down for a kiss.
“I just want to thank you,” she said.
The man reached around her waist to that curve where it just begins to flare out to her hips. He leaned in and they kissed again, longer. It was obviously a first kiss. He put his other hand on her waist and turned her around. Both her hands pushed into his hair. She smiled in a stoned kind of way and blew a puff of air through her perfect little nose and her eyes went closed like butterfly wings. She liked this one.
Her tongue probed his mouth. His hand moved slowly up her body. There was no resistance. They finally broke off. He cupped her breast in his palm. She gripped his wrist in her tiny hand and said “Not here,” and tilted her head toward the living room.
I slipped into the bedroom and cracked open the door.  She took the man to the living room and made it darker with the curtains closed. They sat on the couch. She put his hand back where it was, on her breast. He couldn’t have been more than 20.
During their kiss, I could see her thighs. The outfit she was wearing was a short white pleated skirt that rode up nearly high enough for me to see what lay at the top. She suddenly bolted up and struggled loose from his hands. “Wait right here, I forgot something.”
She came to our bedroom and changed into denim cut-offs and a white top that billowed like a cloud around her. When she passed in front of the light from the kitchen, I could see her silhouette. She wasn’t wearing a bra anymore.
“Come on,” she said, directing him back to the couch. She tucked her feet under her legs. “Does this make you more comfortable, like maybe I’m not so much older anymore?” She laughed and teased him with her tongue on his neck. I wondered what kind of conversation they had earlier had. “Have you had a lot of girlfriends?” she asked. He shrugged. “Not a lot of girls are allowed in, are they.” She tucked her hair behind her ear. I knew exactly what she was doing.
“I got a lot of school,” the guy said.
“I bet you’re a good kisser,” she said to him sliding herself much closer to him. She took his chin in her hand and moaned inside their kiss. He ran his fingertips around her exposed shoulder. Her head drooped forward. He drew them along the line to her neck, and back again. She moaned again. “That feels nice, Bo.” Bo was it?
Her hand fell on his leg. “Mmm,” she went, and “so good” she moaned as she massaged him. She moved her torso to help her reach both sides equally, straightening her chest up to him. Her hand rolled over on top of his crotch and she cupped it there, halfway to an actual squeeze.
Her fingernails scratched along the length, snagging the denim and she giggled to him all coyly. They kissed and said nothing more while her fingers traced the outline on the front of his pants. He moved so that his legs went down either side of her and she faced him with legs down both his sides.
She lifted her hips to let him slip her shorts off. She mimicked a whimper and tugged at the waist of his jeans. He jumped up and took them off. She undid the lace holding the neck of her top. Her arms went up and disappeared inside the billowing cloud. It fluffed up and drifted away. She sat with her arms crossed over her bare chest looking at him as though she did something wrong.
He pulled at her black panties. She evened things up. They got back into position, now both naked and she laughed all giddily like she was playing house with a new friend. She wrapped her delicate hand tightly around his cock. She moaned when she pumped her fist. He found her pussy. He slipped a finger inside her and she bit his neck.
They slipped down to the rug on the floor. They were on their hands and knees together. He toppled her over and crawled over top of her. He spread her legs apart holding her tiny ankles in his hands.
She bit her bottom lip. He kissed her knees. She clasped them together and wrapped her arms around her folded legs. He laid on his stomach and kissed what he could get to. She laughed and yelped and pulled her knees up tighter to her chest. She was having fun with her new toy.
That exposed her more. Her pussy was swollen. He licked it. She yelped again and shot her legs down. They draped over his back. She covered her mouth. She squealed “No!” and kicked her heels into his shoulders. But she didn’t push hard. He kissed her there the way they earlier kissed, with his tongue. “Oh my god,” she moaned.
She hid her face under both hands. She said “No” softly but her legs opened at the same time. He licked her with the tip of his tongue. Her hips rose off the floor. She stopped breathing and bit his arm. Her body went tense. She moaned long and deep.
“That was amazing,” she whispered in his ear just loud enough for me to hear.  She put the head of his cock in her mouth. She wrapped her hands around his back and bobbed her nose against his stomach. He whispered that he was going to cum. She took him out and looked around frantically. He closed his eyes and shot. It hit her face and tits and she moaned in pleasure because he had so much.
It must have been a one-night stand too, good as it seemed to be because only a few days later, she came home with another guy. I heard her key in the door and pretended to not be home.
“My bedroom,” she said to him in the hallway. I was peeking through the bathroom door. She cast her arm around the room and turned to find him so close behind her, they brushed against each other. She rose on her tiptoes and put her arms around his neck and began kissing him. He took tiny steps backward and felt with his arms for the bed. She followed him in tiny footsteps with her arms around his neck and giggled. He fell back on the bed and she knelt over him.
She said, “You’re not a jock, are you.”
“About the exact opposite I guess,” he said.
“Guys like you are harder to meet because you never go out,” she said. She began to undo his belt. I gently creaked the bathroom door a little wider but just enough to see her whole bed. She didn’t seem to be enjoying this guy so much. She wasn’t as impassioned as she was with Bo or other guys.
She said to him, though, “I think we should close the door.”
She giggled again and jumped up, saying, “stay right there!” and she came out to the bathroom. I dove into my room. She went back a few minutes later but she firmly shut the door behind her, carefully and fully, and leaned against it. I could still hear them. She said to him, “Don’t you ever wonder what you’re missing when other people are out?” Why was she closing the door on me for this guy?
He said, “Not really.” She moved away from the door. I heard her fidgeting around with something and then I heard her music. I crept open the bathroom door in complete darkness very slowly so I had only a millimeter to see that no one was facing it.
I saw her begin to sway her hips side to side like she was dancing for him. Maybe that was the reason she closed my door. She hated dancing! She slowly lifted the bottom of her sweater showing the guy more and more of her stomach. “Are you sure?” she asked with a creeping smile, turning her face away to look at him askance. She lifted the bottom of her sweater further to show him the underside of her white lace bra.
“Okay,” he chuckled, “You’re right, you’re making me crazy right now.”
She laughed and lifted the sweater off her head and let it float down to the chair behind her. She snapped her head forward so her hair whipped over her face. She crossed her straight arms over her breasts and wrapped her hands around the opposing sides of her waist. She began walking toward him by snapping her heels up sharply against her ass like a stripper. She took three steps like that and then yanked her pants off and jumped onto our bed.
He laughed and she shushed him. She turned to him with their faces close to each other on the pillow and said in a voice so low it crossed into a whisper, “Do you mind if I touch you?” and she pressed her hand into his crotch as she said it.
She got on top of him and planted her hands on either side of the pillow. She bit the side of her bottom lip, sat up straight, and reached behind her back to undo her bra. She looked for her sweater behind her and flung the bra across the room to land on it. She peeked at the bathroom door but it was so close to being closed I think she thought I wasn’t there. She propped herself over him so that one breast hung right against his mouth. He sucked on it and she brought the other one to his mouth. She rolled off and he laid facing her and ran his hand over her stomach, up to the bottom curve of her breast, then along the side and up to her shoulder, where he circled a couple of times before following the outline of her neck against the whiteness of the pillow. She stretched out her jaw when he got there and he traced that out too. He touched the area of her neck just below her ear and she shivered.
She whispered, “How did you know about that spot?”
He leaned over and tried to kiss her there, but she pressed his face away and said, “You do that and it’s game over.” Unlike with other guys, she wasn’t laughing with this guy much. She was so serious about him.
She popped up and tugged at his pants. She stripped him and then, looking at him with her big innocent eyes, she took the head of his cock into her mouth and swirled her tongue around him. He yanked on her panties and she pushed herself up to help him get them off. She sat down with her legs fanned out to the side and her hand slowly stroking his cock, glistening from her saliva. She looked at him and said, “What do you picture yourself doing in ten years?” Then she took him in her mouth again as he seemed to think.
“I’m not able to think things like that if you’re going to do that,” he said.
She made that innocent questioning look again. “Oh no?” She swung her leg over him and straddled him. Kneeling over him, she reached behind herself and took his cock in her hand and rubbed the head against her lips down there. Then she lifted herself and guided him into her. Pressing her hands on his stomach, she lowered herself onto him, letting out a gasp. While raising and lowering herself on him, she squeezed out between hard breaths, “Is this better for thinking?”
He laughed and reached for her breasts and he squeezed and twisted them. Her hands went to cover his. She snapped her head back and made a big long “Ahhhh.”
He reached to her ass and squeezed her there. She fell forward onto him and they rubbed and drove against each other like that but softly and slowly, kissing inside their heavy breathing.
With his cock deep inside her, she twisted her hips on top of him and planted the side of her head on her pillow beside him. She said, “Why does this feel so good?”
He said, “Well, in my psych 101 textbook, it says . . . “
She laughed and sprung up again and sat on him now without moving. Her hands kept her weight up pressing into his chest. Her light hair framed her face that was lit up warmly by the lamp. She began to move very slightly, barely half an inch. They were quiet like that for a long time.
She said, “You like?”
He nodded.
“Me too,” she said. Her mouth hung open and I saw her eyes stay closed longer with each blink. She crept her fingers back to adjust her hands and rolled her head around and back. I could see her back arch in the dim light. Still, she rocked her pelvis hardly at all. She stopped moving at one point and shivered. She whispered more to herself than to him, “Oh my god, what you do to me.” Her pelvis started moving again, but very slow and very little. It was so different this time in so man ways.
I entered a strange state too. I was tired and it was late and dark in the room. It felt like I was in the initial stages of falling asleep. My senses dimmed. My eyes closed and my ears seemed to be turning off. My mind took on that wandering feel. I could sense my awareness of Kelly and her guy flow in and out of reality. It felt like I was slipping in and out of sleep and the further I went down, the higher rose this new sensation.
I snapped out of it for a moment realizing I might have been falling asleep with my face against the door watching Kelly fuck, but I looked up at her, at her face, at her undulating shoulders and neck and the slow waves that flowed up and down her spine. I saw her experiencing something beautiful. She rocked on him ever so slightly. Her face looked asleep and her breath sounded deep, slow, and rhythmic.
She opened her eyes right onto mine, it seemed, all big, dark, and piercing. Her mouth formed an “O” shape but then she squeezed her thighs tightly around the guy and uttered a long “Mmmmmm,” and closed her eyes. When she recovered, she said to him, “I think I’m in trouble.”
After a few more minutes, she took herself off him and laid down beside him. She pushed her body into him as though trying to go inside. He wrapped his arms around her. She said, with her eyes closed and her face pressed into his chest, “Is it okay?”
He nodded. They fell asleep like that and I eventually crept back into my room, and onto my sofa.
In the morning, I nearly forgot that she had an overnight guest — not her usual style. I remembered when I saw his shoes at our front door. I went back to my den and crept slowly through the bathroom. I could hear their soft, intimate voices. I carefully cracked it open.
They had pushed their pillows up under their heads and laid on their sides facing each other. She said in a soft, pillow voice, “You don’t mind I have a husband?”
He said, “That’s kind of your call, I figure, isn’t it?”
I didn’t recall hearing her ever mention me to any other guy. “He doesn’t look after me like you do,” she said matter of factly.
“What do you mean?” he asked reluctantly.
“Nothing,” she said.
“You horny again?” her young buck said.
“Uh-huh,” she said. “I’m rubbing myself.”
“I didn’t know that,” he said.
“I know you didn’t know that,” she said all soft and coy staring at him with seriousness on her face.
“Why are you doing that?” he asked.
“Because you aren’t,” she answered.
He began rubbing her and her head rolled back and sighed on her pillow. When she seemed good and lost, he slipped down, keeping the pattern going with his fingers but getting closer with his tongue.
“Do you like doing it?” she asked, emphasizing the “like.”
He took the bait and said, “Yes. A lot. I was liking doing it just now.”
“You do it nicely,” she said.
“I’d say I’ve had a lot of practice, but that would be a lie,” he smiled.
A long while passed in silence as he moved his tongue on her. She continued staring at him between her legs, tussling his hair. “What do you like about it?” she finally said.
He had to think a bit. “It gives . . .  it usually gives a woman a lot of pleasure, and it feels really good to give a woman a lot of pleasure.”
She didn’t say anything. After several minutes, she laid back down, pulled the blanket up to her chin, and said, “Keep going.”
He tried to pull the blanket from her face but she said, “Other way.”
He slowly lifted the blanket off her feet. He massaged them and kissed her there with little pecks. He pushed the blanket up another few inches and massaged her calves, lightly running his fingernails over her skin. Her legs began to part. He pushed the blanket over the hump of her knees and kissed and nibbled her there. Her legs parted more. He looked up and saw that her head was pushed back into the pillow, her eyes were closed, and her hands were tightly gripping the edge of the sheet.
He pushed the blanket up her thighs. He kissed her there and traced out circles and lines on her thighs with his tongue.
She said, “I can feel that.”
He said, “You just wait.”
She giggled at that, pretending to be nervous. He very slowly pushed the blankets up to her lower stomach. Her legs closed. He kissed her hips and ran his tongue around her tuft without touching. He nudged her thigh with his face and her legs opened up a little more. He nudged again with his face. She whispered a “No.” He pushed. Her legs came reluctantly open.
He blew on her tuft of hair. She giggled and snapped her legs shut again and said, “No!”
He touched the top of her tuft with the tip of his tongue. Her breathing became loud and deep. He reached down and took both her ankles in his hands and pushed them up in a way that spread her open widely. She pulled the blanket up over her face. She said, “That feels pretty good,” even though he hadn’t touched her yet.
He got his shoulders between her legs and wrapped his arms around so he could touch her breasts. Her pussy was wide open in front of him. It glistened in the dim light from outside the window.
She said, “It’s fun to play with you,” and she tried to shut her legs again. But he pushed back to keep them open. She said, “Not fair, you’re stronger,” just before he touched his tongue to her clit. She erupted in a gasping moan. He made his tongue follow the circle he did earlier with his finger and her entire body began to move in time with it. She moaned loudly with each breath.
He moved up and over her with the blanket between their faces. He said, “Almost thought you didn’t want this.” Both her hands pushed his head back down between her legs.
He licked her and her hips started to gyrate. He slipped two fingers inside her. Her whole body pushed off the bed. Suddenly she swiped away the blanket so fast it sailed across the floor and they were left there, two naked bodies.
She started gulping and making “grrr” sounds. He pushed his tongue inside her and her whole back snapped up off the bed. Her face was nearly facing the wall behind her upside down. She made no noise and didn’t breathe for a long while, stuck like that. Finally, she gasped and thrashed and turned and settled into a long series of “mmm” sounds.
He opened her pussy with his fingers exposing her clit from under its hood this time. He licked it directly. She shivered, “I’m not sure I’ve ever had an orgasm like that before,” she said right before a sharp inhaling and a series of gasps. “Maybe just with myself,” she squeezed out, before crying out in more stifled shrieks.
She breathed hard as he entered her with his fingers. He licked her every way he knew.
She said, in short words between breaths and gasps, “And. . . never. . . anything . . . that . . . felt . . . like . . . this,” and her head went back and her body rose again and she stopped breathing one more time. I was appalled at her acting and impressed at the same time.
They played and talked and cuddled so much I went to bed on my sofa I got so bored with them. Later, when I was sleeping, I heard no voices. I just wanted to check.
It must have been an hour that passed. I crept back to the bathroom door and peeked in. They weren’t sleeping, they were making out with long kisses in bed. She said in a soft very quiet voice, “How come you don’t want to fuck me yet?” saying “fuck” in a sensuous way. Her boy toy rolled on top of her and between her legs. They readily opened to receive him. “On-demand no less,” she moaned in his ear.
He guided himself into her pussy at first just an inch or so. “I thought you’d never ask.”
She moaned again and said, “It’s always going to be your call.”
He said, “Do you like my cock? Is it big enough?”
She didn’t answer. I wondered if she was looking like she was truly wondering if that was all he had. He hooked his elbows under her knees and pushed her legs up so they touched her ears. He sank himself in her slowly, inch by inch, all the way, and still pushed harder. She let out a long, loud, guttural moan. She squeezed out, “Yes, big enough.”
They both breathed hard and he didn’t last very long and came deep and powerfully inside her. He fell off her and laid beside her looking up at the ceiling.
They came to the bathroom together and I got out of there just in time.  They washed each other off and in doing so, he grew hard again. He picked her up and put her on the edge of the bathroom counter and fucked her again standing up. I was able to see through a crack in the other door.
“I should go back,” he said. “I can barely walk though.”
I heard her kiss him goodbye at our front door for an extraordinarily long time before finally returning to our bedroom. I put my ear to the wall. I could hear her say, “I know you’re there,” but I stayed out and she was soon fast asleep.
She had Bo over several more times. Once, they were sitting on the sofa together. She took his hand in hers during a quiet lull in their conversation and she pinched her bottom lip with her other hand as though she were in a conundrum. She pushed their clasped hands down between her knees. She said, “I have something to tell you.”
The way she said it with her dark round eyes on his and her hands squeezing his hands, made me worry. I had been watching silently from the dark tiny crack in her bedroom door because with Bo, she seemed to not want me watching. She motioned with her head and she laughed a bit. She rose and lead him down the hall to our bedroom. She pinched her mouth again and paused and hemmed and hawed.
She hesitated and looked at the bathroom door. I gently brought it almost closed. She sighed, rolled her eyes with a big defeated look, and placed her hands on both his shoulders. In the tiniest steps, they edged into her room. She looked toward the bathroom the whole time and made little squirming sounds of self-doubt. I gently closed the door to assure her. But we did have our deal: she can do anything, I can watch.
They stood inside the bedroom door and he began to undo his shirt buttons. She stopped him. He began to undo her buttons, but she stopped him there as well. She pushed him back toward the bed and her fingers from both her hands looped into his belt. She steered him by the waist like that and she carefully undid his belt and pulled it out of his pant loops. She left him standing there and returned to the bathroom door to press it tightly closed all the way. She turned and leaned her back against it. I squinted hard at the backside of the shut door.
I suspected this day was coming by the way she acted so differently around this guy. It worried me, so I installed three hidden cameras in our bedroom. I quietly dashed back to my computer and clicked them all on.
She leaned against the shut bathroom door and very slowly undid her own buttons, staring at him more seriously than ever. I was able to click through all camera angles. She flicked her head and her hair flopped in front of her face. He sat down on the edge of our bed.
She closed her eyes and began to move in slow swaying motions, even swaying her head and letting it trace out big circles. She let her top slide down her arms behind her but she held the cuffs in her hands to make waves in her top behind her back. She moved like silent water slipping over rounded boulders. Her shoulders glowed golden and smooth. For a girl who didn’t like to dance, boy did she ever like dancing for this guy!
Suddenly she laughed, picked up her top, and clasped it to her chest. She dashed on tip-toes toward him full of nerves and embarrassment. She landed on his lap and wrapped her top around his back as though to trap him. She buried her face in his shoulder and pulled all her hair over her head.
He leaned back on his straight arms and planted his hands behind him and gave her time. I leaned into my computer screen.
“No!” she squirmed against him. But she sighed and straightened up and dropped her blouse on the bed. She blew the hair from her face and let her hands drop palm up in his lap.
“How do you do this to me?” she said. She stood up again. I was so unsure about where things were going that I prepared myself to barge in if I thought she was crossing lines between us. She stepped back from him, let her arms swing forward, closed her eyes, and made her spine began to sway again for him.
She was dancing for him in utter silence. She wore a black bra and still had her jeans on. Without breaking the fluidity of her waves, she undid her pants and took her time pushing them down to her ankles. She stepped out of them like someone stepping on rocks through a stream. She remained in black panties and bra. I caught the glint of a gold anklet. There was a yellow streetlight from outside lighting up the room and it gave her body a golden glow all over.
She got hit again by a fit of nerves and embarrassment and ran toward him. But she stopped herself, planting her hands on his head. She stepped back and began again her dance, only this time, she was closer to him. He reached out to feel the side of her hip, but she slapped his hand hard.
It was harder than she meant and she laughed and said sorry and picked it up and kissed it. He waved her off and begged her to continue. She stopped though and turned and sat in his lap again, sideways.
She said, “Do you like it?” in a voice that was the lowest you can go without whispering. He told her he did, a lot.
She said, “I do too. I don’t know why I’m doing it for you.” She seemed more oblivious to anyone or anything outside her room. She rose from him again and started dancing one more time.
This time her arms rose high over her head and she clasped them together. Her whole body began to make a seductive twisting motion as she brought her hands down. All the while she turned slowly around in front of him so close her body touched his face. She stepped even closer so that now she was standing in one spot writhing like a column of fire between his legs. She turned and faced away from him. She hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down. She turned to face him, planted her hands on his shoulders and wiggled and shook till they fell the rest of the way. She reached behind her and undid her bra strap and let that fall down her arms as well, and into his lap.
One more time she was overcome with nerves and laughed and gathered up her things from the floor and skipped over to a chair and dropped them there. She came back halfway and squealed inside her hands and then looked away. She covered her breasts with her arms and told him again she was shy.
He said, “I’m not even looking.” She laughed and made her slowly twisting way back to him, grinding her toes into the floor. She said, “Can I do something? It’s weird.”
He nodded and said, “Of course.” She went into her closet and brought out a thin red scarf. She drew it over her head and tied it with some kind of band so that it fit over her face like a veil. “Can you see me?” she asked. He said he couldn’t even while he was staring up and down at her beautiful, slender, and naked body.
With the red veil on, she let herself go. She returned to between his legs and this time when she turned around, she pushed her naked ass up against his chest. She sat lightly in his lap and rubbed her ass against his crotch, still making that fluid dancing motion. She turned again and pushed her breasts into his face. She pushed him back on the bed with her fingertips and knelt over top of him so her that breasts hung down to his face. She took one in her hand and squeezed it and pushed her nipple into his mouth.
She rose again and pulled him up to stand. She circled him, rubbing her body against him all the way. He touched her but she made clear again he wasn’t to do that. She undid his buttons and removed his shirt and ran her fingers all around his torso as she walked. She undid his pants and she pushed them down, taking his underpants with them. He kicked them aside and stood there, motionless and naked, his hands down at his sides. She took up a position behind him and reached around, first over the top of his shoulders then under his arms, then around his stomach, and finally around his hips, and then around his cock.
She moved in front of him again and pressed her back against him. She pushed her ass against his cock and squatted down and rose back up again, shimmying against him. She turned to face him, held his cock in her hand tight, and lifted a leg so that her heel dug into his ass. Her veil swished over her face. Her eyes stared at his mouth like it was a creature to discover and she brought her mouth very close to it. But she did not kiss it. She guided his cock to touch her stomach and she pressed it down so that he could feel her fluff.
He leaned forward to kiss her through the veil but she said “No!” She giggled and ducked away again suddenly full of nerves. This time she ran around to the other side of the bed. She told him to get in like it was an order and she pulled back the blanket and hopped in herself. She pulled it right up to her chin and laughed again.
He got into the bed. She kicked her feet and squirmed in embarrassment with the veil over her face. She said, “I’ve never done anything like that before.”
He said, “It was amazing.”
She refused to believe him. “You’re just being nice to a weirdo,” she said.
He told her that her dance was something he’d never seen before. “It blew me away,” he said.
She said, “Thank you then,” and leaned over and pecked a kiss on his cheek. “My nana taught me,” she said. “I’ve never showed anyone that.” He touched her cheek, but she said, “I told you no!”
He began to ask why but she shushed him. She stared at him now with the blanket up to her eyes. Then the blanket went over her eyes. She began to shimmy down inside the bed. She fought the blankets below and moved around in ways he couldn’t tell what was going on. Before he expected it, he felt her hot, wet mouth envelop him. She moved on him very slowly and very lightly.
He said, “I suppose you haven’t done that for anyone before either,” and she laughed lightly and came off his cock and pushed herself up his body to emerge from under the blanket right into his face, her light naked body lying completely on top of his, and pulled the veil out of her mouth and off her head.
“A girl doesn’t tell,” she said, before engaging with a kiss on his mouth that was just like that dance she did against his body moments before. The kiss continued over his chin and around his neck. Her whole body began to dance again, now horizontally on top of him. The kiss that began on his mouth moved down his chest. She pushed the blankets as she went, exposing both of them to that golden light.
She took forever to get down, swirling and waving as she went, kissing him all over. She got to his pelvis and kissed and licked everywhere except for his cock itself. Then she began to kiss her way back up his body. She raised herself on her arms over him, looked down and laughed, and went back to his cock with vengeance. She swirled on him and danced with her mouth around him and sucked and licked until he looked ready to explode.
She crawled back up over him on all fours. Her small breasts hung down on his chest. Her hair created a tent around their faces. She moved her hips down and around until his cock tip was just caught by her pussy lips. She kissed him and lowered herself ever so slightly. The head of his cock pushed into her. She moved that little bit in and out. She said, in a whisper, “I like doing this with you a lot.”
He said, “Me too.”
She snorted and he must have felt her drip onto him. She lowered herself imperceptibly lower. He said to her, “This is too amazing for words.”
She sighed and smiled and said, “You’re sweet.” Then she took him out of her and sat back so that he was spread out before her. She stroked his cock in both her hands. Then she said, “Would you take me?”
He asked how, confused. She got off him, rolled over, got down on her forearms, and stuck her ass up in the air. She wiggled it at him and laughed a bit. Then she said, “Do me hard as you want. Don’t stop. Finish yourself inside me.”
He said, “It might be better if . . . “ but she stopped him. She said, “Did I turn you on?”
He gulped and said, “Yeah, a little bit!”
She went down further so her face was sideways on the bed. She stuck her ass up even higher. “So show me,” she said.
He got behind her and grabbed her hips in both hands, aimed his cock, and shoved himself into my wife. She gasped and her hands grabbed the bottom sheet and twisted. He withdrew completely and plunged into her again, hard enough to jolt her body. She yelped. He went in again and laid his body on top of hers and rammed her like dogs, hard and fast and deep.
He reached around her and took hold of her smooth perfect orbs and squeezed them and twisted her nipples in his fingers. He rammed her so hard her whole body was skidding across the bed back and forth. She cried out in foreign words I didn’t know. He pulled on her hair and she rammed herself back against him. He didn’t last long. He started shaking and pumping into her more rapidly and out of control. She rose in crescendo with him. She sounded like she was stabbed. He emptied himself utterly inside her.
A few moments later she wiped them both up with a towel. They laid there exhausted. She said to the ceiling, “I wonder if I’ll ever have that again in my life.” He laughed and said, “Was it that good?” She turned to him and laughed. “Yeah!” she said, and she punched him playfully.
He stayed that night but in the morning he had to leave early and I peeked out my door as she walked him to the front and kissed him long and intimately there again, saying goodbye virtually forever. I came out and followed her into the kitchen. I said, “We need to talk.”
“No we don’t,” she didn’t turn around as she began to fix a coffee.
I said to her back, “We had a deal.”
She leaned over the counter a long time but still didn’t turn around. “Baby, I’m bushed. Can’t this wait?”
“You’re bushed from fucking your young stud all night,” I said.
She turned around, closed her robe tightly over her chest, crossed her arms and leaned against the sink. She looked at me through eyes that had teared up all red and glassy. “I’m sorry,” she squeezed out through her trembling lips.
I stared in disbelief. “Sorry about what?” I said.
“You can’t watch me anymore,” she looked down.
“Fine,” I said, “then you can’t do it anymore.”
“I don’t want to do it anymore,” she nearly whispered. “It’s over.”
I said, “Fine, it’s over.”
But she looked up at me. “No, I mean, it’s over-over.”
I squinted at her completely not getting it.
She looked at me a long time before she said, “Bo is just gone to get his stuff.”
“I thought you weren’t doing it anymore.”
She looked piercingly at me. “I’m not. Bo will be back in a few hours.” She wiped her eyes.
I frowned and looked left and right. “Okay,” I said slowly, not comprehending. 
“You can’t watch anymore because I don’t want you here anymore.”
“I can stay in my room,” I said.
“I don’t want you here anymore, I mean, ever,” she finally explained and wiped her eyes with the sleeve of her robe.
“What am I supposed to do?” I said, still thick in the head.
“Find a place?” she offered meekly. “Bo’s moving in here.”
I didn’t hear her clearly and I cranked my head sideways. “Huh?” I said.
“Bo and I talked when you were sleeping and he’s moving in. I told him about you and what you do.” She sniffed and looked away. “He said he didn’t like it.”
I shook my head and extended my arms out in total confusion.
“He and I have been seeing each other for a while,” she said softly, looking at the floor, “I kept it a secret from you.” She sniffed and looked at me defiantly. “When I told him about you, he said it was weird and he said it was either you or him.” She bit her lip.
“And what? You chose him?” I nearly screamed in disbelief.
She only kept biting her lip before she began to nod. “I think I did, yeah,” she squeezed out.
“What the hell!?” I cried out. “Why??”
She stared at the corner of the floor a long while before raising her eyes to look right into mine. “He doesn’t get turned on by watching me with other men.” She wiped her eye. “He gets turned on by me.”
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Zoe’s hand crept up Liam’s thigh. Their light, pecking kiss evolved from tentative brushing of lips to enclosed private world of mouths and tongues. When she fumbled with his belt, she chuckled and made as if trying to yank it, so desperate had she become. As soon as he pulled his belt open, she dove down. Her hands moved frantically, as though time was limited. She opened the front of his jeans like parting the wrapping around a gift. She picked at the top of his underwear with her slender finger and gently pulled it away from his taut belly. She pretended to be amused but the closeness of that man’s cock to her hand and face washed over the moment with sudden seriousness. It was a serious cock.
It was hard, hot, and — she gasped — huge. She tried to contain her reaction, but her gulp was involuntary. She was frankly surprised that here had not been some trick of light and shadow. When she began to carefully guide it free of his pants, it seemed to snake out forever. She thought it was fully erect. It wasn’t. But it sure began to engorge when she took it in her hand.
At first it was the heat that got her attention. It felt close to the kind of heat you actually think might burn you. She was tricked again by light or angles with its girth, because when she wrapped her hand around it, she was confused by what she thought might actually be his arm. Did her fingers even come half way around? The length was nothing short of horse category. Both her hands clasped together and she pulled up and plunged down on it. She looked up from his lap to his face. He was relaxed, comfortable, and most of all, entitled looking. Meanwhile, she was hugging an ugly elephant trunk. Entitled to what, she thought with resentment.
Well he might be, but still it annoyed her. It’s all well and good, she thought, with a cock like that, to of course be pretty confident. But his expression was one of “show me,” as though doubting she knew what to do with something so . . .  so grown up. She had been with men before of course. But this was the first time she was with a man who she knew had sex with lots of women whenever he wanted, and plenty of it. All her other lovers, she thought in that moment, looking down upon that massive monster in her hands, were decidedly grateful for her attentions. This man, she knew, could walk out the door and tap on the shoulder virtually any other woman out there throughout the party, and they’d turn and follow unquestioningly back into this very bed. Who knows, one might have earlier and one may yet later on in the night. And by any woman, she meant married as well as otherwise. More than half the husbands out there would probably consider it an honor if this man deigned to fuck their wives, too. In a way, she was doing a lot of them, including her husband, a favour, taking this man on.
She kissed the enormous purple head. Other guys would be squirming. Liam looked bored. Fuck him, she thought. Arrogant bastards think they deserve it. She opened her mouth and took the head inside. It was too big by a long shot. She licked up the length of it to stall for time and figure out what to do, but that only made matters worse. That length no less than the girth would not fit anywhere on her. It was otherworldly. Suddenly, she felt what must be his hands push her head down on his prick. She tried to resist but it was like a very movable object against an unstoppable force. Gagging didn’t seem to matter to him, nor chocking or groaning. When he released her, she came up coughing and angry as a mad dog. But he just laughed. She looked back down and realized she’d only taken about half of it in. She hated him.
Before she got choked again though, she decided the bastard would only keep it out of her throat if she somehow got it in her pussy instead. She resented his control and his course judgement, but she pulled her panties off faster than he could reach her head again and climbed over him, reverse style, so much did she detest his face of arrogance. Much to her annoyance, her pussy, suddenly with a mind of its own, flooded with wetness. Rubbing herself over the bastard’s large cock head to lubricate it enough, she could feel herself pulsate and throb. She hated him as she lowered herself onto him, deciding it was better to fuck him and control things than to let him fuck her and rip her apart. It was good, in retrospect, that she got so wet. It made getting it over and down with him slightly easier.
When she thought she could take no more, she looked down between her legs. Not much more than half was inside her. Those damned hands of his again, huger than a bear’s, tugged on her hips this time and there was no way to resist. His cock pushed so hard and deep inside her she felt as though her lungs were going to be pushed out her mouth. She was truly afraid in this moment. But she also felt touched inside in some place that hadn’t been touched before — or , she thought, more accurately, rammed. She knew better than to respond to this sort of treatment and rough handling, but her damned body seemed not to be with the program. An orgasm that began deep inside took her over fast and furiously. She had had orgasms when fucking before, but there was no doubt where they began, up in the head. This one was different. At first she didn’t even know what was going on, because her mind was not in the orgasming state. When her body nonetheless began to quake, she realized too late what was happening, and her mind succumbed after the fact. So did her pussy, which seemed to leak so much she feared she peed on him.
He came by the gallon, it felt like, and gushed into her for over a minute. She had to cry out, just because. She pulled off him and cum drained from her all over the bed and floor to the bathroom she rushed to. By the time she came out, somewhat cleaned up, he was gone. She got dressed again. Just as she checked her state in the mirror, her husband Daniel came in. “There you are!” he said. “Was looking all over for you!”
“I had to lie down a bit,” she said. “Too much to drink,” she chuckled.
Daniel glanced at the bed. It was messed up. He saw a big wet spot all over the middle. Zoe shrugged. He took her by the hand and rejoined the party. They walked right past Liam in the hall, talking up another woman. Daniel didn’t recognize him. Zoe, a bit of a bad girl, made her hand drag across his crotch as she passed him, her husband pulling her along. She was disgusted though, because she knew he’d be fucking that redhead in a matter of minutes.
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Liam wouldn’t take no, which was hardly unusual. Even with her husband Daniel right inside that lit up living room window about ten feet away, he acted like what he wanted, what he needed, was the only thing in the world that mattered. Zoe sighed and rolled her eyes, but Liam wouldn’t have noticed. He’d already had his hand around the back of her neck in the front passenger seat of his car, and his eyes closed, anticipating her, as though he would never have reason to doubt what was going to happen next, like it was him giving  her the courtesy of catching her breath. They both knew his cock was too big for her mouth. That didn’t matter, though. There was no denying however that they both enjoyed it more if she took it with a little more preparation.
Still, she wouldn’t have minded a kiss or a little talk, maybe. He could, she thought, have what he had in mind the whole night, but did it have to be right in her own driveway? But no. He reclined his driver’s seat back and the force of his arm and hand worked like a steel machine on her, unrelentingly, without compromise. She bent down over him, lower onto his lap with her face, slowly but methodically. She had to. The bastard didn’t even bother to undo his own pants. She was expected to. He made the point by pushing her face into his closed pants. It was as if to say, “Next time, make sure you get me out for your mouth.”
She snorted with anger and her eyes were narrow resentful slits. He didn’t deserve anything. But she knew she might as well get it over with — it was going to happen no matter what she felt. She opened his fly and his pants button. His cock was only half hard, but it was heavy and weighed in her hand like a hot thick rope. His skin, she had to admit, was smooth like satin. She kissed it and despite her feelings, the tingling went straight to her groin. She heard him groan. At first she thought it was one of pleasure. But the pressure on the back of her head told her it wasn’t, it was an impatient groan. She readied her mouth knowing it was coming in no matter what. Men like him can’t be denied. Or even slowed.  And that it was likely to get a whole lot bigger and thicker and harder later. She sighed. Her husband better not have heard the car and look out the window.
She’d learned that she could keep him from shoving her head down on him in ways that made her gag by taking him in her throat at her own pace. Taking him slow and deep and all the way back was the way she could fit him in and it seemed to keep him from shoving her around too much. So she opened wide, let his cock push her mouth even more open, and she used her tongue to coax it down slowly more deeper. She prepared her throat for the inevitable gagging when it hit back there, and for the filling sensation when she took it in her throat and down deeper still.
She had to admit, coming off him and swallowing and catching her breath again, that it was getting not just easier to take him, but also, secretly, more exciting. As a man showing pleasure, there was no doubt this man showed it most. He was selfish, but there was no doubting what he liked. If he didn’t, he’d stop you. If he did, he’d let you go. And it was always way better to do what he liked. That included pumping him in her two fists while she readied herself to take him deep again. It also meant that when her mouth and jaw began to hurt too much, she had better be ready to take it in her pussy, the same way, deep, all the way. It was what he liked. Who was she to correct him?
She learned as well that making herself ready in the pussy made it go down better there too. There was no doubt that if she was wet, he liked it better, and if he liked it better, she could control things more. There was no problem on that front in the car that night. She was soaking in anticipation of his cock, despite what she might think. It was like her pussy was thinking the same thing: it’s coming in hard and deep anyway, might as well get ready for it and make it easier. What she didn’t count on, and what she tried hard as she could to avoid, was the infuriating orgasm his big heavy cock seemed to always give her. It seemed as though fighting it off made it grind out harder. He didn’t deserve her orgasm, but to her credit, it was her body, not her, that started it.
She straddled him in his seat and didn’t even remove her panties. She just pushed them aside. There wasn’t enough time — he probably would have shoved himself right through her panties if she took the time to remove them. Sometimes it helped to fuck him before he got to full size — it went in easier. But this time, he was full staff. She seemed to match him though, in terms of wetness. Was it because her husband was behind those curtains? Didn’t he hear the car pull in? She tried to think, tried to worry, but his hands took her shoulders and shoved her down, like he always did, being the forceful, pushy, impatient man that he was. It made it hard for her to think of her husband and what he would think. His cock going in made her flop and her head fall back and a groan erupt from her throat. It was both the size and the heat. She could feel that his cock was covered and glistening when she pulled back up, so wet had she gotten.
She decided, if he’s going to just use her for his own selfish satisfaction, why shouldn’t she just use him the same way? She began to pound down on him, angrily, selfishly, using him for her own pleasure, the way she would a dildo. She ground down on him, lifted off, used the head to massage her clit — only until he shoved it back into her again, that is. But it was enough. Fuck him! she thought. Her body twitched, her feet throbbed, and she felt it again, that strange body-first contortion that she only recognized after it began for the full-on orgasm it was. So strange! She had all her life willed her orgasms from her mind first. With him, she was doing the opposite, trying so hard not to give him the satisfaction, using her mind to try to squelch any orgasm. And yet here she was again, moaning in his ear, biting on his neck, crying out despite her spouse within earshot, and — dare she say it — loving this man’s cock. Well, her body was loving it, she was loving her husband and doing what she figured she honestly had to, to contain the situation.




III

Zoe truly hated Liam. Even as she went down on her knees in a huff, she loathed him. She ripped at his belt and jeans with detestation, and when she gripped his cock in her hand, she looked up at him scathingly. The fact he was casually leaning back on the bathroom counter and not even looking down at her made her want to spit on his cock. Which she did. She shook her head with disgust and licked all around the base of the head. The damned thing was huge and heavy again. She took it right into the back of her throat and bobbed on it hard. She shivered she was so angry. His hands took her head on both sides and shoved her back on. She got her teeth out of the way. She might as well, she thought.
Just to show him what kind of degradation she was feeling with the way he treated her and took her for granted, she lifted her top off, reached behind to undo her bra clasp, and shook it down her arms. She drew the head of his wet cock around her nipples and began to tit-fuck him. She thought she had better keep him wet or it would chafe her breasts, so she let his cock come from between her breasts that she squeezed together into her mouth with each thrust. She was sure he didn’t care or even notice. She was doing that for herself. Just when she was thinking he was dreaming if he thought he was going to get to fuck her tonight of all nights — her husband’s birthday — he grabbed her arms and bent her over in front of him and spread her feet on the floor. He was rude that way.
Of course she resisted. But why? He always gets what he wants, his type always do. She would show him — this time, he wouldn’t get the satisfaction of her resistance. She reached behind herself and parted her butt cheeks for him, as if to say, There, take it, see if you like it! She nearly lost her mind when she felt the head of that enormous, angry selfish cock poke the wrong hole. Just when she was going to turn around and slap him, he pushed. She quickly reached for the cream she spotted on the shelf and wiped half the bottle around his cock behind her. And good she did too, because the bastard wasn’t wasting time. The next moment, that big thing went in her ass.
She thought her eyes were going to pop out and her brain explode. She yelped in pain but the music of the party left no one outside the bathroom the wiser. She tried to relax, because he clearly wasn’t going to stop. It wasn’t long before he worked himself all the way inside her, and she had to say, though it hurt, it was good. Probably, she thought to herself, she made it better by giving in and relaxing. It certainly wasn’t him. He was a pig about things, unlike her gentle husband.
She bent over deeper just to make sure she wasn’t going to make him angry or something. In case he didn’t like having to do all the work, she thought it best to push back against him, to do some of the thrusting herself. And, of course, to speed things along, she thought she might as well rub herself and see if she can’t enjoy at least a little orgasm herself, maybe when he comes inside her hass, just to keep things even with that jerk relieving himself into her from behind.
But as usual, he had his own ideas. He pulled out, shoved her down again and she took that thing in her hands first to keep it away from her, but then to aim it, because it immediately started shooting right into her face. Some hit her lips and even right into her mouth. The disgusting creep even had enough to keep shooting at her when she finally managed to aim it away from her face and down to her breasts. His cum hung from her cheek and lips, she swallowed what got in there, and cum ran down between her tits on her stomach. There was more cum than she could clean up and there was no other solution but to wipe it up with her hand and, having already swallowed so much, to just keep swallowing more. She licked her hand clean and wiped her breast and cheek to get those clean too. While she was at it, she cleaned his cock with her tongue. Might as well.
The pig picked her up with one hand and sat her on the edge of the counter. He spread her legs as if he owned her and propped her knees over his shoulders. Fine, she thought, whatever. If he wanted to lick her now, who was she to stop him. It seemed as though, if he wasn’t going to get to shove his ugly cock into her, he was going to insist on getting his fingers and tongue into her instead. She leaned back and let him, the better to learn what he likes so she knew exactly what to withhold later to get her revenge. She pushed her hands into his hair and pulled his face harder onto her pussy just to see how he liked being shoved around like that. She pounded her heels into his back too, just to humiliate him the way he did her. The ultimate though was to cum on his face and tongue. She made sure it was a good hard and deep one, too.
When he stood up, she was exhausted but saw his cock was half hard again. She shook her head. Why not? she thought. She was already leaning back and open-legged and wet as hell, so if he had to, he had to. Not patient now herself with his laziness, she grabbed that thing and got it over and done with, shoving it inside her. It at least went in easier than ever, so there was that. He made her pretty wet, after all. The position she was in made it feel like he was rearranging her guts inside her. She thought she had better hang on and wrapped her legs and arms around him. She thrust against him in order to stop him from pounding so hard against her. With his long hard cock driving in and out of her, she leaned her head back and opened her mouth to let him kiss her deeply, just in case it might make him go easier on her when he came inside her.
And cum he did, deep inside, his cock just as hot, hard, and angry as ever. She could feel his warm sperm fill her up. She brought his hands to her breasts to help him squeeze her there, in order to keep him from squeezing somewhere else that might hurt. It made her cum, doing that, which was not what she wanted, of course, but then there is no accounting for the body and it’s own agenda, was there. On the plus side, she got it over and done with and it seemed after all that she needed to cum to make him stop finally and leave her alone. They could hear the birthday song being sung already. He left the bathroom first and gave her time to clean up, straighten her clothes, and come back out just in time to kiss her husband happy birthday. 




IV

Liam was behaving in a ridiculous fashion, holding Zoe by the wrist when he knew she had to get back upstairs to her husband’s bed. Why he was never able to take No for an answer, she couldn’t guess. He was probably like that since he was a boy. She understood that. She had only come down to make sure their guest had what he needed and that it wasn’t too cold in the guest room on the ground floor. She even said to her husband that she’d only be a couple minutes. He sounded annoyed too, like he was losing patience. He certainly wasn’t asleep. He even seemed to be expecting sex when she got back, the way he slapped her on the rear and told her to hurry.
Now she was under the sheets with Liam at once trying to struggle to get back out, but also aware that if she struggled too much, who knows what might happen. To try to calm him down and help him see reason, she reached between his legs. Naturally, he was the type to sleep naked. The way he looked at her when she tried to hold him down, gripping his cock in her hand to try to make him understand, she knew he would never see reason unless she let her robe fall off. Maybe, she thought, he’s the kind of man who would calm himself if he was given a little bit of what he so desperately seemed to need. She struggled out of it complaining with sighs and eye rolls until she too was naked under the sheets with him.
She used her grip on his cock to gauge how he was understanding that she couldn’t stay but had to get back right away to her husband’s bed. It wasn’t going down though. She realized that maybe sucking on it a bit, the way she learned he loves, might help, she thought. Her body compared to his was very small. When she pulled the sheets back to expose his whole body to the night light, and leaned over to kiss his cock, he took her ankles and spun her around. Before she could say or do anything, she was straddling his face holding his cock to her lips. Well, she thought, if it keeps him from making more trouble, there would be no harm in just lowering herself onto him a bit. It might even keep him from talking, which her husband might hear, and so, out of courtesy to Daniel, she ground her hips onto Liams mouth.
His hands were enormous, and really, when he gripped her around her ass with them, there was no point in fighting him. He pulled her down and she let her hips sink further till that infuriating tongue of  his was right back in there poking and prodding in her pussy. If he wasn’t careful, she thought, he was going to make her cum again and that would be terrible. The only thing that might make him lose his focus there, she realized, was to go down on him hard and swirl her tongue around his cock for dear life. If that distracted him from going at her pussy so much, it might help, she thought.
It wasn’t working well enough, though, and instead of causing him to lose his focus, he seemed to just get worse and worse at licking her. She thought to herself that if anyone was going to make anyone else cum, it better be her winning that fight or there would be no satisfying him. So to make sure she didn’t stay down there in the guest room any longer than was absolutely necessary, she determined to suck him as good as she could to make him cum right in her mouth this time. She calculated that that would be okay, that she might be able to swallow it all too, and if her husband later, kissing her, said something about the smell or taste, she could always stop fucking him. He didn’t need it as much, it seemed.
Making that man cum, though, was harder than she thought it was going to be. She sucked and bobbed and licked all over this shaft and balls, all for the purpose of getting back to her husband faster, but the ingratiating man, powerful athlete, really, even though he pumped up into her mouth with his hips, kept on keeping on, and kept on licking her too, to the point where she really could not honestly take any more. So instead of letting the man make her cum on his face, she decided it would be more polite to her husband if she instead — since she was definitely going to cum anyway — cum on his cock. That way, he wouldn’t have to look at Liam in the face at breakfast, and see where his wife just hours earlier orgasmed all over.
So she turned herself around and straddled his hard, enormous cock instead. To keep him quiet, she crouched down and put her mouth on his mouth, in case he was going to talk or moan. To distract him, she used her tongue with his tongue. He tried to make her fuck him faster with his hands around her ass, so to stop him from doing that, she plunged her hips down on him faster and harder instead. It was good that she was kissing him because the sounds she herself made might have sounded to someone upstairs like she was being hurt, and letting her husband think she was being hurt would be a terrible way to treat him. To make sure she kept her cries inside the man’s mouth, she wrapped her hands around the back of his head and pressed their faces together tighter.
She slammed down on him trying to make him cum, but the bastard instead kept on dragging things out. He even flipped her over and got on top of her. She thought of closing her legs to teach him a lesson, but since he would only force them open, she thought again, and spread them wide instead. That way, she thought, at least he would leave no skin-on-skin burns from fucking her so hard. She used the pillow this time to muffle her cries.
The man seemed to need it more tonight than usual. He slammed her particularly hard and she thought it was rude of him. She waited for him to finish. She had two of those orgasms only he gave her in the meantime. That was a given, she thought, and hardly her fault. It was all for the good anyhow, because he finally erupted deep inside her when she was cumming the second time, and finally the ordeal was over. However, even though she wiped them both up and tried to kiss him and soothe him, he kept his huge strong arm around her. He pulled the sheets over them both so it made it harder for her to get out. She tried to find a way to escape, but there didn’t seem to be a way. She rested her hand on his chest so she could monitor his breathing, and draped her naked leg over his legs, the better to feel if he moved. Still she kissed him just to see if he was getting tired. Accidentally, she fell asleep like that, all wrapped up with him. It might have been because it felt so warm, or that his body was so strong. Who’s to say.




V

Liam was bold, Zoe had to at least give him that. Even though his urges were terribly inconvenient, she had to admit at least to herself that he was one man who had no problem letting her know what he needed and when — which was usually now. For example, at the end of season gala, right in the middle of the speeches up on the stage, and with everyone sitting at the big round tables with all their spouses, her included, he wove his way through them all from his seat on the stage directly heading straight to her. Surely he must have known the entire room was watching him. He came directly to her, leaned down next to her ear, between her and her husband, and said, “Gotta fuck you now.” He’d just been awarded some trophy or other, so it stood to reason he’d need that, she thought, but still. It wasn’t a question, which made her realize she’d better do it. Liam even shook her husband’s hand, who was beaming with honor at the gesture, even though with his other hand, he was pulling his wife up and away.  It was disgusting, it was immoral, and it was flat out wrong, she thought, as he lead the way through the tables to the doors at the back of the ball room. Rather than look like she was under duress, she decided it would save her husband embarrassment if she walked alongside him in her clacking best heels, her sexiest red dress, and her hotter than hot pearls. She even considered that if she made herself appear to be excited and happy while being dragged away for another of his selfish, self-gratifying fuckings, maybe the audience would think it was a business meeting or something urgent about the charity. 
Thankfully, her pussy began to moisten, because she knew that once he got it in his head that he was coming in, she learned that there was no point in arguing. If he decided it was time, the only thing she was left to decide was where, in order to save her husband the humiliation. So when they burst into the foyer together, she was the one searching frantically for a good place, not just for hiding visually, but for obscuring the inevitable sounds she would have to make by way of communicating to him that it was well nigh time for him to be over with it and cum already too. That’s what she learned about him too — if it was time for him to finish and move on, it worked best if she made lots of moaning and crying sounds, and it wouldn’t be right to fake those, that would be lying, so everything worked out better for her and her husband if she really orgasmed with the man’s cock pounding deep into her.
They found a dressing room down a hallway. She stripped naked inside, once he closed the door and leaned on it. No need, she thought, to get his disgusting cum all over her favourite hot dress. She had to take it off slowly of course to avoid tearing a strap or losing a button — that wouldn’t look any good, because when Liam was finished with her, she still had to go back into the ballroom to rejoin her husband. She thought it ironic that she needed Liam to undo the zipper in the back. And since he was there already, he might as well also help with the lacy black strapless bra clasps. Would he notice that it was all selected for him? Whatever was needed, she thought, to keep him happy and not doing something rash. And since he had now done most of her undressing already, he might as well finish the job — she leaned over and stuck her ass out insisting he do at least something, and pull her panties off. She left on the garter and stockings she wore. She thought herself clever on that score. Having suspected the pig might have his urge at some point in the evening, and rather than risk a run in her stockings in pulling them off and putting them on, she through it was clever to wear stockings that didn’t have to come off to get out of the way of his urge. Hence the garter. The fact it featured a red bow in front, and was purchased by her husband for them to enjoy together, but had not actually been used yet (it was only a week old after all), meant only that this would make for a good chance to test if it works, in case her husband ever wanted to fuck her sometime — at least after her pussy recovered from the frequent and rough workouts the bastard kept her busy with. Because, to be honest, she wasn’t much in the mood with Daniel. So in that regard, since he gave her the garter with the red bow for fucking, he should be happy it was getting used just for that purpose.
Once again, deciding it was best to make sure neither of them talked in a way that could be overheard outside the change room door, she reached up, wrapped her hands around the back of his neck, and pulled his face down to hers to cover his mouth with hers and stop him from talking with her own mouth. The tongue business was just to justify the length of time of the kiss. And when he picked her up by grabbing her ass, that was only to help her sore neck, having to crane it back like that to reach him. And when she wrapped her legs around his waist and locked her ankles in the small of his muscular and strong back, that was only to relieve him of the bother of holding all her tiny weight up with his arms. And finally, since his cock was now right there, straining, hard and slick and smooth, poking her right in her money hole all wet and slippery, she thought, might as well have it inside if it’s going to be there anyway. This way, she realized, he might get his nasty business done sooner than later so she can dress again and get back to her husband before anyone, including him, really noticed anything.
She lowered herself onto his pole in this fashion, being sure to keep her mouth on his. She moaned to encourage him to get to the end faster. She ground her hips down to get him in deeper. Thank goodness she had let him fuck her so much the last little while, or it wouldn’t have gone in so well. The fact it felt good inside her — big, hard, deep good — was something she could ignore, a mere by-product of what she needed to do to keep the peace in the whole world around her. That would also explain nibbling on his neck, licking his ear, and saying, or whispering there, “God you feel so good inside me.” Yes, she thought, he’s falling right into my plan. She controlled him so much! she thought to herself, when his cock poked her deeper than ever.
Liam spotted the couch and carried her there and laid down under her, all without either of them disengaging from each other. She thought that that too was a nod to her husband. Nothing felt better than pulling off this man’s enormous member and then plunging back onto it again — so by staying on him like that, wasn’t she denying herself for her husband’s good? And this way, with her on top on the couch, she was able to do the moving, which meant she could get things done as soon as she wanted. She knew however that if she brought his orgasm on too soon, he’d only want to do it again shortly thereafter, so to avoid having to get up out of her seat again back in the ballroom, she thought it best to slow things down a bit, to grind it out with him, and make it the way he likes it so he doesn’t need it again that night — which was, as he told her, when she “moves like waves” on him, using her back. Also, yes, she loved and risked orgasm putting her breasts in his mouth like that, but that also was something that he liked, and if he liked it, it was better for her husband because he’d be more satisfied and therefore would more likely wait till he got back to their guest room before needing it again.
She didn’t realize though how close she was herself, and that feeling his mouth on her nipples, and watching it too from above, would make her cross the line. She buried her face in his neck and fucked him like there was no tomorrow. To think, she thought, buried in this man’s neck, that that enormous thick long cock she first held in her hands not so long ago, would not only get inside her, but that it would fit so snuggly, would ram into her so deeply, and that she would feel anything other than disgust and shame riding it, was a marvel to her. It told her, the more the waves of pleasure washed over her, what a good wife she was to adapt to circumstances so well, to not fight what was inevitable, and to find a way, as always, to make things work. Yes, she shouted out loud as the first wave broke over her, she was an excellent wife. She almost blacked out thinking how good she was, taking another, and particularly big, hit for the home team.




VI

Moving Liam into the guest suite of her and her husband’s house was one thing. It was manageable. She found that if she slipped away from bed after her husband had fallen asleep, she could get downstairs and tame the monster enough to keep him from making a scene the next morning. Sometimes — okay, she admitted, most times — it meant spending  most of the night entangled up in his large, muscular limbs in the guest bed, and sometimes (again, most times) it meant “taming the monster” took more than one session (and sometimes, with sleep in between, three or four through the night, in various positions). She was able to console herself with the thought that she was willing to give whatever it took to keep her marriage safe. If it meant being barely able to walk the next morning, that was her sacrifice. Having Liam right downstairs at least meant that, since she was going to do it anyway, at least it was safe at home.
Only once did she forget to make it upstairs in time for her husband’s alarm clock. Correction: only once without clothes on, which made the excuse of being up early to read and have a coffee a little harder to defend. Marriage lesson learned, she thought: when on your way down to an awful man’s bed, if he’s going to cheat your own husband out of his wife, bring along typical morning clothes, in case you accidentally fall asleep, or accidentally stay for a few extra sessions to make sure. That way sneaking into the husband’s bedroom later could just as easily be passed off as sneaking out of the bedroom, in the morning. Also, don’t come in covered in cum all over your face and tits. There’s no good way to explain that, if he happens to wake up on your way to the bathroom. She had to learn that one the hard way.
Just when she figured she had things under control, she accidentally fell asleep in her husband’s bed instead. It happened while waiting for him to fall asleep so she could get downstairs in time to suck or fuck or jerk off or “anal-ize” that big man, whatever it was going to take to keep him under control. But this night, her own husband indicated he wanted something from her too. There was only so much of her! The only way she could indicate right back to him that that was unlikely, was to pretend to fall asleep waiting for him to get out of the shower she demanded he take first. Could you imagine, she shook her head to herself, if the smell of her husband’s sex was detectable on her when she went down to look after the beast? He might not like it. And if he didn’t like something, who knows how he might treat her! And of course, pretending to sleep lead to real sleep.
She was awakened not with a kiss, or with a caress, the way a proper woman should be. After all, she made it plain to the monster that if he needed sexual release, all he had to do was ask properly — a whisper would do, a nudge, or even, just a glance. She made it clear to him that it could be in a bathroom, in a cloakroom, a change room, in a car in the driveway, it didn’t matter where. Her husband could be in the next room, down the hall, wherever, all he had to do was ask. She was willing to give of herself whenever and wherever she was needed to help relieve the situation and maintain the peace. She was trying to save her marriage, after all. Moving into her and her husband’s guest room was her idea, wasn’t it? That was so when he needed her, he didn’t have to risk driving over, or making something up that needed her to drive over to his place — and anyway, the hotel has prying eyes. Keeping him downstairs was safer for her husband too. All he ever had to do to get well and truly fucked was look at her. She went the extra mile by training her body to get wet with his one look, because sometimes the time between that look and that monster cock snaking into her was short indeed. To be truthful though, she didn’t train her body as much as her body trained her to get ready for a powerful fucking in a hurry. It disgusted her that just thinking about him made her soak another pair of panties. Just thinking of holding his throbbing member in her hand, just thinking of licking it, of it shoving into her pussy, or her ass, of his mound of muscled mass under her, or over top of her, all rippling and tense, made her ready for him in a way that could only be described as charitable to her husband, who as a result might happily find his wife ready and lubricated for him too, if his timing was good.
But the bastard awakened her in her husband’s bed by pressing the head of his already erect cock against her sleeping mouth. Of course, once she realized what was happening, all she could do to keep her husband also awakening was open up and cover it, to hide it, in other words, inside her mouth. The big man pumped into her like it was her pussy. She could fight it, thereby waking up hubby, or she could adjust her angles and let it shove to the back of her throat, and take another hit for the sake of her marriage. She thought it was absurd of him to crawl onto the bed to kneel over her head and pillows and lean on the headboard the better to fuck her face. Now of course it would be pretty difficult to explain things if her husband woke up. Because she had, out of concern for her husband’s well-being and for his fragile ego, told him that she didn’t like taking cock like that, she decided that if he should wake up, it would be better that the man’s cock be between her legs than between her lips, if it had to be between something, which evidently, it had to be. So she pushed him down and opened her legs wide. Thankfully again, out of respect for her husband, her pussy was soaking and throbbing with readiness. He fed the engorged snake into her and sank in so deep it felt like it was back in her throat again, coming the other way. She fought it like the good wife she was, but that damned body orgasm thing was coming one way or another, and something about that night told her it was going to be a doozy. The man began to rise up high and pound down deep, jolting her. The orgasm rose up in waves. She had time to think two things: This might well be the coming of the biggest orgasm of her life, and, how could her husband be sleeping through this?
She had time enough to roll her head over to the side just as her orgasm seized her wholly and completely in one huge thrash and squirm and cry and moan that set the Earth quaking. The last thing she saw before closing her eyes and losing her mind was her husband’s eyes opening from his deep sleep to see it all. That and the ferociously heavy jolt to her, the bed, her husband beside her in the bed, and seemingly to the whole house and maybe the entire street, as that monster of a man exploded with his own orgasm deep inside her. When she finally came to, and the Liam himself had finished with her, he pulled out like usual and just left the way he came, quiet, selfish, and tired. All that was left was a tornado of sheets, her stunned husband, her flayed body she hand’t fully reoccupied yet still elevated feeling from that level of orgasm, and of course, a right royal mess of cum everywhere. She chuckled and shrugged. What else could she do? She protected her husband as much as was possible, given the circumstances. It was hardly her fault he woke up when he did. Later would have been better, but to wake up just then, to see his wife in that state of sexual pleasure far, far beyond anything he’d ever seen before, might be, she reflected, a little difficult for him. Out of respect, she thought it best to leave the bedroom to let her husband try to cope alone. There being no other place to sleep in the house, she went to Liam’s bed.
To help him sleep, she fucked him again. To make him fuck her again, she sucked him hard. To suck him that hard, she put her pussy on his mouth. To keep him going to sleep, this or similar actions had to happen two more times that whole night. She could only hope her husband upstairs was able to console himself without having to deal with his cum covered wife staring at him again like that. She was saving him that humiliation, wasn’t she.




VII

It made sense, if anyone was going to get any sleep again, that that disgusting man Liam might as well be upstairs where he was going to be anyway, and that her husband, who was being denied sleep, should be downstairs where he could at least have the dignity of the whole bed to himself. That way, she wasn’t waking him up getting up and out of bed at all hours of the night to go downstairs, and that bastard wasn’t making things uncomfortable showing up unannounced in their matrimonial bed. It made perfect sense for her to explain to her husband that the matrimonial bed be the downstairs bed, and the master bedroom be called the guest suite, since she seemed to be these days spending some time in the guest suite, and all her toiletries were already up there. Also, she pointed out, he wouldn’t have to cope with that terrible man’s cum on her face and tits again. She could at least clean up properly before he saw or knew anything. 
Naturally, such a conversation isn’t an easy one to have. She knew the solution, even if her husband was unable to see things as clearly. To help him, she made it simpler for him. “Go downstairs, or go live somewhere else,” she said. But, she helpfully added, it would be difficult for him to finance two houses. He wouldn’t be able to indulge his love of cooking for her (and their guest), anymore, and they wouldn’t be able to watch shows together or anything. If he loved her at all, she helpfully reminded him, he could show it by willingly going downstairs to the matrimonial bed in the new master bedroom down there, and by explaining to the guest that it was his own idea, to save his wife the embarrassment. She confided in her husband that looking after their guest did have it’s benefits. She was finally able to feel good about herself, she told him, and the fucking he subjected her to, day after day, even several times a day, was replacing the cost of therapy. Her husband pointed out that the therapy was brought on by her not being interested in him sexually. So he asked if getting that kind of treatment from the guest was helping that aspect of things. “Oh no,” she assured him, before rushing the conversation to an end, to hurry upstairs. “He’s waiting,” she shrugged, “I don’t want to have this conversation right now,” she added, as though if he were kept waiting too long, something worse than a mean, hard fucking might take place. “I don’t think you want to hear, either,” she said, closing the door to the new master bedroom and her husband inside. She ran upstairs quick as she could and even dropped what she was wearing on the way the better to get to work and head off worse things.
She entered the new guest suite completely naked. The man was indeed waiting. She couldn’t deny that seeing him, stiff, hard, straight up, in her husband’s place, was okay too. Why shouldn’t she get a little benefit, making all the sacrifices? She crept up from the bottom of her husband’s bed the way he liked it and licked her way up his balls, up the shaft, and down over the head. She thought it was good of her, the way she learned to take him in her mouth better. He seemed to like it too. His hands were not as forceful on the back of her head where he pushed her down. Either that, or getting pushed down was easier for her to take. Either way, that feeling of that huge cock in her throat made her pussy drip again, which was good, because it meant she could take it there too, when he needed it.
She gobbled him all up. It was so much better being in the new guest suite compared to the old guest suite downstairs. It meant that she could be louder too, or at least not struggle to keep her voice down, since her husband was in agreement that this was all for the good, and he didn’t have to wonder anymore where she was. He didn’t say that exactly but he didn’t deny it either, when she pointed it out to him. He knew where she was and she wasn’t needing to sneak around anymore. This allowed her to more fully realize herself, she reflected and decided she would have to tell Daniel, as she gripped that massive cock between her legs and held it in place to lower herself onto all the way. Her husband was the real winner here, she would have to tell him gaining a wife with more confidence and less anxiety in life, being so freshly and well fucked every night, finally. She had to scream, it actually felt so good. Liam was pounding her doggy style. She nearly ripped the pillows. Maybe it was good that Liam could here getting so thoroughly fucked, and to be happy for her finding herself and being happy. She wondered, after Liam ejaculated into her powerfully and they lay panting and recovering, that since her husband was downstairs already, if he would maybe take over doing laundry. The amount of cum that flew out of that man, multiplied by the number of times he came into her with it, be it in her mouth, her pussy, her anus, her hands, her feet, her tits, or just generally all over her face and body, meant that laundry was becoming a real chore. Her husband could play fair and at least do that. She would mention it over breakfast, when he served her and her guest. 
They were late to breakfast, but that was okay because she just texted down to her husband what their guest wanted (coffee, black, scrambled eggs), and asked him to wait till she gave the word before preparing it so it was hot for him. The “word” she told him would come after their guest would cum — she thought he’d enjoy that double entendre. “It’s like the bed and breakfast we always talked about!” she texted him. She added that maybe as a routine for their guest suite he could place some nice towels in the bedside table so guests would have something to wipe up with after things. “Maybe you can go out to buy some nice ones today” she helpfully suggested, before pondering other ways he could make their new BnB more comfortable for guests like her and Liam. “Plus, if you go out after breakfast, you don’t have to hear us. I guess I get a bit loud in the morning…..” She used an embarrassed face emoji. Daniel wrote something back, but she didn’t see it. Liam had snatched her phone and dropped it on the floor. She sighed. He has his needs, after all. She rolled over to him and reached down to see. And she giggled with delight. This time she decided she deserved a little Zoe time. And she went down on Liam again. It might have felt the same to him. But this time she let herself enjoy it without guilt. That’s probably what Daniel told her to do with that last text. “Probably,” she thought, forcing it all the way through her throat.
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I dragged my fingertips light as a kitten’s paw slowly up the inside of her thigh and stopped when I met the front of her panties with my knuckles. Cream had leached through the lace. I scanned her face in the dim glow of the street light that bathed us in its yellow cone setting aglow the beachfront mist stealing in through town now that it was night. I could see her eyelids had settled down over her eyes and her lips just as lightly had also fallen down, open. Just in that moment I marvelled at how she wore the expression of someone frozen during electrocution. Her long, sharply-filed pink nails cut half moons into my wrist. She was not pushing me away. Her knees very slowly, even tremblingly, as though a war brewed inside her, widened. She wasn’t comfortable with me knowing she wanted more, even while armies of her other side chanted it as loud as a stadium of frantic fans.
“You like?” I said as quietly as her breath.
She nodded after a moment of indecision, and with more of a vibration than a nod. She mouthed “Yes,” without breath. She inhaled like someone with mint on their breath and she smiled. She laughed a breath out her nose. She had big brown eyes that opened lazily, sleepily, as though she was drowning in pleasure, and they slid down off the ceiling of my car to fall onto my eyes, where they locked deep and hard. Now it was my turn to freeze as though electrified. She oozed lust. It was like smoke around her, like a whole house licked up in balls of flame.
I moved my other hand up her back to her neck and under the layers of her blonde hair that fell tumbling from her head like burbling creeks of gold. I slowly curled my hand up in it and tugged and she went “Uh!” with her head jerked back as though pierced by nothing more than imaginary knives. Her smile transformed to a grin and her lust followed, now becoming more about need and demand contorting her face. An errant hand brushing the wrong place, that could be an accident in the dark, a momentary lapse. But the tug on her hair was a signal, a statement. Things were not being imagined anymore. It crossed a line.
She was wearing a crop-cut white and worn out jean jacket over a blue cotton dress cinched tight at the waist and riding short on her thighs that tapered down to her calves and then her ankles down below, clasped in strappy sandals. Her breasts, fresh, high, and wide on her chest, heaved with each of her deep breaths. Enough buttons were left undone to give me glimpses of the blinding white lace that enveloped them. A tiny gold chain glinted in the light to show the line of her neck, holding something that fell below sight between her mounds. The tiniest of sparkles lit up off her earlobes when she turned away shyly to laugh, or to think. Whatever she was wearing by way of scent, it made me swallow like an oft-convicted criminal watching a wallet creep higher and higher out of a pocket.
When our eyes locked, we both stopped talking, and they stayed locked in that close and quiet, private space. Both her hands rinsed my forearm as though at odds with each other, one twisting me away as per what was right, the other twisting me down, as per what was wanted. Her mouth involuntarily opened wider as though she contemplated taking a big bite. My other fist remained twisted up in her feathery locks. I pulled her with it and buried my face in her neck.
She smelled like roses and rain in there — a bit of sweat with her perfume. I didn’t kiss her though. I pulled back out and freed both my hands from her and turned back straight in my seat. I fondled the keys dangling inertly in the ignition and gritted my teeth. I leaned over the steering wheel, took a big breath, and looked sideways at her. She looked down in her lap. Her tall forehead, straight and smooth, began a line that dipped in to her eyes and sloped back out to make a breast shape of her nose, before tucking in again to flare up and out to the curlycue of her top lip, separated in the glow of the night and city lights by a nether region between them before the pout of her bottom lip drooped to the curve of her petite rounded chin that gave way to the lazy curves of her neck and ended at the bump of her clavicle and the turn of her dress top, opened, as painfully mentioned earlier, just enough buttons to show the beginnings of those moon-like mounds otherwise obscured below in shadows and burning white lace.
I reached over as though it was a mannequin that was stored in the seat beside me, and I pushed up the bottom of the dress as though I needed to examine the device. I brought my fingertip to the edge of her panty leg opening and dragged it along the tight band before tucking one finger inside on its return trip.
“No,” she whispered. But her hand betrayed her: it pushed, it didn’t pull. Under the fabric of her panties, I found her tuft soft as a cloud. Her flesh there felt like two tiny pillows. I touched in between and she sucked in air sharply and deep, and held it. She watched. It was hot in there, and wet and sticky. But when I pressed gently inside, she flowed, and her body melted in her seat like chocolate. Her arms rose up to drape around my neck and shoulders. Her face turned to mine and her eyes fell open. Her head tilted and she stared at my mouth. I pushed into her deeper and her legs parted just like her mouth. When I leaned in, she  offered up to me her soft lips and tongue. Our lips touched and her tongue stretched to enter my mouth.  We pressed together and when I moved my finger to the top of her lips down there and touched her nib, she moaned inside our kiss like a distant coyote crying at the moon.
I began to undo her buttons. She pulled her lips from mine and panted as though exhausted from a race but helped me, taking the next buttons in turn, hurriedly, frantically. When we got to the bottom together, she lifted her hips, hooked her thumb in her panties,  and slid them along her long smooth legs, and off her raised feet. Opened now, she took my hand in hers and brought it to her mouth to suck my index finger between her lips that pressed down hard. She removed it again and pushed it down between her exposed legs and chuckled sheepishly. She became serious in her facial expression again and forced my index finger inside her.
The next time I pulled back out, she raised a leg over the console and lifted herself over top of me. I released my seat and it glided back to lay me down half way to flat. She planted her hands on either side of my head against the seat back and lowered her knees onto my seat on either side of my hips. Her open dress made a tent around us. I pushed my hands into her blazing white bra. She was soft.
She panted to the point of sweating and grunting. I pushed under her bra and found her nipple and with my mouth. I sucked her small breast inside. She gasped and held it for me with her hand as though feeding me. She sounded as though she was crying, but her hips shook like a quake and she grew sloppy and rough with her chest in my face. I ran my fingers down her torso and felt her tight stomach, her taut sides, her supple back and her firm butt. I moved around to the front of her again and slipped my finger inside her slit one more time. She was wetter. She bit her bottom lip and sat back on my thighs. Her hands were clumsy as she fumbled with my belt and jeans buttons. She got my fly down and shoved her hand inside. She carefully wrapped around my member and brought it out as though it were a Christmas surprise.
“It’s big,” she breathed. She lightly cut her fingernails up and down it’s length adoringly. She tried to measure her hand around it, marvelling that her fingers didn’t reach. She pumped it in her hand, her other kneading my thigh. She glanced up at me from under a sheer curtain of fallen hair and giggled once, before returning to a serious, gape-mouthed scrutiny of what she controlled. She shimmied in my lap forward so that my shaft pressed against her flesh. She pressed it against her there and her eyes rose up to mine again. “I want to,” she said quietly. My cock, hard and enflamed, looked huge and dangerous against the soft, yielding folds of her opening, ripe pussy lips. And it glistened, wetted by her where we touched.
I rubbed her breasts. They were small and round and firm and smooth — and dimpled by her goosebumps. Her small nipples were hard as pebbles. When I twisted them, her hips pushed her pussy lips more firmly against my cock and she began to slide herself up and down along the length of it, making it more wet, getting it more ready for her. She dragged herself up and down the skin of my cock, making me tingle. She chuckled full of nerves and trembles. She lifted herself and gripped my cock in her palm. She drew the head against her lips, making a circle. Her other hand braced against the car seat behind my head. She heaved and sighed with a finality, lifted her chin, and closed her eyes. All I could hear were her deep, broken breaths. Her thighs shook and her hand gripped tight.
Headlights appeared behind us and lit up the whole interior of the car with slowly shifting shadows. Dawn froze and I carefully and swiftly moved her off me and onto her seat. She rapidly did up the buttons of her dress. I zipped and buckled faster. There was a tap tap tap of car keys on my window. It was my wife.




II

I rolled my window down. “Dawn!” my wife put on her surprised face. I mumbled about how she needed to talk about problems with boys and I shrugged.  Doing my duty, was the face I put on. Dawn, turned face down to hide her lust, looked plausibly shy about something like talking about boys and said nothing. My wife looked long in my eyes through the corners of hers. It felt like an hour passed in that glare.
“We managed to get through all her applications,” I said.
“He really helped me, so, so much,” Dawn leaned over to see up out the window to my wife. Her hand fell on my thigh.
I drove Dawn home with my wife, ever the social butterfly, piled into the back seat. She wanted to know everything about college, applications, careers, living away from home, and boys. Dawn engaged with her. “There is someone I like,” she admitted with put-on sheepishness. She even looked at me as I kept my eyes straight ahead on the road.
“Well,” my wife said, “if they’re anything like him,” she reached from behind and patted my thigh dangerously close to my still-hard cock, “you’ll do well enough.”
“That’s what I think too,” said Dawn. She giggled looking right at me. Her panties were between her car seat and the console. She noticed them the same moment I did and deftly used her fingers, as though straightening up in her seat, to push them further down and out of sight.
Dawn and her mother visited the following weekend, her mother to meet with my wife over the bookclub committee, and Dawn to meet with me over “just one more application letter, pretty please.” I headed her off when she was in the hallway coming back from the bathroom. I placed both my hands firmly on her shoulders. I had things to tell her, mostly final things, with her mother right around the corner and my wife with her, getting dinner on the plates.
Dawn was wearing a dark blue top with cut-out shoulders, and her skin felt smooth and cool. She didn’t raise her arms to stop me, but just halted, her arms hanging loosely at her sides all rag doll and chest forward. Her face showed startle, but also delight. I touched my forefinger to my lips soundlessly. She nodded slightly and that grin of hers came back, as did that face. We could hear my wife and her mother chattering a few feet away. Whatever I had to say to her, I suddenly couldn’t remember. And she didn’t help, with her eyes drifting down to my mouth, hers opening as though she was imagining something pushing into it.
I backed her up till her back flattened against the wall. Still she flopped as though she had no will of her own. I brought both her wrists up over her head and used one hand to pin them there on the wall. Her knees buckled and she sighed. I reached down inside the front of her top and inside her bra. Her breasts were soft, firm, and smooth. She moaned audibly and I put my hand over her mouth. She licked my palm and between my fingers to their base.
I dropped my hand down her front, over her firm stomach, and under the edge of her top, and back up again, now grazing against her warm, soft skin. She heaved and shivered. I leaned into her and her mouth opened and her eyes shut. She wouldn’t give me one ounce of resistance.
Our lips met, out mouths opened, and our tongues wrestled. Her hips began thrusting forward rhythmically, as though instinct, involuntarily. When I broke the kiss, she inhaled with her mouth wide open, her lipstick smeared, and her eyes looking hungry as a desert fox. Her mother asked my wife if she knew where Dawn went, and my wife said, “To the bathroom I think.”
Dawn stifled a giggle. She quickly got serious again when I plunged my hand down her stomach to the waist of her jeans. She sucked in and I shoved myself down inside, under the thin satin of her panties, and I ploughed my finger through the soft furrow below. I found her wet. I pressed my finger inside and she was hot enough to burn me. She bit my lip and moaned. I pushed my finger deep into her and her hands pulled free from the wall above her head and wrapped around my offending forearm. She pushed her head of hair into my face and her mouth found my ear, all moist and far too close. “I dream of you fucking me,” she whispered.
“We better get going,” her mother said. “Dawn!” she called out.
Dawn turned away from my ear, but not from against my body, and shouted back down the hall, “In a minute!”
I pushed her head down and undid my fly. She looked at me as though scandalized but she also, without hesitation, dutifully undid my zipper and reached inside carefully. I tangled up my hands in her soft, flowing blonde hair and pressed my hips forward. She glanced up the hall even as she lowered herself to her knees. My cock entered her warm, wet, busy mouth. I could feel her tongue flick and slide around me. She came off to look up at me, checking to see if she was good, before smiling proudly to herself and shoving me back into her mouth, all the way till I poked the back of her throat. Her hair felt soft as fleece in my fingers. Her mouth was hot. I pulled and pushed her head onto me. She moaned and her hand pressed my butt from behind.
Her mother called again, “Dawn!”
She took my cock out of her mouth gracefully and shouted back. “Coming!” Strings of spit and pre-cum joined us still.
She stood up and I pulled my fly up. She refastened the buckle of her jeans and threw her arms around my neck and raised herself on her tip toes to kiss me. She licked around my ear and whispered, “You have to fuck me now.” She turned away and strode down the hall just as her mother’s face appeared poking around at the other end. Dawn turned around and gave me a wave with her fingers and a smile that would be cute on a girl if she hadn’t just a moment ago wiped my pre-cum from her chin. Her mother frowned.
“All ready,” said Dawn chirpily.
They were still gathering things together in the kitchen when I came in. My wife looked surprised to see me as though she didn’t even know I was home. “Where were you this whole time?” she asked.
“Getting important things done,” I said, mocking her gently, teasing her about her clubs. Dawn smiled to herself looking at the floor while lacing her boots.
“Dawn’s going to college in September,” Dawn’s mother said. “I don’t think she’ll be able to keep you as a tutor.”
“Maybe I can do work for your company,” Dawn straightened up and beamed at me. I ran a landscaping design firm out of my office that took up half the ground floor of the house.
“If that’s what interests you,” I said, “I’m sure there are things we could use help on. Software, hardware, all of it,” I said.
Her mom looked sternly at her. “I don’t know if she’ll have time, with studying.”
“Of course I will, and I’ll learn stuff way more important.” She stood in front of her mom staring at me where her mother couldn’t see her face. She was smiling devilishly and poking her tongue hard in her cheek. She formed her mouth into a big circle and let her eyes almost close.
After they left, my wife said, leaning back against the front door, “What was that look Dawn gave you?”
I feigned ignorance and shrugged. “When?”
“When she was saying how she’d come work for you.”
I shook my head. “I didn’t notice. I wasn’t really paying attention,” I said, and turned to return to the basement office.
My phone pinged just then. It was Dawn, sending me a text. “I want yr cock in my pussy not just yr finger,” it said.
“Work?” my wife asked.
“Yeah,” I said, “better take it,” and I went down to the office. “Where are you?” I asked her.
“In the front seat of mom’s car,” she wrote back. “Wet and horny af.”
“Better not get caught,” I said.
“You should talk. You almost made me cum back there,” she wrote back. “Can your wife smell my pussy on your fingers?”
She was making me hard again. Something would have to be done about it.




III

My wife brought Dawn down the stairs the first morning of her new job. “Dawn’s here for you,” she said. Dawn stood there biting her bottom lip standing in front of my wife. My wife let her shake her coat down her arms behind her and hung it for her on the stand in the corner. Dawn was dressed in an oversized grey sweater that bunched up around her neck, and tight blue jeans, with flat sneakers on. Her feet crossed over each other. My wife said, “I’ll leave you two to get at it.”
As soon as she turned and left the office, softly closing the door behind her with a sympathetic-looking smile over her shoulder, Dawn, still standing rooted to the spot, crossed her arms and reached down both sides of her waist and lifted her sweater off over her head. I put down my coffee and stared. She began to unbuckle her jeans and used her toes to peel off her shoes. She squatted and peeled her pants off her round ass and down off her slender ankles. Before the door at the top of the stairs could be heard to close, Dawn was reaching behind her back to unclasp her black satiny bra. She didn’t pause either before hooking her thumbs in her panties and dropping those, too.
She stepped on toes toward me giggling lightly with her arms pulling on each other behind her, her fingers hooked together behind her back. Her soft, pillowy hair hung loosely all around her shoulders and covered up half her breasts. She inhaled, bit her lips, and looked serious. When she got to my desk completely naked as though she had just walked out of a painting, she half turned me in my chair and eased her ass onto the top of the desk behind her. She planted both her bare feet on the arms of my chair and with one hand touching my mouth, her finger probing inside, her other hand moved between her slowly spreading legs where her fingers parted that flesh lurking under her light tuft. She glistened already. She had been thinking about doing this all morning, evidently.
I could hear my wife’s footfalls on the floor above us, busy in the kitchen. Dawn used her first two fingers to spread herself open. She brought one finger from her other hand, wet from inside my mouth, to inside her open flesh, and shivered when she touched herself. She inserted it deeper and gasped. She leaned back on one elbow and began to rub herself with determination. I lifted her ankles up off the arms of my chair and over my shoulders and I pushed my chair toward her. The back of her knees hooked around my neck. She laid flat back on my desk and one arm draped over her eyes. I tried to look away. I tried to ignore her. She was still rubbing herself furiously when I brought my mouth to her there.
My wife called from the top of the stairs. “Coffee?”
I lifted my face from Dawn’s leaking pussy and shouted back, “Two cups please.” I went back to work on her enlarged and breaching clit. It was hard and wet like a polished pebble. When I dragged my tongue down the side of it and up the other side, her body, fresh and clean, writhed. She uttered tiny cries and pressed her arm heavier over her eyes. I pushed her legs further apart and slid my tongue inside her. She throbbed there. I reached up her body and took her small breasts in both my hands and massaged them. Her hips responded, grinding and lifting up into my face.
We heard my wife’s footfalls coming down the stairs. Dawn and I thought the same thing at the same time and in a flash, she was under my desk on her knees and I was pressed up against the edge.
“Where’s Dawn,” my wife said, coming into the office.
“On an errand,” I said. I could feel her long deft fingers undoing my fly slowly, and her cool hand withdrawing me from my pants.
“You’ll have to ask her how she takes it,” my wife said, setting two cups down on the desk. There was a wet spot there.
“I don’t think black,” I said. Just then I felt the enveloping wetness of her hot mouth descend down over my entire cock, and her tongue swirl around my shaft, serpentine-like.
My wife had an adjoining office in the other half of the basement for her own home-based business. She had two assistants who helped her in her graphic design studio there. A French door joined our two offices, each with windows top to bottom, and a curtain over them. She went through to work, leaving the doors open only an inch.
I pulled back and out of Dawn’s mouth. She crept out, looking over her shoulder across the desk and office to the slightly open French doors. She settled her ass on my desk again and her feet on my chair arms. She opened her legs wide by pulling her knees apart with her hands. “Fuck me,” she said softly, pleading.
I stood up and peered through the crack in the door. My erect cock reached an inch from her soaking, wide open pussy. She laid back and pulled herself to the edge of the desk so her pussy touched the head of my cock, making it wet too. Her arms stretched out and tried to reach around the back of my waist. She tried to pull me into her.
I looked down at her lying on my desk. Her blonde hair spread all around her pretty face like an explosion of clouds. She looked up at me with innocence and eagerness. Her frosted pink lips parted and she smiled. Her eyes were happy and big. Her breasts were fresh and stood up. Her pussy looked nearly free of pubes, her tuft was so light. All around she was wet. “Please?” she said. Her legs went around my waist and her heels pressed into my low back. She tugged with both her hands on my waist. The head of my cock just touched the flesh of her opening.
I could hear my wife talking to an assistant on the other side of the slightly open door. I took my cock in my hand and rubbed the head all around her wet lips. She sucked air between her teeth and shuddered. I could hear my wife come near the open doors to the wall there, where they had a board to hang and study work in progress. I could see her shoulders and ass through the crack. With the head of my cock thoroughly wet from Dawn’s pulsating pussy, I pushed into her an inch. She exhaled and gripped the edge of my desk. “Yes,” she said. I covered her mouth. She licked my hand from underneath. I entered her in one long, unrelenting push, till I jolted her body with my thighs hitting her raised ass. She cried out loud.
My wife paused as though she heard something, then started talking again. I pulled all the way out and re-entered her, slamming her in slow motion all the way in. Her back arched, her knuckles whitened, hanging onto the edge for dear life, and her head stretched back. She was tight, but also extraordinarily wet. I pushed into her without resistance, but she squeezed me hard inside. It felt like her pussy was milking me. We made wet sucking sounds when I pulled out and plunged back into her over and over. I covered her mouth and muffled her cries. I could feel her body tense and release under me, and then begin to vibrate. Her breathing stopped and started. I rhythmically pushed into and out of her all the way. Her back curved in an even tighter arc before her ass rose up and fell down repeatedly. She bit hard enough on the edge of my hand she broke skin.




IV

Dawn groaned too loud when she came, even with my hand tight over her mouth. My wife, on her phone, edged the door between us open with her toe and stood there watching Dawn thrash under me still in orgasm. Dawn didn’t notice, and continued squirming with my cock inside her. She recovered and her hands ran up and down my stomach under my shirt. Her naked body and wild hair sprawled over my desk and looked so fresh and free and unconcerned with anything but pleasure, it was hard in that moment of reckoning not to enjoy it. “Baby,” she cooed. My wife responded to whatever someone was saying on the other end of her phone and closed the door. Dawn curled to look up and behind her but saw nothing.
The rest of that day and through the evening, my wife didn’t bring it up. She behaved in fact as though nothing had happened. It worried me a lot more than if she had come at me all claws and fangs. We weren’t too sexually active with each other so when she climbed into bed and rolled over with her back to me, it wasn’t any different than most nights. I didn’t say anything either.
The following morning, Dawn came to work by the outside office door. My wife came down with two coffees like last time and was no more nor less polite as she was the day before. Dawn didn’t know that she had been seen her freshly fucked laying across my desk 24 hours earlier, so she had no reason to act differently either. When my wife went through the French doors to her own office, she looked at me passively, shutting them completely this time. I couldn’t read a thing off her.
Dawn wasted no time undressing, undoing the bow around her collar. “I want my fuck!” she said all excited and eager. She spread herself on my desk again. Her pussy was open and soaking. I stood looking down at this offer and I knew I was deep into new territory. But I undid my fly and brought my cock out. She rubbed her hands up and down her thighs and cooed and squirmed with expectation. I pushed it into her and she groaned. Her legs wrapped around my waist and her ankles locked together in my back. She thrashed and arched on the end of my cock. I came inside her hard and deep, unable to resist her gripped in her own powerful, embracing orgasm.
Later in the day, both of us finally working on our own computers, my wife invited her to stay for dinner. I bit my lip and did not look up. It was like the looming of a prairie storm, the way the clouds curl and build over the horizon, and come towering over you.  When Dawn called her mother, my wife whispered to her to ask if she can sleep over too. “We have lots of spare rooms,” she shouted so her mother could hear over the phone. Dawn was nervous about asking and looked at me when she did. I only shrugged like a condemned man asked what brand of cigarette he prefers.
Dinner was ordered in and we all worked up to the moment of the doorbell. At the table the conversation, lead by my wife, kept on the topic of subjects to study, the value of this or that degree, and other total distractions. After we finished and before any lull in conversation was allowed to appear, my wife told Dawn she should follow her upstairs, she wanted to show her make-up she could borrow. Dawn followed her, unsure and glancing over her shoulder at me. I was mystified, and at the same time, impressed with how my wife could plan and execute something so coldly and calculating. I could feel the cold edge of steel on the back of my neck to the point I was ready to beg that she be done with it and do her chopping. They were upstairs so long I went up too. They were in the bathroom with the door locked, laughing and playing with make-up. I sat on the bed trying to figure things out and readying myself for the consequences I fully deserved. I even resolved not to even try to justify myself or to beg for leniency.
Dawn came out of the bathroom with my wife holding her hand. She looked like a model. My wife had got out her special box of top-end make-up and really went to town on her. My wife told her to step close to me so I could see how good it was, even close up. I was sitting on the edge of our bed. Dawn crouched in front of me with her hands on her knees and her eyes wide open. My wife stood close behind her, even pressed up against her, looking around the side of her face admiring her own work and gathering Dawn’s hair in a cord behind her neck, stroking it.
Dawn appeared nervous. I stayed perfectly still, leaning back slightly on my hands planted firmly on the bed behind me. The quietness made a deafening roar. My wife reached around Dawn from behind and undid a button at the top of her shirt. She undid another button and asked me if I liked what I saw. Her voice was quiet and soft and sounded weirdly like it was inside my own head. Dawn and I stared at each other from inches apart. My wife chuckled and left the bedroom, closing the door softly behind her. We could hear her stepping down the stairs.
Dawn straightened up. We both looked at the closed door. Dawn turned back to face me. Without saying anything, she began to undo the rest of her shirt buttons. She looked so good I was fading in and out of my heavy thinking about what was going on. She dropped her skirt in a pile around her feet. She stood in white satin panties and white bra. I tried to look away and come to my senses, but the make-up, the underwear, the lithe body, the quietness, and my own sense of having already died, overcame me. I held out my hand and she stepped to the edge of the bed. I rolled back and over and she climbed in beside me. We together took off her remaining clothes, and mine as well, and we rolled around naked under the sheet, for the first time feeling our naked bodies against each other fully.
I laid on my back and Dawn nestled up against me stroking my chest with her hand and with her leg thrown over my legs. My wife came back upstairs to the door. She didn’t say anything, but climbed in the bed as though it was business as usual, and rolled over and seemed to go to sleep. Dawn the whole time laid frozen, her eyes bugging out staring at mine. She didn’t move, and nor did I, and eventually we both fell asleep, too.
I woke up around 2 in the morning to the warmth and wetness of Dawn quietly and slowly sucking on me. I carefully pulled the sheets back and saw her in the dimness slowly bobbing up and down, her skin glowing in the light of the night. She smiled up toward me, then crawled up, careful and slow, to lay on top of me. She reached down and guided my hard cock into her folds. She pressed her hips down and engulfed me in one move. She moved like waves on a beach on me, taking me deeply inside her soaking wet pussy. She moaned into my neck and her hands stroked my face and hair all over. I looked over sideways and saw my wife facing me, her eyes open, locked on mine. I looked down. Both her hands were between her legs. She had gotten naked as well.
Dawn made me come inside her moving slow and deep the whole time and she came too, when she felt me tense up and fill her. It was a long and gentle orgasm this time. I looked over when Dawn was buried in my neck whimpering and saw that my wife had arched her back and closed her eyes. She was coming as well. Everything remained dark and quiet.
We all had breakfast in the morning together. We all acted normally, as though nothing happened. I cooked it. Dawn and my wife chattered at the table with coffees. They laughed like they had in the bathroom the previous evening. I maintained my same policy: I was ready for my judgement, sentencing, and execution when the matter came before the courts, but I wasn’t going to be the one to bring it.




V

Dawn called her mother again, to let her know the sleep over was turning into the whole weekend. We watched a show that evening. My wife and I sat on the couch when Dawn came in with the popcorn wearing her pjs that she had dashed home in the afternoon to grab, along with a few other items she might need.
She plopped down between us. As the show went on, she slumped further and further down in the couch. My wife got a blanket and opened it up to throw over all our legs. Dawn’s hand went under the blanket where she found my leg. Before long, she had reached inside my shorts and fondled me. The rising and falling of the blanket in my lap made things, I thought, obvious, but my wife was paying no attention.
Dawn pushed the blanket off me and leaned down to take me in her mouth. My wife looked over but after a moment went back to the screen. Dawn came up and began to kiss my neck, my cheek, and eventually my lips. Her hand continued to stroke my cock. I reached around her body and my hand touched my wife’s hand accidentally—or so I thought. But I wondered why it was also on Dawn’s body. She grabbed my hand and held it. Dawn found her way back down my body and took me in her mouth again, deeply. My wife held my hand as Dawn sucked me off and moaned the whole time.
Dawns lips were big and soft and her tongue worked me like a lollipop inside her mouth. She came up giggling and asked me if it felt good. I looked over at my wife and she looked back at me. She only shrugged. I kept staring at her as I pushed Dawn’s luxurious blonde head back down onto me. Dawn looked up from between my legs and said, “Come in my mouth this time.” She went back down and pumped me with her fist until I jerked and spurted deep into her throat. She leapt off me giggling and ran to the bathroom to clean up. She returned to the couch and snuggled back in between us with the blanket pulled up to her chin.
Later that night, after the show was over, we all three went upstairs together. We climbed in bed together too, all silently. Dawn made herself naked. She climbed on top of me and began to ride me. My wife kissed me as she did so, and she stroked Dawn’s smooth back, too, as she moved on me. Dawn leaned down with my cock still inside her and began to kiss my wife’s mouth. My wife’s hands began exploring Dawn’s body all over. She fell off me and began to embrace my wife. I spooned behind her and squeezed her between us. I entered her from behind while she kissed and hugged my wife and rubbed her pussy with her hand.
Dawn kept creeping lower and lower on my wife’s body, until I got up and knelt behind her ass, so she could lick out my wife. I pounded her hard from behind, listening to my wife moan and weep with each of Dawn’s tongue lashings.
We slept the three of us together, with Dawn between my wife and I, all of us naked and exhausted. In the morning, we all sprawled lazily over each other. Dawn pushed herself up with a groan to go to the bathroom. My wife and I lay there in bed quietly and awkward. Dawn came back and leapt in bed and started chattering about everything. I let my hand fall on her stomach and then her thighs and I felt her all over. So did my wife, all over her breasts, and her pussy.
Later in the day, I came back to the office from an errand to find Dawn not downstairs at work. I looked through the French doors but no one there knew where my wife was either. I went upstairs. I could hear laughter in the bedroom. I pushed the door open. Dawn and my wife were in the sixty-nine position. Dawn raised her face from between my wife’s legs, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and smiled full of mischief and pride. Her face was made up again like a photo shoot. My wife’s tongue must have touched a sensitive spot just then because she suddenly shot her head back, shut her eyes, and moaned loudly, all before going back down to work on my wife’s pussy herself.
I walked over to the edge of the bed and began unbuttoning my shirt. My wife looked up at me from between Dawn’s sweet, smooth thighs over both sides of her face, and said, “Not now, honey.” She closed her eyes again and licked Dawn’s dripping pussy. I looked between my wife’s legs and saw Dawn equally engaged on her. My wife said, “Close the door when you leave?” in a groan, like she was close to coming.
I went downstairs and made coffee and readied breakfast for when they wanted it, unsure what I was feeling, or what I was supposed to feel. Dawn and my wife came down finally, but they were still hanging off each other. They sat at the table together around a corner and barely noticed me asking how they wanted breakfast. When I needed to clear my throat to let them know their food was in front of them, and that they could stop making out now, they both said, “Aww!” and laughed together, before starting kissing each other on the mouth all over again.
“Somebody feeling left out?” my wife cooed. We still hadn’t said a word about things. I just stared at her. She said, “Don’t worry, I’ll let you have Dawn for a bit this morning.” She sounded irritated with me and my petty needs.
Dawn laughed, as did my wife. After breakfast, they both went back upstairs together, hand in hand. My wife said over her shoulder, “She takes hers with two creams and sugars, just like me, thank you!”
When I brought coffees up for them, they were embracing in bed under the sheets looking spent like they had just finished again. My wife said, “Would you like your turn?” She pulled the sheets back to expose Dawn to me. She reached down and pulled Dawn’s legs open and Dawn giggled, bringing both her hands up to her neck. I crawled up onto the bed and pulled her ankles over my shoulders. But when I entered her, she turned her face to my wife and they kissed passionately. She looked in my wife’s eyes with adoration and she stroked her face softly with her slender fingers as I sank into her. Even as her body jolted from my thrusts she strained forward and whispered something into my wife’s ear. I didn’t come, I just stopped fucking her and pulled out. It was as though she didn’t notice though, so deep was their kiss and so locked was their gaze for each other.
That night, I suddenly noticed I was alone watching a show. They had been with me on the couch earlier, but first one then the other slinked away without me paying attention.
I crept upstairs making no sounds. The bedroom door was closed. I carefully opened it. My wife and Dawn were in bed, their hands all over each other, their murmurs low and their breathing sharp and high, the both of them. I went into the bed and they both moved over to make room. I rolled onto my side and pretended to sleep. But I could hear the wet sounds of fingers in pussies, and after some clumsy shifting, the sounds of mouths on pussies. I wasn’t invited to join this time. I fell asleep.
I woke up first in the morning. In the bathroom, I opened my wife’s special drawer where she kept her expensive make-up. There was a card in an envelope. I examined it. It said “Dawn!” on the front, in my wife’s cursive hand. It had been opened previously, and the card put back. I peeked back out to make sure they were still sleeping. Dawn was almost all on top of my wife. I pulled the card out. It was for her birthday, the one about 6 months earlier. I had to miss it, I remembered, having a business trip at the time. The card said, “You’re very own!” Also in the envelope was a tiny folded manual. I opened it up. It was cleaning and recharging instructions for a vibrator.  I looked at the card again. “Love you!” it said. In brackets under that, it said, “And want you!! Again!!” Six months ago, I pondered.
When I came back out, I found them both lying on their backs on the same pillow laughing and pawing Dawn’s phone together. I didn’t think they even noticed me. But Dawn, without looking, picked up her coffee cup from my side table and wiggled it at me, as though to tell me it was time for her morning cup. My wife laughed just then, deeply and gutturally. But it was at something they were watching on the phone together. I closed the door behind me when I left.




Temptation

I

Blonde dangles of weightless hair rippled over her shoulders like foaming rapids over  boulders. The front of Payton’s face, turned a quarter away from Wade, was, on the other hand, lined in blue by the screen they both watched. She must have felt his stare because she suddenly spun to face Wade for a nano-glance, but only to push her praying hands deeper between her pulled up thighs. She smiled to herself when she faced forward again.
She was wearing her glowing white cut-off denim shorts and her sky-blue shimmering halter top that hung as loose from her chest as a sail on a breezeless lake. Her feet were bare — she kicked off her flip-flops earlier. Her calves were long and toned, her thighs too. All of her was taut, blemish-free, smooth, creamy, and probably as perfect as anything ever served up before Wade’s eyes, he was just then thinking.
She turned around again, only this time she smiled over her shoulder and puffed air out her nose and lingered. Her full pink lips glistened with gloss. Her head tilted to an angle as though a question were being formed. She thought better. She brought her bottom lip up in a closed mouth smile and turned her face back to the show one more time. But something was communicated in the dark of the den and Wade struggled against hearing it, to refocus himself on the movie.
She pivoted on her bottom so her back presented itself to him. She crossed her legs and nestled her hands in a cupping shape in her lap as though to catch that which might drip out of her. She sat up straight. “Can you still see?” she quietly said over her shoulder. Wade’s eye traced the profile of her parted pouting lips outlined against the flicker of the screen. Her voice sounded as though it was made of pillow down. She added the slightest lip bite at the end of her brief sentence.
“The view is good,” he said. She turned again with her face down and her hair falling to half hide the mischievous expression overtaking her. She arched her back when she faced the screen. She reached around and squeezed the muscle between the perfect orb of her shoulder and the long reach of her neck.
“Sore?” he said.
“Uh huh,” she said.
He turned to lean against the sofa arm behind him and brought his knees up. She pushed her feet into the opposite arm until her back came to rest against his shins. She gathered her hair behind her in both her delicate light hands, and pulled the silken rope around her shoulder so it cascaded over her mounds. She dropped her head forward and offered up to him the full, exposed length of her long, slender neck.
Wade breathed deeply, but was careful to do so noiselessly. He examined her neck as someone might study some object prohibitively expensive and kept under glass, keeping both his hands pinched tight and safe in his armpits. But no eyes were there to record, and though his biceps flexed to keep his hands harder in place, his forearms proved the winner, and his hands floated free in slow motion as though with minds of their own through the space between his torso and hers.
Half way there, she glanced around again, deeper down-faced than before, and now with a pursed-lip grin. “C’mon,” her whispered. “Rub me?” she mouthed, making barely any sound at all.
“I don’t . . . “ Wade tightened his expression. He fought hard.
“It’s just a neck rub,” she said, ending the “b” with a closed-lip grin. Her eyebrows rode up and her eyes widened. Her mouth fell open and her tongue poked the corner of her mouth. She turned away again toward the screen and pressed her body harder back against his legs.
He closed his grip over her muscle there. His hands were disproportionately huge around her collar bone. Even as was being as gentle as though picking up a mouse with his fingers and thumb, she gasped and shuddered. She made a nasal moan with her mouth open. Her skin felt warm as a bath and smooth as if nothing. She rotated her head atop her neck stretching out whatever he touched.
He pressed his thumbs into her shoulder blades. She jutted her chest forward in response and her hands landed beside where she sat. “That’s good,” she breathed. He began stepping his thumbs down both sides of her spinal column. She sucked air through her teeth as though it hurt, but well. Her soft, delicate hands reached down behind her back and she grabbed both his ankles. He knew she shouldn’t, but he also knew neither should he.
He pressed his thumbs as far down as the top of her shorts. They convexed out from her lower back but he did not look down there. He pressed his thumbs into her flesh back up her back and all the way up her neck into her hair and to the smallest discs at the base of her skull. “Ohh,” she groaned. “That’s so good.”
“Better?” he said, releasing his touch from her skin.
“Hey!” she said. She looked at him again through a cascade of blonde curls. “Don’t stop.” Her hands were still gripping his ankles. She squeezed and moved them up and down. She curled all her fingers and scratched him with her nails, lightly. “It feels good,” she said almost below his hearing. She smiled again at him with conspiracy on her face and turned to face the screen. She continued scratching his legs, slowly and lightly, with all of her long, pink-painted nails.
Nikky and Bar came back downstairs just then and raised the light dimmer. “Pretty dark in here,” he said. “Going to ruin your eyes.”
Payton let go Wade’s ankles and Wade folded his arms to rest on his knees.
“What’s this one about?” he asked. They both shrugged at the same time. “You’ve been watching it for over an hour. How could you not know what’s going on.”
“Leave them be, Bar” Nikky said. “They don’t need to report out to you everything they watch.”
Payton stared ahead. “This guy’s about to tell this lady off, but he can’t right in front of her husband.”
Wade now leaned over to see around Payton. “What she said,” he said.
Payton picked up her phone. Bar shook his head. He didn’t understand anything. When Wade’s phone buzzed twice, Payton quickly slipped her phone under her leg. Wade reached over to the side table to check his phone. It was a text from Payton. “Maybe next time,” it said. He quickly deleted it.




II

A week later, Wade and Payton were on the couch together again. Bar was reading a  book in the big chair and Nikky was playing a game on her phone. Payton began to rub her neck.
Bar didn’t look up. “Injury?”
“No. Just nagging ache. Been all week,” Payton said.
“Bar’s good with that,” Nikky said, not looking up.
“Wade’s good,” Payton quickly replied.
Wade shrugged his shoulders and made as though he didn’t know what she meant.
“Come on, Wade, you do it so well.” Payton spun again to face her back to him and pulled all her hair forward. She looked back at him over her shoulder with that mischievous grin again. Only this time, Bar was four feet away and Nikky was staring right at the both of them.
Wade put his hands back on her shoulder blades. She raised both her arms and bent her elbows to lift her sweater up over her head. She gathered it with her hands against her front. “Too warm,” she smiled behind herself at him, and she chuckled just a tiny bit. Underneath she was wearing a tight crop-top t-shirt.
“Payton,” he said, pulling his hands back halfway between their bodies.
“It’s just my back, you dummy,” she grinned. “We’re not doing anything.” Her hair had meanwhile fallen back over her shoulders and covered half her back. She flicked her head when she turned forward again to make it dance freely down the rest of her back. She leaned her head back to make it reach even further down. “Nice?” she said.
“Uh huh,” he said. He looked over at Nikky who was absentmindedly looking back at them both.
Bar looked up at the two of them also but his eyes soon drifted back to his book. Nikky too went back to her phone game.
Wade placed his large hands on her mid back. Though his thumbs were almost together, his fingers nearly reached all the way around to dangerous areas in front. She had the torso of an athlete, all firm and tight. He let his hands slide down her body to her waist and he squeezed muscles there. She moaned that moan again and her arms rose so that her elbows hooked around his knees. He rubbed her sides and returned to her spine. When he got to the top of her shorts, she said, “Hang on.” She undid her snap and reached behind her to fold the top over, exposing the top of her butt.
He drew his hands back up from there and tried hard to ignore the black string of her thong. But he was not able to resist everything. Instead of squeezing muscles, he only dragged his fingertips lightly over the skin on her back, feeling what was bared to him in that dim light. He pushed his hands up under the feathers of her hair, and he twisted his fingers in it and could not help but pull lightly.
Her neck extended and her head came back. Her hands moved up to grip his knees and they slid from there down his shins, scratching lightly all the way. He held her torso in both his hands like it was a large cup he might tip to drink from, and though he knew better, he slid them up. Payton reached from his ankles to the underside of his thighs and she scratched there with all her nails, too. It was close enough to make him swallow. He moved his hands further around to the front of her rib cage, which wasn’t far before his fingers touched in front.
He slowly turned his head first to see Nikky smiling in the glow of her phone, and then to see Bar, frowning in the glow of his tablet. The show on the screen droned on about something he had no idea of.
Payton jutted her chest. Her nails scratched little repeating circles on the backs of his thighs where she could reach, right at the top, under the edge of his own shorts.
Wade breathed deeply to calm himself and clasped his fingers together around her front just below her mounds and on her skin below the cut of her crop top. He could feel her breath, and it was deep and rapid. He could feel her fingertips on his legs down there too, where they trembled.
Wade picked up his phone and texted her. He said, “This is wrong.” Payton made as though she just casually thought of her phone again, tucked under her leg high up. She replied to Wade. “I know.” Then she added another text: “And mmmmm too.” She dropped her phone.
Suddenly, Nikky rose up. “Bar,” she said, “I’m wiped. Going to bed. You coming soon?”
Bar looked up at the ceiling. After a few moments, he said, “I’m shutting this scene down.” It was one of his common lines from some long-ago movie. Wade withdrew his hands from Payton’s body and she slowly brought her hands away from his legs too, but not without pinching him and scratching harder one last time.
Nikky put the lights up and everyone groaned. Payton got up by pushing her hand against Wade’s stomach, down low. She smiled to herself and drifted around the corner taking one last glance at Wade, who waited for everyone to leave before getting up.




III

Another agonizing week came and went before Wade and Payton were alone again on the couch in the den. Bar and Nikky were out with friends for a dinner celebration of somebody’s birthday. Payton made like she wasn’t feeling well, and Wade simply had too much work for a night off.
He leaned against the arm of the couch watching a show with his computer in his lap. Payton was upstairs and came down to say goodbye and to lock the door behind Bar and Nikky. She came into the den a few moments later and crawled up onto the couch. She was wearing a long white t-shirt.
She turned her back to him with her legs draping over the other arm of the couch. “Ready for my back rub!” she said full of spark and light.
Wade grinned but he also sucked breath through his teeth. “Payton,” he began.
“Wade,” she imitated him. She shook her head as though scolding him over her shoulder, then she giggled and pulled her t-shirt up over her head. “Anyway, skin on skin is the best they say.”
“Put it on, Payton,” Wade tried to insist.
“Oops,” said said, letting it drop to the floor. She unsnapped her bra and let it slide down her arms and onto the floor too. “Nobody’s home,” she said, leaning against his legs pretending she was happy to sit like that to watch the show.
Wade’s hands fell down on the couch beside her hips. She picked up his hands and pushed them against her breasts. “This is where it hurts this time,” she said.
She pressed and squeezed his hands to make them press and squeeze her breasts. They felt like tissue covering steel, and his hands like steel covering the tissue of her flesh there. Her nipples grew hard against his palms. Her back arched and her long locks of dangling blonde hair swept against his chest. He only slightly parted his legs and she pushed herself hard against him to fall back onto him.
He looked down at her small hands covering his huge hands that covered her whole chest, and she looked up at him, upside down through her mess of wild blonde hair. Her shorts were undone and her fly had opened from the spreading of her legs. He moved his hands slowly down her chest, over her stomach, and inside her shorts to the tops of her thighs. She raised her hips and her shorts slipped away like fog in a breeze.
“We shouldn’t,” he said again.
Payton breathed hard by way of reply. “Who says?” she whispered breathily. Her hands still rested on his hands, her nails scratching his fingers as they penetrated into the fold of skin between her stomach and her pulled-up thighs. It was forbidden territory, but her hips swivelled and raised as though mica to the magnet of his hands. He smelled her hair and she pressed her back harder into his chest. He made little circles with his fingertips on her skin there, and she sucked sharp intakes of breath through her teeth. Her hands began to push his hands hard toward the middle there.
He met her pressure with equal and opposite pressure. Her hips raised up off the couch. In a hoarse whisper, he said, “No.”
Payton rolled over in place so that now she nestled against him front to front, her face at his stomach, her knees bent so her feet frolicked in the air above the round pillows of her butt. His hands fell back on her shoulder blades. “Have you ever done it before?” she said, and then she immediately snorted and said, “Duh, of course he has Payton!” She drew tiny circles on his stomach with her finger where she had pushed up the bottom of his t-shirt.
“I guess,” he said.
“A lot?” she probed further, and more seriously this time.
“Some,” Wade offered.
Payton lowered her face and kissed a light and long kiss on his bared stomach with her soft full lips and she snorted again. “Aren’t you going to ask me?” she whispered to his stomach.
“I wasn’t going to, no,” he said.
“Don’t you want to know?” she grinned. She made a circle with her tongue tip on his stomach, right against the top edge of his jeans.
“No actually,” Wade said. He knew he shouldn’t but he reached down and took both her bare cheeks in his huge hands, and he squeezed them. She pressed herself against him and looked up and smiled with a gaping mouth.
“I always wanted it to be you,” she said lightly.
He massaged her butt and she pushed his t-shirt up his chest, and kept going till he allowed it to go up his arms and completely off. Her hands roamed his chest.
“Me what?” he said, genuinely confused. He ran his hands lightly over the back of her thighs, over her cheeks, up the small of her back, over her shoulders, and all the way back down again.
She smiled. “You know!” she said. She nipped at his nipple.
“I don’t,” he said, pushing her head a bit to make her stop, but not hard enough.
“It,” she said, and she ducked her head down lower as though too shy, but Wade felt her teeth on his jeans somewhere under the sea of blonde turbulence covering his lap. She lifted her head and faced him. She reached under her chest and drew her fingers over the outline of him there. Her mouth gaped and her head tilted. “I crushed on you since ever,” she said.
There was no hiding that he was enormous and hard, and she knew it. “I saw it once, you know.”
“Saw what?”
“This,” she said, running her fingers and thumb hard up and down where it bulged in his jeans. She slowly lowered her face but kept her eyes on his as long as she could before letting the warmth of her tongue and lips penetrate to his skin under his jeans, where they bulged.
“No,” Wade repeated. He tried to gently lift her head from his lap but she pressed herself down on him all the harder. Finally, she pulled herself up and sat cross legged again, close and facing him this time. She cupped her hands together between her legs. His legs rose halfway up and fell around her and behind. She seemed to Wade so easy and free to be sitting naked in front of him. He didn’t look at her pretty breasts. She looked him close in his eyes. “I’ve watched you make yourself come,” she said to him directly.
“No you didn’t,” he scoffed.
“You put your left arm over your eyes when you’re about to,” she said. That was true. She shook her head in the manner of someone who knows they’re right. She reached down and undid his belt, opened his buckle, and pulled down his fly. She breathed hard but she was determined. She fished with her tiny hand and brought out his bare erection. She tried to act confident, but she glanced down like someone who shouldn’t look over a cliff, and sharply inhaled at what she held in both her fists.
It felt like a burning hot rope in her hand, too thick by far to reach around, and far too big to be considered anything she could take inside her. Her facade of bravery crumbled and finally she gasped and whined, “How is that supposed to go in me?!” She looked back up at him scared and incredulous. But still she wrapped her hands around it, and still she stroked it up and down.
“It’s not going in you,” was Wade’s reply. He pulled back, but she squeezed harder and wouldn’t let him. She pulled up on her knees and bent down to get a closer look, now crouching on her hands and knees. It grew even bigger in the soft tugging of her hands. She marvelled and looked up at him.
“It’s even bigger,” she said. She watched from an inch away as her hands moved up and down the length of it, excruciatingly slowly. Wade tried to pull back further against the side of the couch but she wasn’t letting go. “It must be uncomfortable for you,” she suddenly declared, and rose up and tugged his jeans and underwear off before he had a chance to react. While she was up, she nonchalantly pulled down her panties and left them where they fell on the floor. She quickly got back on hands and knees on the sofa between his legs and took his shaft back in both her hands.
“Payton,” Wade said.
“Yes Wade,” she replied, innocently, questioningly, staring closely at the cock in her hands.
Wade looked around the darkened room and then back at her, the sofa, and himself. It wouldn’t look good if anyone surprised them early. He was completely naked, and worse, she was too. And she has pulling on his erection and getting closer and closer to it with her face — with her mouth. When he was surmising how that would look, she caught his gaze and smiled up at him with such a sweet, disarming, and gentle smile, he was dazzled. When she wrapped her full pink lips around just the head, it was all of a moment, and it was not possible for him to resist any longer.
“No,” Wade siad, but he also pushed up with his hips.
“Mm-hmm,” she moaned, his head now between her lips.
The sound of car doors could barely be heard. Wade nearly threw her off him, and she continued to fly right into her long t-shirt. Wade had time to get his t-shirt on, but not his jeans, and Payton threw a blanket on top of his legs. She dove into the chair Nikky usually sat in just as Bar and Nikky came in.
“Hey,” Payton said, barely looking away from the show.
“Feeling better?” said Nikky. She felt her forehead. “You’re hotter than before.”
“I feel way better,” Payton said.
Wade had slowly retrieved his computer and made like he had had it in his lap the whole time. Bar said nothing. But he saw the straps of Payton’s bra poking out from under the couch.




IV

“Don’t stay up too late,” Nikky said. Payton shook her head and Wade ignored her.
Bar pushed the dimmer down then up again. “You want it up or down?” he said.
“Down,” Wade and Payton both answered quickly at the same time, and both laughed, Wade nervously, Payton freely. They both listened to footsteps going up the stairs and doors up there closing.
Payton pushed up and crossed the floor to the couch stepping on her tip-toes with her fingers twisting around each other behind her back. “Where were we?” she said lightly.
“No way,” said Wade.
She took the computer from his hands and placed it on the table, leaning for one last look up the hallway to be sure no one was there. She stepped light as air onto the couch and, rising over Wade, she pulled her t-shirt off to show him again her nude body. She came back down onto her hands and knees and began pulling the blanket off Wades lap.
She smiled again and held his erection in her hands. Her eyes were wide and her mouth was open. She licked the underside of his cock with her soft, wet tongue. Her hair, softer than feathers, dusted all over his chest and stomach.  She worked to get more of him inside her mouth this time. Her hand pumped up and down on him. She held it and licked it from the base to the head and popped it back inside her mouth.
She lifted up and said to him, “Now we can do this anytime we like, if we keep it a secret.” She chuckled and forced him deeper inside her mouth. She bobbed on him to the point he realized that she had at least done that before. He looked behind him fearing someone was creeping around out there, and looked back down in his lap. A sea of blonde rose and fell over him. Her tongue wrapped around him like an unseen underwater snake.
He tugged at her body to pull her around. “No,” she moaned quietly.
“Let me taste you too,” he whispered. 
“Now you’re making me blush,” she whispered, between gulps on his cock.
“Turn around,” he insisted.
“I don’t like that,” she whispered.
“You’ve done that too?”
She looked away then back at him. “No,” she whispered.
“Why not?” he whispered.
“Why would you want to?”
“Do you like doing that to me?”
“Yes!” she was immediate.
“Same thing for me,” he whispered. “Do you touch yourself there?”
“Of course,” she whispered, shyly.
“That’s all I’m going to do.”
“No one ever has. I don’t let them.”
“Just a kiss.”
She rolled her eyes and guffawed. But then she whispered, “You promise? Just one kiss?”
“Just one kiss. Unless you ask for more.”
She considered things a while. Then she whispered, “How do I let you?”
“You could just turn around, that way you can do things to me at the same time.”
She thought long and hard. “Like this?” she finally whispered, raising to her feet and hands and dropping into position. Wade pushed her legs open and her knees came down gently as falling leaves on either side of his face. He used his thumbs to gently part her flesh there. She was soaking. He touched her lightly. She was panting and stroking his shaft down there. When he brought his lips to hers, and kissed her there, she drove her mouth down onto him and moaned though she was thoroughly muffled.
She began to bob on him earnestly. He supposed that was the green light to carry on past the promised single kiss. He brought his tongue to touch her there, circling around the clit that he lightly, gently exposed with his thumbs. Her neck curved and her head rolled back. She moaned as though pilloried. He circled her again and her hips began to shake like a tremor. She squeezed his cock too hard in her fist. He circled lightly again and again and her body stiffened. Her hips pushed hard down and her puss mashed against his mouth.
He used his strong hands to wrap around her hips and butt and he took her under control.  He brought her down to his mouth and kissed and licked and lifted her back up again. She cried on his cock and drove her head up and down on it tight and fast. Her body shook again, this time violently, and he needed his strength to hold her. She took her mouth off him and gripped his cock in her hand harder. He touched her clit with his tongue and she bucked. A warmth flowed over his mouth and chin.
She collapsed on him but then crawled around to lie on him right side up again. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “That was incredible!”
Wade cradled her head in his hand.
“Someone deserves a treat,” she whispered. She slinked and kissed and nibbled her way down his body and found his cock again. She grinned and took it in her mouth without touching it. Her tongue worked around the head and shaft with his cock. Wade moaned and she reached up to cover his mouth with her hand. She bobbed up and down on him with vigour and wrapped her finger and thumb around the base and squeezed like a ring around him. She sucked in her cheeks and moaned. She felt like she was going to come again, the way Wade’s hips began rising up to her mouth, and the way his body went rigid. He stretched out and gripped her head. She sucked harder. He felt his feet tremble and she went down deeper on him. He began to buck up with his hips hard into her face, and she grabbed his butt with both hands and rode up and down with him.
When he exploded into her mouth, she wasn’t able to take it all, and come gushed out, back down his shaft. She swallowed and swallowed again and still he pumped hard and deep into her throat. Finally he began to settle down and she licked down his shaft and around his balls, lapping up all that which spilled. She climbed off him and threw her long t-shirt back on. She gathered up her bra and panties and shorts and she leaned over Wade, still with his eyes closed and his breathing in recovery mode, and she kissed him on the nose and giggled. She danced up the stairs floating like a fairy. Wade went downstairs when he recovered.




V

This time Bar and Nikky were out for hours, first thing in the morning. Payton laid on the couch on her back in pjs, on her phone. Wade came into the den, all lit up with mid-morning light. 
“Do you want to try it now?” he said in a matter of fact voice.
“Oh my god,” she said with surprise and alarm. 
He came to the couch and roughly pulled her up so she was lying on her back against pillows piled into the arm of the couch. She allowed it, dropping her phone. He tugged at the waist of her bottoms and she instinctively raised her hips to lose them. He touched her raised knees and she immediately let them flop open wide. She looked with wonder up into his eyes. He got naked and took her hand and wrapped it around his cock. She gasped and breathed deeply. She moaned when she squeezed it. “When you’re ready,” he said, “you can put it in.”
“Oh my god,” she repeated again. He climbed onto the couch to kneel between her legs. Her body trembled and she shook as though cold. But sweat appeared between her breasts and on her lip. She brought the thing against her lips down there. It felt impossibly big to her. Her mouth opened as though that might help. He reached down and moved the head of his cock up and down against her. She was slick and ready. He lowered himself an inch into her. She gulped and stared with her eyes locked on his. Her head rolled back and she held his large biceps in her hands. Her legs raised up both sides of him, and her ankles locked together against his back.
“Go slow,” she pleaded. 
He moved in and out of her just an inch, and just once. She felt like she was being stuffed like a chicken. But she also felt herself open up to him. Her hips seemed to relax. He pushed into her more. She was as wet as water. She inhaled sharply, but squeezed his biceps with her fingernails to tell him it was okay to try some more. His cock became slick with her juice and he moved into her deeper. She swallowed and sweated and felt his cock filling her more than she imagined it would. She could feel her hips as though double jointed, spreading open in ways they hadn’t before. Still his huge hot meat moved deeper inside her more and more. She craned to look, not believing it wasn’t all the way inside her yet. She gasped. It looked like she had taken less than half so far.
“Okay?” he said, raising and lowering his body slowly and gently over top of her.
“Uh huh,” she squeezed out. “It’s big,” she gasped. She began to hyperventilate. He took her breast in his hand and squeezed it. Her head rolled back and she groaned.
He pushed deeper into her again. She felt like it was going to come out her throat. She could feel her innards being pushed around. But she also felt the skin of his cock rub against the sides of her in there, touching something that hadn’t been touched before. She felt dizzy and high and separated from her body. She was thinking again about how she would take it all in when her body began to involuntarily convulse under her. She realized that her body was having another orgasm, with or without her. It came from deep inside her like she hadn’t felt before, and it shot down through her legs and up through her torso. It was overpowering to her. Her orgasms had always been something she concentrated on to make happen. This one seemed not to have anything to do with her, but ravaged her body from inside out, and made it vibrate violently. Then it hit her mind and it made her nearly pass out.
She smiled in awe at him huffing and puffing into her when she realized what had happened. But he evidently wasn’t finished. His cock pushed inside her deeper yet. She braced herself and looked down again. It was close to all the way. She was amazed and terrified. She realized that they were fucking — that she was fucking Wade, finally. She reached around him and grabbed his cheeks and pulled him into her harder. He pressed down and she felt his hips bump into hers. She exhaled and felt like she was floating on a cloud. She smiled up at him through her sweat and panting and they kissed sloppy and loose.
Wade began to pound himself into her. It hurt, but it also felt total and complete. She felt her whole body jolt and realized it was because he was ramming into her hard as he could over and over. When she heard him moan she looked up amazed to see that his eyes were closed and that he was lost in some kind of pleasure too. The look of it on his face when she could tell that he was about to loose it began to make her extremities tingle again and she felt the gathering force rise from deep inside her whether she wanted to stop it or not. She gasped and swallowed and felt him rise up and down into her harder and deeper yet. She pushed her feet straight up into the air and wrapped her arms around his shoulders and pulled him to her.
He began to grunt and she felt her hips as though on automatic pilot rise up and meet his thrusts in time with her own. The quivering began in the soles of her feet, and soon her thighs were shaking. She felt her gut turn over and her shoulder and chest tense up. When she felt Wade tense all over too with all his muscles, she quaked from deep within and felt it like an electrical shock throughout her stomach. She could feel hotness fill her at the same time. Wade fell onto her nearly crushing her. He rammed harder into her, thrusting deeper still.
His body began to fuck hers faster and harder than she had ever imagined possible. She felt her body get pounded into the couch beneath him. He grunted and then groaned and seemed to be dying. His cock felt bigger yet and then she felt his come shoot inside her. Her eyes went dark and her head spun. She came with him a third time.
Finally he stopped pounding her. He collapsed on top of her, breathing hard. She was filled with a deep satisfaction. She could feel his come dribbling out of her. He finally got off her and stood up, extending his hand to help her up. She was barely able to walk. He took her to the bathroom and helped her wash in the shower. He went out to the den and gathered up her clothes and brought them to the bathroom to hang them there for her.
They both saw a little blood mix with the water in the basin of the shower.
He went back to the den. Just as he finished putting the cushions back on the sofa, the keys in the front door jangled. They were home. He threw himself onto his back on the couch and got up as thought he’d been napping when they came into the den. He saw her twisted up black thongs before they did and he put his foot over them and stood still, hands in his pockets, reporting that nothing much had happened while they were gone.
Payton came down freshly showered in her shorts and halter. She walked stiffly as though sore. “Welcome home!” she smiled.
Bar noticed her stiff walking. “Injury?”
“Sore from something, I don’t know what,” she said, looking in the fridge.




VI

A few nights later, Wade was awakened by the sound of something sliding outside his door. It opened and closed quickly. He checked his phone. It was 2:30. He leaned up on his elbows but a hand, soft and cool and delicate, pushed his chest back down. A body climbed silently into his bed. A hand wrapped around his cock. And a mouth touched his mouth.
“Payton!” he whispered.
“Shh,” she said. She slipped quietly and stealthily under his blanket. Before he could stop her, he felt pure warmth and moisture engulf his cock. He pushed the blanket off. Payton struggled to keep his cock in her mouth while slipping out of her pjs. She giggled and crawled up over him. She kissed his bottom lip and sucked it in her mouth. “I need your cock, I was so horny in bed.”
“We can’t do this,” he said.
“Your cock seems to think differently,” she smiled and giggled. It grew hard in her hand. “Just a little?” she innocently begged.
“They’re right upstairs!” he whispered.
“And dead asleep,” she said, throwing her leg over his body and slinking her way on top of him.
“It isn’t right,” Wade said, with less conviction.
Payton only giggled and moved her hips till she found the head of his cock with her moist lips. She shivered and her teeth chattered. Wade ran his hands first over her thighs spread out to his sides, then to her belly where they looked so big around her, then up her body to her small breasts.
“Yes,” Payton breathed out.
He brought his fingertips and nails down her torso and she curled her hips around to make his cock slide inside her. She gasped and looked with awe down at him and held her breath. She lowered herself down and his cock filled her impossibly again. He scratched her body all over. She began to rock on him. She stiffened and grabbed her own breasts and squeezed. He could feel her tighten around him inside her, and he could feel her hot as fire. She tried to restrain her voice but a cry escaped when she came. Her motion on him as she bucked was too much to resist and he rose up quickly and shot deep inside her. His hips lifted her up.
When he finished and slumped, spent and exhausted, she climbed off and used tissues to wipe up both of them. She kissed him on the chin and said softly, “Bye.” She flew like a hummingbird back upstairs.
Payton came to visit Wade the following night too, about an hour earlier. And she stayed longer as well. She loved especially waking him up with his hardened cock already in her mouth. One night she fell asleep and remained in his bed till morning. Unsure how to sneak through the kitchen, and feeling rebellious against Wade’s world of worry, she simply came up the stairs and carried on as normal. Bar and Nikky glanced up but said nothing. Bar stared at his coffee hard. Nikky looked at Bar and decided it wasn’t her “area” and stuck her nose closer to her phone.
That evening, after watching a show, Payton said she was turning in, and she took Wade’s hand in hers and pulled him with her. He followed with his eyes bugging out. Bar and Nikky glanced at each other looking terrified, but they didn’t say anything. Payton lead Wade down stairs and did not come back up till morning. Nothing was said.
A few days later, Nikky noticed that Payton had brought most of her toiletries from upstairs to the downstairs bathroom. Sometimes at night she could hear what sounded like cries or yelps. She was too afraid to bring up the subject though.
In the den, sometimes Wade and Payton got under a blanket together on the couch. Bar and Nikky didn’t make eye contact with them. But they could notice small, rhythmic motions under the blanket. Payton one evening just bounded out of the den pulling Wade with her, and they went downstairs. Even with the TV on, Bar and Nikky could hear howls and laughs and groans. An hour later, they came back up and resumed their places on the couch, Payton full of giggles and holding Wade’s hand in hers, all their fingers entwined.
Bar could not sit still any longer. He took Nikky by the hand and they went upstairs. Wade and Payton looked at each other with both astonishment and amusement. They could hear Nikky yelping and crying and groaning out loud from all the way up there, which they had never heard before.
A week later, Payton again got aroused and began pulling Wade’s hand. Bar spoke up again. “You don’t have to leave,” he said. Nikky looked at him and gaped, but she didn’t disagree.
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I came home early. My office closed — some leak in the pipes. My wife, a nurse, often slept when I was at work, depending on the week. I always had to sneak in quietly.
I was in the kitchen just standing there wondering what to do with my bonus in time when I heard a faint high pitched cry. It wasn’t the cat, she was on the floor looking up at me with the same look I was giving her. It occurred to me my wife might be “massaging.” I got instantly hard at the thought. I bought her a little battery toy a year ago. We used it together, but I wanted her to use it alone too. She hadn’t yet, or so I believed.
We had come to really enjoy her massaging herself in front of me. It was doubly dirty for her. Wouldn’t she be pleasantly surprised to open her eyes and find me yanking myself at the foot of our bed watching her come, I thought.
With a mischievous smile, I carefully crept up the stairs, unbuttoning on the way. I could hear more voiced moans and her breath inhaling sharply and catching. She was really getting into it, I thought. I was naked and already stiff as a rod as I crept down the hallway barely able to contain my glee. Our bedroom door happened to be cracked open just enough to let me check her scene out before slipping inside.
I paused against the wall outside a moment to enjoy her sharp and broken breath a moment longer. She sounded so aroused. I could here the faint mushing sounds of what had to be her fingers inside her. I had to press my palm against my mouth to keep from giggling. She’d be embarrassed when I came in, but it sounded like she was also wet beyond belief, judging by the sound of things. Her excitement sounded higher than I’d ever heard it. It sounded like she was edging herself, getting right up there and not letting herself go. There was no motor sound either. I thought that was interesting: she was exploring new ways of getting off. Usually, she was pretty methodical about it, getting it over with sooner than later. I liked the sound of her teasing herself. I was getting hotter and harder than ever.
I treated myself to a peek before going in. I could see through the crack in the door her reflection in our dresser mirror. I could see her hair all over our pillows. Her head was thrust back and her eyes were closed. Her back was arched and her breasts were heaving. She seemed to be in a sustained state of near-orgasm. It was amazing to watch and something I’d never seen in her before. All I could think was, “Wow!” I couldn’t get the huge smile off my face.
The mirror gave me no more. But it did show me something initially confusing. Two things, to be exact. Both her hands were outstretched to her sides and twisting in the sheets. She gasped and moaned harder than ever. Her upper body was thrashing. My stupid mind got stuck on the two hands and could not make the leap. I pushed the door an inch with my face still smiling like an idiot. I couldn’t make out what I was seeing at first. It was like those cargo cults on remote islands unable to see the ship right up against their beach. The picture is clear as day in my mind to this moment. And yet I stared with my brain racing to all sorts of implausible notions of what was staring me in the face.
A black man’s hands were on her taut, flexing belly. And a big bald black head was slowly gyrating between my wife’s creamy raised thighs. My heart pounded out of my chest to the point I feared heart attack.
I leaned back against the wall. My legs felt like rubber. I couldn’t believe what I saw. I could feel blood drain from my head and my vision darken. I could hear my wife’s breath draw in with shorter gasps and even stopping. Her voice crept out above her gasps and rose ever higher in pitch, ever more surprised-sounding with each suck.
I peeked through the door again. Her hands were pushing his head down harder between her legs. She rubbed all over his smooth head like it was some kind of ball of pleasure. She sounded like she was on the verge, and yet the man just held her there for longer and longer.
I didn’t know what to do, or even what I was supposed to do. A real man would charge in there, I thought, pull the guy off, yell, storm around. Maybe pack bags and leave. End it then and there. But this man, trembling in the hallway outside his own bedroom? He began to stroke himself leaning against the wall listening to his wife lose control and come on the mouth of some dude having her in his own bed. It was more than I could bear and I ejaculated into my other hand.
I crept down the stairs and used my underpants laying there to wipe myself off. The living room was directly beneath our bedroom. I carried a chair quietly and stood on it to get my ear on a glass I held up against the ceiling.
Things had evidently progressed. I could clearly hear rhythmic bed sounds even without the glass against the ceiling. And my wife wasn’t trying to stifle her voice anymore. She was moaning and groaning out loud with each of that man’s thrusts into her. I didn’t need even to be in the living room to hear it. I could here her through the vents, coming down the stairwell, in the kitchen. Her  high-pitched repeated “Oh!”s filled my skull. I had never heard her experience pleasure like that.
It kept rising in frequency, in pitch, and in volume. Then it stopped. I leapt up and began to make for the back door. But then I heard her laugh. And then I heard her moan again. The bed began bumping again and I heard more high pitched gasps. It was a change of position only.
All through the house I crept. She sounded guttural, like an animal. I snuck back upstairs. The door was still open just enough. I could see in the mirror that she was riding him. Her whole lower body slammed hard against him. His hands covered her tiny breasts so completely, his huge fingers wrapped around to her back. I watched them slide up and down from her butt to her neck. She slithered and writhed on him with whispered shrieks.
I couldn’t take it anymore. I slipped out of the house and back into my car on the street. I drove to the nearby brew pub. I sat there amidst all the laughing, loud talking people and screens and games and loud rap unable to get my wife’s incredible sounds out of my head.
About two hours later, about the time I’d normally get home, I drove up. Everything looked the same. If I was supposed to make my big scene, I wasn’t ready to do it just then. Why not wait till I had things set to go the way I wanted them to? And I didn’t know yet what way I wanted them to go. Make her move out? Claim my freedom and take off for a downtown apartment and change my life entirely?
I came in the door. I made myself as loud as possible this time. I wasn’t ready for a confrontation. My wife, Oni, came floating down the stairs in her bathrobe just as light and graceful as ever. “Hi honey,” she chirped, with the slightest wipe of her hand across my waist and the lightest brush of her lips against my cheek. Her long black hair was up in a towel. She had just showered. Of course.
Oni is a petite Asian. Everything about her is small. Her feet, her nose, all her features. She had small, beautifully shaped breasts. She loved dressing up in ways that showed off her fitness.
“Just getting up,” she murmured. When we married three years earlier, she said I was her only one — after I convinced her that things done with hands only didn’t count. So I dropped from third to first in her mind with that realization. She sought clarification about things done with the mouth, but I didn’t pursue it. She was already uptight about sex. I had to persuade her, after we married, to explore non-missionary positions. She loved me going down on her — it was a revelation she said, when I finally convinced her to try. But she didn’t like it all the time. “It’s dirty,” she said.
I wondered if the guy was in the house or if he’d taken off. I didn’t see a car out front, but then he’d park it elsewhere most likely. She was still tentative about giving me blowjobs, not about the desire though. She was all over that. She wondered about the quality, and if she could learn to do it for me better. That’s what she said prevented her from giving them to me very often.
She was your classic anime character. Small, quiet, nervous, inexperienced, wanting to please, and able to take small steps when the excitement pushed her out of her comfort zone.
“Going for a shower,” I said to her. She only “mm”ed. There was no alarm. The guy was almost certainly not up there hiding. I went into our bedroom. The bed was a swirled up mess of pillows and sheets. She didn’t even try to straighten things. I wondered how many times I’d come home in the past to her “just getting up,” and finding the bed like that. Could it be that this happened more than once? The fact it happened at all gave me an entirely different wife than the one I kissed on the lips that morning.
I could hear her messing around in the kitchen. I pulled the blanket back and looked at the sheet. Just in the last two hours, my wife was fucking a man right here. I was revolted. Correction: I tried to make myself feel revolted. In fact, and against my urges, I was wildly turned on. I put my face into the sheet and smelled. I inhaled it. It was wet in spots. Her? Him?
I went back to the hallway where I stood paralyzed earlier. The sound of her coming on his tongue filled my head. I grew so hard, I went to the shower, got under the hot rain, and jerked myself off again. I wasn’t sure how I felt. This totally new woman downstairs was the opposite to the one I knew as my wife for three years. I knew I was supposed to be raging in anger. But in reality, all I felt was intensely turned on. These were confusing times.
Everything had changed, yet everything stayed the same. We ate on stools at the counter talking about our schedules. I was strictly 9-to-5, M-F. She was going to be 8 at night to 8 in the morning two more days. Then 4 days off before going back on the 8 AM to 8 PM slot.
We had a couple of hours before she needed to get going. I must have been giving off vibes. She said, “Somebody is getting some ideas I think,” and she laughed.
Inside, I was stunned that she would get suggestive with me after what I had just witnessed. But she persisted.
“Baby want some attention,” she cooed to me in that coy, big droopy eye  way she does when what she is trying to say is, she wants some of that attention. But was it a guilty conscience? She stepped off her stool and threw her hair over her face. Step 2: she knows that’s another thing she can do to guarantee I’m going to put down what I’m doing. She can never come right out and suggest what she wants. She always has to make it me who wants it, as if she is only doing her duty.
I knew the signs of her being horny. But this time, I knew she had just had some black man’s cock rammed into her just a couple hours before. I wasn’t sure what to make of it. But when she began untying her robe, I forgot what I was thinking. She has the hottest little body this side of the solar system. Tiny and rounded, every part of her tanned skin cried out for touching, feeling, kissing, licking.
That’s when I noticed her tuft of black hair down there was gone. My eyes popped out. She noticed what I was seeing and giggled innocently and bashfully. She covered herself with her hands. “I shaved for you, honey! I forgot to tell you!” She sucked in her bottom lip.
I went to my knees. I knew she lied. She didn’t shave for me, she shaved for the black guy. And yet, here I was, beckoning her to step closer so I could put my nose right against her bald pubis. I licked her. She was already very wet. Her labia are usually retracted until after we make love. Then they protrude noticeably. This time, they were hanging worn out and loose. I began licking the pussy of my freshly fucked wife. No doubt the cock she came on that afternoon was considerably bigger than what I give her on my best day.
She took me upstairs by the hand. She laid on the bed, right where she had been just two hours earlier. I entered her. She didn’t gasp. She didn’t cry out. I rolled off and urged her to ride me. She giggled like it was a new idea or something experimental. She got on me and bent all the way over to get her head on the pillow beside mine. She silently moved only a little while I pumped up into her. When I came into her, she got off and smiled politely, slipping off to the bathroom to clean up. “I’ll wash the sheets later,” she called, as if that was me who made them a mess.




II

The next day at work was murder. What was she doing all afternoon? Driving home was difficult. My heart pounded, even though there was no chance I’d find anything this time, coming home at my expected hour.
I came in to find her again in bathrobe with her hair up in a towel, drinking coffee at the counter. We pecked each other on the cheek. I went up to shower. I stopped in the bedroom. The bed looked like a hurricane had swept through. Pillows were on the floor. I even noticed her panties mixed up in the twisted sheets on the bed. Further examination revealed her bra down by the foot of the bed. And not just any panties and bra. These were red and lacy. I didn’t recognize them.
I checked the door to make sure she was occupied downstairs. I pulled the sheets off and got on the bed to smell. I needn’t have tried. There was come all over the place. I got undressed. I was hard as stone. I beat myself off kneeling on the bed. I came in minutes and shot my load all over the sheets.
I went to the shower. In the drain, I noticed a long black pubic hair. I came downstairs and we ate together. I said, “Been a long hard day.” That had been a code between us that I was horny.
She only looked at me sympathetically. She said in a shy whisper, “I think the way we did it yesterday made me sore. Still kind of hurts down there, honey,” she said. I was unable to hide my dumbfounded look. She got up off the stool and said, “Maybe someone was a little too big for me,” and she giggled and wiggled her butt at me as she sauntered down the hallway toward the stairs.
The thought of her being too sore from the thrashing she must have been subjected to just hours before made me rock hard again, despite everything I thought I should think. It was driving me crazy. The distance between what I thought I should do, and what I wanted to do, grew wide as a canyon. I thought I should storm up those stairs and tell her I knew exactly why she was too sore. But what I wanted to do, and what I in fact ended up doing, was jerking myself off in the kitchen into a paper towel, just to keep myself from falling apart entirely.
She came back down looking hotter than ever with her make-up. “Oh!” she said. “I ran into the new neighbors who took the Johnson’s place.” The Johnsons’ were good neighbor friends who moved out a month earlier. “Really, really friendly couple,” she said. “You’d like him, honey, he likes nothing better than afternoons elbow deep in car engines too.”
“Ha,” I said weakly, my paper towel still scrunched up in my hand.
“Anyway,” she went on, “I invited them over for dinner. Just a simple thing,” she said. “Is tomorrow good? 6?” It was her last day of work before her four-day break, so it was good for her. I was mister routine, so it went without saying it was fine for me too, and she knew that she didn’t have to wait for an answer as she went out the door. “Love ya,” she called as she drew it closed.
The next day, I was barely able to function at work, especially as the afternoon wore on. All I could think was that my tiny, cute wife was possibly at that moment getting splayed wide open by some huge guy who could lift her with one finger. I kept seeing her riding him like a damsel on a horse. Every voice made me spin around thinking I was hearing her cry out in otherworldly pleasure again.
I came home with my heart no less pounding than the first time I discovered her. If anything, the arousal was growing stronger, if that was even possible. This time she wasn’t downstairs, but was in the shower still. The bed looked like it had only been slept in, as though nothing else happened. I almost felt disappointed. No clothes were laying around.
She came toddling out of the shower and pecked me on the nose. I went, “Mm?” motioning toward the bed.
“No time, honey!” she said in faux alarm. “Guests coming over, got to straighten things up!”
I showered myself and went downstairs unable to shake the funk. Why was I the one feeling let down, just because my wife didn’t get her daily pounding? She was as light and vivacious as ever, showing no signs. I strolled through the living room. That’s when I noticed the cushions on the sofa were wrong. The parts that should have been the seats were on the backs, and the backs were down on the seats. Had it been like that for a long time?
I began putting them where they should go. Black lace panties and rolled up black sheer stockings were under the cushions. Her wedding ring, our wedding ring we always called it, was on the side table. Outraged, yes. Instantly stiff? Also yes. I collected up her panties and stockings. Half of me was going to confront her with them. But the feel of them in my hand made my head swirl. I imagined the moment she took off her ring. Did she laugh? Was she riding him on the couch already when she did so?
I went upstairs, closed the bathroom door, and jerked myself into her panties. Was she careless with her underclothes, or was she trying to get caught? There was too much evidence. And yet, she acted so normal.
I watched her get dressed. She stood with her back to me in those same red panties from the other day. She put on a slinky short black dress. I zipped it up for her. I stood back and admired her butt. You could see the outline of her panties it was so tight.
The doorbell wrang at precisely six. She was right. I liked them. Like me, these people were prompt. I put on my big beaming and welcoming smile to get the door because Oni was too busy in the kitchen. The first thing that struck my eyes was the most beautiful mulatto woman I’d ever seen. I must have gaped because she looked down and chuckled. I was awestruck. I’m no broken-voiced teenager, but she was model-calibre.
I looked up to the man standing behind her. He was inches taller than me. He was black. And he was bald. When he thrust his hand out to shake mine, it was huge and covered mine entirely.
What Oni called a simple dinner turned out to be some Japanese multi-course ceremony. I watched all meal long for any glances between the man and Oni, but caught nothing more than typical friendly neighbourliness. The wife, Dahlia, was as graceful and humble as she was striking. She was evidently deeply in love with Frank. They couldn’t keep their hands off each other. I checked Oni out to see if she was feeling anything, but she showed nothing.
I began to doubt my own eyes. Could it be a different man? The chances were astronomically small. She began to clear the table and took dishes into the kitchen. I fell into a very intriguing conversation with Dahlia that was feeding a whole different kind of pleasure. I didn’t even notice Frank clear dishes to help Oni. It was only after Dahlia and I came to a lull and she seemed to notice both of them were gone, that she called out, “Hey, what are you two doing in there?” She laughed, but I was ringing like a fire alarm. 
First Frank and then Oni came back out, laughing the way you would if someone made a joke about something going on. Up and down and up and down flew my emotions. Was it him? At the front door, I was sure. At dinner, I doubted. When I noticed they’d disappeared to the kitchen too long together, I was sure again. When they came out, I doubted. But I noticed his pocket bulged. He was a well-dressed man, so it stood out. Oni went back into the kitchen for more. I followed on the pretence of helping. She leaned over into the fridge to reach the lower shelf. Gone was the outline of her panties under her dress.
I didn’t think, I just reached under and pressed my hand on her. She yelped and jumped up, looking at me with shock and horror. I said to her, “You just turn me on so much honey,” I said to her. She shook her head and smiled with pursed lips. “You!” she said like I was a naughty little boy. Meanwhile, I could feel her wetness on my fingers. She wasn’t just a little wet, the way I’ve felt her before. She was oozing. The man at my dining room table had my wife’s panties in his pocket, and her wetness on his fingers. Maybe even his chin.
It turned out Frank was a retired pro football star. I am level-0 on football fandom and wouldn’t know it if the guy at my table, and the guy fucking my wife, was the all-time greatest player to ever throw a ball.
“Retired?” I chuckled. “Too young!”
“I keep busy,” he intoned to me.
Oni pressed Dahlia to reveal more. “Let’s just say, yeah, he doesn’t have to work anymore,” she chuckled, touching his cheek softly. “Frank keeps busy with a number of charities. It’s actually a lot of work. Don’t you honey,” she said, running her fingers lightly up his huge forearm. He smiled back at her intimately and squeezed her hand with affection. I looked at her and couldn’t get out of my mind an image of how he must throw her around their own bed too. She didn’t look too much like a neglected wife, I had to admit.
The dinner ended with Dahlia and Frank promising they would have us over just as soon as they settled in and got their kitchen underway. Dahlia laughed, “He’s also made himself a genius in the kitchen!”
“That’s great,” I joked sarcastically. Oni hung her arm around my shoulders and patted my tummy. “That’s okay honey!” she said in mock sympathy. Everyone laughed at me.
Oni was too tired to play in bed. But at about 2 in the morning, I woke up to find her leaning over me and gently kissing me on the forehead. I sat up with a startle.
“Sh, sh,” Oni said. “You stay sleeping. I got called in. They’re short.”
“You’re on your break!” I said.
“Triple time, honey,” she said, smiling mischievously, and she kissed my nose. “Now back to sleep. I’ll be back in bed before you wake up.”
I rolled over. It wasn’t the first time this happened. I listened to her downstairs. I had almost fallen asleep again when my slow, dim-witted brain finally clicked into gear. I heard her leave the front door clacking in heels. Heels for work? I got up and went to her closet. I knew she had exactly 10 nursing outfits. That’s because I showed her how to keep that organized. I counted, 7, 8, 9 . . . 10.
I went to pee to think things over. In the bowl beside the faucet was her wedding ring. She takes it off and puts it there to shower and wash at the sink for fear of losing it. But then she puts it on. Not this time. I pulled on my robe and went downstairs. I knew her shoes, all of them. Her blackest, tallest ones were gone. She bought those for me for a company event I made her attend with me. She wanted me to show her off. Now she was wearing them. Or maybe not by now.
My mind raced. I tried going back to bed to come up with plausible reasons she would wear her sexiest heels to work. And forget to put on her work clothes. And forget her ring. I tried as hard as I could to avoid the only conclusion possible.
The Johnson place was only four doors down. I peered out the front door. Her car was gone. Still. I got dressed and sat on our bed. What was I going to do? I wasn’t a peeping tom. I convinced myself I would just stroll the way someone might in the middle of the night to get some air and try to get back to sleep. But I pulled on my black hoody with purpose.
I casually strolled in no hurry down the sidewalk. When I got within a house, I saw her car in their driveway. Again my heart began to pound ferociously. I wanted to be mad but instead I got horny. What could possibly be going on? Was Dahlia out? I didn’t remember what she told me she did, if anything. I walked casually by the house. Lights were on upstairs. I could hardly breath. I abruptly turned around and resumed my casual stroll. I could see the curtains billowing. They weren’t pulled. There was a tree in the neighbour’s yard. It was a climbable cedar — I knew because I watched the neighbor kid climb it lots.
I saw good dark patches of shadow along the fence between the houses. Feeling like I was risking charges if anyone else were awake, I ducked and crept along the fence till I was under the Johnson’s window. Sure enough, as though designed to make me nearly pass out, I heard, faintly but clearly, the audible sigh of my Oni.
I stepped quickly home. I dug through the boxes in the garage making a wild mess until l found my old binoculars. I snuck through backyards till I was under the cedar. No one was up. No lights were on, except at the Johnson’s. I felt like an idiot, like a criminal, and like a loser. But I also felt more wildly excited that I’d ever felt before. I started lifting myself up through the branches.
The view I came to made me nearly fall. My Oni’s perfect round butt was in the air. Her face was buried between Dahlia’s legs. And Dahlia was cranked back on her neck to face backward so Frank could shove his way-too-big member into her throat. I saw it bulge when he pushed deep in. I braced myself in a better position. My arm got sore holding the binoculars up. I moaned out loud the scene was so overwhelming. I watched when Oni lifted her face all pleased looking and gaping, to reposition herself in sixty-nine with Dahlia. And I watched Frank withdraw many inches of thick member from deep in her throat and introduce it to my wife’s upraised pussy. I watched her back arch, her head lift, and her mouth fall wide open with her eyes clamped shut. I heard my wife whimper loudly and I saw Frank bury all of his girth into her till his pelvis made her whole body bounce. I watched as Frank’s enormous hands took my wife’s hips and cover them completely like a toy. I saw her go back down on Dahlia and twist her head around enough to make her long, luscious hair fly. The whole bed, including her, bounced hard with each of Frank’s powerful thrusts deep into her — into my wife’s wide open pussy.
I came in the tree. It went on and on. I watched Oni and Dahlia together suck him in their mouths and wrap their lips around his length sideways facing each other and smiling. I watched her and Dahlia make out with deep kissing, while one and then the other rode his cock under her.
I went home when I had had enough. I lay in bed unable to sleep. About an hour and a half later, I heard the front door creep open. I heard two steps with heels, and then I could hear her take them off. I pretended to sleep. I saw her come in the bedroom still dressed in her long coat. I had one eye slightly open. I saw her check over her shoulder and take the coat off in the bathroom. She was stark naked underneath. I heard her wash up. She came to the bed and slipped in beside me. I pretended to awaken slightly.
“Hard day in the salt mine, honey?” I murmured.
“Exhausted,” she sighed.
“You work too hard,” I mumbled and reached over to embrace her.
“If you love your work, though,” she exhaled.
I spooned up against her. I reached around and tried to fondle her breasts. She gently peeled my hand off and laid it down safely beside her. I crept down her body to touch her bare shaven pubis. She rolled over to face me and retracted her hips away from my touch. “Not tonight honey, maybe later. So not in the mood right now. Work was crazy.”
I was not prepared to be the understanding husband. I crawled on top of her. I was stiff. She sighed and gave in, turning her head sideways. I tried to go down on her to get her aroused. She pushed my head away. “Just go ahead,” she whispered and I entered her. She was loose. And something else: It was never possible to just go inside her, and she never let me either, not without a lot of warming up. She doesn’t lubricate a lot at the best of times. This time, she was downright creamy inside. She wasn’t in the least aroused by me though, and certainly not in that little time. I don’t come much. When I got off her, the bed was soaked. My cock was coated. In what, I didn’t have to wonder much.




III

A week later, we were invited to a party at Frank and Dahlia’s. They said they were having just a few other friends over. “I’m not sure, hon,” Oni said. “Dahl said like three or four.”
She talked to me from the bathroom. I peeked in. She was going to town with the make up. She knew how to do it professionally. And her hair too. It was tied in some loose flowing knot down the back that left smoky wisps down both sides of her cute face. She tried not to let me see what she was wearing under her robe. But I got a peek when she had to drop it standing in the closet doors to get her dress on. I was peeking back through the bathroom mirror. It was a get up I didn’t recognize. Black garter, hi-waist thong, some kind of wildly decorated bra. It was pure heat. On her darker skin, it made me want to stroke just from looking.
She covered that up in a super tight sharp red dress. I thought it a little overboard for a neighbourhood get together. She brought out the big hoop earrings and gold necklace as well. She just giggled when I stared at her. Her sexual excitement was off the scale and she could barely hide it.
We walked up. On the way we talked about how it was odd that we knew their house so well. We’d even lived in their fully decked-out ground-floor suite for a couple of weeks when our house was getting renos. We were evidently the last to arrive. Already there was another couple and a single black guy — another athlete perhaps, judging by his size. And Dahlia and Frank of course. “Dahl” as Oni called her now was a best friend already. I eyed Oni when she greeted Frank. She went on tip toes and gave the air an inch off his cheek a kiss. Nicely done. I’d have noticed nothing, if it weren’t for the trail of evidence since day one.
The other couple were a lot of fun and the conversation flowed smooth and easy. I didn’t mind Frank at all either, if it weren’t for the uncomfortable fact that he’d had my wife many more times the last couple weeks than I had. Dahlia was a charmer. She seemed to relish the way she could distract me away from everyone else. She was one of those people, I figured, who could charm anyone, making them feel, for the few minutes she gave them, like they were the centre of her world. It was a skill.
I had work the next day, it being Sunday. I got up to leave when the other couple started making their moves. Oni moaned, “Do I have to?” and laughed shyly.
Dahlia grasped my hand. “Let her stay! She’s off work for two more days!”
Frank shrugged. “Makes no diff to me,” he said all jovially. I just bet.
Dahlia clasped both my and Oni’s hand. She said, “Oni is staying tonight. We’re going to watch movies all night! Just like when we were kids!”
Oni looked at me sheepishly. “What can I say?” She was stunning hot. Made up to the nines in that hot red number. If I didn’t know her, I’d be intimidated she was so smoking hot. The single guy there was conspicuously quiet on his phone, neither picking up to leave or saying anything about staying. I went home. I couldn’t argue.
About an hour or so later, I realized Oni left her phone at home. She might need it if a call came to go in. I walked up to the house. I saw the light on in the dining room still, but it was considerably dimmed. I was about to rap on the door when, out of curiosity, I took a few steps to the right and peered through the sheer curtains. I could make out shapes in a fuzzy way. The experience in the tree had whetted my appetite for peering. The porch was well hidden. I noticed the curtain was hitched on a tiny plant on the sill. A corner of clear view appeared there. Behind me was a wall of the porch. I wouldn’t be seen from the inside. I put my eye up to the corner of the window.
I saw Frank on one end of the table. Dahlia was on the other end facing him. They had taken out the leaves and shrunk it. Oni had her back to me. The other guy was now fully engaged with the others, laughing and talking. And he had eyes for Oni. Oni meanwhile kept doing that thing she does when she’s getting turned on, looking down, rubbing the back of her neck, and laughing loudly. I couldn’t make out words.
I was about to give up this ridiculousness of watching my wife and other adults and go knock on the door and give her the phone, when I watched Frank slap his friend on the shoulder and give him a shove. The man stood up. He was taller than Frank even, but not quite as built out. He rubbed his chin. Everyone laughed at something. Oni kept looking down. The man came around to Oni’s side of the table. He held out his hand. I watched her take his hand in hers and stand up. He then went down on one knee. I was wondering what in the hell was going on. The man seemed to slide a ring onto Oni’s finger, the marriage one. Oni laughed with embarrassment and everyone else chuckled too like some joke was playing out.
Dahlia and Oni touched and squeezed hands as the man lead Oni by the hand out of the room with him. I tried to peer around to see where they went. Frank turned out the dining room light and he and Dahlia left toward the stairs. I’d be visible if I kept peering in the window so I slipped quietly into the back yard where I knew there were trees I could hide behind.
I could see Frank and Dahlia’s light upstairs was on. Just when I was considering going over to the neighbor’s and climbing the tree, the light behind the garden French doors of the ground level suite came on. Who was that? I crept around to different windows but nothing gave me any view. I put my ear carefully up to the window of the dark bedroom. I could hear Oni’s laugh. I could also hear the friend’s voice, deep and rumbling. They were talking down there, probably on the living room couch. I imagined that Dahlia would be coming down to join them and watch movies.
I almost got caught peeking when the French doors were suddenly flung open. I was right around the corner, stopped in my tracks where I was just about to see if there was space in the curtains in the French doors I could peek through. Oni and the friend strolled out onto the tiny stone patio. I managed to slip down the side of the house and around the neighbour’s wood fence and carefully up the other side. It had knot holes in it. I found one to peek through.
The friend had sat down on the swinging canopied love seat and Oni was actually sitting on his lap. His hand was rubbing her back. They spoke quietly, intimately, you might even say. I watched him put a joint to her lips and I watched her inhale it. Oni? I was amazed. Another first, at least for me. They laughed and she pressed herself back against him. They went inside a few minutes later, closing the French doors. But the curtains had parted slightly. I crawled up on my belly. By raising myself on my elbows, I was able to see the whole living room, even in the dim light.
My wife was ack on his lap on the couch. Her arms were around his neck. They were making out. No one else was coming downstairs. I blinked my eyes several times, and hard, it was so difficult to believe what I was seeing. She swung her legs that hung over his thighs and laughed. They talked between serious tongue kisses. She looked like she was initiating the kissing as much as he was. His one hand was up and down her back. His other hand was on her bare knee. They stopped talking and began kissing long and seriously. I watched his hand slide up her leg. I saw my wife part her legs slightly, even while they kept up the long kiss. He went all the way up. She didn’t stop him. In fact, she seemed to arch a bit to help him. My cock was straining.
Oni stood and turned to face him. I watched as my wife reached up behind her neck and tugged the zipper down the back of her dress. The man just placed both his hands on the couch like this was what he came for, like this was his wife, for tonight. Oni shimmied the dress over her hips. She was stunning in her black underwear. I heard her laugh and pretend to be coy and cover herself. The man twirled his finger. She turned all the way around for him. She moved like a seductress. I had to study her face to make sure it was actually Oni.
The guy smiled and pretended to give her slow applause. Her body writhed. He reached over and tossed a pillow on the floor at his feet. Oni seemed to know what that meant before I did. I watched as my wife knelt down in front of this man and begin to undo his belt and pants. I was beyond crazy with both rage and horniness. She tugged at his pants and he lifted himself enough for her to be able to pull them all the way off. She wasn’t satisfied. She tugged at his boxers. He lifted to allow her to take those away too.
I had about a three quarter view. I could certainly see his cock. It was enormous. I watched as Oni drew her palm over the head and smile all seductively at him and say things I couldn’t hear, but that made him smile serenely. I saw her wrap both hands around it and laugh, and say something about the size of it with her eyes bugging out. She stroked it up and down with both fists and looked up at him with a look I’d never seen on her face. It was pure unadulterated lust. And then I watched her open wide and go down on him. My Oni. She took him deep on the first dive. She came back up and off him and smiled at him and laughed. I watched my wife wipe her mouth with the back of her hand and prepare for another throat tickling. I saw the stranger push my wife’s head down on his cock roughly and hard. He grabbed her by the hair and shoved her up and down.
Was he hurting her? My heart was pounding. When would a guy bust in? When was it too much, when she was being hurt? I could hear her muffled cries even outside the closed doors. My head was racing. I’d forgive everything. I’d burst in and hit him. I needed to rescue her.
I watched him repeatedly shove her head down hard on his too-big member and I built up my courage and got ready to jump up from the window and bust in. But something stopped me. It was Oni’s delicate fingers. She had reached between her legs and was rubbing herself. It looked so delicate of her. I had such a clear and close view, there was no mistaking the wetness all over her panties. And when he finally let her head go, she was smiling so much she was losing it. She looked drugged. I saw her climb into his lap like a lynx and straddle him. He took her bra off. She was no bystander. She was rough about getting his nice shirt off too. He didn’t have to help her get out of her panties. The garter remained on, the only thing, besides her necklace and earrings, that stayed on. She looked wild.
The man rose up with her in his lap and her legs wrapped around his waist. She was small and light, but still, he was so strong it was like she was nothing. He walked over to the console with her clinging to him, kissing him all over his neck. She was crazy with lust. He lowered the lights more, but I could still clearly see everything. And he changed the music. He had one huge hand holding her butt. She squirmed against him like an animal.
He gently laid her down on the couch, propping her head up on one side. He moved her limbs around like she was a doll, and she obliged, allowing herself to be positioned as he wished. He put her leg over his shoulder and pushed the other one so her foot rested on the top of the couch back. She was wide open to him. It was a pose I had managed once with her. She was shy with me about me going down on her. It had to be in complete darkness. And she said she preferred her legs out straight. Not so here. Lights were on and she was spread. I watched the man lick my wife’s pussy.
I will grant him this. He was slow, he was gentle, and he wasn’t all about the pussy. He took so long to get to the bank that she took his head in her hands and showed him the way. I closed my eyes it was too much to watch. Again I heard my wife’s gasping and cries, her short, sharp intakes of breath, and her surprised little “Oh!”s. He was good, I could see that. He made her orgasm. I saw the whole thing. It was so amazing that I wondered in that moment if I had ever actually made her orgasm. If I had, it was nothing like what I saw that man do to her.
She came up with her hands all over him. She rubbed his back and his chest so hard he fell back on the opposite arm of the couch. She rubbed his thighs and all down and up his legs. Then she began rubbing his body, an admittedly tight, powerful athletic body, with her own body. She crawled up and pushed her breasts in his mouth. She travelled all over him with her hands and her mouth. She made her way back down and took him in her mouth again. She look possessed like she couldn’t get enough. And he had his hands all over my pretty Oni’s breasts too, and her sides and butt and back. She kissed him hard. I could hear her moaning out loud.
I watched her sit up on him and reach down between her legs and take his cock in her pretty tiny hand. She stood it up and raised herself over it. It was massive. It didn’t look to me like it should go in. Everything about her was tiny including that.
I saw from behind as my wife’s pussy engulfed the man’s enormous member. She took it slow. But she took it all. His hands rubbed her little breasts. She bucked on him. I could see his cock disappear over and over inside my wife’s grasping pussy. I could even see how wet she was on him.
He got up holding her like before, only with his cock deep into her this time. He carried her to the kitchen where he pressed her against the fridge and fucked her there a couple of times. She threw her arms around his back and buried her face in his neck and shoulder and yelped. I had never seen my wife in the throes of such passion. He carried her through to the bedroom. The door swung closed enough to cut off my view. I got up and ran around to the side to see through. But the curtains were closed. I gently put my ear up. I could hear my wife’s cries and whimpers. He was fucking her hard. I could hear the bed hit the wall. I ran back to the French doors. I couldn’t see them, but I could see the edge of the bed and the headboard. It was rocking violently. I went back to the window and listened. She was screaming with each thrust. And each scream was higher and higher. My wife was getting fucked so good and hard she was on the verge of a second orgasm of an intensity I’d never caused. It was Earth-shattering, for her and for me.
I went back to the French doors and saw all the motion had stopped. As I lay there thinking about what I saw, I caught sight of her walking out, naked, into the kitchen. I hid myself down because it was darker. I saw him come out too. She was wetting towels. She cleaned him and then herself. She poured two glasses of water from the fridge door when he went over to turn out the lights. It was dark now except for the light around the fridge water dispenser that stayed on a few seconds longer.
In that light, I saw him and her stand together naked and hug. I saw his enormous but now limp penis press into her chest. I watched his hands wrap gently and tightly around her whole body. And I saw her tiny hands reach up and go around the back of his neck. I saw my wife lean her head back and take the softest, most gentle kiss ever from this man who had moments earlier been tearing her limb from limb. They held hands as he lead her back to the bedroom. She hugged his enormous arm to her body. I saw him climb in bed. And I saw her climb in beside and on top of him, with his arm tightly around her as she settled her head down on his shoulder. I saw her hand reach out and pull the cord on the bedside table lamp and the bedroom go black.
I went home to our bed, alone, to contemplate what it all meant.




IV

I came home one day about a week later. Oni was in one of those moods again: high energy, evasive answers, pre-occupied mind. You could smell her sex when she was like this, though she probably thought she was hiding it. Still, it caused reactions in me and I got horny watching her buzz around as though the clock wasn’t turning fast enough. It was odd behaviour for a work night. She was due at hospital at 8. I searched around. There was no evidence of an earlier visit.
I grabbed her by the wrist and kissed her against the wall. She seemed annoyed. She might even have rolled her eyes. She took me to the bedroom and dropped her robe and literally threw me on the bed. She undid my robe and went down on me. I knew that she had learned quite a few tricks in that department lately, and she knew she had as well. Her tongue for example was doing things to me I had to raise my head to see, because I couldn’t figure it out. She got me to the edge in no time.
“Honey,” I said, when she lifted off me and came up over me. “Where did you learn that?” She covered my mouth with her hand and squatted over me. She shot me a quick cold smile and plunged herself down onto me deep and hard. The only point of contact between us was my cock inside her and her hand on my mouth. She even looked away. I followed her eyes. They gazed in the far distance right out our window. Toward the Johnson’s I noted.
She motored up and down on me as though she was a manufacturing machine. It was relentless. But I also felt muscles inside her I didn’t know existed. It was difficult to last. When I was about to come, she pulled off and took me in her hand. When I shot, she aimed it onto my own belly and chest. She got off me like there had been a fire alarm. She disappeared inside the bathroom. “Got work hon,” she called over her shoulder. When I finally got up, I peered through the cracked bathroom door. Her foot was up on the edge of the toilet and her head was down examining a mirror she held in one hand. The other was carefully shaving around her pussy.
I stood and stared at that. She held the mirror close when she was done. She smiled to herself. Then I saw her take a perfume bottle out of a container she slid out from under the counter. It had a tiny pipe and squeeze bulb. She misted her pussy with it. And then she misted her breasts.
I called to her that I was going downstairs. “Uh huh” I heard her reply absently. Instead I stepped into my closet. Our closets had venting doors. Mine had a stool to sit on. She came out of the bathroom finally and I saw her peer out and then firmly close the bedroom door. Expecting to see new and exciting underwear and dresses, I was instead crestfallen to watch her dress in her practical underwear, tight sports bra, and nurse scrubs. So much didn’t made sense that night.
She left for work with the customary near-peck on my mouth and the “love ya” out the door. Off into the night she drove to work. It was 7:30 or so. I remembered we needed to discuss a final decision on a repair to our roof. It was easier to call her nurse station and have them get her to call me when she checked in.
“She’s not on shift tonight, I’m pretty sure,” Caroline said.
“No, no,” I corrected her. “It’s her usual shift tonight.”
“Oh right, yes,” Caroline said. “She switched off, she’s making up on Tuesday with another girl.”
“She’s not coming in tonight?” I asked to confirm I heard correctly.
“Not tonight. The ol’ switcheroo,” Caroline laughed.
Now things made sense. I hopped in my car to avoid detection. Sure enough, her car was tucked in the far side of the Johnson house, almost out of view. I circled around and parked at home. My heart began it’s customary pounding. I nearly ran down the sidewalk. Neighbours were going to get suspicious, I thought. It was dark enough though. There were no new cars in the driveway. I sneaked onto the porch. Thank goodness for solid construction. It didn’t squeak at all. The dining room was brightly lit and it was set, but no one was there. I caught sight of Frank in apron in the kitchen deep into it.
I wondered through to the back and the trees there. It was a gorgeous back yard with the kidney shaped pool and large semi private covered area. The light to the lower suite was on bright as well and the curtains were wide open. I moved from tree to tree to check the different views for future reference.
I caught sight of Oni emerging from the bedroom. She was no longer in her scrubs. She was wearing a hot pink set of strapless bra and hipster panties. For all the things I had been feeling about us, seeing her like that made everything vanish. There was no denying that she was an eyeful. She was checking herself out by holding different dresses in front of her body standing in front of the mirror on the open closet doors. She selected a very short pale pink dress that hardly amounted to anything. It had no back, and barely a front. I watched her delicately climb into it and try to figure out how the straps went, because straps was all it pretty much was.
I watched her go back in the bedroom. She came out moments later with the tallest platform heels I’d ever seen. She checked out her butt. It was hooker-chic, but the stuff looked expensive. She went in and came back out with about a dozen metal bracelets around her wrists. She reached up and released the clip from the back of her hair and shook. It was an unbelievable sight. I watched as she hiked her tight dress up her legs to around her waist. She admired herself in the mirror like that. She danced a couple of moves, as if to watch what someone might later enjoy.
I stepped behind a tree when she came to the French doors and yanked the curtains closed. The light dimmed. After a few moments, I slid around to the dining room window. There she was. Her and Dahlia were sipping champagne and laughing. Oni looked nervous. Dahlia had her arm around her waist. She was dressed up too, but conservatively, like a normal dress-up for a dinner party. Oni really stood out. They were in the doorway to the kitchen talking and laughing with Frank. He appeared in the doorway. He took Oni in both his massive hands and felt her body down the sides and over her butt. He nodded as though his approval mattered. When he leaned in for a kiss, Oni touched his face and was submissive. It was a long, tongue kiss. Dahlia watched the kiss from close up and smiled and hugged Oni close hip to hip. Frank kissed Dahlia the same way. He retuned to his chores and Dahlia and Oni kissed. That’s when I remembered the garden shed door.
The Johnson’s called it a garden shed but it was a separate tiny room on the ground floor with it’s own outside door on the far side of the house. It’s where gardening stuff was stored. Inside was an unused door that was bolted leading to the laundry room. I had locked myself in there once and found how to push that door open without breaking it because the wooden panel wall gave in just enough. On the other side of the laundry room was an unfinished area that half circled around the ground floor suite walls, eventually leading to stairs up to the main floor. The gas heater was down there, and could be accessed also from the suite, through vented closet doors set into a wall. I had never returned the key to the garden shed. They told me to keep it, in case I need to borrow the mower or gas or something. Where was that key now?
I ran home. Again I turned over every drawer and box. But I found it. It was still with my own shed key on a green wire twist tie I had taken from a box of garbage bags that day two years ago. Walking back my level of excitement was off the meter. I had by now given up trying to tell myself what I should be thinking. Men were fucking my wife. She enjoyed them more than I had ever seen her enjoy anything. And she dreaded fucking me. All of that mattered, but not so much compared to the top priority. There was no way I could deny that the excitement I felt coursing through my body seeing Oni dressed to the nines and taking on men like Frank and his friend was far beyond anything I had ever felt. I was going to go to some kind of hell for it, but for now, I was making my way in haste back to the Johnson’s with the key to their shed in my sweating hand, and to their laundry room, and thence to the heater closet and thence the scenes my wife’s lust that she would display for me through the narrow metal slats of that heater closet.
I took a quick peek in the dining room window. Nothing yet. I went around the back. The light was on the same level of dimming. The curtains gave no peep. No worries. I swung around unseen to the far side. Did that key not slide into its keyhole smooth as a hand in a glove? It opened like the most inviting of gates. I gently, carefully, pulled it closed behind me. The new people’s boxes leaned against the narrow passage to the laundry room. I pushed them aside. I leaned my shoulder into it and the wall gave way. A little more and the latch slipped its hole. I left it open for my escape later. I crept around the entire unfinished area with my phone light to make sure I remembered it well enough, and to clear away any obstacle that I might trip on if I needed a quick escape. I came around the base of the stairs. At the top was the short hallway from the kitchen and dining area to one of the entertainment rooms. I crept slowly passed.
There was the big box heater. I edged around it and found space enough in front of it and behind the closed slatted doors. A stool would be handy if I needed to stay there a while. I listened carefully. Nothing. Temptation took over. I carefully crooked the folding door and slid it open in its tracks. I closed it again to check for sounds and whether it might catch and give me trouble. All was good. I stepped out. A separate set of stairs came down to the suite, right behind the kitchen. There was a door at the top that locked. It was a carpeted and wide staircase that curved, really quite beautifully. The key was, though, that at the top, someone would be facing the opposite way, before they came around its turn to face the suite. It would give crucial seconds for someone creeping around to make it back into the heater closet and disappear, should the door at the top suddenly open.
The living room down there was ready for action. A device was at the ready for music. Candles were set about. It was a ground floor suite, but the Johnson’s put a lot of money into it. They planned it as a guest suite with French door access to a lovely patio and the pool beyond. I’d always loved it. I looked in the fridge. Champagne of course. I listened up the stairs and made my way into the bedroom. It was a great and big bedroom, more like an ample hotel room with luxury touches everywhere, including its own ensuite bathroom with whirlpool. The closets were walk in and massive. I walked in. I found Oni’s little black dress that she had worn that night, but was not wearing when she came home. I found the red dress too. And a pretty good number of other high-end outfits. I also found her nurse scrubs hanging there, the ones she left home with an hour or two earlier. And her runners, down there amidst a line of shoes that boggled the mind.
I heard car doors. The place was well insulated and you could hear nothing between the floors. I crept through the furnace closet and made my way around to the laundry and out through the shed. I crept through shrubs far enough to see a new car tucked in behind Oni’s car. I made my surreptitious way from tree to tree around the big backyard and came stealthily down along the fence, up onto the porch, and down under the dining room window. I saw nothing at first. But then I saw gregarious Frank come into the dining room all smiles and shoulders with his hand around the back of an older, smaller — compared to Frank, that is — very distinguished looking white man in a suit. I might have recognized him, but I couldn’t place it. He looked like he bled money. Frank himself was in golfing attire. They were all laughing and talking the way people do when everyone is in a good mood. Dahlia was next, in her conservative get-up. I thought she was going to be with the older man’s wife. But Oni came in after Dahlia, looking decidedly on a whole different level from everyone else. And that was it, this time. No wife, no other friends. Just Frank and Dahlia, Oni, and a new guy.
Everyone sat the same way they sat the last time. Frank poured drinks and the conversation looked convivial and relaxed. Oni, unlike how I usually knew her, was open, relaxed and sociable. She didn’t talk as much as others, but she wasn’t shrinking either. The man took a big interest in everything she said. He laughed and cheered her glass often. Frank began bringing out courses of the meal. I grew bored and spent time sitting against the wall looking at the fence, checking every now and then. It was an ordinary and long dinner party.
Finally I heard Frank’s big booming laugh. I turned and peeked. He was doing the shoulder tap on the white guy. The white guy laughed. Oni began her down-looking thing. I caught site of Dahlia reaching under the table and finding Oni’s hand to squeeze secretly. Frank and the man stood up. Frank handed him a tiny box. More belly laughter. Oni began rubbing the back of her neck and looking sideways. She played in her hair. The man came around to her side of the table. He took Oni’s hand and stood her up. He twirled her around and watched her body turn. He looked at Frank and nodded strong approval, and Frank and he laughed. I could see the side of my wife’s face. She bit her lower lip. The man looked at her and smiled reassuringly. Then he went down on one knee. He took the ring out of the box and Oni extended her left fingers. He slid it on to her ringless marriage finger. He stood up. He clapped Frank on the shoulder and nodded. He gestured for Oni to lead the way. I ran to the other side of the house and in the shed, through the laundry, around to the furnace, and up to the vented doors. I beat them. I could hear them close the door at the top and chat quietly coming down the curving stairs. I heard him say, “This is marvellous.”
Oni giggled. They entered the suite. He was holding her hand. They stopped right in front of me not two feet away. I held my breath and remained motionless. Oni turned into him and wrapped her arms tight around his neck. They kissed lightly two or three times. She giggled and they kissed seriously. Oni moaned inside the kiss. She was the one who began pulling him to the couch, stepping backward. She was the one who pushed him down to sit. She was the one who hiked her short dress and straddled him for more serious kissing. The heater closet gave me a full view of everything. She hopped off his lap and put music on. She skipped in her ridiculous high heels shoes over to the fridge and pulled out the champagne. She held it up beside her face and said to him, “Yes?” She laughed all full of seduction. She brought an electric candle lighter with her. She said, “Is everything good baby?” She squealed and lit her candles.
She let the man open the bottle and pour them each a glass. Oni sat cross legged and sideways facing him where he sat straight on the couch. She leaned her elbow on the couch back and listened to him talk and sipped. She suddenly jumped up. “Stand,” she said. He did. She eased him out of his suit jacket. She opened his tie. She opened the buttons of his shirt and ran her hand on his chest inside his shirt. He began running his hands around her bare shoulders, then down her mostly bare back, and onto her butt. She leaned against him and kissed him hard. She laughed deep and gutturally when her hands worked down his body to his belt. They smiled and chuckled together kissing each others mouths as she loosened his pants and pulled down to make them drop. She slid slowly down his body with her body and got to the floor to help him step out of his pants. She folded them neatly onto a chair. She took his socks off. She turned him around and eased him out of his shirt too, and draped it over the chair back. He stood there in his boxers. She used her long slender fingers on his chest to push him back to sit on the couch. She picked up the music player and turned it up louder. She reached behind and unclipped the top of her dress. She had to squirm to get out of it. He nodded, letting his eyes feast on my wife’s body. She looked crazy delicious in that hot pink bra and panties. I carefully took my cock out and began stroking. It was aching watching my wife seduce the rich guy.
She began walking around sipping her champagne in nothing but bra, panties, high platform heels, and metal bracelets. She went to the fridge, she bent over in front of the music player, she peeked out of the French door curtains, all the while letting him gaze at her near naked body. She came back to the couch. She walked over his body with her fingers. “Why don’t you lay down honey?” she said, and she fixed a pillow against the arm of the couch for his head. Still holding her champagne, she brought a knee over to the far side of his head against the couch back, and lowered her panties close to his mouth. He smiled. She giggled and came closer, touching his nose with the fabric of her hipsters. “Can you name the perfume?” she asked in a tiny, coy voice.
He did, or at least, she let him think he did, shrieking when he gave a name. I made a note to check that at home later. “Does baby want a taste after a long hard day at work?” she pouted. She pulled the band of her panties down with her thumb and very carefully brought her labia to his lips. I watched his tongue came out. My wife shivered. She twisted around to put her glass on the table and reached for the arm of the couch on both sides of his head. He pulled her panties and she rose up on her feet to help him get them off her, one shoe at a time. She dropped carefully back down on his face with her pussy. She looked down at him eating her out and her hair obscured my view from above their heads. But the sounds she emitted left me little doubt what was doing on.
Oni began breathing hard. “Yes baby,” she said to him. “I’ve been waiting for you all day.” The man’s hands wrapped around my wife’s butt. He pulled her pelvis into his face tighter. She cooed and gasped. Soon her breath began stopping. She started making short sharp inhalations. She sounded like someone was pinching her, but that was the way she rose to her crescendo. Her hips started to vibrate. It looked involuntary. This guy or his money must have really turned her on, because I had never seen her shake like that for me or anyone. She began rubbing her pussy over his mouth in that rapid way. Her head rolled back and she made a loud series of “Ahh!”s. She lowered herself and laughed and buried her face in his neck and shoulder as though embarrassed.
She kissed him holding his face in her hands. She began a trail of tiny kisses all the way down his body. She crouched between his legs and pulled off his boxers. She licked his cock where it lay. Then she stood it up in her hand. She treated it like an expensive artifact, gently touching it, marvelling at it, and kissing it lightly. She kept returning her eyes to his and smiled at him. “Wait a sec!” she said. She skipped again in her crazy shoes to the bedroom now only wearing shoes and bra. She came back with a bright pink lipstick. She laughed and got back down between his legs. She let him watch her put the lipstick on her lips. Then she took him in her mouth and slowly, with determination, pushed her head down further and further. I watched her body jerk when she got too deep. But she didn’t come up, she pressed on. She got to the very bottom of his cock and with her lips, encircling him. She came back up gagging and coughing and laughing. “See?” she said proudly smiling and pumping his cock slowly in her hand. He checked. She got lipstick on his pelvis. “You said I wouldn’t be able to!” Is that what they were talking at dinner about?
She went down on him for ten minutes. She crawled up and, full of smiles even with her eyes closed, she mounted him, taking him deep in her pussy. She alternated, back and forth. She began to ride him. He slid his hands all over my wife’s body. He reached up to let her bra go and took her beautiful small breasts in his hands and squeezed. She got off him and went to the music credenza. She bent over with her legs straight and her butt in the air and looked over her shoulder. He got up and rammed her from behind. They walked over to the kitchen hand in hand and helped themselves to grapes in a bowl there. He picked her up and placed her on the counter, and she squealed. He fucked her there a few times too.
He lead her into the bedroom. She played coy and bit her finger, but followed him in there. Her foot closed the door behind her. I heard nothing. And then I heard her laughing, followed by shrieking. That was soon followed by the “Oh!”s of surprise and the long drawn out “Ah”s. I heard the unmistakable sound of the bed bouncing. I heard the slap of legs against butt. She was high pitched and jagged. She was getting fucked good again. I held myself off, stroking in the heater closet till I heard my wife get to her point of no return. It was a big, deep and long orgasm. I shot all over the inside of the heater closet door, having forgotten that one detail to bring something to catch it.
I heard the shower run and I heard them talking again, I don’t know what about. I watched my wife come back out of the bedroom alone and blow out the candles. I could see him from neck down in the bed, naked. I watched my wife go back in the bedroom. She left the door open. I watched as she gently slipped into the bed and wrap her arms around him. I could tell they were kissing and murmuring. After a while, I saw her hand slowly move up and down his cock. The light was very dim. But I could see the back of her head in his crotch move up and down. After a while, I saw his knees fold up, his hands grip her head, and his hips thrust into my wife’s face. I saw her hold on and go deeper on him until he finished moving. I could see her swallow and lick him up. I kept watching until they seemed to be asleep.




V

The next morning, Oni didn’t come home before I had to leave. Usually she texted from work, but not this time. She wasn’t at work of I surmised. I dressed and got ready but the whole time, I was itchy in the head wondering if she gave them wake up blow jobs or fucks as well. It would be chancy to try to surveil anything in daylight hours. I drove up the Johnson’s way and saw her car still in the driveway. And the man’s too. Crazy as it was, I couldn’t put the temptation aside.
I parked around the corner. No one was around at 7 AM. I walked back. I checked again. Nobody. I darted down the side of the house and carefully eased open the shed door. I made my way around quietly as possible to the heater doors. I could hear them talking inside. I drew close and looked. She was in a luxurious bath robe. He was in his suit. She was up close to him setting his tie. She kissed him on the nose, like a wife would. Like my wife did to me. They both paused. She chuckled and said, “What?”
Her hand cupped his crotch. She smiled and bit her lip. “All you got to do is ask, honey,”she purred against his lips. She disrobed. Her body was so good. She lead him to the couch and sat him down. She put a pillow down for her knees and knelt there. She seemed to really and truly enjoy this. She smiled to herself, not to him, when she grasped his cock in her tiny hands. She took him with fervour. She corkscrewed her head around him. I saw him lean back and enjoy. She bobbed deep and fast and moaned loudly. She got him close very quickly. She pulled out and kept pumping him and smiled I would say lovingly. He braced himself and spurted all over her face and breasts. She laughed. She licked where he got her hand, and she engulfed his spent cock in her mouth to thoroughly clean him up.
He got up and pulled up his fly. I saw his cum run down my wife’s face. She twisted her self against the counter and licked off a finger tip and waved with two fingers and said, “Bye” in the sweetest, most longing way a woman could to a man. She looked for all the world like she had been good and thoroughly fucked, and also like she wanted nothing more than to be fucked a good deal more.
If I had any doubt about her attitude to what was going on, that was dispelled by what I saw when she was alone. She twirled happily. She tidied up a little still naked, and she was smiling the whole time. I watched her go on the bed and masturbate till she came. She disappeared into the bathroom and I heard the shower come on. I snuck out and locked up and got back to my car. I went to work marvelling at what my wife had become.
The very next evening, the same thing ensued, minus all the buzzing sexual energy. She got ready for work after sleeping all day. But she looked refreshed, she looked happy, and she looked full of life and vigour. She left in the usual fashion. I gave it a few minutes and then went for my usual “walk.” Her car wasn’t in the driveway of the Johnson’s, which meant she really did go to work. I grew curious about the ground floor suite though. I wondered if there was some way I could rig the bedroom door so it might not close well, and instead swing a little open. I made my way through the back yard trees. Oddly, I saw light behind the curtain of the French doors. I crept back to the fence line and up onto the porch. There was dim light in the dining room. I crept carefully up to my usual peep hole in the hitched up corner of the curtain. What I watched confused and surprised me.
Frank and Dahlia were there, as well as another couple. This time, however, the other woman sat opposite Frank while Dahlia sat with her back to the window facing a younger, white guy, and obviously an athlete — probably football again. Dahlia this time was the one dressed up to the nines. She was beautiful in a spellbinding way. Done up with her hair and make up, and sitting there in super tall heels and a revealing swoopy blue-green dress made me salivate. She was the one now acting all demure and shy. The athlete guy across from her kept smiling and looking down, as though he too were nervous. The other woman was dressed up nicely, but not really sexy. She looked awfully familiar to me, but I couldn’t place her, and anyway, that was impossible. The same thing played out. I saw Frank at one point push and urge the guest to get out of his seat. There was laughter, smiles, a bit of playing around, and finally the guy dropped to a knee taking Dahlia’s gentle hand in his own. He slid a ring on her finger and everyone began smiling and nodding happily. She lead the guy with her arm outstretched behind her through the door and out.
I made my way to the heater closet, knowing I had to be fast to be in position and not risking making sounds before they got down the stairs. I could hear them talking and chuckling as they came. Dahlia was still trailing him behind her. She looked over her shoulder and took him to the couch. She turned around and closed her eyes and held his face in both her hands. She kissed him once, twice, and then a third, and long, time. I could see her tongue pushing into his mouth. I watched them break apart and talk close together and then laugh and kiss again in a closer embrace. She held his finger in her finger when she went over and found some music. She turned back to him and began kissing again, and swaying in a small subtle dance.
The guy was monstrous next to her. He was trying to be gentle but he towered over her and his hands, even when I tried to gently stroke down the side of her body, pushed her nearly off balance. Where Oni was kittenish and spry, Dahlia was all smoothness like smoke. When the guys huge hand tried to feel her breast gently through her dress, she seemed to merely shrug as though not answering a question, and stepped out of her fallen dress. She was in pure white bra and panties. She turned around and leaned back into him. She reached up and behind her to pull his head down into her neck, and she tilted her head sideways to encourage him to kiss her there. She reached down behind her and ran her hands over his bulge. She turned to face him and removed his top. She didn’t stop. She undid his pants and squatted to help them come off. Still dancing that little swaying dance, she ended up on her knees where he stood and rubbed his cock beneath his shorts. She bit and licked the fabric. I could see it grow. She pulled those down and proceeded to kiss a thousand tiny light kisses up and down his shaft.
The huge guy staggered and stepped back and tripped on the leading edge of the couch and fell into it. They both laughed. She knelt between his legs. I listened to her tell him how much she was admiring him at dinner. She stroked his cock and told him she was dying the whole time, just waiting for Frank to send them down. She took his stiff cock in her mouth and came off again and told him she had been thinking about him all day and had to masturbate earlier because it was too much for her. She sucked him more, off and on, telling him all these things about how much she wanted to be here now with him. She slowly rose up and sat on his lap. She leaned forward and invited him to unhook her bra. She shook it loose and took her breast in her hand and fed it into his mouth. She had an incredible set of tits. Round, pendulous, and soft, they begged to be pressed into a face.
I heard her say to him, in a suddenly serious tone, “Would you like to lick me?” She kissed him before he could answer. “I came thinking of you licking me,” she added. He bounded up and over her and she fell into the couch and squealed with delight. She bit the knuckle of her finger and rubbed her own breast with her other hand as he got himself spread on the couch, and lifted both her legs over his shoulders. Her heels dug into his back. Either he was a master at cunnilingus, or she was mad about getting it, but from first touch on, she thrashed orgasmically. I nearly opened the closet door with my head I was trying to see more. I was getting swept away by her sounds. What was different, what made it sound like she was genuinely getting the best licking she’d ever had, was how her cries and muffled moans sounded not made for him, but truly escaped from her in heights of passion. It was fascinating to watch and listen. When she began to come, it sounded like she was truly dying or wouldn’t care if she did. I saw her whole body go stiff as a board. I saw her neck muscles strain. She stopped breathing for seemingly a minute. I watched her leg muscles bulge and her stomach muscles clench. When she finally let go, it was loud. Her head seemed to turn so far up it was nearly facing to the couch arm. I had never seen I don’t think a back arched so acutely.
When it subsided, she was all “Darling” this and “Baby” that. She kissed him all over his face. She bit him everywhere, enough to make him shriek. She laughed with evil intent. She went down on him and came back up and kissed him. She bit his ear and straddled him again. She started begging him to “fuck me.” She laid it on so thick, I was harder than a rock and trying to stop stroking to keep from exploding. “I need your cock in me,” she cried out. “Fuck me hard,” she said. The guy got up and carried her to the bedroom. She whooped and squealed. They didn’t kick the door closed. I had a direct bead on their bodies on the bed. She became a devil woman. She wanted his cock in her so bad she was tugging it to her. He got on top of her. His body dominated hers. She nearly disappeared beneath him, were it not for her legs splayed wide and sticking up in the air. She cried out in low and groaning “Oh”s with every one of his poundings. And he pounded her hard. I thought he was going to break her when he picked up the pace. How her body withstood the assault amazed me. He bent her legs up into her chest so her feet dangled uselessly by the sides of his head. He was hung well. His cock must have been punching her lungs he was pounding so hard and deep into her. But to see her fingers dug into his butt cheeks, yanking him on harder yet, was enough to make me ejaculate without even touching my cock.
They cuddled after. I slipped out and went home. I woke up around 4, wide awake for some reason. Obsessed, I went for a walk up that way again. I spied dim light behind the bedroom curtain of the suite. I crept in close and brought my ear to the window. I couldn’t see anything but I heard them at it, hard and screaming. I imagined, sitting there on the ground below the window, what it must be like to screw Dahlia, the most classically beautiful woman I’d ever seen with the hottest, smoothest, cleanest body I’d ever looked at, and I had to jerk off, coming about when I think the guy did , judging by the sounds of both of them.
I made it home in time to get at least a couple hours of sleep. I know Oni was missing a lot of sleep with all her hijinks. But so was I, with evidently a lot more to look out for than I had at first realized. I supposed that Dahlia wasn’t Frank’s wife at all. That might explain why there was little reaction from her that time I saw Frank take Oni in front of her. All I’d really seen is Frank take a woman first, and then hand her off to guests later in both cases, both Oni and Dahlia. And now there was another woman, the younger one I saw at the latest dinner party. She couldn’t have been the wife of the guy. I didn’t catch where she ended up. But after Dahlia and her guy went downstairs, that left Frank and the new woman alone.




VI

Oni was on day shift the next four days. Or so she was scheduled to be. I was on to her “switcheroo” tricks and no longer trusted her to be definitely going to work, whether in scrubs or not, not after I saw the closet in the suite. Sure enough, it was not long before she “got the call” to pull a double shift. She called me from the hospital to explain the shortage of staff to me and that she was just going to stay. I could hear in the background that she was talking to me on speaker in her car though.
I made my way over to the Johnson’s. Luckily the porch furniture was never used or moved, and the neighbours never seemed to use their yard. I grew pretty comfortable hiding out below the dining room window. I didn’t know what I was going to do when the nights got lighter later in the season. I heard a car pull in. I peered through the corner of the curtain. It was Oni all right, but she wasn’t dressed yet. I checked that I had remembered the key for the shed.
She didn’t go down to change. Instead she fussed in the kitchen with Frank. She wasn’t in scrubs, but she wasn’t all decked out in her hooker-chic garb either. She was conservative. I watched her stop Frank, turn him toward her, and give him the longest most loving kiss ever. And then it was all business again. She was in and out of the kitchen setting up the dining table.
I heard another car pull up in front. I panicked for her, thinking she had little time to get downstairs and made up. But she didn’t go. Frank and Oni went through the kitchen to the front. Shortly, Frank came back all effusive and full of smiles and back slaps. Along with him was another big huge black athlete guy in a really nice suit with a t-shirt. Up from the suite below came woman I had seen earlier at the last dinner. This time, though, she was anything but conservative. Her long, wavy and flowing mouse-blonde hair accented her incredible face — she looked like a beer ad. She was wearing a vest with laces across her large breasts that ended mid-riff. Below that she wore a black leather mini skirt, black stockings, and cowboy boots. She looked like everybody’s idea of girl-next-door gone wild at college. She looked edible, she was so wholesome, and dressed like that, it was impossible not to think immediately about grabbing. Where Oni looked at these dinners like someone you wanted to impress, and Dahlia looked like someone you wanted to treat well, this girl looked like someone built for having fun with. It was an amazing transformation from the earlier night. Back then, I didn’t even notice her.
What blew me away for real tonight though was how Oni pecked Frank’s cheek on her tip toes when he went to get drinks. It was not the kiss of a lover, it was the peck of a wife. She took the seat opposite Frank where Dahlia had usually been. The hot number sat with her back to me, and the new black athlete sat facing her. The conversation was loud, funny, warm and social. Oni again showed me a side of herself I was completely unaware of. She doted on Frank. She didn’t demure with him as though he fucks her to royal heaven, she asked him wife-like to get things, praised him, talked about him, and laughed at his jokes with him. There was maybe a week or a month when we were first married when she was like that with me.
The wife-for-the-night meanwhile was all over the poor young athlete who didn’t stand a chance. She was up and down with her eyes. She did everything you read in books that girls do “when you know they like you.” She was flicking hair, she was leaning into him, she laughed at anything he said, and she looked up at him through the top of her eyes. I saw under the table that she’d removed a boot and was touching his foot and leg with her foot, secretly without Oni or Frank seeing. The young guy looked nervous. He kept chuckling to himself and shaking his head. I could hear him say, with a big sheepish grin, “I don’t know,” lots of times. More drinks were served.
Finally the usual time came and Frank punched his shoulder and gestured. The young guy demurred but Frank pushed him again and stood up. The guy stood up and grinned at the girl. He came over to her side. She turned in her chair expectantly toward him. He brought a ring out of his pocket. He nearly dropped it. I heard Frank’s voice boom, “Take a knee!” They all laughed. The guy got down on his knee. The girl stretched out her fingers. He slipped it on. She grasped his face and kissed him deep then and there. She got up, pushed her foot into her boot, and nearly skipped out the room tugging the guy along. After they left, both Oni and Frank shrugged and cocked their heads. They sat at the table together talking. It was more intimate than sex, their level of familiarity. She got up to carry things in, but he took her wrist before she passed and pulled her into his lap. She fell back into him willingly. She wrapped her arms around his neck lovingly and they kissed. She was more at ease with Frank, more  comfortable and relaxed with him, after a couple months or so than she ever was with me, her actual husband with whom she lived.
I went around to the shed and let myself in. By the time I squeezed myself around the heater to the vents in the doors, the girl had already had her man’s shirt off on the couch. And her top too. Her breasts were big and beautiful, upturned and pink. She was straddling him and lifting his chin up with her fingers to kiss him delicately.
I remembered Oni. I was wise about stashing my binoculars in the shed. The dining room light was off. I made my way to the neighbours cedar and climbed up. I could see even though the light was dim. I saw rhythmic shadows. When my eyes worked out what I was looking at, it was big Frank on top of tiny Oni with her legs wide open and her arms around his back. They weren’t fucking. They were making love. It was slow, gentle, and easy. Even still, I saw her neck rise, her head stretch back, and her hips push. She never orgasmed from copulation with me. Now it seemed, every time I caught her cheating, she couldn’t stop having orgasms, even when it wasn’t rough or new. It was harder for me to watch them cuddle and fall asleep, her back pressed into him, his massive arms wrapped all the way around her so protectively, than it was for me to watch her riding him in the throes of wild abandon. I saw her tug his hand and bring it to her bosom inside both her hands, and fall asleep like that.
I went back down to the heater closet. The girl and athlete guy had retreated into the bedroom. She was on top of him, but they weren’t moving. She rested her chin on her hands that rested, fingers interlocked, on his chest. They were talking. It was far too quiet to hear about what. His hands rested on her lower back. Once in a while they rubbed up and down. Sometimes she just kissed him. I went home. I decided this had to stop. Maybe not for Oni, but for me. I couldn’t do it anymore.
She told me she was going to be out all night Saturday. “I might not make it home,” she let me know.
I was angry this time. “Maybe I’ll come with you.”
She said, “I don’t think you’d like it, it’s a bunch of sports guys.”
“Why don’t you ever invite me?”
She rolled her eyes. She said, “You know what? Come then, if you don’t trust me.”
I had never said anything to her yet about trust. But I was surprised she invited me to come. She didn’t talk to me more than to tell me where the function was. It was a big ballroom at a downtown hotel. It turned out to be a recognition gala for big donors to Frank’s charity fundraising operation. There were speeches, the mayor was there, CEOs of three hospitals, all sorts of dignitaries heaping praise and glory on the great retired football superstar. It went on and on. Oni was right. I was struggling.
Frank got up and began intoning seriously about particularly special donors. “For these special contributors,” he intoned, “we have a whole separate level. These are new members of the Red Emerald Club, named for the gem more precious than diamond.” People oohed and ahhed. “These special people gave one million dollars each, or more in some cases, to my charity, and in addition to thanking them during the course of the year in ways that are usually kept pretty quiet,” there was scattered tittering, “I want to draw the light onto them at least for this one night.” He began to read out names and men from around the room made their way to stand by Frank on the stage. There were eight of them. Five of the eight I recognized as the men at Frank and Dahlia’s dinners. That surely could not have been a coincidence.




VII

Oni said she was brining one of Frank’s VIP guests home about a week later. Dahlia or Frank weren’t coming. Oni said, “I think our guest would just like to just relax and watch a game.” She said it over the phone as though it was a routine thing we did. She introduced him to me when she came in the door. It was the huge tall black man from weeks earlier. He had a grin and a huge set of arms. And he carried an overnight bag. “I’ll just take that,” Oni smiled. I guided the guy through to the kitchen and to the den, not sure what else I was supposed to do, because Oni disappeared upstairs with his bag.
“This is great,” the huge guy said, easing himself into my usual den chair. “Where’s remote at,” he said. I got it for him. I sat on the couch as he found the game he wanted. I told him I knew next to nothing about football. He began to tell me little details to look for. Oni came back into the den and pulled her feet up under her on the couch.
He used PVR to slow down and replay bits. He actually was able to teach me a lot just by stopping and starting and showing me how to analyze where the players were lining up and where they looked before the ball was snapped. Despite myself, and despite the awkwardness of this massive stranger in our house, I got interested in football that afternoon.
Oni got up and asked if either of us wanted a drink. Darius asked for a beer and slapped Oni’s butt as she moved passed him. She laughed with embarrassment and glanced over her shoulder at me.
I was entranced now by the screen. Darius as much as insisted, saying, “Watch now, watch, look very closely at the guy down there. Watch his eyes!” He was intense and it was hard not to be caught up in the drama he built around every line of scrimmage. When Oni came back, she handed him an opened beer and he grabbed her wrist and pulled her into his lap.
She offered token resistance and emitted a yelp of surprise as she landed. He only laughed, keeping his eyes on the screen. I turned to look at what he was doing with my wife in his lap, but Darius pointed frantically at the game, nearly shouting at me to keep my eyes on that one particular defender. “Watch, watch!” He said. I heard Oni giggle. I glanced quickly again. She was leaning back against his huge chest. His big arm draped around her front. Both her hands were gripping his forearm. Her legs kicked where they hung, but it wasn’t much of a struggle.
The play went forward. I glanced again over my shoulder. Darius told me, “Look, see! He gets right in there, sack! Q going nowhere today!” His hand began moving up and down over Oni’s small chest. We watched the rest of the game like that, with Darius feeling up my wife seemingly relaxing into his lap. I felt nervous about turning to look. I could hear Oni making little sounds. I got up on the pretence of needing to pee. The man’s hand had moved under the bottom of Oni’s top. Oni sat staring at the TV with a finger in her mouth. Darius’ other hand was on her bare knee.
When I came back, I could see over the top of the easy chair that both their heads were twisting around each other. I could hear Oni moaning. I cleared my throat and they disengaged. They had been making out. I got back on the couch. Darius asked if I wanted another beer. I said yes, and he agreed and turned it into me getting him a beer. He shrugged and gestured at Oni’s body as I went by, as though to say, your wife is on my lap, I can’t get it or I would. 
We ended up watching an hour of highlights from other games. Darius and I talked, him actually talking to me respectfully and teaching me about the sport in a way I could appreciate. Oni was in his lap the whole time. When a commercial break came on, she slid out of his lap and took his finger in her hand. She pulled and he rose up. He loomed in our den. She said to me, “I just need to make sure he has everything he needs upstairs. I mean, we’re okay in the guest room, right? It’s his back.” She didn’t even ask me  if our “guest” could use our bedroom. She just assumed. I didn’t even know he was spending the night.
She snorted as she reached behind with both hands and pulled Darius by his huge mitt. He shrugged looking down at me and slapped me on the back as he passed. “You’re going to be okay down here?” he said. He laughed in that big huge laugh of his. I was paralyzed. I heard Oni yelp and spun around to see that he had grabbed her with both hands around her tiny waist from behind and had picked her up off the ground as they passed through the kitchen and toward the stairs. She laughed and yelped some more, making little surprised sounds all the way up the stairs.
It was late and I went to the guest room. I found that Oni had already put my usual toiletries in the adjoining bathroom. She forgot my toothbrush charger. On that pretence, I went upstairs. The master bedroom door was closed. I listened but I didn’t hear anything. I put my ear to the door and I heard what had to be sucking sounds, because Oni gagged and caught her breath. I heard her in a near whisper say something that was cut off by the sound of her mouth being filled again. There were muffled moans after that.
I went to the bathroom downstairs. Oni came back down soon after me. She explained that Darius was settled, but that she just needed to change up some towels and other things, as though to explain her absence for half an hour up there behind closed doors. I recognized the signs. She was buzzing.
She had gotten into one of her sexy night things. She wore those for me on special occasions, which were fewer and further between lately. They usually were her way of saying she wanted to fuck. I guess that’s exactly what they still meant, but it wasn’t with me she wanted to fuck. We slipped into bed in the guest room together. She turned over a couple of times and kept saying, “It’s not bad down here,” and “It’s an okay room.” She seemed to be trying to get my agreement that the guest bedroom was every bit as good as the master. She kissed me goodnight and rolled over. I suspected the worst. And I pretended to fall quickly asleep.
Sure enough, I felt the bed stir behind my back. She was light and getting out without moving the bed was easy for her. She went in the bathroom. I slowly rolled over and peeked. She didn’t close the door. I saw her mist her pussy and breasts. And I watched her put on make up. She came back out and leaned far over the bed till her face was right up to mine. She was checking to make sure I was asleep. She kissed me very lightly on my lips. She lingered a moment longer then quietly as a mouse, she slipped out the door. I heard the creek of stair.
The master was on the other side of the house, above the living room. I got out of bed thirty minutes later and crept into the living room. I couldn’t hear anything. I listened up the stairs. There was nothing. I was perplexed. I would have to be super quiet climbing the stairs if they weren’t making noise.
I got right up to the master door. It was firmly shut. I carefully laid down on the carpeted floor. I turned my ear to the tiny space beneath the door. That’s when I heard it. My wife’s very heavy breathing. And occasionally the mushy sound of her soaking wet pussy. I laid there and listened to it. I heard her breath start to catch. Every now and then, despite her efforts, little peeps emitted from her throat. I heard them both stifle giggles.
Her breathing got deeper and faster. It stopped and caught more frequently. She began making the tiniest high pitched inhalations. She gave up trying to be totally quiet. Every breath in was now slightly voiced. Then there was nothing but the mush sound. I heard fumbling. And then I heard her gasp out loud, but obviously from under a pillow.
I could hear her giggle in a whisper after. I heard her say, “Let me check.” I dashed downstairs as quickly as I could and dove back in bed. She came in a moment later, creeping slowly. She leaned over and checked my breathing. I kept my eyes closed. Then I heard his breathing. She was surprised and whispered for him to get out, but she whisper-giggled it. With my eyes shut, I heard the sounds of kissing and my wife moan, right in the same room I was pretending to sleep in.
They closed my door and went back upstairs together. In the living room, I could hear the bed creak. I could hear my wife’s breath break out into gasps and moans. I heard the slapping of flesh. And I heard Darius’ voice, his deep rumbling groan, too.  I heard my wife cry. It went silent after that. She didn’t come back down the rest of the night.
I left for work in the morning before I saw her, or him.




VIII

Oni asked me one morning if it didn’t make good sense if I always slept in the guest room downstairs. “It’s a really nice room, and it doesn’t really get used otherwise,” she reasoned. “Besides,” she said, “practically speaking, with me always changing shift times, think of how you always have to be so quiet coming in. We’re always waking each other up.” She considered her toast awhile. “We lead separate lives,” she stated.
The reasoning had merits. I had to admit that when she came in during the middle of my sleep, sometimes I couldn’t get back to sleep. And sneaking around when she was trying to sleep was bothersome. I knew of course the ulterior motive behind it. But I agreed anyway, “practically speaking.”
I came home from work on one of her off days. She was spinny. She told me one of Franks charity tournaments was on, and she offered to give a guy her room. She called it “her room,” now, not “our room.” She said, “He’s apparently got an old sports injury. He doesn’t even play anymore. My bed is so much more comfortable.” I nodded because what else could I say? She didn’t explain where she was sleeping.
She said how wonderful it would be if I could help her whip up her dinner so the VIP could be treated “right.” I agreed to it. As soon as I got the drift of her dinner plan, she stepped back and said she’d just have to get ready upstairs. “Doing a great job, hon,” she said. I ended up doing most of the meal because she never came back.
The guest must have texted because I didn’t hear the door before Oni came rushing down, phone in hand, to get it. She was excited. She was also decked out in a super hot white blouse with black choker with cut away shoulders, and a pencil skirt, velvet blue. She was wearing gold strappy heels with her hair piled up on top of her head in a cloudy swirl. She was, as always when “guests” were arriving, smoking hot.
The guest this time was another massive black football player, the guy she sat with on the swing seat on the patio that night. He handed me his coat when he came in and put his huge hand around Oni’s waist and pulled her in for a kiss on her lips. She returned it, even if she was surprised by it. My face was less than a foot away from this. It was like I didn’t exist.
Oni glanced at me over her shoulder when the man took her by the hand through our hall. She had a “What can I do?” look in her raised eyebrows. She began to tell him all about the meal that she arranged.  He said in a voice register somewhere below the lowest key on a piano, “That all sounds great, darling.”
She asked me to bring the first course out. The kitchen wasn’t entirely separated from the dining room, but I was busy with my back to them. When I came around the edge of the counter, they broke apart. From what, I didn’t see, but he looked at me blankly and then scrunched her face and smiled at him. I saw her jump as if pinched. I saw his upper arm moving, and the rest of it hidden under the table. I saw my wife shoot him a wide-eyed “Watch it!” kind of glance. I wasn’t sure if he even knew that I was this woman’s husband.
The man, Markus, asked for drinks. Oni suggested champagne. I held up my hands. She said, “Look in the fridge” without breaking her stare into Markus’ eyes. I looked and there it was, to my surprise. When I came to the table, Markus was speaking too quietly for me to hear what he was saying, and Oni was smiling widely with her ear to his mouth. She held her empty glass up to me without looking. She laughed uproariously at his joke, and put her face right into his face, bumping foreheads. He also held up his glass at me without looking. They kissed on the lips as I poured his drink.
Another man might have got angry. I wanted to be angry. I knew I should have put an end to things. But we ate together and the whole time, they talked quietly, ignoring me, and his hand was obviously running up and down her bare leg under the table. Whatever he was saying to her, it was causing her to blush, which was different, lately, because she didn’t blush much anymore.
She got up and bent over deeply and planted her hands on his upper thigh. She whispered something in his ear and left the kitchen. Markus and I sat alone and he cheered my with his glass. Or so I thought. He was actually asking me to pour him full again. The bottle was nearer to him, but I got up and filled it nevertheless.
When she came back, she said, “Should we?” and she tilted her head to the den. I caught her passing something surreptitiously from her hand to his. It was her scrunched up panties. We all three went in, but Oni insisted I take my usual seat, the easy chair. She and Markus sat on the couch together. We put on more sports. Markus liked that.
Oni said she felt cold, asked Markus if he was cold, and she nodded at him hard enough that he seemed to get the hint and agreed he was cold. Oni got out the blanket from the basket beside the couch.
I had to go to the bathroom. When I came back, they were both under the blanket that was pulled up to Oni’s chin. She sat with her back to Markus who sat sideways almost in the corner of the couch. I noticed her dress. It was stashed under a pillow in the blanket basket.
Even with me sitting right beside them, I noticed small but rhythmic movements from under the blanket. “Hon,” Oni said, in a broken voice. “Would you mind getting the light, it’s awfully bright, it’s giving me a headache.” I went over to dim it. She said “More.” She said “more” two more times till it was off completely. “That’s better,” she said. Aside from the light of the TV, it was black in the room.
I saw Oni a few times glance quickly over her shoulder at me. She kept adjusting herself as though she couldn’t get comfortable. But each adjustment brought her down lower. Markus meanwhile adjusted himself each time too, to the point he appeared to be leaning on the couch arm with legs stretched out along the length of the couch. Oni ended up almost laying flat between his body and the couch back. She rested the side of her head on her arm that appeared to be resting on his stomach.
It was hard to see because it was so dark. Oni kept glancing at me. I remained focused on the show. In one move, Markus pulled his knees up again and my wife’s head disappeared beneath the blanket. Markus made a sound and I shot a quick glance over my right shoulder at him. His eyes were closed. I looked again, longer. His mouth was open. He made low, guttural sounds.
A person might have thought he had fallen asleep and was half-snoring. But I saw the blanket where his lap would be move up and down slowly in a large, head-sized lump. I gulped. My throat was dry. I couldn’t believe it. 
Markus suddenly asked me to toss him the remote. I did. He turned the station to a music channel, some rap, and he turned the volume up loud. I looked at him as if to say, “Hey, I was watching the show,” but he just handed me back the remote and put his arms under the blanket. He shut his eyes and moaned out loud.
I was paralyzed. I stared at the abstract designs flying out of the screen. The music was heavily rhythmic and it mesmerized me. I wondered how I should stop this. I got out of the chair and retreated to the kitchen. I pulled my hair. I couldn’t make them stop. I went outside to scream, but instead I noticed the curtains over the patio doors from the den were still wide open. I went around and looked inside. I could only see anything if the TV happened to flash more brightly momentarily. What I caught glimpses of was that the blanket had slipped off. Niether of them noticed, or cared. It eventually fell onto the floor.
I lowered myself into a patio chair in front of the big windows. I just sat there and watched. My wife shifted herself so that she was crouching between Markus’ massive athletic legs. His cock might have been huger than any I’d seen. I marvelled at the physics of how she even got it so deep in her mouth.
In the flashing light of the TV, I saw Oni scramble for the blanket as if she hand’t noticed it slipped off her. I watched her lean over his body and try to look in the kitchen and down the hall to my room. As she did, she dangled over his face. He sucked her breast. She pulled up away from him, playfully slapping and smiling. I saw her wrap herself in the blanket and tip toe to my door and peer in my room.
She came back to Markus. She wasn’t all that worried about me. She pulled his hand and he struggled up. His cock still hung full and thick. She took it in both her hands and stepped backward leading him by his cock. She was leaning over teasingly and shaking her head with a big smile aimed up in his face. I leaned over and saw them turn the corner to head up the stairs to her room, hand in hand.
I went back to my room and shut the door. Some two hours or so later I was awoken. It was Oni, creeping into my room. She was naked. She crept very quietly. She leaned over and whispered so close into my ear it was like she was at risk of death if she were caught. “I wondered where you got off to. Be quiet,” she whispered. She slowly pulled down my sheets. She said, “Watching that was probably hard for you.” She moved down and took me in her mouth. She proceeded to suck me off, all the way to coming. She let me spurt in her mouth and she swallowed it, both first times, for me anyways.
She licked me clean. She carefully came back to my face. “Shhh,” she said with a kind smile. “I can’t stay here tonight. He’ll wonder where I am.” She crept away, and pulled my door closed. She never returned. But I heard more loud Oni cries a little later.
In the morning, I was getting ready for work with breakfast. I heard Markus going at her again. Her sweet moans filled the house. This one went fast, but it was heavy and hard. I heard my wife orgasm deeply and long, and I heard Markus groan loudly too. In a few moments, he came downstairs without her. He was wearing my white robe, which didn’t fit at all. “Cups?” he said, politely. I swung open the cupboard. He poured two coffees that I had made. “You going soon?” he said. I nodded. He grinned, patted my back, and went upstairs with the coffees.




IX

I was at home alone some time later. She’d sent some text about being out at a function that Frank needed her at. I got a couple more texts as the evening turned to night. “Going to go later than thought, honey,” said the first. “Pretty soon now,” said the second, an hour or so later.
More time passed. My phone rang. It was Oni. She sounded drunk. She was laughing and slurring her words. It sounded like she was in a taxi. I heard her say, between squeals, “Wait a second, would you?”
She said to me, “Are you still up?”
I said, “Uh, yeah, watching a show.”
She was trying hard to stop laughing. “You’re not in bed yet? Don’t you have work?” I heard her growl “Stop!” and what sounded like a slap.
“I was thinking about it pretty soon,” I said.
“Maybe that would be good,” she said. “Some friends are just going to hang out a bit. You should close your door, we might make a bit of noise.”
I said, “Maybe I should go upstairs then.”
She said, “Oh no, I don’t think you have to do that.”
“Well how many people?”
“Just friends.”
Yeah but.”
“I don’t know yet.”
“Two, three, four?”
“A guy.”
“One guy?”
She was silent. We both stayed on the phone.  I heard her whisper, “Stop,” to someone. I guessed the guy.
She said, “I just don’t want to keep you up. I don’t think you’d want to meet him. Like the other guy.”
I paused a long time. I said, “Goodnight Oni.”
“Goodnight,” she said. She forgot to turn her phone off. I heard her say, “It’s okay. We can party.” I heard a deep male voice. Then I heard Oni again, above the sound of the car, “You just wait!” There were more squeals, laughs, and “woo!”s. I heard her say, “You wish!” and I finally hung up my end.
I went to bed in my room. Shortly after, I heard Oni as though falling through the front door. She was laughing and stumbling on her heels. I heard her repeatedly tell someone to “Shh,” but it was only her making noise. I heard her clearly say, when she was in the kitchen sounding like she was getting wine, “You get yourself ready, you horny bastard.” 
I tried to ignore it but they were making too much noise. I came out and stood in the short hall with my hands on my hips in protest. Oni was crouched between his big thick legs sucking at him hard. She suddenly looked up at me when she came off him. She gripped his huge wet pole in her tiny delicate hand. She looked at me with saliva and whatever else dripping from her lips. He reached and tugged at her ankle. She resisted, her head tilting, looking at me. He yanked her feet up over his head.
She said, looking at me, “Are you sure you’re okay with this?” Her eyes rolled up in her sockets and her face fell down on his cock. She emitted a low moan when he brought his mouth to her pussy. It was the first time she acknowledged anything happening, and the first time she asked me about how I felt about it too. But she didn’t wait for an answer. Her head rose and fell on his cock in a corkscrewing motion, with her hands tightly stroking.
I didn’t do anything. She groaned and moaned on him till she had to stop because he was bringing her to orgasm with his mouth. “Baby!” she cried out, and I watched her grind her hips down hard on his face.
She turned around and lowered herself onto him. With her hands on his chest, she smiled down at him and pumped him hard and smoothly with her pussy. When he looked up at her and grabbed her beautiful breasts and massaged them, she laughed and clasped her hands over his.
“Honey?” Oni said looking at me even as she rode him slow and deep. I could see the man’s huge cock push in and pull out of her pussy lips stretched tight around it. “Would you be a love and get us some water?” She turned to him and gently stroked his face. “Water Markus, or whatever you want.”
Markus twisted his face to me and said, “Water brother.” I went to the kitchen to get two glasses. While I was out, Markus turned my wife over into a doggy position and was positioning herself behind her. She offered her butt up as high as she could push it. He stroked his cock holding her ass cheek in his other hand. I brought Oni water. She held her face up, but couldn’t take it in her hands, because they were under her chest. I poured water gently in her mouth. I handed Markus his glass.
He said, “Look at that brother,” and he invited me to look at my own wife’s pussy, which was glistening in light from the screen. He said, “You want to give that a lick?” I looked at him confused. “Give it a lick, brother. That’s my pussy, but I’ll give you a lick.” I looked at her pussy. I have to admit I had never touched her pussy in that state, so wet, so open, so yearning. To lick such a pussy was a dream. She wiggled her butt. She moaned. I leaned down and licked it. He laughed a big African King kind of laugh. She squirmed and moaned under my lick like she had never before.
He said to me softly, as he pushed his thumb into it and smeared it all over. “You want to fuck that?” he asked in a serious tone. “I’ll let you fuck that a bit.”
This was ridiculous. I didn’t need a black stranger’s permission to make love to my own wife. But he made it sound like it was something precious that he could provide me. “Get in front of me,” he said, “try it.” He nodded, and he was encouraging, seriously. Oni laughed. He said, “Don’t laugh, darling. I’ll punish you.” She stopped. Whatever became of Oni’s fierce independence I’ll never know.
I shouldn’t have. But I did. I undid my pants and pulled them half down. I climbed up in front of Markus. He took my hands in his and placed them on Oni’s hips. “Grab her hard here, and if she fights you, tug harder.” I did as Markus said. He reached around me and wrapped his hand around my cock. He pulled it toward her open pussy. “Right in there, brother, right in the honey pot.” He shoved me into her and then pushed me hard from the back, and made me ram Oni probably harder than I had ever done myself. She yelped a tiny bit. Markus laughed his big King laugh again.
“Okay,” he said, pulling he aside and shoving me off the couch. “My turn.” He pulled up behind her butt. “Now you put me in there.”
I said, “What?”
He said, suddenly and indignantly, “Brother! I put you, you must put me. Respect!” He kneeled there with his massive horse cock dangling behind my wife’s upturned butt. She began gyrating it. I could see no way out. I touched it. He laughed. “Come on, going to go soft, then she has to suck my cock again.”
I tried to lift it. It was actually heavy. “You got to shove it in man,” he said. I wrapped my hand partly around the massive cock and pulled it to my wife’s pussy and began to push it into her. He said, “That’s right, that’s good, but I need help, my sore back. You have to push me like I pushed you.”
“Get out” I said. He looked at me with disbelief. “I’m so sore brother, really?”
I got behind him and pushed his massive butt. He buried his huge cock into my wife’s tight pussy. She cried out in half pain, half unspeakable pleasure. “Okay,” Markus laughed, “I think I got it from here,” and he and Oni both laughed belly-hard, in between loud moans and yelps and cries. Markus yanked on her hips and said, “Get out of here brother, let me fuck your wife in peace.”
Oni looked up from the couch cushion her face was pressed repeatedly into. She mouthed, “Go,” to me. And she began crying out again with each of his thrusts.
I went to my room. I laid in bed and heard them laughing and fucking for an hour. My wife sounded like she came three times. When he came, I was peeking out my door.  She had been leaning over the couch and he was standing behind her ramming her so hard and so fast, I thought he was going to break her and that her cries were those of pain, not pleasure. It was portably loud enough for neighbours to hear when she came.
I was standing outside my door again in the dark when she walked toward me, naked, wobbly, having been freshly fucked so hard, leading Markus by the hand. She looked right in my eyes as she passed and stopped and turned and pulled his face down to hers for a big long kiss. She got down on her knees with her feet actually on top of mine, and took him, limp, into her mouth. She twisted to keep her eyes on mine the whole time. Then she got up and pulled him behind her to the stairs. Markus walked passed me and smiled from high above. When they got to the stairs, I heard her ask him to wait, and she came back to me. She gave me the lightest peck on the lips and said, “Sorry if we keep you up later tonight.” She gripped my cock, still stiff, in her hand, momentarily. “He did let you put it in, so, right?” and she shrugged her shoulders and backed away. “I’m so glad you’re okay about it, she said. I heard them laughing all the way up the stairs.
I did have to get up early the next morning. I went to bed. Some time around 2 in the morning, I heard Oni crying out again. I ambled to the living room and heard the bed pounding. I went up the stairs and the door was open. I pushed it wider. Oni was flat on her stomach facing me and Markus was laying on her, ramming her hard between her legs. Her fingers were gripping the sheets at the foot of the bed. Markus looked at me too. My wife looked delirious. He said, “Thought I told you to get lost!”
Oni laughed between yelps of high pitched pleasure.




X

Oni said, a week later, that a very special guest needed to stay all weekend. I didn’t know if I was more outraged that my wife was planning a weekend of fucking with a stranger in my house, or that she had neglected to inform me about it. She arranged for me to be in my room, “asleep” before she brought him home. Again she thanked me for being so understanding. “I don’t really have a choice,” she said.
I was expecting a lot of wild raunchy noise to follow, whereupon, I’d get up and peek at it, and get my jollies at least watching. But there was not enough noise to let me peek out safely. It was oddly quiet in fact.
I was able to open my door silently. I could tell they were talking, but very quietly. They had the TV on but silently. She left lamps on this time. I couldn’t see anyone. I thought maybe they got past me and upstairs. I could see the den sliding doors had been opened.  I crept out of my room further. I discovered they were sitting on the swing seat on the patio. I went back to my room and carefully slid open my sliding doors. The guest room had a patio private from the den by a wooden wall. I left all lights out so that I could peek through gaps.
Oni was sitting on her legs sideways facing this man. He was sitting straight and pushing them both on the swing back and forth gently. Her one hand was stroking his head and his hair along his forehead. He was white, this one, about mid-40s. A business-like looking man in golf casuals. It was the white guy from a while ago. My wife was in her short sleeveless black dress with surprising pearls around her neck. If you didn’t know, you’d think they were the long-married couple living here, and that I was the bad man. They were talking intimately. Oni at one point leaned in close and kissed him. He brought her back for more and they began running their hands lightly and slowly all over each other. His hand pushed the edge of her dress up her thigh. She didn’t stop him. Instead, she cupped his crotch in her small delicate hand.
She murmured and they both rose to step back inside. She left the door opened a few inches, and the curtains wide open. We had a very private back yard. I gave it a few minutes and then I slipped over to the larger patio and found a chair that gave me a view. They were on the couch in the very same position, her seated on her legs sideways, him straight, but slouching, their hands so very lightly grazing each other, and their kisses, light and constant.
I watched Oni undo his shirt. Everything about this night was unusually and surprisingly slow and gentle. She stayed seated but turned her back to him and lifted her hair to let him draw down the zipper of her dress. He rubbed her breasts inside her bra. She was wearing a sheer, shiny black bra and matching, low waist panties. They took their time. She rubbed him through his pants and he let his nails run up and down her back, making her arch and moan. She got up and tilted her head toward the hall. They slowly made their way to the stairs, stopping to hug and kiss every foot of the way.
I was amazed. I came in the patio doors and examined the scene. I could hear nothing from upstairs, so I had to be extra careful and slow getting up there. The master door was open just enough to let me see the mirror image of them. They left a lamp on. I could hear Oni’s murmuring voice, and his. They were still talking, and even more intimately, with their heads sideways on the pillow to each other. They had only the white sheet over them. I could tell they were both slowly and lightly rubbing their hands over each other’s bodies. It reminded me so much of so many nights with Oni and me, talking quietly about our dreams and problems. She was sharing with this man the way she used to with me, and no longer did. They looked so happily married.
I watched as she pushed the sheet away and I heard her say, “Would you like a blowjob?” He just nodded. She never looked more pleased. She was beaming when she held her hair back and brought her mouth to his dick. It was a slow and gentle blowjob. He laid back and just enjoyed it quietly. After a while she crawled up over him and lowered her groin on his face, but slow and gentle. She went back down on him and took him in her mouth. He went down on her. I could hear her cock-muffled mouth start that moaning that she makes, high pitched and stopping and starting.
She came but in a very long, quiet and lower way. She turned around on him. I watched her so delicately guide his dick into her. Her back moved in waves. And they began talking again. I leaned closer and could make out words. It sounded like they were talking about how good it felt. I distinctly heard her say, “You make me so happy.”
They were making love in front of me. She began kissing him and I watched her body ride up and down faster and harder on him. I heard her murmur in his ear and I saw his hands grasp her, and his hips press hard into her, lifting her right off the bed. She seemed to come too at the same time, or was just so overwhelmed and happy about him coming in her.
She shortly lead him into the bathroom. After they sounded like they were well engaged, I crept in and peeked. They were making out in the shower. I scrambled under the bed because I wasn’t thinking. They came out and I saw my wife and the man dry each other off like long-time lovers. They climbed into bed and I heard them kiss more and then say goodnight. There were a few shifts. I heard her moan. And then they were clearly asleep.
I fell asleep too under the bed. It took me a second to realize that I’d slept the night there, when it was morning. I was woken up by Oni’s voice saying, “Baby, I slept so well.” I laid there listening to them wake up together. I heard her giggle and laugh. I heard nothing for awhile, but then I heard mouth sucking sounds and then more movement right above me. The bed started bouncing. Oni’s voice started up with the surprised “Oh”s and the sharp intakes. After a little the pounding got extremely heavy and fast. The bed nearly bumped repeatedly into my nose. Oni was breathing hard, gasping and groaning. I heard the man groan and Oni lost it, uttering big long deep, down groans.
They got up and went downstairs. I heard them go out the door, but not close it. Curious, I peeked out the master window. She was helping him get a couple of bags and a suitcase out of his trunk. I ducked back under the bed. They came back up. Oni said, “Hear is fine, look.” I peaked. She opened my side of the closet. It was empty. “Great,” he said. He parked his bags there. Shortly after, they left together in his car.
I had a look. He had a few changes of clothes, a toilet kit, other things. About two hours later, my phone rang. It was Oni. She said, “Are you home right now?”
I said, “No, why, at work.” I lied to her. I booked the day off.
“Just checking.”
“But why,” I said.
“It’s just better maybe. I can sleep better. Just getting off shift,” she said to me. I think they had just gone out for breakfast. But they had done more. From under the bed I saw them open bags of clothes. They’d been shopping for him. Everything went in my empty closet. They went downstairs. When it was safe, I crept into the living room where I could fit behind the couch and hide quickly, and yet see a good part of the den.
They had evidently purchased a new coffee maker and were excited about trying the new pods in it. They joined each other on the couch, sipping, talking, and kissing. I watched as my wife took his coffee and put it aside, and undo his pants. She said something about how he’s way too handsome. She went down on him for a little while. They I saw her, without taking her clothes off, straddle him. She giggled as she guided his stiff cock into her.
“You’re so wet, Oni,” I heard him say, using her real name.
She whispered, as she lowered herself onto him, “You turn me on so much.”
The man lived in my house for five days. Oni and him went out often enough to allow me to do what I needed to do, and Oni always phoned me as though to give me warning they were coming home. We never ran into each other. When he left, I came out of my room. Oni was on the couch on her phone scrolling. For three days she was inconsolable. She was sad. She wouldn’t tell me why.
I snuck upstairs when she was at work one night. The man had left lots of clothes in my closet. Two days later, Oni’s funk seemed to have lifted. She was her usual excited self. She still ignored me. But for the first time in five days, she asked me if I was going to be home later that night. It was an odd question. I didn’t go out much. Of course I’d be home. But I understood the real question. She asked me in a low, guilty tone, not looking at me. It was her way of saying that I should make myself scarce tonight. So I said, “I’ll be out. All night.”
She said, “That’s good,” in an unintentional whisper.
I heard a key turn in the front door. I ducked into the living room. Oni came flying down the stairs. When it opened, she leapt into his arms. It was the man again. She hugged him with her legs wrapped around his waist. She had to hike up her pale pink short dress to manage it. She kissed him deeply on the mouth. She said, “I waited so long for you.”
He snorted and kissed her long back. He kicked off his shoes and turned immediately up the stairs. She was moaning on his neck. I heard her say, in his ear, “I love you.”
I gave it sometime before creeping up the stairs. I had to push the door open a bit. I heard Oni’s short sharp voiced inhalations. I saw the man kneeling behind her upraised butt. He was holding her cheeks and ramming into her from behind. After they finished, Oni came flying out of the bedroom so fast I had no chance to escape. But she didn’t notice me laying in the hallway. She ran to the fridge. I heard the clang of glasses. She flew back up the stairs and again right past me sitting against the wall right outside her bedroom door. She didn’t see me.
She squealed and he popped the cork. They sat up in bed, him against the headboard, she cross legged facing him, sipping champagne. I watched her bend over over and I saw her head bob in his lap. She began moaning hard and he started to play in he hair. She made him come, and she kept her mouth on him til he stopped, swallowing it all. He said something and she replied, “Anytime you want, baby.” There was a long pause. Then I heard my wife say to him, “You know I belong to you.”
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Ashton felt self-conscious sitting by himself with everyone around him deep in conversations. He texted Marissa. “Where you at? Need you, bored!” he wrote. She didn’t answer. Of course not, the house party was way too loud for her to hear her phone, and too crowded to feel it. A live band was playing on the other side of the house. A thousand people were screaming. He texted her again. “If you’re looking for me, text, and we’ll find each other. Going wandering.”
He kept his phone in his hand so he’d know the second she replied. As the evening wore on, and as the drinking built up, the tone of the party began to shift. People seemed to be rediscovering past promiscuities. He hardly knew most of them, but it was difficult to believe that spouses would be making out in dark corners or on sofas in darkened rooms. Some of the more jocky guys were getting that conspiratorial mode going too, laughing together and pulling each other down dark hallways. The smell of testosterone was getting as high as any of the long-ago parties there. Sure enough, shoving matches were breaking out, and yelling.
Ashton intensified his search for Marissa. It was getting time to get out for sure. He texted again. “Babe, this thing is getting out of hand.” He knew what could happen. There were infamous parties where weapons came out, police in force came out, one where a gang’s army showed up. The most famous party, police in riot gear lined the road out front banging their shields, and the Mayor read the real Riot Act.
Finally she texted. “Give me ten, babe. I’ll come find you.”
Ashton studied her message standing in one of the three kitchens. For one thing, she would never be able to come find him. Ashton knew the staircases, the halls and several floors, split and otherwise, as well as anyone and knew it would be hard enough for him to find her. She’d be reliving Blair Witch Project if she tried to find him. But what really got him wondering was, what was she doing that she needed ten minutes to finish?
He texted her back. “Just stay where you are, I’ll find you. Easier. What’s the room look like that you’re in?”
There was no answer. He phoned her. On the fourth attempt, she finally answered. “Hey babe,” she said. There was only distant sounds and it was quieter than Ashton expected.
“Mar, tell me what the room looks like and I’ll come find you.”
“It’s okay,” she said. She was breathing hard. “I’ll come down in a bit.”
Ashton looked at his phone. “Are you alright, baby?”
She took time to answer. “Uh-huh. Fine,” she said.
“Marissa?” Ashton said again. There was an abrupt sound as though her phone dropped. Everything was muffled after that. Ashton squeezed into a closet and shut the door the better to hear what he could. Amidst all the background voices and music, he could distinctly hear hard breathing. He stopped his own breath in case that was it. He heard in the breath a sharp intake whine. He called her name loudly through his phone but he knew she wouldn’t hear it.
He began a frantic, doomed search, going room to room. The party mood darkened. In many rooms, doors were slammed on him by half-naked bodies. In one, four guys were standing around as though waiting their turn, all sniggering at a fifth on the couch with a pair of legs under him sticking up in the air. It wasn’t Marissa. But he began to fear.
He texted again and again. There was no reply. He pushed into other doors but didn’t find her. He went up the half stairs to the small rooms under the roof. He was startled to run into his brother coming around the corner the other way.
“Bro! Where you been?” Ashton’s brother said.
“You haven’t seen Marissa, have you?” Ashton asked him.
His brother looked surprised. “Why you asking me, bro, that’s your wife I thought.”
Always an asshole. Ashton pushed past and his brother shoved him up against the wall in the narrow staircase. He leaned into him close and said, “You look after that sweet little cum bucket, you hear?” He had a buddy with him who laughed and slapped him on the back.
Ashton pushed him again and went into the hall. There were people standing around smoking. It was ominous and uneasy. Just when he thought there was no way Marissa would have come up here, she poked her face out a door.
“Marissa!” Ashton cried out.
She quickly closed the door. A second later, she opened it and greeted him, slipping out and shutting it behind her. “Baby!” she smiled. “Was looking for you!”
“Up here?” Ashton looked skeptically at her. He took her by the wrist and lead her down the stairs.
“My sandals!” she cried out, yanking free and dashing back up into the room. She shut the door before Ashton came up and came out again before he opened it. She slammed it and threw her sandals on the floor and drove her feet into them. She smiled and pushed Ashton in front of her. “Ready!” she said.
He took her down the next stairs and right out the front door and to their car. He was halfway out the forest road before either of them spoke.
“How’d you get up there, Babe?” he asked. “Kind of an edgy place up there, at most of these parties.”
Marissa watched the blackness out her window.
“Babe?” he repeated.
“You’re brother showed me,” she said in a small voice.
“My brother.” A long silence followed.
Marissa turned to him and put her hand on his thigh. “Why don’t we pull over in a dark spot,” she smiled.
“What was going on up there, Mar?” Ashton kept on.
“Babe?” Marissa said. “I want you,” she breathed. “Now.”
Ashton looked over at her. She bit her lip and squeezed his bulge. He was hard. He ran his hand up her sweet leg, the internal debate in his head raging. When he pushed her hem above her hips, he didn’t find panties there, just her shaved pubis. He looked at her with shock.
Marissa bit her lip and tilted her head. She raised her eyebrows and managed to say, “He wanted to keep them.” She whispered, “I’m sorry.”
Ashton kept driving a little further. “Who?” he said. She didn’t answer, but she rubbed him and he seemed to grow bigger and harder yet. She unzipped him and took it out in her hand. “Who, Marissa?”
She leaned over and kissed the head and engulfed it into her mouth.
Ashton repeated himself. “Who?”
She bobbed up and down on him a few more times then pulled off. “Your brother.” She stroked him in her delicate hand. “Babe, I couldn’t help it,” she whimpered.
Ashton pulled into a small, covered-over muddy driveway to a house long gone and stopped hidden in the shadows of low branches. He had a lot of things to say, but Marissa had gone down again between his legs. She did a thing with her tongue inside her mouth that was on the edge of over-stimulation, but not quite. He decided that, however urgent it was that she answer some questions, it could wait a couple of minutes more. In his mind, he thought the distraction of what she had just revealed would defeat the whole thing, but strangely, he was more aroused by it.
Marissa seemed more eager as well. She had pulled herself up into a crouch on her seat and leaned over the console to better get at his cock with her whole mouth. Ashton was able to reach behind her and find her slit. She wasn’t moist. She was running wet. And when he touched her there, she moaned on his cock. She raised her head to touch her lips to his. She said in a whisper, “Babe? I’m so turned on right now. I need you to fuck me like only you do.”
They both darted out of their doors and met at the front of the car. She leaned over the hood and he pulled her dress up over her waist. She stuck her ass out and he steered his cock between her dripping lips. With crickets in full chirp all around, she yelped and cried. He plunged into her hard on the first stroke and grabbed her hips to pound her again. She threw her hips back to meet his thrusts. They banged against each other, slapping flesh in the still forest. He pulled on her hair and she cried out and nearly fell. He came into her ferociously, and fell with her onto the car.
They quietly pulled themselves together and got back in. He backed out and carried on the drive home, soon under the lights of city streets again. They held hands. She said, “Babe, I don’t know what got into me, it’s like what you said about that house.”
Ashton squeezed her hand. “I know Babe. People put things in drinks too.”
“It wasn’t that,” she said.
At the risk of opening the can of worms, Ashton said, “What was it then?”
She took a long time to compose her reply. “Sweetheart, that was the hottest sex we might have ever had just then.”
Ashton kissed her knuckles.
She went on. “I’d always felt ugly at school. I guess being around everyone from school days made me feel, I don’t know, insecure again.”
“Did you . . . “ Ashton didn’t finish his sentence.
She let a long time pass. “I did.” She looked at him a long time. “Babe? Does it help if I told you it feels like I was manipulated somehow? In a way I thought I was long passed?” She looked back out the front window. “I’m so sorry. I guess I’m not completely over all those feelings of insecurity. I don’t know what to say, Babe. It happened. I’ll accept anything you think you have to do.”
Ashton would have been angry and it would have been so easy. But he had his own thoughts to contend with. For one thing, he was having a hard time focusing on his anger that just wasn’t there. It seemed to be completely crowded out by red-hot arousal.




II

The following weekend, Marissa and Ashton both agreed they were in no mood to go out. They still had a few things to sort out from the previous weekend. They lived in a converted century-old mansion cut up into seven condos. It was a very social building. Saturday, Ashton got busy with circuit boards and soldering guns and Marissa took her coffee upstairs to see if her friend was up. There was nothing unusual about her wearing pjs and a robe.
Ashton probably wouldn’t have noticed had the previous weekend not been still playing on his mind. But when Marissa swooped back through the door two hours later, she was wearing only her robe. He didn’t say anything because it took him a few minutes to try to recall what she left wearing.
Marissa made a u-turn and went straight back upstairs without explanation as someone might who had forgotten something. When she came back, she was in pjs under the robe. Ashton was now sure something was going on and put down his gun and spun in his chair to track her as she crossed the living room floor behind him.
“Babe,” he said softly.
“Hon,” she replied casually, heading for the bedroom.
“Talk?” he said.
“Now?” she said as though it wouldn’t be a very convenient time.
“Yeah, now.”
She stopped with her back to him at the threshold to the bedroom. He stared at her back giving her time to decide to turn around. He knew that she knew what it was he was asking her to talk about. The longer she stood with her back to him, the more obvious it was to both of them that she had done something and that he suspected it.
Rather than turn around, Marissa undid the belt of her robe and let it slide off her back-stretched arms. It floated to a soft crumple on the floor around her ankles. She kept her back to him as she opened the one button of her top and let it, like the robe, drift from her shoulders silently, revealing her slender, toned back. She hooked her thumbs inside the waist of her bottoms and pulled them over her butt while she half squatted and let them pile up around her feet too, before stepping lightly from the pile of clothes completely naked. She didn’t turn around. She reached behind her and beckoned Ashton with her index finger to come as she lightly padded on tip toes into the dark recesses of the bedroom.
Ashton closed his eyes trying to resist her, trying to have the talk they needed to have. But he lost the battle. When he came from the light into the dark, he could make out her silhouette on the bed. She was in her yoga downward dog position, only with exaggerated lifting of her hips. She was gyrating them, begging him to mount her. Ashton’s mind and his pelvis parted ways. He knew where she had just been and what she had just done, and he knew it was beyond what a man should be asked to accept. And yet, even while thinking his raging black thoughts, he was kneeling behind her, cupping her delectable round ass in both his hands, and readying himself to plunge his straining hard cock into her sopping wet puss.
When she came, she was nearly screaming into her pillow. He nearly blacked out himself.
In bed after some half-sleep lolling, they laid on each other’s bodies, spent and absently running hands or fingers over each other’s skin. Ashton said, “Tim? Upstairs?”
Marissa nodded with her head resting on his chest.
“First time?” Ashton asked.
She very slightly shook her head. He asked again. “No,” she whispered.
After a long silence, Ashton said, stroking her hair, “Do we have to break up then?” She didn’t respond. He tried a different tack. “Are you able to promise it won’t happen again?” Still she said nothing. “We’re finished I guess,” he finally said.
Marissa pulled herself off him and up against pillows against the wall beside him and they sat side by side in bed. “Okay,” she said. They both found it odd how neither had much to say. Finally Marissa spoke. “Okay,” she repeated. “It’s over. So then let’s be radically honest with each other. No need to hide anything anymore.”
Ashton frowned at the wall he was staring at.
“I’ll go first,” said Marissa, “since I’m the one who got us here.” Aston’s eyes circled as though he were studying a Ferris wheel. “Having sex with people I don’t love, just for the sex, just for the biology of it, makes me feel attractive. I know it hurts you. I shouldn’t have done it obviously. But the unattached aspect of it is what makes me feel good about myself. And it makes me crave the kind of relationship sex you and I have.”
Ashton crossed his arms over his chest. “Each time you do it, you come at me like a possessed kitten,” he snorted.
She laughed too, a bit. “Can I tell you something?” Ashton shrugged. “It’s only possible for me to do it knowing that I am safe and secure with you. I wanted to explore sex like everyone else. I never could because I was so scared, it was so unsafe. But knowing I had you, and that you are so there for me, allowed me to explore it.”
Ashton considered her words a long time. He decided that since this was going to be a radically honest conversation, he’d better just put his feelings out there too. “I tried to be mad,” he started. She stroked his arm and looked over at him with her dazzling eyes. “But as you maybe noticed, I was pretty turned on both times too, even knowing what you had just done.” She drifted her hand down his stomach and cupped his cock in her palm.
Ashton bit his upper lip. “Something about knowing you just did it, and then you came back to me. I think,” he paused, searching for words. “I’ve always been afraid you’d leave me as soon as you found someone better. I think all men are better than me. So when you did go and do that, and then you came back to me, I don’t know. It made me feel weirdly more secure than I had ever felt with you.”
“I never felt so good with you as when I was finished with the physical thing,” Marissa said. “Do you know what I mean?” 
“It sounds an awful lot like my own early sexual times,” Ashton realized. “If someone’s deciding to screw you without there being any connection, it can only be because you’re physically attractive.”
“That’s it!” Marissa slapped him playfully. “And then, knowing I’m attractive like that, I feel secure and safe and warm and just want to jump your bones and share it all with you.” She kissed him on his cheek.
“You never got to do it the way I did, I guess.”
“No,” she agreed.
“But it sounds like the same need.”
She nodded. But she backed up. “What do you mean you fear I’d leave you? You’re not secure about us?”
Now it was Ashton’s turn to struggle for words. “I always felt that you only picked me because you were so inexperienced you didn’t know any better. I always worried that as soon as you figured out that you were super hot, and as soon as you found out how other guys can make you feel, you’d be gonzo. So when you did figure this out, and when you actually did go off and fuck other guys, and then you still came back to me, I guess it gave me all sorts of reassurance that you won’t actually leave me for someone better.”
“Babe!” she said. “There isn’t anyone better!”
“But you wouldn’t have known that before. But you still come back to me.”
“Yes,” Marissa said with her lips against his lips. He had grown hard again at the topic of conversation, and she had gotten wet again. She slithered overtop of him and took him inside her. They both erupted powerfully.
The experiment they set up went like this: the following weekend, she would go up to Tim’s again. Only they knew that Tim was out of town and his brother was staying at his place. Marissa would carry her phone in her robe pocket. Before she went up, they would connect and she would leave her phone on. Ashton would listen in as she seduced and took the little brother.
Friday night was nearly more than either of them could bear. Ashton daily battled the demons on his shoulders that screamed at him that a man cannot let his wife go fuck another man, but also that his wife fucking another man was the hottest thing to ever happen in his sexual life. Marissa also engaged in her battles. Letting her boyfriend know she was going upstairs with the sole intention to fuck a man, and to let him listen to everything as she did so, broke every rule in the book. And at the same time, imagining it all week gave them both sex so frequent and exhausting she didn’t think she could walk.
They decided the scenario would be, she’d do what she did with Tim, dress in pjs and robe and go up on the pretense of going to chat with her friend but secretly going to cheat on Ashton, and at Tim’s door, she’d be ready to barge in and take him. She’d be surprised by Tim’s younger brother, and then take it from there. She thought it would work well if Tim’s younger brother got the idea early on that she came up often to fuck Tim, and that she was turned on by the idea of fucking the younger brother instead.
She yelped when Doug, as his name turned out to be, opened the door to her light tapping. Ashton had his phone on speaker and lounged on his couch, cock in hand. He was already hard.
“Oh my god,” Marissa acted well, “is Tim home?”
“Uh, no, he’s out of town a few days,” Ashton could hear Doug explain.
“Oh that’s right, I forgot, he told me!” Marissa said. “I was just, well . . . “
“Is there something I can help you with?” Doug sounded bewildered.
“Um some coffee,” Marissa improvised. “He’s always got special coffee.”
“Yeah,” Doug said, “Not sure, in the kitchen?”
“Of course,” Marissa said. Ashton could hear rustling as though she were moving. He could hear cupboards opening and doors closing. “It’s always here, I don’t know why he’d move it!”
Ashton could here Doug say, “Maybe he knew you’d come raiding his stash,” and he could hear them both laugh. This was off to a great start, he thought.
“Maybe down here?” Marissa said. Ashton wondered if she was bending way over as part of her seduction.
“I don’t think so,” Doug said, sounding uncertain. Ashton could tell he was getting curious about this hot woman in robe and pjs helping herself to his kitchen.
He heard nothing for while and then he heard Marissa laugh. “I just love hanging out on his couch, such a good morning sun,” he heard her say.
“I can make sure to get some coffee up here,” he heard Doug reply. The kid was doing pretty good.
Ashton strained to hear and turned the volume all the way up. The rustling was loud but he couldn’t hear much else. Marissa laughed again, only it was soft and nervous. There was more very loud rustling and then the rustling stopped. Had she just taken off her robe? There were light smacking sounds. Ashton was trying to guess what that was. He heard Marissa’s voice, loudly and more clearly than before, say, “You’re a good kisser,” followed by another of her light and playful laughs.
He could hear everything. The smacking was kissing. The faint rustling was obviously their hands running over each other’s bodies. He heard her voice again. “What are you hiding in there?” followed by deeper, more seductive chuckling. “Is this okay?” he heard Marissa ask Doug. There was the unmistakable wet sound of lips, followed by muffled moaning. Ashton was trying hard to not come, stretched out on his couch, his phone loud.
He heard Marissa laugh again and say, “That feels good,” in a guttural and breathy voice. Then she said, “I’m going to be right back.” There was very loud rustling and the closing of a door. Ashton could hear a faucet running. Then Marissa’s voice. “Are you still there?”
Ashton grabbed the phone. “I’m here, I’m here.”
“Babe, are you still ok with this?”
Aston swallowed hard. “Hon, I’m dying here.”
“Oh baby, should I come down?”
“No, no, it’s incredibly hot, I want you to stay up there!”
She said, “I’m feeling incredible too. But babe?”
Ashton was still stroking himself. “Yes, Em?”
“He’s making me naked. My top is undone.”
“Oh god, Em.”
“He started to finger me, Ash.”
“Babe, you’re killing me.”
“What if I take everything off?”
“Yes,” Ashton said.
“Sweetheart?”
“Yes?” he pumped his fist on himself.
“Could you really hear everything?”
“I think so,” he said.
“I took his cock in my mouth, babe.”
“I could tell, sweetheart.”
“I’m so wet for you right now,” Marissa said.
“You should see how hard my cock is,” Ashton replied.
“One thing, babe.”
“Anything, Em.”
“I want to turn the phone off.”
“Em! No!”
Marissa smiled to herself, finding new sources of joy and power everyday. “Bye bye Ash, you have to imagine the rest.”
“Em, why?” Ashton was distraught but he was also white hot.
She whispered, “I’m going to fuck him good, his cock is huge.” The line went dead.
Ashton leapt up and walked in a panic around the apartment. His breathing was heavy and his head was light. He called her number but her phone was powered down. He went to their front door and stood in it, looking up the stairs. He knew she was up there disrobing, maybe mounting him on the couch, and yet, he didn’t go. He closed the door and rattled his head with both his knuckles. “Why Em, why!!??” he cried out loud.
He also nearly ejaculated without touching himself. Knowing she was up there at this very moment moaning, crying out, maybe even orgasming on the stranger with his “huge” cock deep inside her, was more than he could bear and he yanked himself and came instantly.
For the next 30 minutes he paced, holding his phone and checking the screen every three seconds in case he didn’t hear it’s ping. Finally she texted. “Coming down. Be gentle with me, he really pounded me.” Ashton stared at it and could hardly believe what he was reading.
A moment later, the door opened and Marissa came in. She carried her pjs in a bunch in her hand. They ran to each other. He grabbed her and led her to their bed. She flopped open like a rag doll. “Careful,” she said to him, “He was rough.” Ashton entered her. She was a different kind of hot inside. And a different kind of wet.
Afterword, still in the radical honesty mode they agreed to, after they decided they’d broken up, he said, “Did he make you come?”’
She kissed him on the lips. “Three times,” she whispered.




III

Marissa and Ashton went out to a club the following weekend. They didn’t have a plan. But on the dance floor, Marissa turned away from Ashton and began dancing up against another guy. Ashton grew uncomfortable and took her hand. But Marissa yanked free from him and draped both her arms around the stranger’s neck. She thrusted her hips up against the guy’s thigh.
Ashton went back to their table upstairs along the railing. He could see Marissa down below. She had turned and was rubbing her ass against the guy’s leg. She faced up to Ashton and shimmied down into a crouch against him. He could see the guy’s hands holding her waist and rising up to just under her breasts. Then he lost sight of them.
Frantically scanning the floor, Ashton was surprised when Marissa and the guy slid into the bench opposite him. Marissa was laughing and the guy, tall, muscular, and black, was all over her. She looked up through the top of her eyes at Ashton. “Get us a drink?” She wiggled her glass. The guy began nuzzling her neck. Ashton was involuntarily but undeniably aroused. He could hear her giggle as he stepped away.
He had to interrupt Marissa and the guy when he returned with drinks. They were making out at the table. Ashton sat down but Marissa ignored him. The guy’s arms were moving. Ashton could tell it was because he was touching her under the table. Marissa looked like she was getting very turned on. She said, “Hang on,” to the guy. She pulled her phone out to text someone. The man’s hands drifted slowly down over top of her breasts and Marissa didn’t stop him but instead moaned in pleasure and glanced up at him encouragingly.
She put her phone away again and flirted back at the guy. Ashton’s phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out and looked. It was Marissa’s text saying, “I want to F him. You should leave. I put my Find Phone on for you to wait outside and see where we go.” Marissa glanced at Ashton with a look saying both, “I love you” and “I want him.” Ashton excused himself and left the club. He checked his phone in the car and tracked Marissa’s phone. He thought this was crazy. But Marissa had a way of getting her way.
A text came while he sat in the parking lot. “So horny for him! His cock feels too big. We’re going now.” Ashton’s was already very hard. He peered out his front window. There she was, hanging on his arm in her spike heels and short clinging dress. They climbed into an Uber and Ashton fell in behind. He could see through the back window that they were making out. He watched as Marissa’s head dipped down out of view and the man’s head roll back against the seat.
They got out in front of a high-rise. They were holding hands up to the entrance and disappeared inside. Ashton was both confused and excited. He had no idea where she went in there or what was happening. And he was also unable to stop stroking himself under his pants.
His phone buzzed. Marissa was calling. He answered. There was no sound at first but then he heard shuffling sounds and then clarity. He could hear the man’s voice and Marissa’s laugh. They were talking only intermittently. Ashton’s imagination went wild every time there was no sound. He heard Marissa gag and cough and laugh.
He listened as Marissa’s breath caught and little moans and groans escaped her throat. She seemed to be rising up to a crescendo. He could only imagine what was going on, but not hearing the man at all, it was pretty clear. He was eating her out. And she was definitely enjoying it.
He heard her come. It was loud and deep and long. He could hear the man’s voice, but not what he was saying. He heard Marissa though. “You can fuck me now” he heard her say. They both laughed. “Wait a sec,” he heard Marissa say.
He heard the man say, “Gonna . . . “ and the phone was turned off. She did it again. Ashton went insane sitting in the car with the dead phone pressed to his ear. He had to get out of the car and walk up and down the block. His heart was nearly pounding out of his chest. And his dick was hard as steel.
An hour later, he got a text. It was Marissa. “I told him I’m ordering an Uber. Be in front in your car in ten minutes. He nearly f-ed me to death, btw.”
Ashton had to close his eyes just to keep his emotions in some sort of check. They came down a few minutes later and kissed deeply inside the front door. She waved and smiled to the man as she stepped down the sidewalk to Ashton waiting on the street. She got in the back door and he drove off.
In a broken voice, he said, “Did you have a good time, Em?”
“He took his time,” she said. “But when he was taking me from behind, he pounded me so hard.”
Ashton closed his eyes to try to absorb what his wife was putting him through. “Is that good?”
“Yes!” she replied smiling. “He made me come in a way I didn’t know I could.”
“And how was that?”
Marissa leaned forward over the seats so her face was right near Ashton’s ear. “With my legs behind his head, deeper than I’ve ever had a cock.”
Ashton tried to keep his eyes on the road. “I’ve never done it like that with you.”
“No,” Marissa said. “I don’t think you can.”
She flopped back in the seat. Ashton didn’t respond but he contemplated this new turn of tone. Did she mean to put him down, or was she caught up in their spirit of radical honesty? “Are we going to fuck when we get home?” he said.
“Not tonight. That was . . .  “ she sighed and smiled to herself. “I can still taste him in my mouth.”
“I don’t know if I want to hear all the details,” he said.
She thrust herself forward and reached down in to his lap. “You’re hard as a rock, so don’t lie to me,” she said. “I let him come in my mouth. He nearly choked me.”
“You don’t let me come in your mouth,” Ashton cleared his throat.
“And I won’t either.” She leaned back again and studied her fingernails. “Others guys can, but not you.”
They got home and right away got ready for bed. In the morning, Ashton felt a great need to talk over what happened last night, or more accurately, what didn’t happen. She came into the kitchen and took the cup of coffee he made for her and turned to the living room and the door out.
“Where you going, Hon?” he said.
She stopped halfway out the door. In a small voice, she said, “Upstairs.”
Ashton leaned into the living room and they stared at each other. “Tim?” he said.
She shook her head. “Doug. Better.” She kept her gaze on him as she sipped her coffee.
“Just go,” he said.
“You know you love it.”
“I’m not sure, Em.”
“I’ll let you listen,” she offered, holding up her phone. She slipped out and his phone shortly buzzed.
He answered it. She said, “I’m going to suck him off just like I did the guy last night. And now you know he’s coming in my mouth and I’m swallowing.”
He didn’t say anything and he couldn’t. But he didn’t put the phone down either. He heard the rustling as she put it back in her robe pocket, still on. He could hear her light tapping on the door up there. He heard Doug greet her. He said, “Hey. What’s up?”
He heard Marissa say, “I need more special coffee. And I’m going to swallow it this time.”
Ashton could hear the guy laugh.
He listened as they both laughed and made their way to what sounded like the sofa. He could hear Marissa tell Doug to sit down, and he heard her say to him, “Touch me.”
She must have brought her robe onto the sofa right beside where Doug sat, because this time he could hear every slushy push into her mouth with his cock. She hammed up her moaning for Ashton too, moaning like she’d never been with a man before. She stopped often to tell Doug how good his cock felt, how big it was, and how much she wanted it between her legs.
Then she did something that once again upped the ante between them. After going down on him a few more times, she said, “My husband doesn’t get me aroused like you do, Doug.”
Ashton again began pacing around the apartment. He didn’t understand why she was changing things up. But at the same time, he was brought down by the internal battle within him. He hated it that he became more turned on when she refused him, and now, when she humiliated him.
“Do you want to come in my mouth?” she said. He could hear Doug laugh. Of course he did. “This is for you babe,” she said. Ashton tilted his head. Was she talking directly to him?  He heard the guy grunt and he heard Marissa groan deeply and then laugh with what sounded like a full mouth. Ashton came in his hand.
She was back downstairs a few minutes later. “I thought you were too tired for that,” Ashton said to her.
“Don’t be jealous,” she replied. “He came all over my tits and neck,” she said, “come wash me off.”
She got in the shower and waved him over like it was the most natural thing to ask. She handed him a sponge and leaned her head back and took her long hair in her hand. Ashton, still smarting from her talking about him with the guy upstairs, lathered up the sponge and wiped her chest.
“If you behave,” she said, “maybe one day I’ll let you listen to a guy fuck me.”
“Em,” Ashton protested.
“Ash,” she imitated him. “We broke up, remember?”
He gritted his teeth.
The following week, she wanted to go to another club. Ashton said, “Babe, I don’t know where this is going.”
She stepped on her toes and put her arms around his neck to kiss him on the nose. “Neither do I, honey, but I feel like fucking tonight, and it won’t be you.”
“What’s got into you, Em?” he said.
“Are you going to come help me pick out an outfit or not?” she replied.
He sat on the bed. She stripped nude and began with panties. After about three pair, she said, “You’re going to have to buy more for me.” She put on a bra. “Is he going to like this?”
“Is who, Em?”
“Take your cock out,” she said.
“Is who, Em?”
“Whoever it is I go home with tonight. And if you want to hear me fuck him, you better do as I say.”
“Mar, I think this is going too far.”
She knelt in front of him wearing only panties and bra. He thought she was going to suck him, but instead she drew a happy face on the head of his admittedly hard cock with her lipstick, and a line down the top and bottom too. “There,” she said. “No touching until I get back, and if I find any lipstick smeared, you get no pussy for a week.”
“What the hell!” he said.
“And don’t try to cheat, I know the color, and this is the only tube I have,” she said, depositing it into her purse.
“Why Em?”
“Which will look better dropping off my shoulders?” she said, holding up two very slinky tops.
“Why are you doing this to me?”
“One more complaint, and I’ll turn the phone off at exactly the wrong time, again,” she said.
He sat there quietly.
“Be a good boy. Get yourself dressed. You’re going to take me to the club as my date, and you’re going to lose me to another man at the club and go home alone. Do that, and I won’t turn the phone off when I take his cock inside me.”
Ashton shook his head. He wanted to say no.
“Oh, and Ash?”
He looked up at her.
“You’re going to pick out who I’m going to fuck.” She smacked her lips in the mirror and checked the details.
“Why Em?” he said, rising and going to his closet to get changed.
“Because,” she said, pulling up her tight jeans. “If you didn’t like it, you wouldn’t be rock hard at the idea of picking out who you’re going to listen to me fuck.” She fluffed her hair.  “It obviously satisfies something deep inside you,” she said. “You knew I was upstairs fucking your brother at the party house. You pretty much sent me up there to do it.”
They drove to the club. Marissa sat beside Ashton as he eliminated candidate after candidate. Finally, there was a black guy, expensively dressed and built like an athlete. Ashton meant to say “Pass,” but he stalled a second just imagining what must be a hung cock penetrating his crying wife. It was long enough for Marissa to take as a go. He called her but she was already up and sliding in front of the guy ass first.
He had to watch her dance a long time. She kept edging closer to their table. The guy was huge. She invited him to sit with her. Once he did, she turned to Ashton and said, “I told you to leave me alone! Why did you follow me in here!”
“Marissa!” Ashton cried out in alarm.
“How do you know my name!” she shrieked.
“What the hell, Em?” he said.
The guy raised his hand into Ashton’s face. “You need to go, sir!” he said in a booming voice.
“That’s my wife you asshole!” he shot back.
The man turned to Marissa. She looked at him in shock and shook her head. “He’s been following me.”
“Mar! This is too much!” Ashton said.
“You better go now, sir, or I’m going to carry you out, and it won’t be in one piece.”
Ashton stood up. The man stood up in front of him. “This is crazy!” he said.
The man nodded to someone behind Ashton and pointed down at the top of his head. Before Ashton knew what was happening, two large men were pulling him backward out the club, onto the sidewalk out front.
He was unable to get back inside. He went to his car and sat inside searching his mind for what to do. His phone buzzed. “I hope he doesn’t hurt me,” said Marissa when Ashton opened it.
“That was way over the line, Mar!” he said.
“No touching, no matter how many times you hear me come,” she said.
“Marissa, this is wrong.”
“I’m so wet already. What if he wants me to be in his harem?”
Ashton rolled his eyes. “Em, come out now, we have to end this.”
“I won’t be home till tomorrow probably,” she said. “But you have to come get me when I call.”
Ashton rubbed his forehead.
“You have to come get me whenever I call,” she repeated.
After a long silence, he said, “Okay.”




IV

Marissa found the academic convention at a hotel in a city an hour away. They viewed the room pictures at hotels all around the area, where conventions of one kind or another were scheduled. The key was a closet door with a sight line to the bed. That was the deal they had settled on.
Ashton would go down to the bar. He’d pick out the guy for Marissa to fuck and text her. She would come down and seduce him, neither of them letting on they knew each other. The seduction would take the form of showing interest in Ashton first, so the guy would get jealous, and then they would let the guy win by Marissa somehow responding to him instead.
She would delay things in the bar as Ashton would take off as the defeated would-be suitor. He would get in position in the closet and wait. Marissa would bring the mark up and take him on the bed. She was allowed to do anything she wanted, so long as Ashton was able to watch. Afterword, Marissa might or might not let Ashton have at her, depending on how she was treated by the mark.
At the bar, Ashton texted her. “Not sure this is going to work. Nobody seems to be here by themselves.”
Marissa was upstairs getting her make-up on. “They might be alone but talking to a stranger.”
A half hour later, he spotted the mark. A younger looking man, well dressed, came in alone, scanning around as though meeting people, but pulling up at the bar by himself. Ashton snuck a photo of him and sent it.
Marissa texted back right away. “I like.” A moment later, she texted again. “OMW!”
Marissa wasted no time or space. She looked deadly dressed in a swoop-front silver top with black necklace over black tights and sandal strap shoes. Her hair was curled and beautiful. She immediately stepped up and smiled at him and sat down right next to him. The guy seemed surprised, but he was not opposed.
Marissa had done her homework and looked into the organization and even the agenda for the conference so she wasn’t totally clued out. She laughed, she graced his arm with her delicate hand, and she even patted his leg. Ashton slipped away upstairs. There was no need for them to play the winner-takes-all game. Marissa already had him eating out of her hand.
Ashton slipped into the closet. He undid his zipper because he knew what he would be doing in there. There was a small risk of being discovered, but that only added to the tension. It wasn’t long before her heard voices in the hall outside the door. It was Marissa, talking loud just in case he didn’t prepare yet.
He heard them come in and stayed away from the crack between the two doors. He heard Marissa say, “And this is the bedroom!” She laughed and the guy laughed with her.
“Big house you have here,” he said.
Marissa laughed seductively as she locked the door. She glanced inside the crack and saw Ashton’s eyes. “Why don’t you find some music,” she said, tossing the remote to the guy who had already reclined on the bed. “I’ll be back in a minute,” she said, going to the bathroom.
She came out and propped herself on the bed beside the guy. They talked so low Ashton couldn’t hear what they were saying. She laughed easily and often. Marissa initiated things by taking his shoes off and then going to work on his belt.
“You waste no time, do you,” the man said.
“I see something I like, I go for it,” she smiled back at him. Ashton could see the man’s hands run up the back of his wife, and he watched her coo and respond with her body. “Why is this still on?” she laughed, and the guy responded by sitting up to take off his suit jacket and then his shirt, when she tugged at that too.
Marissa countered by pulling her top off. She was wearing a black lace bra. She fell against him all coy and kittenish. Ashton watched as his wife began kissing the guy and as her hand drifted down his taut stomach and over his pants. She sat up suddenly and let her bra slide down her arms. She had beautiful breasts, mid-size perfect orbs the size of tennis balls. She started tugging at his pants like she couldn’t wait and he raised his ass to let her pull them off. She took his underpants with them, leaving him naked. She joined him, pulling her tights off.
Ashton hadn’t noticed at first but the guy had a bottle of wine on the side table and two wine glasses. Marissa sat facing him cross legged and he propped up on pillows against the headboard. They sipped wine and talked and listened to music. Soon Marissa leaned forward, took his glass out of his hand and placed it on the table. She let her hair drift over his face and picked herself up to straddle him and kiss him intensively.
The man’s hands rode up and down her back. Ashton saw them disappear as he took her breasts in his palms. She gasped as he did so. She started kissing a trail down his chest and stomach. As she did so, her ass came up facing Ashton. He could see between her legs from behind. She was glistening wet.
Ashton began pulling on his cock when he watched his wife’s head start bobbing in the guy’s lap. He watched the guy look at Marissa going down on him. The sound she made was affecting Ashton deeply. Her moans were something he hadn’t heard when he was with her.
She lifted her face up from his groin and tugged at his cock. She said to him, “I love your cock, you taste so good.” She walked on her knees over his body till her puss was in his face. Ashton watched the man’s hands grip her ass. She leaned on the wall and moaned out loud.
Her hips began to shudder and her breathing grew hard and fast. She started sucking air with tiny cries. Ashton could here the sloppy gushing sounds of her wet puss being licked to a frenzy on the mouth of the stranger. Marissa started to miss her breaths. She began to push her hips into his face. She cried out in high pitch sighs. And she collapsed down on top of his body. Ashton had never seen her come like that, so deeply and so strongly.
She didn’t skip a beat. She moved back down his body and, giggling, told him that he made her come so hard, and she reached under herself. Ashton could see her long white fingers fit around the man’s long hard cock, and he could see her hips lower down onto him. By crouching down he could see his cock go between the lips of her puss.
She rode him hard and deep, grabbing his shoulders in both her hands. The man rose up and dropped her down under him. He picked up her legs and pushed her ankles over his shoulders and entered her deep enough to make her yelp.
He began to pound hard into her. Ashton could see Marissa’s fingernails dig into the guy’s thighs, urging him into her harder. Her body was being jolted. The man began to groan. Marissa cried out, “Come in me baby!” He did, groaning loud, making Marissa come again.
They laid around tangled up together before they rose up. Marissa gathered the sheet around her and saw the guy off at the door. She locked it and leaned against it. Ashton came out of the closet. Marissa signed smiling, “That was good.”
Ashton held up the wash cloth that held his come to agree with her. They hung out in the room the rest of the night, but they only watched TV and fell asleep.
Every weekend, they travelled to a nearby hotel where some group of people were meeting. Ashton helped Marissa decide what to wear, he helped her find who she would seduce and fuck, and he talked to her after about how it was.
“He was really good with his tongue, Ash,” she said one night in bed together, kept awake by the unfortunate freeway outside their window. Ashton quietly pondered what she said. She spoke again in the yellow light of street lights. “He really took his time. He did this thing not letting me come.”
“Why are you going on about this one?” Ashton asked.
Marissa didn’t answer.
“How come, Em?”
“Maybe I should find him again,” she said.
“We agreed we’d never go back twice. It’s a safety issue, Mar.”
“Safety for you,” she said. “I went back to Doug lots of times. And Tim. Before you even knew about my addiction.”
“I know you want us to call it an addiction, but sometimes, Mar, I don’t know.” Ashton pulled up against the headboard. “Maybe you just like fucking too much.”
“Ash, I thought you understood.” She rolled sideways and dragged her hand over his chest and stomach. “If you don’t help me, I’m going to do it anyway, I can’t help it.”
“What are you trying to say, Marissa?”
“He gave me his room number.”
“You want to go find him right now?” Ashton asked in alarm.
Marissa took it as permission. She kept up and kissed Ashton on the cheek and nearly ran to the closet to dress. “You’re the best, Ash!” she said.
“I didn’t say . . . “ he began, but she was already in the bathroom to put on makeup. She shrieked, “I’m so excited!”
Ashton looked sideways. “What’s the room number?”
“Not telling you, perv,” she shouted back. “This one’s for me, not for you.”
“They’ve all been for you,” Ashton said too himself. He didn’t know she heard him, but she was standing outside the door in panties and bra.
“Aw, Ash. You can jerk off all you like when I go. You can imagine me sitting on his face. Would you like that?”
“You’re going to let me jerk off, are you?” he asked in jest.
But she took it at face-value. “This time, yes. Since this one is all mine. I might not be back til morning so don’t stay up all night.”
She looked incredible and she was glowing. She leaned over him in bed and said, “I don’t think I’ve even been hornier.” She kissed him and said, “Bye, bye Honey.” He watched her exit the door. She didn’t stop to look or wave.
At about three in the morning his phone pinged. He hadn’t slept yet. It was Marissa. “Holy, Ash, he’s an expert. I’m in bathroom. I need a breather! We’ve been going at it the whole night!”
The following weekend, Marisa said, “Maybe we need to give the convention circuit a rest.”
Ashton agreed readily. He wasn’t comfortable with how the previous weekend went.
“And you know,” she went on, “Maybe it’s not the safest thing to be with a total stranger every time.”
Again Ashton couldn’t agree more. Was it true, he wondered, that she was finally getting over the wild-seed-sowing period?
“Peter thinks so too,” she said.
There was a long pause. “Who’s Peter?” Ashton ventured.
Marissa kept staring at the ceiling from the luxury of her pillows. “The one. You know.”
Ashton frowned at her sideways. “The one?”
“Last weekend, dummy,” she sighed. “We decided to stay in touch.”
“Mar, we said no phone, no contact!”
“Ash!” she rose right up back against him. “I told you this one was for me, not for both of us!”
“You’ve been texting him?”
“Phoning too,” Marissa confessed. “Ash, he makes me come so hard. I can’t stop thinking about him.”
“We talked about this happening. You were supposed to keep it totally separate.”
“I don’t think you understand,” Marissa crossed her arms. “Anyway, you don’t have to watch. I’m going to his place Friday night.”
“What!?” Ashton was shocked. “You know where he lives?”
“It’s not far,” she offered as defence.
“This is against all the rules we said, Mar!”
“Except the basic rule,” Marissa said.
“The basic rule?”
“You have to accept what I do.”
“Or what?”
“Or I go.”
Friday evening, Ashton helped her pack a bag. “I thought you were coming home later Friday,” he said.
“Oh no!” Marissa smiled. “Pete is never done with me in one night, Ash.” She chuckled as if he knew nothing. “I have a feeling he’s going to keep me occupied all Saturday. Maybe I’ll be home Sunday. You have to help me pack for two nights.”
“How are you going to keep your phone on the whole time?” he asked.
“Oh, no phone this time, Babe. Remember? This one is for me.”
“Marissa, you can drop the charade. They’ve all been for you.”
She looked at him with annoyance. “You’re beginning to bore, Ash,” she said. She folded more clothes into her bag. “Pete’s taking me to this new club, he gets to go in the back way! Isn’t that cool?” She giggled.
“What’s his address at least? In case.”
“He said he might make me try anal,” she smiled in response.
Ashton hesitated. “Are you at least going to text me?”
“Babe,” she explained, “I’m either getting licked, fucked somewhere in my mouth, my ass or my pussy, or I’m sleeping or I’m eating. I don’t have time to text you. Pete doesn’t let up, Babe. He doesn’t like me texting you.”
“You talked about me?”
“He doesn’t want me to mention you.”




V

At first it was weekends, but then it became Fridays plus, then weekends plus Mondays, until eventually Marissa came home only to grab more clothes and toiletries. Ashton had to grab her arm as she sped through the place grabbing the last of her stuff. “You might as well take it all and not come home again,” he said.
To his only minor surprise, she put up no alarm or any reaction at all. “Okay,” she said. “Put what I forget in a box, Pete will come get it when he can.”
“You’re living with Pete now?” Ash stated as much as questioned.
“Uh-huh,” she replied barely noticing him. “He makes me feel so good.”
She didn’t even seem to mean it as a stab. She seemed to not even care enough to hurt him. He sat and watched her hurriedly gather things to rush back to Pete. She stopped only when she was at the open door. “Come here,” she said sympathetically to Ashton.
She put her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss, but it was the kiss of friends, barely grazing his cheek. She whispered in his ear, “You just lost me, that’s all.”
She was paraphrasing Ashton’s stock response when his team had a bad night: “They just lost the game, that’s all.”
With that she was gone.
Four years later, Ashton’s phone buzzed. It was Marissa, for the first time in all those years. “Babe! I’m in town visiting parents.”
He stared at it a long time before writing back. But he wrote back. “That’s great.”
“P and I are staying at that same hotel! Isn’t that wild?”
Ashton kept it going. “Wow, yeah.”
A picture arrived. It was Marissa and Pete, arms around each other’s waist. They were each holding a child in their other arms. “This is us now,” she wrote.
“Wow,” was all Ashton could say.
“Pete’s taking Chelsie and Quinn to the movies tonight, I’m staying at the hotel. Alone!”
“Okay,” Ashton replied.
“Why don’t we get a drink?” Marissa persisted more plainly.
Ashton took a half hour to ponder that text. He knew the correct answer was either delete her contact with no answer, or just a plain, “No.” It was like someone else was doing his typing for him, though. “What time?” he wrote.
“Text me when you get here. But hurry, we only have two hours.”
Ashton was angry that she just assumed he wasn’t already doing something, and that he’d be available on her demand. But he was also excited. He missed her smell.
They were to meet in the lounge. He texted when he sat at the bar. She came down like she used to with him sitting further down the bar, when they used to pick up strangers. And she approached him like that too, sitting two stools away at first, and saying a casual “Hello” to him.
She texted, but not to Ashton. She slid over the stools and said to him in a low quiet voice, “Pretend, Babe.” And she laughed like he had said something funny.
Ashton said, “What’s going on, you’re pretending you don’t know me.”
“I miss the good old days, Ash. Indulge me, play along,” and she laughed again and tapped his arm. Her hand came to rest on his thigh. “Why don’t we go upstairs,” she said.
Ashton knew he shouldn’t, but he did anyway. As they walked out of the bar, she texted again. Once inside the room, the second the door closed, she pressed him up against the door and kissed him more deeply than she had ever kissed him before. “Don’t talk,” she said. “I like it if you say nothing at all.”
Ashton would have protested, but she pressed her hand into his bulge and squeezed him, which ended all rational thought. She laughed and they both tore at each other’s clothes. She began kissing his skin all over as he made her step backward till she met the edge of the bed and playfully fell back.
He got down on his knees between her spreading legs and licked her thighs, her stomach, and all around, getting closer and closer to her puss. She sucked air through her teeth when he touched his lips to hers down there. She was soaking and her clit was hard as a pebble. He spread her labia apart and exposed her red, glistening clit. He circled it with his tongue and her fingers twisted up in the white bed sheet. He kissed and then sucked on her clit. Her back arched and her head rolled back on her neck. He flicked his tongue over her and she shuddered, gasped, and cried out. It was true, then. She did learn to come so much faster and easier.
He crawled up on top of her but she pushed him away with a giggle and went down on him. He was about to say something but she quickly and violently covered his mouth. She engulfed him deeply in her mouth, all the way til her lips kissed his pubis. He could feel the different tightness of her throat with the end of his cock. She twisted on him like a corkscrew.
She seemed to instinctively know when he was on the verge, and pulled off so she could straddle him and ride him deep inside her pussy. She raised herself up and down with her hands pressing into his chest. She got lost in her world of pleasure. It had been a long time, and Ashton loved the look of his former wife, her head back, her chest out, her perfect tits in his hands, her hair like a curtain down her back, taking her pleasure with his hard cock deep inside her. Either she learned to fake very well, or she came again, and hard.
She got off and got on her hands and knees, raising her ass up in front of him. “Try me,” she said. He got behind her. He aimed in her puss, but she laughed. “No silly, the other one.” They’d never done anal. He found it tight, but he went in surprisingly easily. “That’s it,” she moaned. “Yes!” she cried out. He grabbed her hips and began to ram her harder. She cried out loud. “Harder!” she cried. Her fists twisted up in the sheets and her eyes scrunched tightly closed. He jolted her whole body and the headboard slammed the wall. He came into her harder than he had ever come before.
After, she dashed to the bathroom and came back in a robe a few minutes later. She held his clothes out to him and pressed her finger to her lips. He dressed in silence. At the door, she kissed him deeply, but also pushed him out. It latched behind him. He hesitated in the hallway. Then, stealthily, he leaned carefully back into the door and pressed his ear up against it. He heard Marissa laugh. And he heard a male voice. He heard her say to him, “Aw, Petey, was that one too hard for you to watch?” And she laughed again.




Top End Wife

I

Mattias thought Nicole would be proud of him. He actually got off his timetables and spreadsheets and did something spontaneous and unrehearsed. Yes, it was reservations, so not purely spontaneous. But it was a restaurant new to them, she wasn’t asked to sign off on it first, and he didn’t analyze and summarize menu choices.
Nicole stayed late most Fridays at the firm downtown to clear off all the “hangover” of the week’s motions and filings so she could, she said, “let myself just hang on the line” for the weekend.
She texted him Friday afternoons and throughout the evening to update him on her progress knowing he doesn’t handle unscheduled things well. They decided it was safe for her even after 12 — there was 24/7 security in the building and parking underground.
Sometimes when the workload was too much, she shaved off the one-hour commute both ways and slept at the office. She showed him the file drawer where she kept a pillow and blanket. “That’s how you make partner here,” she said. She was 28. She wanted to be the youngest ever to make partner.
Mattias didn’t mind. Friday was his decompression day. A week of solving the labyrinthine social issues of teens and guiding their faulty logic all while trying to teach history left him with his head banging on the wall and needing something to unwind with. Red wine and GTA 5 was his usual Friday night. He only ever paused for Nicole’s updates. Things generally worked out well for them both this way. They were happy.
The office officially closed at 4:30. She’d be almost alone up there by 5. She gave security at the front of the building a standing “okay” to let Mattias in anytime. He had it in mind to surprise her by dropping a printed menu in front of her on her desk.
He got her text at 4:45 as usual. He was almost there. It said, “Hey hon, probably usual time this time. Just one file needs a good looking.”
He pulled over to text back. “Okay Nikky,” he wrote, “take your time.” He bit his tongue and snorted. She was in for the surprise of the year. He drove on.
But not for long. Was that her car he just saw getting fuelled up at the Chevron? He sat forward and peered in his rear view. That might have been her long pony tail too. “Odd,” he said to himself suddenly in his analytical mode.
He realized of course it couldn’t be her — she had just texted from the office. He had time nonetheless to whip around the next four rights and get another look. By then of course the car had already gone off. He saw it up ahead in traffic. If he could catch her, he could tell her about the dinner he planned. It made it even better that he suddenly drove up beside her at a red light. Wouldn’t she love that! So unexpected!
She wasn’t going in the direction of home, however. He reasoned with himself that she didn’t actually specify that she was at the office, she had just said she was looking at files. Mattias considered the possibility that the files in question were at a company she had to go visit to view.
She was hard to catch up to. When he finally did, he saw her turn into the parking lot of a big suburban sports bar. “Not a problem,” he thought, they’d get a drink together. Lots of time till the reservation — even if he typically got anxious about potential tardiness.
He couldn’t find a spot by the time she disappeared inside. But when he did, he got another text from her. “Just had a look inside the file,” she said. “Might go later tonight than first thought.”
Mattias concluded that she must be thoughtfully not telling him she was going out with the office crew for a couple of drinks. That would be like her. She knows he suffers anxiety by proxy even if it’s just her going off her own routine. A new place to meet with the crew, a different route home, the whole thing. Still, the bar was quite a few rungs down from anywhere her work mates would consider “a good place” to go.
He went inside scanning around for a large group. A bunch of lawyers shouldn’t be too hard to spot in a bar full of worker bees. But there was no group. There was only her, sitting at the bar on a stool. He stopped rushing toward her when he saw her clink her glass of wine to a man’s mug of beer. He could maybe understand the need to have a drink alone. But that was pretty fast friend-making. For her, it was impossible.
Mystified, he ducked down into a small table on the other side where he could watch whatever it was that he was watching from a safe distance.
He never saw his wife like this before. She was loose. She was laughing and even cheering the hockey game on all the TVs. He saw her flicking her hair back. It was untied and loose, also not her. He saw her put her hand on the man’s back and pull him close for some secret and he watched them both laugh heartily. None of this could possibly have been Nicole had he not stared at her licence plate outside and made sure by blinking several times inside that that was her outfit going out the door this morning.
He was given his drink, a shot of Irish whiskey, neat. Was this perhaps a meeting with a colleague or a client? Perhaps a friend from university days? “Fascinated” would be the best word to describe Mattias, far sooner than “jealous,” or “angry.” He still imagined crossing the floor and surprising her with the menus he still had rolled up in his fist.
Her hand stayed around the shoulders of the man and whatever they were talking about was apparently things that needed to be said in private. It appeared to remain quite funny, though, judging by how they both laughed, talking together so closely. And intimately. He sipped his whiskey and thought and thought. 
He watched her pull out her phone. Moments later, his phone pinged. “Sorry honey, this one looks hard. Going to be hours,” she wrote. None of these messages were in any way different from any other Friday night. He was always the martial of routine, she was always the flight of the bumblebee. The compromise that allowed their relationship to work was, she could be her unorganized self, just always letting him know the latest. Nothing about this Friday evening, however, looked spontaneous to his eyes. It bore the striking resemblance to a plan. He ought to know: well-laid plans were his wheelhouse.
They parted in a professionally distant way. They both got on their phones. Exchanging numbers perhaps? They both left through different doors. Mattias meandered out the door himself, slowly enough to not fall in too close behind Nicole. He felt somewhat relieved when he saw the man go out the other side and straight to his car to peel out and away.
Mattias knew a shortcut home that she never liked and didn’t trust was a shortcut, but he knew that at this time of day, it shaved an average of 4 to 5 minutes off the trip. He would let her get the headstart and then at the critical corner, make his move, get home and be in the den, leaving her none the wiser about his spying.
Her car however did not go up to the main road home. It drove instead left, into the community of little streets tucked in there. He naturally followed. There were fewer cars and it was easier to keep an eye on her. She drove into a driveway of a small three-floor apartment building. The garage door automatically opened for her. That was curious. Mattias didn’t want to park on the street right in front so he drove around the back in the alley to find a hidden spot. He got out and looked up just when a light came on at the second floor.
He slid between a squat office building and the strange suburban apartment building through the shrubs but stopped and ducked. It was the guy from the bar. He was walking and texting. Mattias watched him wait at the front door a few moments before it buzzed to let him disappear inside.
Mattias went back around to his car and looked up. The light up there had dimmed. The balcony sliding door had been opened as well. The curtains were not closed. He got another text from Nicole just then: “12 or 12:30 probably Hon, can’t talk now, too busy.”
He watched the light up there and the occasional shadows for another half hour before deciding he’d better go on home or someone was going to call the police on him. He took the long way home. His mind was not racing, it was dead. He was unable to think anything at all.
He sat on his couch in the den without the game on, nor any lights. It felt like he’d been beaten up so bad even his feelings were stomped out of existence. At precisely 12:12, his phone pinged. He looked at it because he always did, it was his instinct. It said, “Finally done! Phew! Exhausted.” He stared at that a long time. Another one came: “Could you be a darling and run the tub? I really need to soak. Muscles sore. Home in ten. You okay?” It was startlingly ordinary.
He texted back. He said, “Tub, yeah, I’m okay, in game.” He could have said a lot of things. But he wasn’t that type of guy — he wasn’t fast, and he never moved without a plan. He did however open his laptop and start a new spreadsheet. Across the “x” axis he wrote out all the possibilities that could explain what he saw. And on the “y” axis, he drew down a list of percentages 100 to 0. He also made another chart with times of day, locations, texts and observations. Because that’s how he thinks.




II

Spreadsheets gave him comfort. Patterns allowed him to trust and relax. He had trusted and relaxed every Friday night for over two years because he could predict when she would text, what she would text, and how the texts would fit the emergent pattern allowing him to predict her home time and how long the trip would take. It didn’t have to work exactly right every time — he understood standard deviations and regressions to the mean. It was prediction that gave him comfort, not necessarily correctness.
He also took comfort in Nicole’s ways — or more precisely, his knowledge of her ways. She walked with heels hard to the floor. She kept a military posture with shoulders back, head up. With her hair usually tied back and her wide glasses perfectly set, she looked like the old Soviet posters for the new industrial woman. For 28, she rocked the “tough career climber” look.
He was the rock on which she built her life of intentions and goals. She shared with him all her self doubts and failings, and together they patched up seams in her otherwise steely exterior. He made sure the freezer was stocked with her comforts, that her tub was run on demand, and the bills were always paid.
His teaching career was really a hobby in her world, though she never allowed herself to clobber him with that. She easily made ten times what he made, and was scheduled for annual raises equal to his annual pay. They didn’t need his income. Mattias covered the holidays. He brought home the play money.
He knew where her parking garage at work was downtown. He rented a car to keep hidden and parked outside her building at 4:30. Her Jaguar hood crept up the driveway. She paused there and he got a ping.
“Not sure at all about time tonight. Will update when I see inside file,” she wrote.
He followed her at a safe distance. They reached a bar, a different one from before. He didn’t go in to avoid being caught. He waited in the car in the parking lot with his phone on stop watch and open to maps. She texted him the usual things: “Arg, not sure yet honey,” and then a little later, “Damn, things keep coming up, going to run late after all.”
She emerged an hour later and he followed her to the same apartment building. He drove around back. From the moment her car fell into the parking garage till the lights came on in what he concluded must be her apartment, was 130 seconds.
First all the lights came on, then the sliding door and bedroom window opened, and then the lights dimmed. He drove around in front and watched a different car park, a different guy get out, and the different guy make the same hard look up and down the totally quiet street as the other guy. There was the same glow of texting in his face, the same furtive glance over both shoulders waiting in the glare of the front entrance, and then that ill-sounding buzzer. He went in, the front door took its time to latch behind him, and he disappeared to the stairs or elevator. Mattias drove around behind and watched a while the shadows that occasionally danced across the wall and ceiling.
After about two hours, she texted that she was done. Mattias texted back that he was glad, and drove home, arriving comfortably before she did. He ran her tub.
After work one day, he drove over to examine the alley. How come she never closed the curtains, he wondered? Behind her to the right was a parking lot. Behind her to the left was an office building. But directly behind her was an old rickety house that looked like it had been converted to cheap student apartments. He stared at it awhile. Only the one lone window at the very top could see into that apartment. Nothing else around could see in.
Curious more than angry, he drove around in front of the house. Is it luck, or is it the inevitability of probabilities? Like a malign force as if acted on by an author writing a novel inviting things to go to the next level, there was a simple “For Rent” sign stuck in the window beside the door. “Top floor,” it said. Mattias looked up. Nothing but roof on the front side of the house. He drove around behind again. There was only the one dormer, standing up proud and beckoningly. He went back to the front and took a picture of the phone number.
He got away Saturday on the pretense of a teachers’ workshop and rounded back to the house to meet the live-in landlady. He made up a story about having to fly in Fridays to be able to get his kid early enough on Saturdays for his soccer games. Nicole and Mattias didn’t have kids, not yet anyway. The landlady bought it and showed him the place.
It would have been perfect for when he was a student. Tiny and cheap, it had a functioning kitchen and a funky little bedroom. He didn’t head straight for the kitchen dormer window, but he did get around to checking the view. “Not much,” he said, staring right into his wife’s surprise secret apartment. There was a door beside the window leading to a fire escape. The landlady said it helped with the heat leaving it open. Presumably his wife’s bedroom was behind the other window, though it had curtains that were closed. He told her he’d take it. 
He drove into the alley again and drew up the general layout to pull up later into SketchUp. His next stop was a used bookstore. The shop keeper tried to engage him in conversation, having noticed a wide variety of interests, and a pretty good sale for that early in the morning. Mattias couldn’t tell him he was buying books by their thickness.
There was already a little 1950s table and chair at the kitchen window. The sill was wide enough to pile books up the way a student deeply engrossed in a PhD might pile them up. He arranged them in such a way that a thin volume in the middle could be, like a Jenga block, slid out, leaving a perfect viewing slot. He brought the curtains closed on top of the pile to block any light there. It was a solid pillbox.
Not satisfied, he went to an outdoor store and found the perfect binoculars. He tested things out. His arms got tired quickly, so he went back and bought more books, faced more desperate conversation-starters, and built elbow rests on his table and swung the chair around. That did it. He had a steady, non-tiring, hidden view right into his wife’s secret living room.
As a bonus, he could see a small kitchen window to the right and the bedroom window to the left. His last consideration was the landlady getting snoopy in his absence. He knocked on her door and told her he was very happy with the apartment. She seemed pleased, especially because he wasn’t going to be there most of the time, and he gave her cash for three months.
He told her I had one worry. She was all sympathy and nodding. “I have a condition. A nervous condition,” he spoke quietly as though embarrassed. “If I think someone has been looking at my stuff, I can’t live there anymore.”
She nodded but without fully comprehending. He said, “I don’t mind you needing to go in. But could you please just let me know and let me put my books away first. It’s a sensitivity.” He shrugged and pursed his lips like he could do nothing about it. “I’m a writer,” he said apologetically.
That connected with her. She said, “Ohhh! Of course, of course. I will never go in there. I’ll phone you first if I ever have to.”
“That’s perfect,” he said.
“What do you write about?” she couldn’t help herself.
He just chuckled and wagged his finger and got out.
The following Friday could not come soon enough. His students bore the brunt of his increasing anxiety. He shouted at a kid who he knew was just as curious as he had always been about everything, and as sensitive too. He smacked the dashboard when cars got in front and stopped at yellows, even though he had hours to wait before she would come in.
He stopped at a grocery store and bought a whole roasted chicken and nothing else. Stake out food. He passed and then circled back to the liquor store. A bottle of wine might be just the thing. Then he thought, a box. He might be spending more than one Friday night there.
He timed myself putting the viewing slot book back in, surreptitiously closing the fire escape door, putting a glass in the sink and filling it, locking the apartment door, making his way quietly down the narrow sets of stairs, and getting to his car. He added a few minutes for potential interception by nosy landladies who probably read romance novels all night long. He added another minute in case he couldn’t park close enough. With his shortcut, he determined that there should be no problem making it home and safe before she did.
He went back in, turned out the kitchen lights, opened the fire escape door, and took a book to the bed. The first ping came right on schedule at 4:45. “We’ll see what there is for me tonight, will review and let you know in about 30.”
He texted back, “Take your time. I’m home, I’m chill, I’m mindless.”
“Nice!” She said. “XO.”
She wrote him about 40 minutes later. “Oh honey, this might go late,” she wrote. “Maybe you should not wait up after all.”
He chewed on the corner of his phone a bit before writing back. “It’s how you’re going to make partner, babe.”
“I’ll be in touch when I’m able to talk,” she wrote. “Love you.”
He ate some chicken at the sink, poured back a glass of wine, set up another, and took his place at the table. He hit the lights and carefully withdrew the slot book. He tested the binoculars again. And then he waited.
About 45 minutes later, the lights came on. If there had been any lingering doubt that he had been dreaming all this up, those doubts smashed like a boat on the rocks when he saw Nicole kick shoes off and pull open the sliding door. Like clockwork, the bedroom window opened too, and the lights went dim.
He brought the binoculars to the slot. He saw her bend down and examine the contents of her fridge. She brought out a bottle of wine and examined its label. Was there a selection of vintages in there? She took down two tall glasses and then he saw her slip from view and re-emerge in the living room. She put glasses and bottle on the table and then took her time with an iPad. He suddenly heard quiet but raunchy music — Gangsta Rap. So not her, or not what he knew till then to be her.
He crept over to his fire door positive in the belief that could not possibly be Nicole’s music. There was no mistaking that it flowed from her open balcony door. He felt like he was viewing a complete stranger across the alley.
He watched her disappear then reappear bathed in bright light. She had pulled her hair out and was pushing it around. It had to be the bathroom mirror she was checking herself out in. She shook her head and pushed the hair up and made it messy. Then she danced with her ass sticking out and her arms sticking forward and her head rotating so her hair flew around in a circle. “The hell,” he muttered out loud. He drank up his second glass and poured a third.
She seemed to startle at something, grabbed her phone, and dashed to the door. The buzzer? She opened the door a crack. He saw her smile standing right in the middle of the dim-lit living room facing directly toward him, but looking at the phone in her hands. She wore a slim body-hugging red dress that bared her shoulders in little cut outs. It tapered into her knees and she had black stockings on under that. She looked small and vulnerable and gorgeous. She looked happy and excited too. She put her phone down and turned back to her door. Mattias’s phone pinged.
“All alone here, poor me. Just checking in, hard at work honey,” she wrote. “Will let you know the shape of things in a while.”
Mattias wrote back, “Roger that.”
He saw her walking backwards with her arms extended. Emerging from behind a wall was a guy, also arms extended because she was pulling him into her living room. She twirled around under his arm as though they were ballroom dancing and then she gestured to the couch and the glasses there. She sat on the further side facing Matters, and the man sat on the nearer side.
She poured the glasses and handed him his and sipped from hers. She tucked her legs up under herself and turned to face him sitting sideways. They talked. She twirled her finger in her hair. They laughed some. She pulled her knees to tuck her legs up tighter.
Mattias saw her in a way he had never seen her before. She leaned her head sideways on the back of the couch. She stretched out her legs and put her feet on the coffee table. She laughed with her mouth wide open and her head all the way back. He heard her too. She squealed even. Whatever they were talking about, she was reacting all shy and coy-like, laughing, shaking her head, and pretending to hide her face behind her hair. He could hear their voices, it was so quiet in that alley. But try as he might, he could not make out individual words.
He watched her get up and, on tip toes, race to the iPad and select something else to put on. He saw her come back and this time sit right beside the guy and lay her hand on the back of the couch behind him. Mattias watched as she smiled and her hand draped around his shoulder. He still had an ounce of doubt amidst the sea of evidence. It evaporated when he watched through his binoculars her eyes close, her face tilt, and her body lean. They began to kiss. And it wasn’t a peck, as, say, her husband was accustomed to. It went on and on. He took the binoculars down as though they lied, but his bare eyes confirmed what he wanted so hard to doubt.
She broke the kiss, pushing the man off her, and picked up the phone. The man’s hands grabbed her by the waist. She needed to get off the couch to keep away from him, laughing. Mattias heard her say loudly, “Just a minute!” The man came up behind her and hugged her with his hands covering her breasts. She squirmed and writhed but she laughed too, not pushing him off. She tossed the phone down and turned within his embrace and went into him for another long kiss.
Mattias’s phone pinged. “This could go past midnight, hon. You’re such a dear. What would I do without my man?” she had written him.
He watched her hands go over the man’s head and get tangled in his hair. He saw them start to sway together in a little private dance. He saw the man’s hands drift down over her ass. He wrote her back, “Gonna turn in I guess,” he wrote. “As long as you’re safe.”
In a few moments, he saw her not break her embrace from the man, but lean over to pick up her phone and read it. While she did, her neck was exposed and the man went in for a kiss and a nibble. He heard her shriek and saw her toss the phone onto the couch and moan out loud.
Mattias watched as she took him by the hand back to the couch. She looked down and walked all slinky. There was nothing he was watching that was anything like how he knew Nicole. They began to make out on the couch. He saw her touch his lips and trace out their shape with her finger tip. He saw him suck her finger into his mouth and he saw her head fall back. He heard her squeal. He never heard her squeal before.
They talked and kissed and poured more wine. And just as Mattias was thinking he might steal away for a leak and a refill his wine, he watched his wife push the man’s chest so he flopped against the back of the couch, and he saw her reach down and undo his belt and then his pants. Mattias watched as his wife leaned over and brought her face close to his face and he saw her smile with mischief and heard her voice in a higher pitch, little-girl questioning tone. He couldn’t believe it, but she was pulling out his cock in her hand. That was the only possibility he could make out through his binoculars.
She kept her face against his, kissing him and smiling and even licking his lips. Mattias could see his cock and it was getting big and hard inside her hand, and she stroked it. He watched as Nicole stood up. The man tried to stand too, but she pushed against him and wagged her finger and shook her head in a teasing way. She pushed the table aside with her foot. She started to dance.
She did big swaying motions with her hips. She reached up behind and under her hair and began to tug the zipper to her tight red dress down, all the way to her ass. She shook it off and stepped out of it. She quickly pulled off her stockings. She put her hands on her hips and drew them down her thighs and then stepped toward the man. She opened her stride so that his legs fit between hers where he sat. Mattias saw his hands reach for her and he watched her slap them away and give him a finger wag and a head shake again, all with a vixen’s smile.
She danced seductively and half-naked in front of him. He saw her eyes were closed. Her head swiveled. She danced so close to his body and face that if he moved they would touch, but he learned not to. He saw her elbows crook and her hands twist together behind her back. He watched as she collapsed her shoulders and made her black bra slide down her arms and fall on the floor. He watched as her pelvis undulated as she pushed it toward his face and then turn around and push her ass out to his face. She slowly pulled her panties down. The man was stroking himself while Mattias’s wife danced naked in front of him
And so was Mattias.




III

What is it that flies in the face of and blinds all that makes sense when a man becomes hard despite watching his wife fall prey to the sexual predation of another man? A further question, equally baffling, to Mattias: What is it about displays of sexual aggression and gratification that makes them all the more spellbinding the less we are allowed to see? His wife that night stood her man up, pushed his pants down, undressed him completely for Mattias to see, and then took him by the hand away from view, into the bedroom. She also picked up her phone on the way.
A moment later the bedroom curtains lit up, and immediately dimmed. He saw shadows against the curtain. He heard laughter and shrieking. His phone pinged after about half an hour. “Looks like an all-nighter, lovey,” she wrote him. “Got the pillow out already. Think of me,” she said. He stayed another 30 minutes sitting on the threshold of the fire door letting the cool evening breeze wash over him, and the sound of his wife having what can only be described as intense sexual pleasure across the alley.
When it finally died down, he got up. He felt disgusted with himself. He had come in his hand. He cleaned up, put the chicken away, and rinsed out his wine glass. He took one last survey through the binoculars. On the floor was a heap of men’s clothing. On the couch was a red dress. On the table was a black bra, and there, just as the living room rounds to the bedroom, he could see her black panties, twisted up and on the floor. Watching her made him hard. Not seeing her but hearing her, made him unable to stop from coming.
She arrived home Saturday morning and went straight for the shower before even saying “hi” to Mattias. He came into the bathroom as he often did, and sat on the closed toilet. She took the world’s longest showers, particularly on Saturday mornings. Everything had a new meaning now.
He said to the shower door, “You get it all done last night, babe?”
She said, “Ohh, yeah, it was a good night. I’m glad I stayed. Got a lot done.”
“That’s good,” he said. ‘Me too.”
“Oh, what’s that honey?”
“Just online. Lots of thing to see, lots of things to listen too.”
“You and your historical documentaries,” she snorted.
She stepped out. “Get my towel, dear?” she beckoned with an outstretched arm and fluttering fingers. He couldn’t help thinking he saw those fingers wrapped around a stranger’s stiff cock only 10 hours earlier.
He got her towel and let her step backward into it and wrapped it around her. He hugged her from behind and clasped her breasts in his hands. “Not now hon,” she said, ducking and weaving out of his grasp. Mattias didn’t know what he would have done if she had been receptive. Would he balk at sticking it into another man’s come? There was little risk of that happening anyway. She never had anything close to a mood for it Saturdays. Particularly after pulling an all nighter at the office. No wonder.
Mattias acted strange around her that whole weekend. She had reason to wonder what got into him. It took him till noon to arrive at the reasoning that just because that was the first time he learned about what was going on Friday nights, in reality, it had been going on for an indefinite number of months, perhaps years, prior. Nothing had changed from her point of view. Everything had changed from his, though. He masturbated thinking about watching her, seeing her full of eagerness pulling the stranger into her apartment and kicking the door closed. And watching her flirt and flick her hair and get closer to him, kissing him, stripping for him.
What made him unable to stop touching himself was the replay over and over in his mind of her cutting it out with the foreplay and puling him up off the couch and taking him to her bedroom. She slinked there. She led him with long hair falling forward over her face. His mind nearly exploded thinking about why he heard nothing for several minutes and then her beginning to moan out loud and laughing after. And then the squealing.
The moments of no noise were more craze-inducing than anything else. What was going on when she made no noise at all? He had naively thought at the time they had fallen asleep. Not so.
Mattias was a wreck at work all week. He stopped off at a bar on the way home Monday. He never did that before, certainly not alone. Tuesday, he thought “Fuck it,” and he went for a long drive. Nicole texted him several times, wondering what happened to him. He let the phone stew for 30 minutes before pulling over and telling her he was okay, just an impromptu meeting with parents that went overtime.
They made love Wednesday night. He licked her and he used a tiny vibrator to make her come. She liked to put her ass in the air in front of him. She said, “I feel so dirty and wrong doing that, I love it.”
Thursday, he couldn’t resist and he asked her what she thought Friday was going to look like. She said, “Haven’t even glanced yet. I like to start looking when it’s like Friday past 2,” she said. Mattias said to himself, “Data point taken.”
Friday he nearly had to book the day off work, he had never had so much anxiety and tension riveting his body. He saw her off in the morning wearing a striking blue dress with turned up collar, wide black belt, and higher-than-normal black heels.
He drew attention to it. He said, “You got some special plans today? Look at you.”
She giggled fixing her earrings. “No silly. But I love dressing up Fridays for some reason.” She went back in the bathroom. She came back out. “These, or these,” she asked him, showing him different earrings.
He might not have noticed it before. She was either like this every Friday or this Friday was something special. She was positively excited. He decided that a rental would be in order tonight. He was going to get a look at things before she brought someone home.
He might be fairly accused of overly regimenting his life and creating and sticking to schedules to a fault. But the real difference is only that he was aware of it and was consciously managing it. Everybody else sticks to schedules no less than he, he reasoned. The nose of Nicole’s Jag poked up from the sloping driveway at exactly 4:45. It idled there a moment and then gurgled away. His phone pinged. “Not going to make it a late one tonight,” it said.
He followed her. This time it was her kind of place — upscale, understated, dark inside, no TVs. This was more a dinner place than a bar. Mattias didn’t go in but stayed outside. He saw small groups and couples make their way in, but no single guys. She was there longer than other nights. Perhaps it was dinner included this time.
He saw her come out finally. She stood at the entrance and thumbed her phone. Moments later, the message arrived. “Ten for sure, hon,” she wrote.
Mattias wrote, “Cool.”
She peeled out of the parking lot. He didn’t follow, he knew where she was going.
Her bright lights were on before he got into his own kitchen. She must have just arrived. The door was slid open and the lights dimmed. This time no wine was set out, nor glasses. She looked incredible in that vibrating blue dress. She left her hair up. She must have got his text because she hopped up and pressed the button by her door. She stood there with her phone.
Mattias’s phone pinged. “I’m so happy to make it an early night tonight.”
“That’s great babe,” he wrote back, staring across at her in her secret apartment. Mattias dropped his pants down and held his cock in his hand. His other hand propped up comfortably on the books holding the binoculars to his eyes, focused through his viewing slot.
The man came in. This time, they meandered across the living room talking seriously it appeared. They went to the kitchen together and he watched as they strolled across the apartment the other way and into the bedroom. He saw the light flash on and then go dim. No stop on the couch first this time.
Minutes passed and then he saw the curtain fly open and Nicole there, naked completely, at least up top, flinging the window open. More minutes passed. And then he saw them both, still in conversation, stroll to the bathroom door. Both Nicole and the man were totally naked.
Mattias waited. It seemed to be a long time. He wondered if he blinked or looked away and missed something. But finally they emerged, both wearing white robes. He recognized the robes. Her and Mattias bought them together, and then she said she was going to return them, she didn’t like the pure whiteness of them. That was over a year ago.
They went straight back to the bedroom. Mattias noticed the curtains weren’t closed after she opened the windows and he could see shadows on the walls. With the kind of curiosity that kills cats, he put a chair on the fire escape outside his fire door and, wavering, stood on it. That gave him enough of a view through the opening in the curtains to catch what appeared to be something flesh-coloured moving in some kind of rhythmic fashion.
If she looked out the window, he would have been fully and completely busted, and probably shocked enough to fall off the chair and the escape and end up dead in a pool of blood in the alley below. She didn’t though. A few minutes later, he saw a lot of motion through the billowing curtains, and then he saw unmistakably her shoulders, her back, and her hair. He also so her face rise up and plunge down, and he saw her breasts sticking out and the man’s hands cover them. It was all in glimpses as the swaying curtains allowed. The audio however was intact and high quality. It was Nicole’s voice saying over and over, “Ohh, ohhh, ohhh,” in a high pitch.
Mattias again sat on the threshold where it was at least safe. He stroked himself to the sound of his wife riding a man she obviously knew from more than one previous visit. What he heard was the “Ohs” rise in pitch, volume and frequency, and then stop for about five seconds, and then the sound of a beautiful woman falling off a cliff.
Nicole never orgasmed with him during intercourse. It was always the machine.
Mattias ended up sliding down sideways onto the floor and nearly fall asleep with his legs hanging over the iron fire escape. It was his phone that woke him up. It was Nicole: “See? Done early like I said this time! I know this particular file though,” she said. He pulled myself up and had a look through the slot. All the lights were off. She was already gone and on her way home.
His heart raced. He left the fire door unlocked and dashed down the stairs. The landlady was coming up the first level stairs.
“Oh Mattias!” she said, “I’ve been meaning to have a word with you.”
“Can’t stop, kids in hospital,” he shouted.
“Oh my!” she cried out, “Go, go!”
The car was a full block away. He dropped his keys trying to get in. He sped home. He could see her car ahead of him rounding the corners of their own suburban labyrinth coming into their street. His car was home, thankfully, since he had a rental out. He parked on the street one over and ran through their backyard, over a fence, and through prickly shrubs into their backyard. She had already entered the house and turned lights on. He could hear her calling his name. He quickly stole into a lounger on their backyard deck and made himself look up at the stars. He called out, trying not to sound out of breath, “Out here, babe.”
She couldn’t hear him but she did flick deck lights on and spotted him. He waved. She tried to slide the patio door but found it oddly locked. She came out. “Mat?” she said with concern.
“Babe?” he answered back.
“What’s going on?” she said.
Mattias was so close to giving her the same question back. He said, “Huh? Just watching the stars, babe.”
“The door was locked,” she said.
Mattias pretended to make no sense of that. “Weird,” he said. “You get everything done you needed to?” he asked.
She said, “Yeah, it was good.” She laid back on the lounger beside me. “It’s an old file I already know pretty well,” she said softly. “Just a check-in really.”
“When they going to make you partner, Nicole? All these late nights. How long since you started doing that?”
“Oh gosh,” she said. “I’m going to say two and a half years.”
“That’s pretty precise.”
She reached out and they held swaying hands between the two lounger’s in the dark. “It was shortly after I turned associate. All the added responsibility. I couldn’t relax on the weekend unless I got all the jams out.”
Mattias said to her, “Lots of people take up a hobby to get their mind off things.”
She looked over at him and said, “Mm-hm.” She smiled. “I need a shower,” she said, and drifted inside.
Mattias began to piece together her language: files, looking at files, old files, new files, files that are going to take longer than originally thought. She had been telling him the truth all along, for over two years.




IV

One Saturday, after Nicole returned from one of her all-nighters, Mattias got up early and crept out. He snatched her keys on the way. At the Home Depot, the man said they can’t copy building keys. “My mom falls down and phones me. I need to get in.” He got the key cut. He put the originals back in the bowl before his wife stirred.
He booked Monday off and made his way to his wife’s apartment. The place was still in disarray. The bed looked like a tornado whipped the sheets into a cone. Wine glasses with puddles in their bottoms were still in the living room. Cushions from the sofa were displaced. In addition, his wife’s bra and panties were on the arm of the sofa. He looked out and up into his grotto window across the alley. It was crammed with book edges. He went back to the bedroom. He ran his hand over the sheets where his wife laid, where she spread open for a man. Both anger and arousal coursed through his veins. Arousal won: he pulled the curtains open and bent the rod so they’d jam open.
The following Friday after work, he parked and strolled the sidewalk to his grotto. He had a lot of time before his wife got back from whatever bar she was meeting her latest Tinder match at. Already committed to the front door of the old house, he was startled by the voice of his friend. “Mattias?”
Mattias spun around and his heart pounded. Landon stood on the sidewalk with a half grin and a half gape. They stood locked on each other for several beats before Mattias waved him to hurry up and come inside.
“Of course I was keeping it secret,” he said when they were upstairs. “I need to get away from Nicole sometimes. We fight a lot,” he didn’t mind lying.
“Terrible,” Landon said. He bought the lie. “What do you do here?” he said, not realizing he was scanning and fingering the peeping viewer. Mattias gave him the “Obviously” look.
“I sit at the table because I always fall asleep reading if it’s too comfortable.”
Landon found the wine after going through the mostly empty cupboards. Mattias tried to shut it down, but he was no match for a friend. “You’re only here tonight because you’re having one with her, so I’m not leaving you alone,” Landon retorted. He poured out two tall glasses.
Mattias could not angle the conversation toward an end, and it looked like Landon was settling in. Just in the middle of a sentence, he stopped, ducked, and crept over to the window in the door of the kitchen at the top of the fire escape. “Hot damn!” he smiled.
Mattias looked terrified.
“Hot babe across the alley or what!” he grinned.
“What?” Mattias said, feigning ignorance.
“Don’t tell me you never noticed the chick over there!”
Mattias gestured to the books piled up against the window.
“Idiot. Hoo-wee, look at that.” He stared.
Mattias grew frightened he’d give away the secret perch. He turned the lights out. “Let me see,” he said. He watched Nicole ready the place. She looked stunning in her pencil skirt and tight sweater. She undid the ties in her hair and swung it around and fluffed it out. She dimmed the lights.
Landon gawked. He hadn’t met Nicole and had no idea it was Mattias’s wife. Mattias had to join him in watching. Landon said quietly, “If I’m not mistaken, she’s expecting company. I don’t believe you never noticed her before.”
Mattias said nothing.
Nicole appeared in the bedroom. The light went on and then was dimmed. She came to the window and opened it. She tugged at the curtains three or four times and gave up leaving them open. Mattias regretted his visit earlier in the week.
“Oh my god!” Landon whispered in a shout. A guy came into the apartment. The curtains over the large patio doors were as wide open as could be. “Dude!” Landon gasped. Mattias felt now that he was invading his wife’s privacy. Him watching her was one thing. But now Landon was watching his wife too, and getting off on it. “She looks top end, Mat. Professional, you know?”
Mattias nodded. “Maybe we shouldn’t be watching,” he tried.
Landon completely ignored him. He got his glass of wine and went back to his viewing spot. “Fella could use some binoculars,” he muttered. Mattias phewed that they hadn’t been found, or the ruse would have been given up. It was only chance that they had been put away in a kitchen drawer, and only a chance on top of that that Landon hadn’t opened it.
Nicole was flirting on the sofa across the alley. She was swinging her crossed leg, flicking her waves of hair, and laughing too expressively. The man put his hand around the back of Nicole’s neck and pulled her and she did not resist. They began to make out. Mattias watched his wife’s hand land on the man’s leg and then slowly travel up. His friend Landon watched the same thing. They were both silent, transfixed for radically different reasons.
“I think we’re going to get some action over there, buddy,” Landon said in now a serious tone.
“I think we’re going to go get some dinner,” Mattias tried.
“Ain’t hungry,” said Landon. He didn’t take his eyes off the apartment window.
Mattias tried to drive the point and put on his shoes and said he’s going. “Ain’t right to watch,” he said to the back of Landon’s head.
Landon wasn’t hearing him. “Check it out, bro, buddy over there is getting some.”
Mattias pretended to look but he kept his eyes shut.
“Holy fuck,” Landon said.
Mattias opened his eyes. His wife had removed her skirt and her panties. Her legs were draped over the shoulders of the man who was now kneeling on the floor in front of the couch. He was eating her out. Her fingers ran through his hair. She appeared to be craning to watch, in between thrusts of her head falling back. It looked like prime pleasure. The man lifted his face and they talked and she laughed. She also reached for her phone. A moment later her head fell back and her eyes closed and the phone fell like water from her releasing hand.
Mattias’s phone pinged. He snatched it up before Landon saw it. It was Nicole. “Work is going to go late I think, lots to do tonight.”
Mattias’s head spun. “I’m going to eat,” he said.
“You go eat, I’m fine here,” Landon said.
Mattias left the apartment and went down the stairs and outside. Confused and panicked about his friend watching his wife take on another man across the alley, Mattias paced around the block. To be discovered a cuckold was one thing. Having rented an apartment across from the wife’s love nest stocked with binoculars and wine to watch the proceedings for how long? was quite another. He found a park a couple of blocks away and sat on a bench, his hands buried in his pockets, rocking. Was his friend jerking himself off watching his wife fuck another man?
A further and deeper question troubled him. Why was he feeling more aroused than ever just now? He himself wasn’t watching. And yet the emotional energy was higher than for anything he’d ever seen. His phone pinged again. “Big file,” was all it said.  A moment later, she wrote again. “Going to take time this one.”
He swallowed hard and made his way back to his apartment. Just as he approached the door at the top of the stairs, his phone pinged again. It was Landon. “Hey buddy, where’d you go? I had to get home, check in with you later. Sorry about Nicole and you.” At first Mattias didn’t understand what he meant. Had something happened across the alley? Then he remembered the reason he gave for having an apartment: it was for when they were fighting.
He went inside. Landon was gone. He peeked across at the living room. He locked his door and got out the binoculars. No one was there. But there were clothes all over the floor and cushions too. His cock grew hard again. Then he remembered the bedroom window and the curtain rod he bent. He could almost not bear to look. But look he did.
Shadows moved back and forth. He pulled a chair in front of the door and climbed up. Through the top of the door window, he could see nearly everything, all of it bathed in soft yellow light. He saw the skin of his wife’s long slender back, moving in undulating waves and the two hands of another man passing up and down over it. He saw her neck extend and her head fall back and her hair flow rhythmically over the man’s hands. He could see her breasts projecting out and her own hands caressing them. He could see her whole body rise up and drop down. His wife was fucking the man. And as she did, her eyes were closed and her mouth was open in the most complete expression of sexual passion and gratification that he could ever recall seeing.
He was overcome with a powerful feeling that was new. He stroked himself and as he rose to his eruption, he realized he was experiencing the height of his own wife’s sexual pleasure in his very own body. He didn’t have to keep his eyes open to know that she was convulsing in orgasm too. He sprayed his kitchen cupboards.
Exhausted, he drove home. He sat in the dark until his wife pinged him. “Think I’m wrapping up here, see you soon.”
He wrote back, “I think someone needs a good soaking, I’ll get your bath ready for you.”
“How did you know?” she wrote. “Love you, sys.”




V

One Friday night, Nicole came into the apartment early. Mattias was reading at his kitchen table and didn’t notice her. He had unstacked his books and had actually found some accidentally interesting. He dove to the floor and scrambled for the light switch.
She came in wearing her professional clothes from the morning, but he watched as she changed into things a little more slinky and clubby for the evening. She admired herself in the bathroom mirror, which Mattias could watch in side profile from across the alley. There was no denying she was super hot.
This date seemed different in other ways as well. She was heading out to meet someone not after work but later in the evening. It was after 11 before she got back. The lights flicking on alerted Mattias. She was hand-in-hand with a younger looking man this time — and the way he dressed, he could’ve been a university student. She was all over him when the door closed. And he was all over her, too.
Mattias crouched in his book viewing slot before fetching the binoculars. Their hands felt up all over their bodies. The young man reached between her thighs and seemed to grab her between her legs. She squirmed and tried to get away, but she also shrieked and laughed. And she grabbed him between the legs too. She didn’t wait for the sofa to advance things either. Against the wall outside the bathroom, she pushed him, knelt, undid his jeans, and took him. Mattias couldn’t see the details because he was looking at the back of her bobbing head. The young man pushed his hands into her thick luxurious hair and closed his eyes. She stripped out of her dress while on her knees, with his cock in her mouth. It was beautiful, Mattias had to say to himself. Her black bra straps, her black panties, her long flowing hair, her back — her best, most sexiest feature: he had to begin again, stroking himself, though he tried not to.
They played naked in her apartment, both strolling around completely naked. In the kitchen where she went to get wine, he followed her and pumped his cock into her when she bent over. He carried her to the counter and rammed her sitting there. Mattias could hear her shrieking. She was loving it. He grabbed her breasts roughly and manhandled her a lot. She came to the living room and knelt on the sofa leaning on the back, and wiggled her bare butt to entice him. He mounted her standing on the sofa seats. After he fell off, she dove down on him with her mouth with a ferocity unseen before.
She also pushed him down further and truly shoved her pussy into his face and onto his mouth, forcing him to eat her out. He got up after making her come and they stood and hugged. Then she climbed up his body and he held her and walked with her on him out the living room and into the bedroom. Mattias watched as the young man’s back rose and fell onto his wife beneath. He could hear her moan in pleasure. He slumped down against the door and out of sight. His wife’s moans filled the night air. Again he could feel new feelings rise up in him bringing him to some strange new level of pleasure. He rose up with the cuts in his wife’s moans across the alley. He could tell she was about to orgasm, as much from the feelings inside him as the sounds outside. His orgasm was a new kind. It was long and deep and seemed to sustain itself. And something else happened to him as well. It died down but for only a few minutes, before it rose back up within him, surprising him with yet another orgasm right away, and this one even harder and deeper than the first. It felt like he ejaculated more as well, even though nothing came out.
By the time things died down across the way, he had come like that four times. He sprawled on the kitchen floor wasted and naked. The fourth time, he didn’t even hear anything from outside. But the feeling was just as undeniable and just as all-embracing. It was from outside him and could not be stopped. Nothing came out, of course. But nothing needn’t have. It felt as explosive and complete as any from his life.
He fell asleep there. When he woke up, he got to his unsteady legs and noticed that she was just leaving. He caught the lights going out. That was close, he thought. He had time to beat her home, and he stood surveying the darkened living room across the alley, the scene of so much new feelings he experienced that night. That’s when the young man came out of the hallway and Mattias hit the deck. When he was satisfied he hadn’t been seen, he crept up to this viewing slot and looked again. The bathroom light was on. The guy was strolling around naked as though getting a shower ready. Was Nicole leaving him there?
The following Friday, she texted Mattias. “For sure an all nighter tonight, hon. Don’t wait up. Might be at it most of tomorrow too.”
He told her to enjoy herself. She didn’t bother to correct him. He went to the apartments later and saw Nicole and the young man come back again. The sexual activity was more rough and active than with other men. It was also the first time Mattias noticed the same man twice. And again, she left and he didn’t.
Nicole told him that week that she hasn’t made partner yet, but that they were giving her a big corporate file to manage. “It means I’m going to be out of town Friday to Sunday night, probably Monday sometimes too,” she said, “at least for the first while.” Mattias nodded. He wasn’t sure if this was all a lie. That Friday, he knew it was. She and the young man stayed in that night. Mattias watched and read books. They hung out most of Saturday too. Nicole kept up a stream of texts, all of them believable about being busy, all of them total fabrications. He followed them to a restaurant, and around a mall where they shopped for clothes together. They spent Saturday in the apartment, and went out late at night. At around one in the morning, the lights came on over the way. They came in tightly in each other’s arms and went straight to the bedroom. Mattias got ready to watch again. But after his wife’s dress came off, his own knees buckled. The young man had pressed her against the wall and had fallen to his knees. He was going down on her. And Mattias felt all of it.
He tried to stay up but was crumpled on the floor in moments. He didn’t have to watch to see what the man was doing to her. He could feel invaded, he could feel the rough and soft tongue, and he could feel the waves of heat flowing around his body. They ended up on the sofa to snuggle and watch a show. They were under a blanket in the darkness. Mattias watched through his slot. They began to make out. The blanket moved and Mattias knew that the young man’s hands were active on her. He could feel tingling on his chest. And he could feel warmth between his legs. He grew hard and his cock throbbed even without him touching it. He looked again and his wife was leaning back, panting, and clutching at the young man’s wrist between her legs. Mattias felt the wave rise in him and he could not control it. He stiffened, rose off his chair, and his arm swept the stack of books off the sill. He flopped over the table and ejaculated. When he realized what he had done, he looked up to see his wife looking back at him. He dove to the floor. There was no doubt she saw someone up there who had been watching them. But had she seen who?




VI

On the pretense of the non-existent large corporate file, Nicole slept at her apartment Friday, Saturday and Sunday nights, and sometimes Monday, and at home only some Mondays, and Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday nights. Also predicated on the corporate file, she was always too exhausted for any lovemaking during the week. “You understand, don’t you,” she said to Mattias.
He did. He was no less exhausted himself. The sex was incredible and non-stop. He experienced orgasms 3, 4, or 5 times a night, three or four nights in a row, whatever his wife experienced. He hardly watched anymore. It was enough, indeed, even more than enough, to be that close. He was having more orgasms that he could stand, and they were all deeply powerful, enough to literally take him off his legs.
But he did watch when they were in foreplay mode. He noticed the sofa had been reoriented. It now showed more of what was going on. The bed seemed to be in a more visible place as well. On Friday, Mattias found a hand-addressed envelope in his mail box downstairs. It was addressed, “Occupant.” He took it upstairs expecting a marketing scheme, clever with the look of handwriting. Inside was a handwritten note. “I know you watch.” His heart skipped a beat.
He read on when he swallowed and got in a chair. “Do you like what you see?” it asked. The letter went on to accuse him of being a pervert and a creep. It pointed out that if he was filming, he’d be going to jail. He knew she was a lawyer and was probably right. But he was relieved nonetheless. Nothing in the letter indicated she knew who it was across the alley from her apartment who had been watching her. But then he began to puzzle out the meaning in a different way. The sofa and bed had been moved to give him a better view. He re-read the letter. It didn’t say anything about stopping, it just warned against filming. And the curtains had not been closed.
He couldn’t handwrite a letter back because she would recognize it so he had to find an old typewriter. He did, at that same old bookstore. More questions, and more rude avoidance followed. There was no way he could explain what the antique was for to the owner of the bookstore. He wrote in complete, anonymous honesty. “I do watch,” he wrote. “And I do enjoy.” He offered to stop if she wanted him to. But he also created the impression, without lying, that maybe there was a medical condition involved. He said that he enjoyed masturbating and watching more than real sex anyway. And that she gave him that and more.
One day, Mattias went down to his apartment to clean it a bit. It was a Monday afternoon, a day off work, and his wife was at work too. He looked up and noticed the young man coming home. That was not unusual, he was a student who would have odd hours. But what was unusual was that a young woman came into the apartment after him. Mattias put down his vacuum and picked up his binoculars. The two young people first appeared to be innocent. The young man made them both coffees and they both got out their computers like they had a joint project to complete. But the innocence ended quickly. Sitting on the floor together leaning on the front of the sofa, they began to kiss. Anger welled up in Mattias when he watched the man’s hand move up the woman’s leg, and then under her skirt and go further.
He shook his head in disbelief when the young woman pushed herself up on the sofa and the young man followed her there, pushing open her knees and pushing up her skirt around her waist. Mattias watched her lift her hips as he tugged off her panties. He saw him go down on her and he watched her buck her hips up into his face. He continued watching when she pushed him back and tugged off his jeans and took that same cock his wife had just rode the night before into her mouth, deep and fully. She was cute and her body was taut. But Mattias did not grow hard, even when she crawled up the young man’s body, reached behind and under herself, and guided his cock, his wife’s cock, into her own pussy, and lowered herself to engulf it. Mattias grew angry when he watched the young man orgasm inside her.
By the following week, Mattias noticed that the young woman and young man stayed overnight, and in fact she seemed to be living there from Tuesday to Friday afternoon. They worked together a lot but they also fucked a lot. On Friday afternoon, Nicole bid adieu to Mattias and arrived at the apartment and her and the young man picked up where they had left off the previous weekend. Mattias could not allow his wife to be hurt like this. In his next intimate letter to her, he enclosed a copy of his apartment key. He invited her to come over at a time he knew the young man and woman would be in her apartment.
Nicole came in expecting to find the man who had intrigued her and who she decided excited her beyond anything she felt before, being so closely watched, and so masturbated over. She didn’t find anyone home though. She did notice the viewing slot, and binoculars. And she also noticed her lights on across the alley. She sat at Mattias’s kitchen table and peered through the slot with the binoculars. She watched her boyfriend kiss and touch a young woman. She saw him run his hands over her body and saw the woman stretch out in pleasure. She saw them remove each other’s clothes and she watched as her boyfriend went down between the woman’s slender thighs. She knew what he could do down there. She watched the woman’s expression go from tickling to outright ecstasy. And she watched as her boyfriend pushed her back and rolled her over and mounted her from behind, hard and deep and long. Yes, she touched herself. But when Mattias came back to his apartment the following day, he saw the young man leave with his bag and not come back.
Nicole went back to sleeping with professionals on Tinder. They both exchanged anonymous text accounts. She showed him men on Tinder and Mattias helped her pick prospects out. Mattias would receive one text from her about whether she should fuck the man whose profile she attached, and in the very next moment, he would receive a text from her on his real account telling him she was working hard going through files at work.
On Friday night, she returned to her apartment with no one. She began to text Mattias on both accounts. They talked intimately about their sexual experiences. He told her how it felt to orgasm when he watched her orgasm. She asked him if he wanted to watch her masturbate right then. She put a show on for him, slowly undressing, spreading herself on her sofa with the lights on, looking over at his viewing slot. He texted her about what he was doing watching her. She strolled around in her underwear to tease him. She fingered herself pressing against the big window. She also texted his other account: “Might be home very late.”
She said to him on the other line, “You make me feel so wild and free.” When she made herself come, he couldn’t stop coming himself.
At home, Nicole told Mattias the big job was over, she wasn’t needing to leave town anymore. She eventually began to spend only Friday evenings at her apartment, coming home around 12. She stopped having men over completely, instead preferring to masturbate in the window for her secret admirer in the apartment across the alley. They talked in text all evening, rubbing themselves and coming. Then she said an intimate goodnight and went home. He also said goodnight, and raced home, always just a few minutes ahead her. During the week, she would text him on the secret account and see if he was around to “play” later in the day. If he was, which was usually always, she would then text him again on his real account to tell him she was working late that day. He would get to his apartment and she would get to hers, and they would masturbate, he watching her put on her show, she knowing he was watching, and coming with her.
Aside from not actually touching, it was the most sex they had ever had in their entire marriage.




Quean Wife

I

The young woman inhaled through her hands that were clasped over her face. “Okay,” she murmured, and then she squealed. “No,” she wavered.
“None of those other boats can see you, it’s too dark,” He assured her.
The young woman darted her eyes to Olivia, who she could barely see through a deck window below.
“My personal assistant. She sees nothing, hears nothing, I guarantee it,” He said about His wife.
The woman sighed. She pushed her trainers off with her toes. She took another deep breath and hooked her thumbs in her billowy pink pants. “Are you sure?” she asked suspiciously. She dropped them down anyway and lifted her heel up behind herself to pick them off.
He pointed at her top.
“You’re crazy,” she said, shaking her head, but grinning too. She shrugged to let the spaghetti straps of her satin red tank top fall down her arms and shimmied out of that too. She stood in front of Him with her wrists twisted together and her hands clasped tightly in front of her black bikini panties. He looked at her strapless bra and nudged His head sideways. She breathed sharply out her nose and scanned the water.
“Should I?” she wondered. He didn’t say anything. She crooked her arms behind her back and unsnapped it. She crossed her arms over her chest and gazed. “Now what?” she said almost too quietly to hear.
He looked down at His lap and back up at her. She blew her beige blonde bangs up off her forehead. “It’s embarrassing,” she said.
“Come over here, I want to taste you.”
She gasped in shock and covered her face in her hands again. Her eyes widened and she grinned downward. She glanced toward Olivia again, who seemed to be immersed in her computer screen down there. She took tentative steps, rising on her toes with her hands clasped behind her back. “Okay,” she cooed tentatively. Her breasts jiggled.
She stopped in front of Him and looked hard away to the side. He molded His fingers and palms around her shoulders. Her torso heaved with a big breath. They felt tender and silky. He drew His fingertips around the small bulges at the sides of her breasts. She sucked in sharply and shivered.
“Cold?” He asked.
“No,” she bit her lip looking down and away.
He ran His palms over her stomach and sides like a sculptor checking the smoothness of His work. He pushed His hand down the front of her panties. Her flesh there was pillowy. He found her slit. It was slippery. He pressed His middle finger between her petals. She wriggled and her breath halted. Her hands instinctively gripped His wrist.
She moved closer to Him. “I should probably take these off,” she hesitated. She bent at her closed knees and hooked her thumbs in her bikini panties. “Right?” she whispered. She was already stepping out of them before He nodded.
He sat on the cushioned bench around the stern. She stepped one foot up and looked down to watch Him probe her. She gathered her hair in one hand and her other took His shoulder for balance.
“You’re nearly dripping,” He noted. His wife looked over her shoulder and out the tiny window.
“I’m shy,” she confessed. Her body quaked a moment and she sucked breath through her teeth. He looked up at her and she stuck her tongue out.
He began to rub her. Both her hands gripped His shoulders and she brought her other knee up. She knelt on the cushions across His lap. “It feels good though,” she purred. Her nipples poked His chest.
He eased His middle finger inside her. She met His forehead with hers and watched with Him as His finger disappeared. She breathed out all catching and jagged. He began to slide His finger in and out of her, making sucking and gurgling sounds inside her. She bit her lower lip hard and moaned in a high pitch.
He raised His face to see hers. She squinted at Him and sucked more breath. Her hips began to gyrate in time with His finger. Her skin grew flush and hot. Her body rocked. “It’s good,” she said.
“What is?” He asked, moving a second finger into her.
Her head fell back and her fingers entwined at the back of His neck to hold on. She appeared to be in a large silent yawn. She came forward again and bit His lower lip. “You,” she said. “I’m so horny right now,” she whispered.
“You’re very wet,” He agreed.
“I know,” she whimpered.
She plunged her hand down between them and pushed on His crotch. “I’m horny for that,” she cooed. Her hips started to work hard against His fingers. She moaned yearningly and started to rub Him. She began to breathe hoarsely. She watched her own hand grip His outline under His jeans. Olivia’s eyes closed with her face resting on the glass.
She flicked her head and her hair fell forward. She squeezed Him and gulped, “Should I?”
“Should you what?” He said.
She snorted. “You know!” She opened her mouth and let her tongue out over her lip and laughed lightly.
“If you want,” He said.
She wrapped her arms tight around His neck and kissed His mouth deeply. “Are you sure your assistant can’t see?” She flopped her body and slid down to the deck not waiting for an answer. She grinned while she undid His pants. He could see His wife inside the small window, could see her closed eyes. She tugged them off. She held His member in her fist and licked up its entire length as though He was ice cream. She went “Mmmm!”
She giggled and opened her mouth wide and fit the head of His cock inside. She grunted and came off again. “It’s big,” she groaned.
She brought her pink glossed lips to it again, kissing it and then forcing her mouth down onto Him. She came off, caught her breath, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and marveled. She peered up at Him and beamed. “I love it,” she panted.
She started to work on Him and hummed and moaned. She came off every few moments to catch her breath and look up at Him with passion and animus filling her eyes. “You’re so horny too, aren’t you,” she gulped, and she went back down on Him, swirling like a corkscrew on Him, tightly and smoothly.
He spent Himself into her mouth and she shuddered and groaned loudly. She came off and shrieked and laughed proudly with His come dribbling off her chin and down her breasts.
An Uber was already waiting for her when she stepped off the boat, thanks to Oliva. They retuned below decks. Olivia stripped herself and eased Him onto the bed down there. She used warm cloths to clean Him, lifting His cock and gently wiping. “Was she okay?” she asked.
“You did well,” He replied with His eyes closed. She studied her work till she had wiped Him everywhere, including and especially His feet, and then she curled up against Him from behind and they slept in the gently rocking ripples.




II

Others left so that Olivia and a young woman with long curly hair remained. She straightened her dark blue tube top up over her full breasts. She slouched in the chair so her short denim skirt pulled up even shorter. She bopped her head as she scanned the lit-up city out the large hotel window.
“Another drink?” He called over the loud music.
“Are you trying to get me drunk?” she grinned. She held out her empty glass. Her long black curls flopped around her face.
He sat on the bed in His clothes. Olivia moved through the door to the adjoining room and left it slightly parted. The woman stood up and leaned on the window looking down at the streets far below. She turned around and leaned her back on the glass facing Him. Her arms rose up and her hands reached for the ceiling in a stretch. She snorted and then kicked off her open toe sandals, trying to hit Him with them. She chuckled.
“No one’s coming back?” she called out. He could barely hear her, but shook His head No. The woman tilted her head toward the open door to the adjoining room with a questioning look on her face. He waved His hand to dismiss Olivia as a factor. “My assistant has to be available at all times. It’s her job.” The woman shrugged, grinned, and reefed her belt and poked the pin. She pulled it off and threw that at Him as well. She took on a contemplative look. She closed her eyes and began to dance. She swayed as she found the bottom of her tube top and pulled it up and off. It landed on His face. She laughed.
She was wearing a pink plunge bra. He dimmed the lights more. She glazed over and turned to face the city again. She wriggled her butt and dropped her skirt onto her raised ankle. She flung it at Him. She was wearing pink string panties. She put on a fake angry expression.
She twisted her bra on her torso and found the hook in front. She threw it where she had thrown the rest of her clothes, at His face. She slowly swayed and danced as she stepped toward Him. When she reached the side of the bed, she crooned, “Are you sure about her?” She tilted her head to where Olivia could partly be seen in the other room.
He just shook His head. She reached out for His hand. She guided Him to the chair by the window. She adjusted it so when He sat, He faced the city. She knelt in front and rested her elbows on His knees. She pulled at His belt and smirked.
She opened His pants and took Him in her mouth. Still she danced to the music, swaying and writhing on her knees. She hummed with Him buried inside her. She wiggled her butt against the window behind her. She took Him out of her mouth and wrapped her hand around Him. She looked up and murmured with a smile all conspiratorially. Her curls swept across His lap. She caught saliva with the back of her hand and went down on Him again.
She drove down fast and deep, groaning on Him, and came up again panting and smiling. He pushed her head back down and she took Him in her throat before fighting Him off and flying up again, coughing and grinning.
She stood up and pushed her bikini bottom down her legs and off. She draped them over His head and laughed. She pulled His pants from the very bottom till they were off. She eased her butt into His lap. She took His face in both her hands and kissed His mouth.
She murmured in His ear, “Do you want to fuck my tight little pussy?” Still her body danced, moving all around on Him. Her feet were under her butt on top of His thighs. Her hands were around His neck.
He took her full breasts in His hands and massaged them and nodded.
She pressed her face into His ear and moaned. “I want to fuck you,” she cooed.
She took His member in her hand and stroked it. She dropped her feet to the floor and moved higher up over Him. Her breasts dangled in His face. She peered down and aimed His cock at her pussy. She began to squat till the head of His cock touched her swollen flesh.
She groaned, “Oh yeah.” She moved it back and forth in the crease of her slit. “Is that good baby?” she said. She was tight and moist. His cock became wet from her. She lowered herself down and released her hand. She took Him all in. “Fuck yeah!” she cried out. Olivia leaned back in her chair with her eyes closed.
The woman pulled off and quickly turned around and squatted over Him again, reaching between her legs to aim Him into her again. She leaned forward to press her palms into the window and ground her hips down onto Him hard.
He scratched her back from her neck to her butt. Her head flung back and her curls brushed His stomach. She put her hands on His knees and started raising and lowering herself forcefully, slapping her butt against His thighs.
She whimpered and cried with yelps with each thrust. “Fuck yeah,” she groaned.
He reached around her and found her clit with His fingertips. He circled her and tugged her. She leaned back and sighed loudly. “Baby!” she cried out. Olivia stepped toward her door and listened through the gap. He rubbed the sides of her clit. She arched and reached behind her to clasp her hands behind His neck. He tickled her clit quickly and lightly. Her body quaked and she cried out again, “Fuck baby!”
She lost her rhythm and nearly fell off His lap and her body shuddered. She rose up panting, sweating, and grinning with her braids all over her face. “Baby, you did it!” she said. She spun around and went to her knees on the floor. She sucked Him with deep enthusiasm. She moaned on Him and pulled with her hand.
She stroked Him fast and peered up. She purred, “Baby I want to taste you coming in my mouth,” and she dove back on Him more voraciously than before. She lifted up again. “Gonna swallow you baby, going to make you come in my throat.”
She ground her face into His lap. He came and she pushed further onto Him, shrieking with His cock pumping and ejaculating deep inside. She lifted off coughing and more come spurted on her face, and she laughed crazily and gutturally.
She laughed to herself, dressed and left. Olivia quietly eased the door open and came into the room. He slumped as though asleep. She went to the bathroom, stripped herself, and got the shower to the perfect temperature. She returned, urged Him up by the hand, and guided Him to the bathroom. He stood under the hot rain as she gently, slowly and methodically lathered Him up all over. Washing His back and reaching around to lather under His cock and balls, she said in His ear, “Was she good?”
He raised His hands up against the shower wall. “Pretty good,” He said. She got down low and gently raised one of His feet and then the other for particular, and gentle, scrubbing.




III

The woman arched her back and leaned her hands behind her on her ankles offering Him her chest. “Go ahead then,” she pouted.
He pushed the top button through its hole and made His way button by button over the small mound of her chest. He opened her white satiny collar like a present. Her perfectly shaped breasts lurked under a black lace bra.
“I’m sure you’re not satisfied stopping there,” she said, sliding off her knees and shooting her legs straight up. She opened the buttons of her jeans for Him. He pulled them up and off. Olivia crept closer to the bedroom door along the wall of the hallway.
The woman stood up on the bed in front of His face in nothing but black panties and bra. “What are going to do now, if it matters so much to you?”
He dragged His palms up the back of her thighs. She tried to stifle it, but Olivia heard her sigh. He kissed the front of her panties.
She said, “That’s not fair.”
He took her hips in His hands and He nudged her to turn around. She was reluctant, but she turned. He took both cheeks of her ass in His hands and kneaded her. Again He heard short sharp exhalations out her nose. Olivia eased the door open and peered in from the darkness.
“This is stupid,” the woman groaned.
He reached up and unsnapped her bra.
She said, “Hey!” but after holding it up with her arms, she relented and it slid down and off.
He play-scratched her back with all His nails. She shivered and couldn’t help pushing her ass out a bit back into His face.
He said to her, “Take them off too.”
“No,” she replied bluntly.
He took His hands off her and lay back against pillows piled into the headboard. She looked over her shoulder and stared at Him pissed off.
She rolled her eyes with exaggeration and phewed. “Fine,” she said, and she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, half bent her knees, and peeled them down. “Satisfied?” she said, facing away from Him.
He said, “Spread.”
She said, “No,” again. He nudged her ankle with His foot. She spread her feet apart.
“Turn around” He said.
She turned and faced Him with her hands on her hips but keeping her legs spread open. Long wavy light brown hair all highlighted and with sparkles hung around her pretty face and danced lightly over her small bare breasts. She was slender and tanned. Her belly was soft and round and her pussy was bare. She was aglow in the dim light of the table lamp. With His gaze drawing slowly up and down, He saw her whole body tremble a moment.
He slid down flat on His back and darted His tongue out.
She sighed and pursed her lips. He took both her calves in His hands and tapped. She moved down onto His face. She adjusted her knees beside His head and leaned her elbows on the wall above Him. “Be gentle?” she said.
He held her cheeks in His hands and pressed her down. His tongue drew over the soft, giving folds of flesh that surrounded her entrance. Her body shivered. He reached up to her breasts. They fit in His hands, their nipples were hard. His tongue drew under her pussy, to the soft, flat place. It was wet with lubrication. She shuddered.
“Not there,” she whispered.
He went there, rimming her asshole.
“No,” she shivered. Her hips lowered onto His face more heavily. Olivia pushed the door and filled the frame.
He forced His tongue inside her there. She yelped in a high pitch. He pinched her nipples hard. She whispered hoarsely, “God!”
He used His fingers to spread her pussy open and exposed her clit. It was rosy red and full and glistened. He used the tip of His tongue to encircle it. She collapsed into the wall above Him and moaned.
The more He moved on her, the faster her short sharp inhalations came. She tried hard to squelch her voice, but it peeped out. She sounded surprised and in moments, His mouth and chin felt swamped with warm running wetness.
When she got her breath back, she said, “I suppose I have to do this too.” She walked back on her knees and twisted to reach behind her and gently took His cock in her fingers. “Right?” she said.
She drew the tip of His cock against her pussy lips. “You’re mean,” she said. She very slowly circled her hips around His, taking Him more deeply into her tight, gripping pussy. She whispered in a long sigh, “You’re going to be in so much trouble.” And then she yelped again and steadied herself with her palms on His chest. Her nails dug in.
She arched and curled, sending her head back and down, and her hips back and forth. Her hair swept over His face. Her breasts and nipples dragged across His mouth. He ran His hands all over her back and sides.
She moved and twisted on Him faster. Her breath became deep and fast. Each one carried the slightest whimper and moan.
He reached around her ass and grabbed. He began pumping His hips up against her thrusts. She collapsed onto Him so her mouth was against His ear and her soft silky hair covered His face. Her fingers twisted into His hair. She pulled it. Her moans and whispers filled His ear.
She said, “I’m going to come again.” Her body stiffened and her breathing stopped. She took a couple more short sharp breaths and her body erupted in quakes.
She cried out and her pussy muscles clamped tight around His cock. He exploded up into her at the same time.
She lifted off and half whispered, “I better get downstairs or he’s going to wonder.” She gave Him the quickest kiss on His lips, yanked the tiny chain on the table lamp, and closed His door softly as possible. When she slipped out the bedroom door, she didn’t notice Olivia standing against the wall in the dark.
She could make out conversation downstairs, but not the words. Without saying anything, Olivia came into the bedroom, went to the adjoining bathroom, and returned naked and with a cloth soaked in warm water. She wiped Him clean from His forehead to His soles – especially his soles. He fell asleep and she moved up against His back and wrapped her arms around His stomach. She moaned in His ear, “Was she good?”
“Mm-hm,” He affirmed sleepily. She pressed her hips against Him.




IV

The girl anchored her gaze to the corner of the kitchen. Her beige blonde bangs touched the top of her dark eyes. She was in a pink t-shirt and white-striped black track pants with desert boots. One leg poised bent on her toe, the other, pushing her hip up, planted flat on the floor.
He could feel the bass of the party music downstairs through the vibrating floor. Olivia sat quiet and still at the table. She turned the light on and quickly pulled the dimmer down. He said, “What’s up?”
“Just needed to tell you something,” she said. She cleared her throat.
He gestured to a chair.
She shrugged, glanced over at the expressionless Olivia and shook her head. “It’s nothing that important,” she said nearly too quietly to hear.
He stretched His legs out in front of Him and crossed His ankles. They stayed like that in silence for a while, hearing the muffled sounds of others whooping downstairs in some drinking game.
She gave Him a sideways glance and smirked and snorted. “Are you just going to sit there?” she asked. She glanced again at Olivia.
He shrugged. “Don’t mind her, she’s my assistant. She has to be here. Legal stuff.”
The girl nodded tentatively. “You’re making this harder,” she murmured.
“How,” He said.
“You’re just sitting there all . . . “  she trailed off. She picked her fingernail at an edge of a cupboard and twisted the ball of her foot into the floor. “I don’t know,” she groaned.
“Do you want to come over?” He pulled out a chair beside Him an inch.
“No!” she retorted, scandalized almost.
“How come?” He asked softly.
“Because I’d probably do something dumb,” she said through a nervous smile.
He continued to sit silently. She rolled her head and her eyes and slouched over to the chair beside Him. She pushed her hands between her thighs and hung her head so her hair fell over her face. She huffed out her nose. Olivia closed her eyes.
“How are you feeling?” He said.
“Nervous,” she got out as tiny as a mouse.
“Why?” He said. “It’s just Me.”
She snorted again and looked up at the ceiling. “That’s the whole problem,” she groaned.
He watched her. She peered at Him sideways through her hanging strands. Her pink gloss lips parted. Her hands pulled up tighter between her thighs. She purred, “Do you feel it too?”
“Feel what?” He said.
She put her hand over to rest on the edge of His chair. She jerked in her chair to make it bounce closer to Him. She leaned over on her locked straight arm. She shook her head back and turned her face upward to Him. “Can I at least kiss you?” she murmured. She glanced at Olivia and smiled at Him.
He draped His arms over her shoulders and slid His hands down her back past the bottom of her t-shirt. He felt goosebumps on the skin of her lower back. He slid up under her shirt and felt her torso twist and wave under His touch. Her skin felt warm, satin, and tender. She shivered and sucked air through her teeth short and sharp.
“I’m afraid of you,” she whispered almost to herself. Her hand readjusted to rest on the thigh of His jeans. Her face came close enough to His He felt her forced breath on His skin.
He tugged her shirt and she instantly helped Him, pulling it over her jutting breasts up to her neck. She wore a soft-cup flesh-colored bra. He edged it up over her breasts too. They were pink-tipped and hard. He dragged the back of His fingers over her nipples, letting them spring back between each finger.
“That’s not helping,” she whispered in a heavy breath. Her hand inched up His thigh and squeezed.
He rolled her nipple between His thumb and finger and pulled it slightly. Her whole body followed the pull toward Him. She inhaled sharply and in starts and stops. She lifted out of her chair and drew her leg over His lap and sat on Him. Both her hands went to His erection and she squeezed it, feeling out its length and breadth.
“I can’t help it,” she mouthed. “Is she, does she . . . “  she tilted her head toward Olivia, sitting with eyes closed.
“Yes,” was all He said.
The girl slipped off His lap and pulled down her track pants and climbed back up, now sitting on her folded legs on Him. She was wearing pale pink lace top panties. She grinned sheepishly and looked down to study her slender fingers undoing His jeans. Her nails were painted the same pink, with sparkles.
She brought out His member and gasped to herself wrapping her hand around it. “It’s too . . . “  she glazed over. She looked up at Him and began breathing hard. She smirked and got off Him to kneel. She peered up with big rounded eyes. She opened her lips and let her eyes fall closed and brought her mouth over and down onto Him. Her pink gloss lips reached His pubis.
She rose and fell slowly in His lap while her hands reached up under His shirt to run all over His skin. Her light hair swept over His bared stomach back and forth. She rose up and climbed back onto His lap.
“I’m so wet,” she bit her lower lip shyly. She leaned over His shoulder. He could hear her panting. He pulled the leg of her panties aside and felt the downy soft skin of her pubis. She quaked throughout her body. “I want you inside,” she whispered close against His ear. The sound of the bass pounded the floor beneath them. Voices yelled and laughed. Her wetness flowed. It was hot and thick. She huffed in His ear.
She wrapped her fingers around His cock. They were long and cool. He wrapped His hand around hers. Together they brought the head to her labia. They toyed with it there, dragging it up and down pushing her labia all over. Her body tensed and her hips arced. She cried a tiny high pitch whine in His ear. She tugged at His cock but He kept it there.
Finally, He reached around to her butt with both hands and pulled her fast and hard onto Him all the way. She cried out breathily and her body spasmed. Her hips bucked and she moaned long and deep.
He sent her back down to the party. Olivia rose from the table and let her dress fall to the floor. She was naked beneath. She brought a tub of hot water and towel and knelt before Him. She carefully cleaned His neck, under His arms, and down, between His legs. “Yes?” she asked.
“Yes,” He said with His eyes closed. “Good.”
She cradled both His feet and cleaned them thoroughly.




V

“I’m not sure I can do this,” the girl pushed off His chest and turned to lean heavily on the broad window sill overlooking the school sports fields. “Wah!” she half-yelled. “It feels too weird in the old classroom.” Her blue satiny camisole shimmered in the light of the setting sun.
He sat on the edge of a student desk. Olivia sat at a desk across the room, staring ahead as though in class. “Don’t worry about her. She needs to be here. Personal assistant. Discreet.”
The girl turned away from Olivia and toward Him and reached her arms up to press her palms on the edge of the sill she leaned back against. She crossed her legs. She wore dark blue yoga pants and had gladiator sandals on. Her face was rosy flush. She yelped again and threw her head forward. Her chocolate brown pony tail fell around her neck.
“It’s wrong, you know,” she purred, playing with the bottom of her cami. “I used to sit right where you are now.” She ran her thumbs around inside the waist of her pants back and forth a few times. “Anyway, look,” she said. She pulled the top out to show Him her black silk c-string panties. She laughed and squirmed, pulling her pants back up. “See?” she turned around and pulled them half down again to show Him her butt.
She looked up at Him through the top of her eyes and moved her top and bottom lips around each other. She kicked off her sandals and sighed and lowered her pants to her knees and pulled her legs up out of them. “This is what you wanted isn’t it?” she said softly. She draped her pants on the desk that He leaned on.
She removed her c-string and tossed it on the next desk. “It wasn’t my idea to meet up here.” She turned around in front of Him and bent over to put her hands on her knees. She pushed her butt against His lap. “I was surprised you even thought it was a good idea to meet at night.” Olivia turned away, toward the wall.
She pranced around lightly on her feet dragging her fingers over the desktops. She reached the switch and put out the lights. She lifted her cami off. She was wearing a halter neck bra under it. She stepped lightly weaving through the desks. She reached behind and undid the clip to let her bra fall forward. She lifted it over her head and left it on a desk with her cami. Her breasts were lush and small.
“Am I in trouble?” she purred when she got back to Him. She pulled out the chair — her old chair — and sat down in it. She rocked back and brought her legs up to rest across her desk. She cupped her breast in one hand and pushed the other between her legs. “Isn’t this how you always saw me?”
He went to the teacher’s desk and sat down. She stared at Him when she brought her forefinger from between her legs to her lips and licked it. Her lips were burgundy red. She followed Him to the front of the room and climbed onto the teacher’s desk. She pulled her knees up and hugged them with her arms and spun herself around to face Him. She kept her knees up but leaned back onto her elbows.
She was waxed. He brought His hand to her stomach. It felt creamy smooth. He ran His fingertips over the bumps of her ribs to the underside of her breast. It felt firm. Her nipple was hard. He brought His hand down again to feel the inside of her thigh. It felt like satin. She let her legs spread open.
He touched her pussy lips with His finger. She watched. He ran His finger down between her lips. The soft area of goosebump skin between her pussy and anus was wet. Her mouth had fallen open. Her hips wriggled.
He used two fingers to spread her lips. He exposed her clitoris and leaned forward and blew on it through pursed lips. She snorted. He brought His mouth to her lips. She flooded. He moved His tongue the way He had earlier moved His finger, down her slit, around the area before her anus, and back up inside her to circle her clit. It was engorged.
She lifted her hip an inch off the table. It gyrated in time with His soft licks on her.
“Nice for you finally getting it for real, isn’t it,” she said, her breathing becoming harder. “Right on the desk. I knew it’s what you were always thinking.” She rolled over and got on her hands and knees on top of the desk. “I know what you’d love.” She arched her back and curled her butt high up and dropped her forearms to the desk. “You know you want it to. You want to fuck me like this facing the class?”
He stood up and pulled His member out of His pants.
She groaned, “You can imagine everyone is there, looking at you like an ordinary day, and you can fuck your star’s pussy right here on the big desk.” She wiggled it to entice Him more. Olivia’s eyes dropped closed and she breathed deeply in the dark of the far side of the room.
He ran His hands over her butt and up her back. It was muscled and taut. She was athletically slender. Her shoulders were two orbs of shiny polished skin. He dragged His nails along her sides, feeling her writhe in response. He reached under her and cupped both her small hanging breasts in His hands. They were soft and firm.
He lifted His cock to her oven-hot pussy.
“That’s what you wanted,” she said. “Shove it in, you know I deserve it,” she said. “All that I put you through.” She gyrated her hips. She leaned her head sideways on her arm and blinked at Him behind her. “I never meant for you to get in trouble, you know.”
He pushed into her. She cried out in pain and inhaled sharply. “It’s what I wanted so much,” she winced. “I convinced myself it was real.”
He slammed Himself into her hard. “I’m sorry,” she half yelped and half shrieked.
She left quietly. Olivia took her jeans and sweater off. She brought a towel to him and wiped his body, including his feet. “Was she good?” she asked. He nodded saying nothing, his eyes closed.




VI

She marched in her trainers toward Him in her black off-shoulder top and blacker-yet tight pencil skirt. She wore her Havana brown hair in a bun. She extended her hand three strides before she got to Him.
“Welcome to our little museum,” she beamed. “If you come with me, I can show you the piece.”
She pressed the button to call the elevator. She turned over her shoulder and squinted with a smile.
“My personal assistant. She must be with me at all times,” He said.
The woman nodded. “Won’t be long.” Her neck was narrow and long with escaped wisps of hair curling down. Her waist was tightly V-shaped. She had the calves of someone who worked out — slim and lean. She self-consciously fixed the strand of hair tickling her ear.
It was a small elevator and they stood close. He could smell sweet perfume. “What is that you’re wearing,” He said.
She hesitated and looked to the floor. “Nirvana black,” she finally grinned over her shoulder. “My husband . . . “  she nodded.
She led the way to the special collections vault. She pressed a code. “In here,” she uttered. The door airlocked behind them. She gestured to the box on the long desk.
He pulled His white gloves on. “It is very nice,” He said to her.
“We agree. We were pretty excited when you said you’d visit.”
“Your body, I meant,” He said. He took the object up and held it to the light above. Olivia looked away.
She looked away a few moments and then at the object. “Is that part of your estimation services,” she murmured quietly, glancing at Olivia.
“Only when what I see warrants a longer look,” He said squinting in the light.
She imperceptibly slid closer to Him, ostensibly to see the object and the light in the same angle He was rotating it in. “Just looking is all you need to do to evaluate?” she raised her eyebrows.
“How it feels,” He said. “How it reacts.”
Her hip came slightly against His leg. “Amazing. We use the same technique,” she purred.
He put it back in the box. “It’s legitimate,” He said. He reached around her and took a butt cheek in His hand and squeezed it.
“I’m a married woman,” she spoke deeply, looking at Olivia again.
Olivia had turned to stand facing the wall of tiny labelled boxes.
“And yet,” He said.
“Yes,” she concurred. “And yet.”
He peeled off His gloves. She crossed one leg over the other and rested it on her toe. She put a hand on her hip and the other on the desk. “What do you say?”
He said, “I’m distracted by your breasts too much.”
“They’re not big,” she said.
“Exactly,” He agreed.
“You can evaluate them,” she stated flatly. She pulled her top up to reveal her black halter top bra.
“You’re married to the man I introduced myself to downstairs?”
“That’s right,” she said. She held her top in both her hands under her chin. She looked to the side. Olivia had closed her eyes.
“No rude interruptions here then?” He said.
“That door is impenetrable when locked from this side,” she said.
“Lift it off,” He said. “And the skirt,” He added. She did. She was wearing French cut panties. “All of it,” He said.
Her skin looked like alabaster. Her breasts were pale and small. “On the desk,” He said.
“How,” she asked, climbing up from a chair.
“Let’s try Goya, The Nude Maja,”
She pondered a moment and then folded her arms behind her head and laid on her quarter side.
“Nice,” He said. “Can you give me Matisse’ Blue Nude,” He said.
She thought a bit then brought one knee up and draped a hand over her forehead.
“Yes. Now Modigliani’s Reclining Nude,” He said.
She opened her arms and turned her tuft toward Him. He leaned over her and pushed her legs apart. He pulled the chair out and sat at the table. He nudged her to turn and pull herself toward Him. Her legs dangled off the edge of the table. He leaned forward and into her pussy. He opened her fragile lips. “How it reacts,” He repeated from earlier.
“Of course,” she swooned.
He licked once up over top of her swollen flesh. He said, “Does your husband know about you?”
She coughed. “No,” she confessed and she smiled. “But there isn’t much to know,” she squeezed out. “We don’t often get visitors with your,” she paused. “Reputation.”
He brought her knees up. Her pussy glistened. He licked His tongue full wide up against her wettest parts. Her body shuddered.
“Were you planning on this happening today?” He asked. He wet His forefinger in His mouth and began to move it inside her.
“Yes,” she admitted.
“I liked the underwear,” He said. He pushed His finger inside deeply and licked her clitoris.
Her head rolled sideways and she gasped. “I masturbated in my bed beside my husband when he slept thinking about you coming here today,” she offered.
He inserted His tongue into her. “And why was that?”
She exhaled and panted. “You’re . . .  Well you’re . . . “  and she propped herself up on her elbows to peer at Him. “You’re you. How could I not?”
“What else did you hope would happen today?” He said.
“I dreamed about lying on this table while you take me, while you . . . “  she trailed.
“Fuck you?” He tried.
She looked sideways. “It’s not something that’s said around here very often,” she explained, biting her knuckle.
There was a gentle knock on the door. She said, “That’s my husband.” She panted. “Would you just knock the door three taps,” she said to Olivia. “That tells him all is well.”
Olivia did so, and He undid His pants. He took her knees in His hands and He plunged Himself into her. She stifled a whimper as her husband tapped three more times on his side of the door.
He rammed her hard. She yelped. He said, “Soundproof?”
She sighed, “No. But he wouldn’t understand,” she breathed, and she reached to His butt and pulled Him harder into her.
He ploughed her hard on the table and she cried out ecstatically, “He’s not an artist.”
When done, He laid flat on his back on the table. Olivia dropped her clothes to the floor. She brought dampened clothes and carefully wiped his body, starting at the neck. The woman at first stood by the door confused. But the silence of Olivia drew her in. Olivia handed her a cloth and the woman joined her in silence cleaning Him, each one taking one of His feet to clean particularly well.




VII

He awoke from a long afternoon nap and came into the expansive living room. Oliva had dimmed the lights, arranged the spa music quietly, and gestured for Him to come to the sofa.
Already seated there was the young and shy woman from the boat that day. She held a blanket up to her chin, but when He looked at her, she felt warm and pushed it aside and smiled at Him, still shy, but naked.
On the further side of the sofa was the curly haired woman from the party in the hotel room. She had been talking and laughing but fell silent and smiling when He came in. She appeared comfortable in her nudity as well.
Standing together and hugging as though interrupted from a romantic kiss was the cheating woman from the bedroom, and the one who snuck upstairs to the kitchen during the party in the basement. They were both naked, their bodies unashamed to be held together touching. They parted and smiled at Him.
The girl from the classroom had been gazing out the window out to the black sea with barely visible white caps lit in moonlight, and enamored, turned to look at Him with delight and expectation on her face. Beside her and more slowly turning away from the view to let her gaze land on Him was the woman from the museum. Olivia took her hand in her own. She was naked too. She guided her over to Him and gently pressed her hand into her back to urge her to a kiss on His lips.
Olivia guided Him and the woman to the couch where she resumed kissing His lips. The two younger ones on the couch smiled and welcomed Him between them. One began to kiss His chest while the other stroked His hair. The two women who had been kissing each other chuckled playfully and held hands and stepped over lightly to the floor in front of Him, where they eased his legs onto a foot stool and began to kiss His feet and each other all over. Olivia took in her hand the hand of the woman from the classroom and brought her to Him, and gently pushed her head down lower and lower, till His member entered her mouth.
Olivia pulled the hair of the museum woman hard enough to hurt so that she came away from kissing His mouth. She shoved her head down to His member where she joined the classroom girl, licking and sucking on His cock. The two playful ones giggled and licked and bit at his arms and torso. The two others sucked His toes into their mouths.  Olivia carefully stood on the sofa and brought her pussy to His mouth. She looked down and He looked up. She said, “Are they good?”
He smiled and He licked her. “Yes,” He said. “My return has been pleasant.” He exhaled and gasped. The two women who had been sucking His cock fought playfully over his erupting sperm.
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