
        
            
                
            
        

    Treating the Wife

5 stories about hotwife cuckolds

JL Sanders

PMI
 




Contents

 
Title Page
Other Bundles by this author
I treated my wife
A young and playful hotwife
Secret Hotwife
My Friend's Girlfriend
My wife tested me
Copyright




Other Bundles by this author

Bundles of Short Stories about Hotwives and Cuckolds 4


Other books by this author


JL Sanders




Bundles by our other authors


Marissa Reed


Laura Llyles


Dylan Chase




I treated my wife

The highly anticipated weekend came and Clara packed a small duffle bag.
“Are you sure you’re good going alone?” I said sitting on the side of our bed. Through the slightly open bathroom door,  I could see her slowly smearing a stick of nude-tone glossy lipstick all the way around the circle she carefully held her lips in as though feigning surprise.
She pushed back from the edge of the bathroom counter and found me through the mirror. “But it’s Blake — I won’t be alone,” she grinned. She was wearing earthy-green satin panties and a matching bra that glinted from the lights above the mirror. She admired her body as she watched herself drag the backs of her fingers lightly up her waist, over her ribs, and over the underside of her bra, before she startled in the mirror and pushed the door closed with her foot extending behind her. I heard the sound a phone makes when you take a picture and a tiny chuckle.
“You don’t like the drive up,” I said. “Let me drive you.”
“Oh!” she poked her face out the door she opened again. “Forgot to tell you. Blake is going to pick me up here.” She came out in her bathrobe tightly crossed over her body and cinched tight by a knot. She held the top tightly closed up around her neck, hurrying through our bedroom to her huge closet.
“Right,” I nodded, watching her backside as she receded inside and nearly fully closed that door behind her too. “That makes it easier, doesn’t it,” I said.
“Very easy,” she called out from inside.
I knew all the details already but I needed to pretend not to know. That’s because Blake and I had another secret bet, or rather, a secret deal. I won the bet the previous weekend up at the resort where he has his art gallery, when I bet him my wife would cheat on me with him.
What he didn’t know was that I had also booked in the hotel room right next door and that I heard them going at it, even sneaking through the adjoining door  between the rooms and actually watching them in the dim light go at it, too.
“She’s not even staying in the hotel this time,” Blake said to me over the table at the pub. “She wants to stay at my condo.”
“So take her to your condo,” I shrugged and clinked my bottle against his. I kept my eyes on the huge screen above his head on the far wall of the pub even though I knew he was staring at me as though I had suddenly begun speaking Korean. He may well be confused by my motivations, even shocked. But it stop him going with my wife last time, and I was pretty sure his qualms would not get in the way of a return engagement, either.
“There’s only one reason she’s coming up to the village, and you know what that reason is,” he said, ducking his face down and screwing his eyes up.
I turned to him and inhaled before dropping my shoulders and sighing long and deeply. “I know what it is, Blake.”
“So why the fuck are you letting this happen? Why would you let her?”
“Did you like it? The last time?”
“I fucking told you, Clara is fucking hot. So yeah, I sure as fuck liked it last time. I had no problem paying you for losing the bet, either.”
I drifted my gaze back to the brilliant green gridiron all over the wall above his head. “You want me to pay you to fuck my wife again, is that what it is?”
“No, man!” he shook his head side to side violently. “That’s not my point at all.”
“What is your point?” I kept staring at the screen. “You think my wife is hot, you had a great time fucking her, and I’m inviting you to have at her again. You have my blessing. What’s the question here?”
“Why do you want me to fuck your wife? That’s the question.”
I drained my bottle upside down in my mouth and squinted at the screen like it was the play unfolding up there that had my interest, and not his question. How do you tell a guy that you secretly watched him fuck your wife, that you didn’t stop it, and that you actually loved it? How do you tell him you want him to fuck your wife again, and you want to watch again, too?
“I want to see how far she goes. I want to see if it’s a one-off, like a mistake, or if she’s like going to have an affair with you.”
“But Derek,” he said, softly looking up at me from under my face where he nearly rested his chin on the table. “You already know — she wants to come up alone, she wants to stay at my place, she wants me to pick her up at your place in the city. What don’t you know?”
I shut my eyes and breathed through my nose, calming myself. I scanned around us to make sure no one could overhear us, and I turned to him. “Why?” I said, and I stared at him hard.
“Why what?” He shook his face and squinted.
“Why is she wanting to fuck you?”
It was his turn to look away and scan around the pub and try to feign interest in the game. Finally he came back to me. “That’s why you’re letting her do it again? Because you want to know why she does it?”
I nodded silently and slowly at him with my jaw set crooked and my mouth half open. My eyes glazed over toward his.
He came closer to me over the table. “How does letting her go up alone with me tell you anything new about why?”
I leaned down as close with my face to the table as his was. “Because she isn’t going to be alone with you,” I said in the same hushed voice.
He blinked and stared but said nothing.
“You’re going to give me the entry codes,” I said to him. “And when you go out for dinner, I’m going to sneak inside.” I let him chew on that for a few moments. “And then I’m going to listen and watch.”
He looked over his right shoulder and swung his head low over the table to look over his left shoulder. He finally came back to me. “You want to watch your wife fuck me,” he stated as though he needed it spelled out slowly and clearly.
“And listen,” I said.
We stared into each other’s eyes from a few inches apart for so long, anyone passing by and noticing would really wonder what was going on at our table.
Finally he thrusted himself back hard against the back of his booth seat, threw his arms up and over the top along both sides, and he laughed hard and long — but it was a forced, fake laugh, a laugh as a statement, not a spontaneous reaction.
“You fucking had me, Derek,” he cried out, and he shook his head grinning ear to ear.
But I sat back too, and I didn’t smile, I didn’t laugh, and I didn’t say anything. I only held my phone out toward him.
“What the fuck?” he said, still laughing, still shaking his head.
“Entry codes — to the building, to your condo,” I said.
“No fucking way,” he said. “You’re fucking kidding me. I called you on it.”
I only shook my head “No.” I convinced him with my unchanging, dad-pan expression that I was serious. He gave me the codes.
It was either that, or I was going to intervene and prevent her — somehow — from going up with him. I didn’t know how I’d do that, short of calling her out on her cheating and risking the dissolution of our whole marriage. That was what I didn’t want to do — not right away, anyhow. I knew like everybody knows that half of marriages end prematurely, and that half or more of married women, especially adjusting for the generations, cheat on their husbands — a number surprisingly close to the proportion of husbands who cheat on their wives.
If so many cheat, is it accurate to still call it cheating? Maybe non-monogamy is a common feature of marriages, as prevalent among wives no less than husbands. Maybe it’s so common, that it’s counter-productive to end a marriage over it, marriages being so fragile for so many other reasons already.
We got along well, Clara and I. We supported each other in career and family. We talked deeply and thoroughly about everything, helping each other through all sorts of crises big and small. I watched her closely in the time after she fucked Blake the first time. If anything, she was more alive to me, more energized, more “into” me than before. One could imagine it was guilt that motivated her renewed attention toward me, or a strategy to cover her cheating.
But there could be so many other reasons that more closely dovetailed with her personality and jived more with the rest of the evidence — the lack of any serious issues between us, the closeness in general between us, the time we spend together.
I once had a hidden fort in a forest near where I grew up. It was the hollowed-out stump of a massive cedar that I pulled branches in front of. I didn’t do much in there, but it was mine, and it was secret. I sat in there and imagined whole other lives — a forgotten soldier long after the war ended, still being loyal and on watch, or an escaped inmate, wrongfully accused all along of course, or a runaway, escaping some horrible drunken father.
I showed a friend once. He saw me coming out and began spying and asking lots of inconvenient questions and threatened to tell everyone how weird I was. He promised to keep it secret and to not use it or go in there, or even bug me about coming with me. But it didn’t matter. It changed after I revealed it. Once there was someone else who knew about it, it was impossible for me to convincingly enter those other lives I had invented and nurtured.
I didn’t live a life that needed any escaping from. I just loved — and thereafter missed — my portal to those other lives. Being a secret was integral to how it worked.
“How come you don’t talk to her about it, if you want to know so badly about why she does it?” Blake asked.
“Because,” I clinked his bottle. “It has to be secret to work at all for her.” He was the friend I showed my secret fort to.
“For what to work?”
“She isn’t escaping her life with me, she’s just doing what all humans do,” I said.
“Not all humans cheat on their partners.”
“No,” I said, “but all humans imagine alternate realities and love to reimagine themselves and reinvent themselves. The entire movie and book and video game industries, clothing stores even, the whole travel industry, all of it, it’s about re-imagining and reinventing ourselves. It’s like,” I grinned at him, I knew, like some kind of cult kook, like someone deep into the purple stuff, “when you have to explain a joke. It’s not a joke anymore. If being a different woman for a night isn’t in a secret world, then it’s just her again, isn’t it, just being herself. She’s just enjoying being someone else for a night.”
“How do you know this for sure?”
“I don’t,” I nodded at him. “It’s why I have to watch and listen to her, to observe how she is with you, but not invade her space, not shatter her illusion. It has to stay a secret for her.”
“How do you know you’re not risking her leaving you?”
“For you?” I laughed at him the way he had earlier laughed at me.
“I’m serious, though,” he said.
“It may well be that my marriage is threatened,” I nodded. “But me knowing she is cheating or not, me watching her cheating or not, me bringing it up with her, confronting her over it, or not, wouldn’t change that fact, if it was, in fact, a fact.” I chuckled at the neat language.
“A ball might roll across the street but you can stop it with your feet. But you can’t prevent a marriage from rolling away from you by stopping your wife from going somewhere. Maybe stopping her is what ends the marriage. But I’ll tell you something,” I said.
He shook his head and narrowed his eyes.
“If my wife was doing this because she wants to leave, then that would mean she feels so closed off from me, she can’t even talk to me about the issues. If she can’t talk to me about the issues between us, the marriage is already gone.” I nodded at him. “It’s possible — not saying it’s for sure, not saying it’s always true for every situation with every marriage — but it’s possible that not everything my wife Clara does is about me.” I snorted.
“This is a pretty fucked-up conversation, Derek, even for you,” he shook his head.
“Remember that hideout I showed you in the forest that time?”
“Sure do.”
“A hiding place. A secret. An escape, yeah?”
“Okay.”
“Who did I need to hide it from? Who did I need to keep it secret from? Who or what was I needing to escape from?”
“I don’t know, you tell me.”
“Nobody, nothing! That’s my point. My parents would be wrong to think I was hiding from them, you would be wrong to think I was hiding from you. I wasn’t hiding from anybody, I just liked having a secret life. I liked having short little visits where I was someone else.”
“You think that’s what Clara is doing? Just sneaking off for a little secret time, pretending to be someone else?”
“She has a lot of responsibility at work. She has a lot of expectations on her shoulders from her parents, from her siblings. She has to be a certain way with me — she’s a wife. She was raised with a whole bunch of rules and constraints around that role. It’s a little holiday. Yeah. Maybe.”
“Why can’t she just play a video game like the rest of us?”
I laughed. “I dunno man,” I said. “Talk to guys — they fuck around a lot with chicks on the side, hookers even, but half the time, more than half the time, they’d react with absolute shock if you asked them if they did it because they wanted to leave their wife and pick things up with the other girl.”
“It’s not about the wife,” he said almost to himself.
“It’s not about the wife,” I repeated and drank my beer back. “And it’s not about the husband either, at least not all the time.” We looked at each other and nodded. “Maybe?” I grinned.
He laughed. “You’re fucked Derek,” he said. “But if that’s true, if your wife coming up to my condo in the village is just her sneaking off to her secret hideaway in the forest to pretend to be someone else for a time, then fuck man, I guess Clara is one lucky lady, having an understanding husband like you.”
“I’m not saying that’s what it is for sure. I am riddled with anxiety about it. I am fucking worried about it. I am jealous and pissed off and frankly ready to jump ship about it. I wanted to throw all her shit in the driveway. I wanted to walk away and never come bask. I’m just saying, if that’s what it is, I want to know, so I don’t do something stupid and imagine it’s all about me, and take it personally and destroy a pretty good partnership.”
“And you want me to do it for you,” he squinted.
I grinned at him. “This way,” I shrugged, “I know the guy, I can control him a bit, I can help determine the time and place of where it's going to happen.”
“And watch it too.”
“And watch it too, yes. It’s kind of risky, probably, breaking into a stranger’s condo and watching him with your wife. It might explode into something that gets someone hurt. This way,” I said, but he cut me off.
“You can tell the other guy to fuck off, and he probably would.”
I twisted my face half way away from him and held my beer bottle half way to my mouth. “He probably would?” I recoiled my chin down to my chest.
“He definitely would, okay?” he chuckled and we both nodded. He beckoned with his hand and I handed my phone to him again. He put his entry codes in my phone. “Big closet in the hallway,” he said. “Gives a view of the whole living room, including the couch.” He rocked back and forth staring at me. Then he rolled his eyes. “And adjoining bathroom between my office and the master bedroom. Probably gives a complete view of the side of my bed — keep the light off.”
“Duh,” I said.
The day he was coming for her, Blake came out of her closet wearing a crimson wrap dress with a low back, and candy-red high pumps so high she wobbled in them at first. Her face was made up like a model or actor. She wore rings on her thumbs and fingers, a necklace, and a tiny anklet.
“What?” she said with a nervous grin and she ducked her face and covered her mouth and nose with her cupped hands. “You’re staring at me.”
“Looks pretty hot,” I said.
“Well he said maybe we can go dancing,” she shrugged and turned away as though needing to search her purse for something. But I could see her blushing.
“And maybe dinner before, or something?”
She looked back at me and settled her dark, glowing eyes on mine. Though she was still blushing, she didn’t turn away. “Or something,” she said, and she bit her lip and tilted her head slightly.
“Back down tomorrow?”
“Are you sure you’re okay with me staying at his place? I mean,” she squinted, “why spend that kind money on a hotel room, right? And his place is big enough.” She squinted and nodded.
“No,” I shrugged. “It’s a good idea.”
“I guess about 2 tomorrow? We’re going to have brunch at the chalet, there’s a special,” she said. I knew about it, too. It was called “The Couple’s Special.” “Then about 2 or so hours back down?” she raised her eyes to mine.
I came close enough to kiss her cheek. She smelled of vanilla and cinnamon. She glowed like a woman in lust sneaking off to lay down with her lover. She looked like a woman who was being someone else completely, like a woman off to a different kind of wedding night.
“Have a great time,” I said.
She kicked one leg up behind her and leaned her forearms into my chest and came close enough to lightly kiss my nose. “Love you,” she whispered, and she twisted and strode out the door. Blake had texted — he was below.
He texted me when they got to his condo, dropped her bags, and left for dinner. I had driven up separately a half hour behind them. I lingered in a cafe waiting for his text. When I got it, I drank back the rest of my cup, shambled around the corner and up a couple blocks, and got to the front of his building. The code worked, as did the next one letting me open his condo door.
I crept in and shut the door behind me. The closet in the hall, if the door was slightly ajar, gave a good view of the couch, just as he promised it would. I sat on the couch and looked back at the closet. If the hall light was out, it was completely enshrouded in shadows. I investigated the bathroom. It was easily accessed with a short dash over the hallway into his office — another bedroom really. I opened the passage to the master bedroom an inch or so and went to the bed to look back. Like the closet, if lights were out, you’d have to look with determination to see a face inside the shadow looking out. And if someone came into the bathroom? I traced out the escape route into the office.
Blake texted me the plan that my wife suggested. Dinner out at Paul’s, back to the condo “to hang out a little?” I can imagine is how she said it to him with that tell-tale glint in her eye, and then out after to dance at the club. And then home again.
“Tell me when you’re paying the check,” I said, and I pulled my baseball cap down low over my face, I pulled my hoody up over my head, and I hunched over with my hands tucked deep in my pockets. I headed out for the short walk up the opposite side of the street from Paul’s, the restaurant they were dining at.
They were easy to spot, sitting right in the front window. Clara laughed and twirled her hair and kicked her leg up under the table where it dangled over her other knee. She sat forward and beckoned Blake to give her his ear. She whispered something that she had a hard time getting out between her tittering and scanning the room to make sure no one was watching or eavesdropping.
The location, their behaviour, the time of night: they didn’t look like a married couple, they were too excited and into each other. They didn’t look like they were on a date as singles, either, they were too secretive and there was too much whispering. No, looking from the shadows across the street into the dimly lit fine dining windows, if I were a detective, I’d surmise it was an illicit affair for one or both, and probably just one: she was darting her gaze around a lot, and he wasn’t.
Had I made a terrible error? I projected to Blake that I was sophisticated and confident, that I had researched, that I had contemplated, and that I had evolved into some kind of new modern man. But it was all just bluster and bravado. I didn’t tell him that I also got sexually aroused watching him and my wife together — and especially hearing them together. Was that all it really was, and was I pretending to him and myself all that nonsense about her needing a secret “other” life?
I headed back even before he texted me that they were on their way, and I stuffed myself in the hall closet and fretted. Clara came in first, followed by Blake. I held my breath and retracted my face from the light coming through the crease in the door. My wife turned toward him before he even kicked his shoes off, and she slipped her hands inside his jacket and around his lower waist. She chuckled and walked into him, pushing him backward into the wall right beside the closet door I shook behind.
“I’ve been waiting since 3,” she groaned before tilting her head back, closing her eyes, and pushing her lips up into his. 3 was when he had picked her up from our place. “Good thing you let me have a little appetizer on the way up in your car,” she tittered.
I craned my neck and moved my eyeball to the gap in the door. I somehow guessed she wasn’t talking about food.
“Or I might have had to take you in the bathroom again before we even got home.” She kissed him more deeply and longer. I squinted. Blake didn’t tell me about the bathroom at the club that time — but that was on me. I didn’t ask. But then, I nearly slapped my forehead, he still doesn’t know that I watched them all night. He thinks this is my first time.
He took my wife’s hand in his and lead her past the closet and into the living room and onto the couch in front of the big windows. He went to the kitchen and pulled out wine and glasses but he took a moment to text me. I looked out the gap in the closet doors and past him. My wife had found music on her phone and put it on his speaker. She closed her eyes, rolled her head back, and began to shimmy and sway by herself in front of the couch, dancing to her music with a grin. She was transforming before my eyes.
“Are you in?” he wrote me.
“All good,” I wrote him back.
“Are you sure about this?”
“All systems go,” I wrote him back.
“We might be going all the way, are you prepared for that?”
I had to remind myself again: he doesn’t know I already watched them go all the way. Nor that I enjoyed it.
“Go for it,” I wrote him back. And I slipped my phone in my back pocket and pushed my eye up to the gap.
He came into his living room with the glasses and wine and poured them full and sat down on the middle of his couch.
My wife pushed her shins into his knees. “Move it,” she said, and when he let his knees fall apart, she knelt on the edge of the couch between his legs and leaned with her outstretched arms pressed into the back of the couch on either side of his head. She dropped her head down between her high-poking shoulders and he leaned his head back to lift his face up to hers. She chuckled and caught the tip of her tongue between her teeth and grinned down at him.
“Do I turn you on?” she said in a soft, intimate voice. She began to sway her hips back and forth and she let her lower back drop down.
“You know you do,” he said and he snorted up at her. It was an obvious question to both of them.
She dropped her face lower and kissed his mouth before pulling up again. “Do I make you want to fuck me?” she said as though it were a real question. But she pronounced “fuck” with emphasis — the way someone does who doesn’t often use the word, especially not in that sense. It was unusual for her. She was not one given to such explicit expression.
He lifted his arms through the space between their bodies and cupped his palms into  her breasts. “You make me want to fuck you badly,” he said.
She snorted and grinned and dropped her face into his neck. It would normally be the kind of thing what would make her roll her eyes or shake her head. But I could tell without making it out in the dim light of the evening that she was blushing. She pulled herself up higher above him but she also hiked the skirt of her dress up her thighs and pushed her knees out over his legs to straddle his lap.
“Is that because I’m your little fuck-slut?” she said with her mouth dropping open. She gasped with a deep exhalation and grinned briefly. I gasped too. Nothing could be more foreign in her mouth than words like that.
“But Clara,” he said, “what bad language you have,” Blake sneered. But he was right. It was so unlike her.
She tittered and sat back onto his knees. Her hands came together in his lap and she bit her whole lower lip as she looked down at what she was doing, feeding the belt of his pants out of the loop and undoing the button.
“You didn’t know I knew those words?” she said. “Just because you never heard me use them?” She tilted her head sideways and gave him her biggest, softest and most innocent eyes, even while her fingers found his zipper’s tag and even as she slowly pulled down his fly. “Like, fuck-toy?” she said, but she lost control of her serious expression and burst out laughing and collapsing onto him.
“I know you’re an editor, so you probably know some words,” he said.
She chuckled and peeled the collar of his shirt back from his neck and nibbled on his skin. “Like blow job?” she cooed against him. “Or cum bucket?” she said in the same low, soft tone.
“Whoa!” Blake recoiled from her.
She only chuckled and gripped his shirt tighter to keep him from slipping further away. “When I sucked you off in your car on the way up . . . ” she said, reaching down between their bodies and inside his open pants. “ . . . I wanted to let you cum all over my face,” she said and she snorted and grinned and hid her face in his chest.
“Have you done that before?” He asked her, petting her head of hair.
She squirmed against him and tried to pull his shirt up to cover her face. “No!” she squealed.
“How do you know you’ll like it?” he said, tucking strands of her hair behind her ear.
She straightened up on him and leaned back. She had freed his cock from inside his pants and clasped both hands around it like she was handling an injured bird. “Would you like it?” she said dropping her face in a tilt. She pulled at the bottom of her skirt and wriggled on her ass to pull her dress up around her waist.
“It sort of all depends,” he said.
She groaned and shivered. She pressed his erect cock against the front of her panties, and she had lifted herself a couple of inches and settled back down again onto his knees. “Depends on what?” she exhaled in a breathy voice. Her back arched and she pushed her chest toward his face.
“On how much the woman likes it.”
She chuckled and rolled her head back and to her sides like someone stretching out their neck before a workout. “How do you ever know if we like something new unless we try it?” she said.
“I just never pictured you to be the type,” he said.
She fell against him and I could see from behind that she had poked her hand through her legs and wrapped her fingers around his cock where it rose up against the back of her panties. “Maybe you just don’t know me,” she cooed in his ear.
“Possible,” he agreed.
She chuckled forcefully before pulling back up from him and hanging one hand around his neck to lean far over to the side to snag her wine glass on the side table. “Nobody knows anybody is, what I think,” she said, and she tilted her glass to her lips. She reached over again but this time, as she placed the glass safely back on the table, she rolled off of him and onto her back sideways down the length of the couch. She flicked her hair up from under her neck and let it settle over the top of the arm of the couch she laid her head against. “We don’t even know ourselves,” she said, and she pulled her dress up to her waist and slipped the fingers of one hand down inside the band of her panties. She stared at him as the front of her panties undulated with the backs of her fingers moving inside.
He kept his eyes on hers but he also glanced down, and he smirked. “That’s pretty fucking hot,” he nodded at her.
“Maybe this girl wants to cum all over your face,” she said, keeping her voice and face serious for a full two beats before she kicked her knees up, covered her face with her hand, and laughed.
“Would you like that?” he said, half leaning over her body.
“Uh-huh,” she said, spreading her legs with her heels still on, pushing one foot behind his back with the other one stretching over his legs.
She pushed her thumb inside the waist of her panties and he pulled at the front and she lifted her ass and let him pull them down her legs and over her shoes. She squealed and covered her bare pussy with her hands and shut her knees together.
“How am I supposed to lick you,” he said, when he tried to gently nudge her with his hand around her wrist.
“You have to fight for what you believe in, don’t you know anything?”
He tugged harder on her wrist and she tittered and squeezed her knees tighter. “You playing me?” he said.
“No,” she grinned. “But I’m a married woman. I’m not supposed to let any old man lick my sweet pretty pussy, don’t you know anything?”
“Little late for that, isn’t it?” he said turning sideways and kneeling with his hands on her kneecaps.
He tried to press them apart and she squealed and squeezed them harder together.
“How come you’re so easy peasy about going down on your oldest friend’s wife?” she said, wiggling below him on the couch.
I glared at him through the closet doors. It was something we hadn’t thought of — what would be the answer to that?
“Me and Derek,” he shrugged. “We share everything,” he said, and he quickly snatched at her sides and tickled her.
She burst out laughing and crunched up in her abdomen and pushed her arms to her sides to struggle against his tickling fingers. When he pushed her knees apart she shrieked and tried to roll her body over, but he tickled her more and she kicked her legs and arched her back and strained her head backward.
He dove down between her thighs and her whole body danced on the couch like a jumping bean, until he stopped clutching at her sides and sank his mouth over her widely exposed pussy. She transformed instantly from a shrieking and writhing chaos of arms and legs into a moaning and undulating body.
She pushed her fingers into the hair on the back of his head and her hips followed his mouth and tongue and shivered. She emitted tiny, sharp, and high-pitched inhaled gasps as though she were surprised more and more with each held breath.
I guess that was one way to deal with her inconveniently probing question. I pressed my eyeball to the gap in the doors and watched my wife cry with silent exhalations and inhale with ever higher-pitched gasps. He was subtle with his mouth between her legs but she was tugging his hair, pushing his head, and mashing her hips up off the couch and against his face.
It didn’t take long at all. Her back arched higher than a rainbow and her head pushed so far back, she faced the arm of the couch behind her upside down. Her body quaked under him and thrusted up hard and repeatedly into his face, batting his head with her groin. She groaned so loud, I glanced at the patio door and the other windows. If they were open, people outside would surely have heard. I gasped myself — I had never witnessed my wife experience an orgasm quite like it.
After that, she wouldn’t let him go. They rolled around on the couch and she kissed him frantically. When he took the glasses and bottle to the kitchen, she hung from him. When he went into the hallway to get his shoes on, she pressed him against the wall and spread her feet around his feet, crunched his groin in her hand, and pushing her mouth against his mouth. “I’m going to fuck your brains out tonight,” she groaned before she snickered and she went through the door and pulled him behind her down the hallway.
I gave then 30 minutes before I came out of the closet. I knew the club they were going to — The Cliff. It was surprisingly not full yet, and there was no line up. I got in and immediately headed for the loft and a table by itself in the corner. I leaned my elbow over the railing and looked down. My wife danced with my friend, it’s true. But it was much less dancing than it was just full-on making out. She was all over him out there, kissing him, petting him, rubbing her body all over his body, and even pressing her ass against the bulge in his pants with her skirt pulled up, practically begging him to fuck her right there, out on the dance floor.
I followed them out the door and kept close to the fronts of the stores as they walked together back to his condo. She hung from him with their arms around each other’s waists. She pushed him against a wall just inside an alley between two buildings, and I crossed the street and watched from a shadow in a doorway. She glanced around to see if anyone could see them — the way a woman would who was going to fuck a guy against the wall. I could hear her snickering all the way across the street, and I could hear her cajoling him, her hands stuffed down the front of his pants. It was Blake who stopped her and got her walking again to his home.
I knew the code he gave me worked for the parking garage and I already timed the stairs. I was in his condo with the door locked and safely ensconced again in his closet before their elevator even got to his floor.
This time, the door wasn’t even closed before my wife’s dress was left crumpled on the floor around her ankles. She was frantic and needy the way she clung to him and moaned. When he tried to pull his face away from hers to ask her if she wanted wine, her tongue dangled from her open mouth and her hands pulled down his pants, underwear and all.
She stepped out of her dress wearing only her panties, her bra, her heels, and her jewelry. She had stripped Blake completely naked outside his bedroom door. They fell through and I darted out of the closet and into his office. I had already left the bathroom door to his bedroom just open enough to not make anyone want to close it.
When I felt it was safe from anyone entering from the other side, I slipped around the wall of his office and into the bathroom. My wife laughed and shrieked and they kissed and breathed hard. They fell together on the bed and I came closer to the gap in the bathroom door and peeked through. Blake had fallen on his back with his arms behind his head propped up on pillows against the headboard. My wife stood at the foot of the bed and tittered at him and sucked on her necklace that she dragged through her lips before she stepped her knees up onto the bed and walked on them up over his body. When she leaned down into his groin, the tiny cross on her necklace dangled from her chest and brushed his stomach. She went down on him like she hungered for it. Her moans were loud and muffled by his cock penetrating her tongue-busy mouth.
I swallowed and clenched my eyes. The first time I watched them fuck, it was tentative and experimental. It could have been a slowly-evolving mistake, a momentary — or a few moments — loss of judgment. But this time? When she pulled up off of him and laughed and said something to him — I don’t even know what — her hand slid over the saliva that coated his hard cock below her heaving breasts. She was drunk on him, she was high. She grinned and bent down low and took him so deeply in her mouth, I saw her throat bulge and she gagged and came up and laughed at herself and wiped the back of her hand across her mouth.
He gripped her head by her temples in his palms and he shoved her back down on his erection before she was even ready and had her breath. She moaned loudly and her cheeks sucked in hard before she came back up and laughed at him. She crawled on all fours over his body still in her high heels and jewelry and panties and bra.
“Am I your little fuck-tart?” she grinned at him, and before he could answer, she slathered her mouth all over his mouth. She pushed herself up and stood up on the bed uncertainly on her wavering ankles and kicked her shoes off. Where they landed she didn’t care. Nothing was like I knew her. Gone was the OCD girl who always put everything in their place, who always planned every move, who checked before doing anything. Gone was the demure and quiet passive lover, the receptive and enduring wife. What I was watching through the gap in the bathroom door was a woman in charge, a woman who expressed her needs and wants clearly and articulately, if not verbally, then at least bodily, and a woman who embraced her sexuality, rather than apologize for it.
She reached up behind her and unclasped her bra and let it slide down her arms with her collapsed shoulders, and she laughed and dropped it on Blake’s face. She swayed back and forth on her hips and even with the lights still on, she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and she bent at her knees and waist to pull them down over her knees. She stood back up and reached behind her to pick them off her toes and she laughed again hilariously as she slingshot them at his face. He brushed them aside the way he did her bra, onto the side of the bed.
“Told you I was going to fuck your brains out,” she said as she came back down over his body on her hands and knees. “Cause I’m your little cum slut, aren’t I,” she said, kissing his mouth.
“You are a slut, I’ll give you that,” he said, and she squirmed, she tittered, and she swooned like she might have, in another life, when she was told she was pretty.
“Fuck me good,” she groaned down at him below her and she reached between her thighs and gripped his cock in her hand. “If I cry?” she kissed his chin. “Fuck me harder,” she whispered.
“Are you sure?” he said, much to his credit.
She lowered her hips and drew the head of his straining cock against the cleft of her glistening pussy.
“If I say you shouldn’t,” she kissed him and lowered her hips to envelope the head of his cock, “give it to me harder.”
“This doesn’t seem like you,”he groaned.
“So?” she groaned. “I’m someone else, maybe,” she breathed and she curled her spine, she pressed her hips down, and she sucked his cock into her pussy.
“You are someone else, that’s for sure,” he winced. She chuckled, and then she gasped out loud and sank her hips down to his hips and grabbed his ears and began to snap her hips and drive her pussy up and down over his willing cock.
I kept watching, even as his cum gushed from between his cock plunging into her and the lips of her pussy, hot, red, and wet. She followed him by about a second or two, her whole body straining and flexing, before she arched deeply in her back, thrust her breasts out, and yawned silently and breathlessly at the ceiling of his bedroom.
I don’t know what a woman’s orgasm feels like, but that orgasm that my wife had with my friend’s cock still erupting inside her, looked like dopamine, heroin, and exquisite pain all at the same time. I thought the “earthquake” term was a metaphor, until I saw my wife’s body quake on my friend’s hips. I nearly burst through the door I was peeking from, so much did it look like an epileptic episode.
I darted out of the bathroom when they made tracks for the door. I pressed myself against his office wall. I listened with my eyes shut and my heart pounding as they laughed together and kissed some more and showered together. I peeked when they finally settled down into his bed together, and though I should have left, I fell asleep leaning on the wall outside the bathroom.
I was awoken half way through the night to the sounds of my wife’s cries and whimpers. I got up and looked. Blake was drilling her from behind and she was pushing her ass up in the dog’s position begging for him to fuck her harder.
I drove home with plenty of time to contemplate things. One thing kept recurring to my mind: she was so different with him. She was expressive, she was dominant, she was aggressive sexually, and she was loud and bold and greedy. None of those words would ever be used to describe her by her family, her mates at work, or by her spouse. She was an editor, not a writer. Not expressing herself was what her career was all about, and she was the best at it.
I knew she was on her way home because both Blake and her texted me nearly simultaneously, he from the table at a diner, she from the bathroom.
“You happy?” Blake wrote.
“I’m ready to come home,” Clara wrote.
A husband, a man, is supposed to kick a cheating wife out. He’s supposed to kill or at least seriously maim the man who seduced her. He’s supposed to feel the pain of a victim, to wallow in tears and hang from his shoulders and scrape at the pavement, to hunch over and wear the weight of the world’s injustices on his shoulders.
But I recalled my forest hideaway. I remembered the thrill of those secret lives — as a soldier, as an escaped convict, as a runaway. My wife lived a life constrained by expectations and proscribed parameters of feeling and reaction. That she was getting away with something, that she was escaping to a secret world, that she was living another woman’s life, a completely opposite woman, and a woman who said and did things that were not her in any way — it thrilled me. I didn’t scowl. I smirked, sitting there in our condo at home, awaiting her return with delicious anticipation. I was titilated by my wife’s transgressions with my friend.
She came in.
“Good weekend?” I said, coming up to  her to hang my hands on her hips.
“Yeah,” she smirked, “pretty good.”
We kissed. And then we made sweet — and vigorous — love.




A young and playful hotwife

“Go ahead,” I smirked at Glen. “You just try to kiss her.”
Glen and I play basketball together almost every week since some time back in college. Clare and I recently got a condo together downtown in a building that includes a pretty good court, so now he just comes to our place.
We were hanging out after playing one afternoon. “Your wife,” he put on a fake Russian accent. “You have any problem with her?” he nodded from the couch where he sprawled.
Clare began laughing silently — just her shoulders heaved. “What the fuck, Glen?” she jiggled and she slapped his arm.
“Still, you must worry,” he said to me, ignoring her and maintaining a comically straight expression. “Other men, they look at your wife, no?”
She gasped with exaggeration and swung out with a couch pillow directly at his head.
He held up his arm and blocked her swing with his elbow, keeping his steady glare on my eyes and his face straight the whole time. He caught her wrist in his hand when she swung again, and he held her in the air mid-swing. 
“Maybe they want to . . . “ he squinted. “ . . . what is the word?”
Clare laughed and tried to yank her arm free from his grasp and ended up rolling onto her back on the couch and used her feet to kick at his arm and body. She was in a crop-cut white chiffon top and folded-up faded denim shorts, and nothing else. It was hot.
He caught her ankle and held it up the way he had been holding her wrist up. She squealed and squirmed but had only half her strength because she was laughing too much.
“They want to kiss her?” I shrugged at him with narrowed eyes.
“No, not exactly,” he said.
Clare continued to kick and writhe to try to get free of his hold. “Fuck off, Glen!” she screamed. “I know the word you’re looking for, you fucking pig!”
“Your wife,” he frowned at me still holding a straight face. “Does she fight you like this when it is time for .  . . . “ he trailed off and raised his eyebrows.
“Ew!” Clare cried out. On her back with both bare feet planted into Glen’s torso, she cranked her head back and around to find me in the chair upside down with her long, messy straw-blonde waves cascading over the edge of the couch and touching the floor between us. “Your friend is making inappropriate suggestions about your wife, you better do something!” she said, but she finished with a shriek.
That’s because Glen had dropped his other hand down and clutched her at her exposed ribs to tickle her. She squirmed and yelped and shot up to grab back at him, but snatched only his t-shirt. Now he used both hands to grasp both her sides and she sat forward with her legs falling down behind his back and over his lap, squirming against his tickling and with her fingers she clawed and snatched at his t-shirt frantically. When he clutched his hand lower down her sides to her waist, she arched her back hard, squealed at the ceiling, and pulled his shirt clean up and off his body. She pulled her knees up to her chest and fell backward to land her head on the arm of the couch and there she laughed so hard she couldn’t talk.
“Your wife,” Glen began laughing too and was almost unable to keep talking. “I think maybe she needs lesson, yes?” he tried to get out between hiccuping gasps.
“Go ahead, kiss her,” I said with a smirk. “She obey’s me,” I nodded firmly.
“Oh my god!” Clare shrieked and spun her face around so hard her blonde waves flew across her face. “This marriage is over!” she cried out. She pulled up a larger pillow from under the side table that I use when I nap on the couch and would it up behind her head. She pulled herself up and knelt on the cushion. “I obey no man!” she half-yelled and half-laughed and she repeatedly jerked the pillow as though to fake taking swings at Glen’s head.
He found the other pillow, the one Clare uses when she reads on the couch under the other end table, and he also pulled himself up to kneeling on the couch facing Clare in a stand-off.
“Woman!” he bellowed and he wound up behind his head with his pillow. “Your man has given me permission! Obey!” he barked and he faked swinging his pillow.
Clare swung for real but she was laughing too hard to connect or to even manage much of a swing before she fell forward. Glen began to pound her with his pillow and Clare shrieked and tried to use her pillow as a shield.
From under her pillow and with her head landing between Glen’s spread knees, she yelled at me. “You want me to obey?” she glared in fake, exaggerated outrage.
“I order you to kiss my friend!” I said. “Glen is my brother in arms. What is mine is his.”
“Thank you brother!” Glen nodded. “But you wife, she is not obeying, I see,” he said, and he began to pound her again with his pillow. “Obey, woman!” he cried down to her below him.
Clare shrieked and clamped her eyes shut. “Never!” she cried out, and she struggled to swing up back at his naked torso.
“Okay,” I nodded. “Brother, cease and desist,” I said. He sat back and narrowed his eyes at me. “Wife,” I nodded at Clare. “Up, now.”
I got up to and she stood in front of me facing Glen huffing and puffing and clutching her pillow to her chest with a wide sideways grin. I leaned my head around her neck and kissed her gently before gathering and pulling her hair back over her shoulders. I curled its length around my fist behind her back like a boxer taping his fists and I stroked her bare shoulders and biceps with my fingernails as we both faced Glen.
“My wife,” I said, “has difficulty obeying my words, it’s true,” I said.
“Yeah,” she sneered at Glen and stuck her tongue out. I dragged my finger tips down her arm to her wrist and I gently pulled it behind her back. I placed her hand on my groin and she snorted and grinned. “Because I’m married to him!” she sneered at Glen and chuckled.
“But,” I said, and I changed hands and brought her other arm behind her back and slipped her wrist into my hand there with her other wrist. “She can learn,” I nodded at him over her shoulder.
She twisted around with an exaggerated expression of outrage but she was also grinning up at me. “What are you doing?” she tittered privately up to me.
I yanked her hair that was still wrapped around my fist and pulled her face back around toward Glen and tilted it upward with some force. She tried to pull her wrists free but I seized her more securely in my grip.
“Fuck off!” she groaned, trying to bend forward at her waist and to struggle free, but I held her firm. She began jiggling from laughing so hard. “This is going to cost you,” she said through her tittering and squirming and huffing and puffing.
I pulled her head back by her hair again and pulled her face half sideways. I leaned around and kissed her mouth and looked at Glen. “She has a feisty energy that makes controlling her difficult,” I said, “but also makes her, shall I say, more vigorous when she is finally mastered.”
Clare tried to stomp her heels on my toes and torqued her body trying to twist her shoulders away from me and free her wrists from my grip, but she was laughing too hard again to bring most of her strength to it.
“You guys are both psychos,” she winced.
I pulled her hair to force her to face Glen again. “Come and try again,” I said to him.
“You take one step and you’re a dead man!” she seethed. I could feel her body contort against mine, and her breath rise and fall in her chest. She wasn’t slowing.
I wrapped my legs around hers and held her more firmly to the spot and she laughed and squirmed and jiggled all the more. I let go of her hair and reached around her neck to slide my palm over her chin. I squeezed her cheeks with my fingers to make her mouth open. “Try now,” I said.
“I will kill you,” she said in a slurred grown from my fingers pressing her cheeks.
“Come on,” I grinned at Glen. We both snickered at each other. "She’s a good wife,” I said softly. “She’s still learning, though.”
“You are so dead,” she slurred trying to twist her face over her shoulder and up to mine. “I swear to fucking god.” Her eyes flashed brightly and her grin spread widely.
“Do it,” I snorted.
“I’m half tempted,” he said, stepping off the couch and standing up facing us.
“You better not,” she groaned. She twisted and squirmed against me but with less strength but I continued to hold her wrists behind her back tightly as my other hand slid down her neck and over her chest and down further, over her stomach. Glen took steps toward us and Clare hiked both her knees up supported by my hand around her stomach and kicked her bare feet out toward him.
“This reminds me of our own wedding night,” I said over her shoulder and her whole body went limp with laughter.
Glen’s shoulders heaved up too and he stood in front of us silently laughing. “Sounds like a good-old fashioned marriage to me,” he laughed.
“Come on,” I said, “kiss my wife, she’ll calm down once she understands her role here.”
“You fucking sicko!” she laughed. Glen came closer and she resumed kicking her feet out, until he seized both her ankles in his fists.
“Now just calm yourself down, missy,” he said, and he made sounds with his mouth the way a horse wrangler does with a mustang. “Husband has spoken, hear his words.”
Clare shrieked and writhed and tried to free her legs and arms but Glen and I held her firmly, he by her ankles and me buy her shoulders and hips. He came closer and she thrusted her head side to side and pursed her lips tightly closed.
“No!” she wailed but she also heaved from breathing so heavily and her kicking and yanking slowed.
Glen came closer and she gaped her mouth wide open. “I will bite your tongue out and spit it to the stars!” she groaned.
“Now, now, wife,” I said softly in her ear. I kissed her neck. “Easy there,” I cooed.
“Just what the fuck shows have you been watching?” she grinned sideways as she stretched to twist around in my arms and frown with staged alarm at me. Glen reached out and held her jaw the way I had been holding it earlier.
“Get away!” she said in that slurred voice again but she was also panting and sweating from the play and struggle.
He quickly managed a brief peck on her lips.
“I’m your fucking wife, for fuck sakes,” she said to me heaving her chest but facing Glen.
“Then you will do as you are told,” I said menacingly in her ear.
“Sicko,” she said back to me.
Glen came in again and this time he kissed her lips longer. I could feel her body sag in my hold.
“There-there,” I said, “good girl.” I held her up against my body and I trapped her wrists and arms between our bodies only with my hips. I brought my free arm up over her neck and touched her lips. “Not so bad, then, eh?” I said close to her ear.
“You tell me,” she said, grinning at Glen. “It’s your friend who’s kissing your wife.”
“Go on, have another,” I said to Glen, holding Clare’s face still with my hand around her chin. “I think she’ll learn to like it.”
“I think somebody likes it,” she said and she tittered.
Glen came back in and this time, my wife moaned inside their lengthy kiss. She pulled her hands free from where they were trapped behind her back and her body slipped through my arm still tight around her stomach until her feet came gently to the floor in front of mine. I still held my hand around her bare stomach as my other hand came off her chin and slipped down her neck to her chest.
She slowly raised her arms and dropped them over Glen’s shoulders. Glen’s hands came forward and wrapped around both sides of her bare waist and I could feel in my hips that she was pushing her own hips forward, toward and into his. Still they kissed.
“I think you broke her,” I said.
Clare turned around to face me and grasped Glen’s forearms in her hands and pulled them around her stomach and she leaned back against him with her eyes on mine.
“Now look what you’ve gone and done,” she smirked. I could see that she was wriggling her hips back and forth and dragging her faded denim ass over his groin. “Maybe this is a test for you, now,” she said and she bent at her waist and looked up at me though the tops of her eyes through fallen strands of her blonde hair with a gasping, gaping mouth that also grinned with mischief.
She let go of his arms but his hands remained around her stomach, his fingers right at the waistband of her low-riding shorts. With her eyes held steady on mine, she crossed her arms over her body and found the bottom edge of her white top and paused a second. She smirked at me — her eyes were asking me if I was going to stop her. But I gave her nothing.
She pulled her top up over her head in one smooth motion, and with Glen looking slightly stunned, she tossed her top over his shoulder behind him onto the couch.
She half-narrowed one eye at me and raised her other eyebrow. “Now who wants to stop?” she said in a private voice to me. She was wearing a white lace full-cup bra. She brought the fingers of both her hands together at the button in the waist of her shorts and half twisted it. “Hm?” she shook her head at me and made her hair dance over her face.
I stepped back and my knees bumped into the forward edge of my chair making me stumble and fall back into my seat. She chuckled and undid the button of her shorts and pulled the short little fly down. The sides fell open and gave a peek at the white, low-ride hipster panties she had on underneath. She reached up over and behind her head and began to sway side to side in front of and against Glen, leaning her head back so her hair fell down his back, and her head nestled into his shoulder. Glen’s hands continued to wrap around her stomach, but lower, beneath the top of her shorts, and his pinkies touched the top edge of her exposed panties.
She arched her back and jutted her chest out toward me even as she pulled her hips back and ground herself against his hips. “If you like it so much,” she sighed with her eyes closed, “why don’t you put some music on for us?” She rolled her head further back and twisted it sideways. Glen instinctively leaned his face down to kiss her. She moaned in response and the kiss was deep and long. I could see her chest heave with breath. “Is this what you wanted?” she said to me with glazed eyes and with her fingers behind Glen’s neck playing in his hair.
I cleared my throat and gripped the arms of my chair. “Not sure what I wanted, actually,” I said. “In all seriousness.”
“Okay, Clare,” Glen said. “Enough,” he said, and he released his arms from around her body.
But she seized his wrists and pulled him back tightly around herself. “Is it hot for you watching your wife dance half naked with your friend?” she grinned at me. “Do you want to see him rub me all over?” she more breathed than spoke. She pulled his arm up by the wrist and pushed his hand over her bra. “You getting off on this?” she taunted me.
“I think you’re getting off on it,” I said to her.
“I call a stop,” Glen said with his face buried in her hair. He tried to step back but she pressed her body harder back against his and snaked her ankle around his shin to hold him rooted to the spot.
“Shut up,” Clare and I said together with our eyes glaring at each other’s and we both laughed.
“Why wouldn’t I get off on it?” she said, forcing Glen’s hand to rub her all over both her breasts. “What woman doesn’t love to explore her unknown selves?” she said with one eyebrow arching high. She bent over further at her hips and shivered when Glen squeezed her breast. She pushed his other hand down inside the opened front of her shorts.
“Is that what this is?” I said, and I reached for my phone and found a dance playlist and put it on the bluetooth. “Unknown selves?”
“Sure,” she said, and she raised one hip and the other in time with the music and pushed her hands into her hair and gasped with her head falling back and her eyes falling closed. Her shorts fell off her hips and hung stretched half way down her thighs. “Why do you think girls read so many romance novels?” she snorted lightly. “The alternate reality. Being a different woman,” she grinned and then shivered through her body. “Baby,” she whispered over her shoulder and she chicken-winged her arms behind her back. She gasped again and the tension in the side straps of her bra slackened. The cups fell forward and the shoulder straps fell down her biceps.
She kept her face and eyes on mine as she rotated her body tightly against Glen’s body and wrapped her arms around his neck. She watched me over her shoulder even as her bra fell down between their bodies and landed at their feet. She stared at me as she wriggled her legs until her denim shorts fell down around her ankles, too. She used her toes to pick her shorts up to her grasping fingers behind her back and she tossed them over her top on the couch. She did the same with her bra. She turned to Glen and pulled his head by the hair and leaned her head back to kiss him with a groaning passion. I studied her back, toned and lithe. She was stripped down to her panties only. She pressed her bare breasts into Glen’s bare chest and whispered something in his ear and laughed.
Glen laughed too, nervously. “No,” he shook his head and his eyes shot up to mine.
“Yes!” Clare said against his ear and she snickered. Her hands pushed down between their bodies and she stuck her sweet round ass out toward me to make room between their hips.
“No!” Glen flared his eyes at her and thrusted his hands between their bodies too, fighting her hands off.
They struggled together but my wife won when she chomped her teeth into the skin of his neck. When Glen recoiled and clutched at his neck in horror, she laughed and I saw the waist of his jeans go slack.
She turned around and glared at me over her shoulder. “I mean, my shorts are off, it’s only fair, right?” She grinned at me with half her face.
“Tell me more about this other self,” I said, slumping down further in my chair.
“Dude!” Glen rolled his eyes to the ceiling and snatched at the waist of his jeans clutching them at the top of his thighs. “Tell your wife to knock it off.”
“She doesn’t listen to me, I thought we already established that,” I snickered.
My wife twisted around again and stuck her tongue out at me over her shoulder. “Your friend is afraid of your wife,” she said. She turned back to him and covered his mouth with hers. “Am I too much woman for you?” she tittered. His pants fell further down his legs. He tried to catch them in his fingers but she clutched at his wrists and pulled his hands around her body and pushed them into the ass of her panties.
“Maybe it’s just fiction,” she said to me over her shoulder. She raised one knee between his legs high enough to press her thigh into his crotch, before she snagged his jeans with her toes and tugged his pants to the floor between his feet. “Just like reading a  book, only . . . ” she pushed her hand between their abdomens and looked at me behind her. “ . . . harder,” she gasped and she bit her lip with an exaggerated sexual pose.
“Is it something you yearn to do?” I asked her with my eyes narrowed, as though I were thinking hard, as though we were talking about alien life in the cosmos or the origins of some obscure word.
“You yearn for it,” she said and she laughed and pushed her palms against his bare thighs and her bare chest against his stomach. Her body slinked down against his as she bent at her knees and waist.
“I yearn for what?” I asked.
She dropped all the way down to her knees and kissed Glen’s stomach and pushed her hands up his body to scrunch her fingers into his chest. “You fantasize about me being with other men,” she said into Glen’s lower stomach, between kisses.
“No,” I instinctively retorted.
“As if,” she whispered, and her hands travelled back down Glen’s chest and stomach and her fingers snagged and hung on the waist of his athletic boxer briefs.
“Can we just,” Glen said, and he stumbled backward, caught his heels in his jeans crumpled around his ankles, and fell back onto the couch with only his shoulders and head against the back cushions.
Clare had held the waist of his shorts as he stumbled backward and fell down, and she ended up pulling them down to his knees and she tittered.
“Tell me you haven’t jerked off in the bathroom imagining exactly this,” she said over her shoulder and through her hair before turning back toward Glen and pushing her face into his bared lap.
He pressed her forehead with both of his palms and looked down like a man about to be consumed by a shark. “Fuck off, Clare,” he said. “Tell your wife to fuck off, man!” he said to me still staring down at the top of my wife’s blonde head and the back of her straining neck.
“This exactly?” I said. Her back writhed and her shoulders rose as her head sank down. “No,” I said thoughtfully. “Not quite.”
She twisted around only far enough for our eyes to meet through her hair. “You’ve never imagined me sucking off another man?” she said softly through a grin. Behind my wife’s head I could see her hand wrapping around my friend’s erect cock.
“Is that what this is for you?” I said gripping the arms of my chair and curling my fingers to dig my nails into the fabric.
“I told you,” she exhaled with nearly no voice as she turned back toward Glen’s lap. “It’s like I’m a different woman,” she groaned, and I saw the back of her head drop down between her raised shoulders, and her hair sweep over his thighs and stomach.
Glen inhaled like a stabbed man and he clutched his hands around the leading edge of the couch cushion beneath him. His head shot back and his eyes popped wide open. “Fuck!” he exhaled.
My wife’s back jiggled and her head pulled up. I could hear her snicker, but only for a moment, before her head dropped down again. She gathered her hair in a cord and pulled it out over one shoulder and craned her neck and swayed her back to look over her shoulder at me again, this time showing me the head of my friend’s cock between her lips and sunk part way into her mouth.
She pulled off and rubbed her bent thumb over the glistening tip of his cock. “Doesn’t a voyeur project himself into the mind of the other man?” she said, and she held my gaze even as she licked and kissed the length of his cock.
“I don’t know, why are you asking me?” I said. My body was stiff and my neck flexed.
She sank her mouth around his cock again and made me watch her take it deeper in her mouth until her eyes shut and a tiny moan emerged from the back of her throat. She came off him again and caught her breath. “You told me you liked to watch.”
“That was shared in strictest confidence,” I said. My breathing was short and my head felt light.
She turned back toward Glen’s body and leaned her head back to look up into his eyes. She clasped his cock in her hand and pushed it against her bare breasts and drew the head around her nipples. “My husband said he likes to watch other couples have sex,” she said up to him.
She turned around and stared at me as she kissed his cock. “All kinds of sex? Everything?”
I shook my head but my breath was rapid and I cleared my throat and jutted my jaw. “Theoretically,” I groaned. I couldn’t stop myself from conversing with her and I clamped my eyes shut.
“And I told him,” she said back to Glen and dropping her head down so far, when she came back up, she was coughing and catching her breath, “that I fantasized about you.”
“Not true,” I shouted over her head from behind and I forced a laugh and shook my head at my friend.
“He asked me if I ever fantasize about other men,” she said to him in a voice so quiet it was almost not meant for me, but it was. “And I told him not just other men,” she said before ducking her head down and pumping his cock into her mouth with vigour and enthusiasm. “Just one particular other man.”
“Fuck me, dude,” he said to me. He was breathless like me.
“Well I didn’t think she’d tell you that!” I shouted back at him.
“But you let me and her go at it right in front of you?” He shouted incredulously.
She pulled his cock out of her mouth and kissed the underside before straightening up and kneeling tall between his legs. She kissed his mouth. “I told you, he’s a voyeur.” She kissed him again. “But the poor man,” she dropped back down into his lap and played with his cock in her hand, dragging it over her face like a kitten with a string. “There’s laws against spying on other people having sex — so he never gets to have his wish.” She plunged her mouth back down over his cock all the way to her throat and his body stiffened and strained, lifting his hips off the cushions.
She twisted sideways and pulled his legs with her to make sure I had enough of a side view to see her lips stretch around his cock and her cheeks bulge with the head. “But if it’s his wife and friend,” she said with a grin, her glassy eyes on mine, “he gets to watch all he likes, doesn’t he,” she said before sucking his cock fast and furiously.
“Is it true?” Glen groaned with a grimace and one eye clamped shut.
“Is what true?” I answered in the same way.
“You fucking love it watching your wife blow your friend? Because, dude,” he winced and tore at the cushions with his hands, “she’s going to make me fucking blow.”
I shut my eyes and sank down in my chair harder and shook my head unable to reply.
“He wants you to,” she said to him and she laughed and went down on him over and over. “He wants to watch you ejaculate into his pretty wife’s little mouth,” she said through a grin and she moaned loudly with his cock stuffed deep in her mouth.
I peeked out one eye. Glen’s body was flat like a board and his ass was lifted far out of the cushion. He was groaning and grimacing like a man flying at full speed toward a cliff face. “You better say something now!” he groaned with a cry.
“Baby!” my wife said with a deep groan, but before she got her lips back around his cock, he spurted into her face. She laughed and sank her mouth down over his shaft and I saw her cheeks puff and her throat bulge from swallow. She pulled off of him too soon and he ejaculated more, hitting her hair, her neck, and her breasts. She laughed and sank her mouth down around his cock again to make sure to get all of him.
She pulled up and cupped her hand under her chin and swallowed again and pranced off on her tip toes, dashing for the bathroom. She touched my knee and my shoulder as she passed and I heard her titter as bubbling cum foamed out her mouth and ran down her chin.
Glen snatched at his underwear and pulled them on hurriedly as well as his pants and t-shirt. “Just going to,” he said, and he ducked his head down, pointed at the door, and scrammed.
I caught my breath and stared at the couch where they had been together. Clare came back out in a nighttime pink halter and cotton panties. She had had a shower. “Is he gone?”
“Yeah,” I said, still dazed.
She climbed into my chair with me and I shifted sideways with my hips to make room for her. She pulled her knees up and laid her cheek and palm into my shoulder.
“Would be awkward if he was still here,” she said.
“Like it wasn’t awkward before?”
She snickered and stretched her neck up to kiss my neck below my chin. “You fucking loved it, don’t lie,” she grinned.
“Did you plan it?” I said, pushing my head back into the cushion and looking in her eyes.
She pulled up and threw her knee over my lap and straddled me, sinking down onto my knees and draping her arms over my shoulders. “Hardly. But I told you to stop doing it,” she said, leaning into my face and kissing my lips.
“But you told me you had the hots for him,” I said.
She grinned and kissed me more and pushed her hips further up my thighs. “So,” she tittered, “that was just fantasy talk.”
“Maybe I wanted to let you have a little fun,” I said.
She bolted up and pushed her hips forward until her panties pushed into my groin. “You planned it!” she said with a gasp.
“No, no,” I shook my head. “But when you started playing, it gave me the idea.”
She grinned and snickered.
“What?” I said.
“Nothing.”
“Tell me.”
She reached down in my lap and opened my pants. She fished inside and brought out my cock to stand it up against my stomach. “Same here,” she said, biting her lip.
“Same here what?”
“When we were playing, it gave me an idea,” she said, and she pushed my cock down so the head brushed against the front of her panties.
“And what idea was that?” I asked.
Her panties were like boy panties with a slot that could be opened in front. She filched inside her panties until, with her fingers, she opened them, and she drew the tip of my cock in tiny circles around and into the cleft of her pussy lips. She was boiling hot and soaking wet.
“That maybe you could have a little fun, too, watching a guy and girl do stuff,” she said quietly and in a high, nervous voice. She pushed her hips and her lips folded down around the head of my cock. Her breath caught and her body shivered.
“I have something to confess,” I said.
She gasped and arched and sank her pussy lips around the entire head of my cock, and brought her hands up to drop them over my shoulder. She inhaled unevenly and dropped her head back so her hair touched my thighs behind her, and she shut her eyes.
“What’s that, honey?” she breathed.
“I could feel it inside me, your feelings of pleasure, when you were sucking him,” I said.
She cried to the ceiling and hung her body back from mine with her fingers clasped around the back of my neck and her arms stretched straight out. “Could you?” she barely spoke.
“I knew what it felt like,” I said.
“I didn’t know,” she groaned and she pushed her hips down so that her pussy completely enveloped my cock and our thighs mashed together. “I would have done it in front of you, if I knew.”
“Done what,” I groaned, wrapping my hands around her ass and driving her up and down on my lap.
“I masturbated in the shower,” she exhaled. “I wasn’t sure you know how fucking much I was turned on sucking Glen off.”
“Holy fuck,” I said and our bodies came together. She grimaced and cried and rode my lap hard. “I was going to jerk off watching you, but I thought it was too weird.”
“Oh my fucking god,” she groaned and her breath caught. “I wouldn’t have been able to take it.”
“It was so fucking hot watching you do him.”
She shoved her head forward and pushed her mouth against my ear. “I want to fuck him next time,” she squeezed out, and her body went rigid on me, her breath stopped, and her shoulders pushed up between her dropped-back head.
“And I want to watch,” I groaned. I erupted extremely forcefully into her just as her pelvis quaked and her muscles squeezed. She yelled to the ceiling and I stained so hard under her, my body came out of the chair and lifted her completely up. I came inside her and she sank down against me.
We took each other by the hand to the bathroom and showered together. We didn’t mention it again all week. It was like the time we bared our souls and shared details of our fantasies with each other: we didn’t bring them up again either, and in the light of the next day, it felt too weird to re-introduce the topic. That’s what made this night so revealing: the next time we mentioned our fantasies, we were enacting them for each other.
Friday came around and Glen was coming over for basketball on our building’s court.
“Is he staying for dinner?” Clare asked as I dressed and went to the door to go down and meet him.
I stopped and stared at her with narrowed eyes.
“Just so I know how much to order,” she said, gesturing with her head to her phone already open to one of our faves.
“Should I ask him?” I turned my face half sideways from her. I tried to hide it, but I grinned and she saw it.
She looked away and down and she let her hair fall over her face and she looked up at me through the tops of her eyes and through the blonde strands that fell over her face. She bit her lip and I saw her face blush. “Do you want to?”
I had opened the door a bit but I shut it again, keeping my hand on the knob. We stared at each other for three whole beats. “Yes,” I finally said in a voice so quiet I wasn’t sure she heard.
But she did. She covered her face with both her hands and squealed and turned and kicked her feet up behind her and spun around on the spot three times. “Should I get ready?” she said in a tiny, high-pitched and innocent voice.
I shrugged holding the door knob and half-grinned. “I guess so,” I said.
“Don’t tell him,” she said. “I like it when he doesn’t know.”
“It’s hotter when we don’t know, isn’t it,” I said.
She was breathless. “Yes,” she rolled her eyes and grinned widely.
I found Glen in the lobby. “You’re staying for dinner, by the way,” I said to him and headed down the hallway to the court.
He stood rooted to the spot staring at my back all the way until I turned around in the doorway. “Dude,” he said with his head falling sideways and fear flooding his eyes and mouth. 




Secret Hotwife

I found my wife cheating with my friend.
So I charged into the living room, I tore him off her and belted him black and blue, and then I packed my bags and left that night, never turning around. The end.
No, I didn’t burst in on them — I was too struck in the cool dark outside on the balcony by the question “Why?” I wasn’t shocked by the discovery of her dalliance, I was shocked at myself and my own lack of immediate reaction. A phrase I had read played in my head like a song worm: It’s not always about you. It’s a trip for the mind to try viewing the world without yourself at the centre of it, especially with visions from behind of one’s spouse riding joyfully in the lap of one’s friend on one’s own couch. But it can be done . . . .
I’d come back early from my usual Wednesday night hockey game — there’d been an ugly injury and we all lost the taste for playing that night. There’s a fire escape up the back of our building that I used sometimes to keep from dragging my smelly equipment through our condo so I could hang it on the rack on the balcony right away. It was through the balcony doors and the slightly parted curtains that I spotted Tish on the couch apparently alone.
She was dressed up a bit, which is what gave me my initial pause. She had on a dusty-pink
dress and bracelets and earrings and a necklace, and she was holding a full flute of champagne. I frowned with a grin through the gap in the window and raised my finger’s knuckle to tap the glass to not scare her with my early arrival home. I didn’t know about any meeting, but that wouldn’t have been too surprising. She’s an executive assistant to the state treasurer and community meetings in the evening were a feature of life for her.
I held my knuckle just off the glass though. That was because I saw a second flute of champagne, also full, on the coffee table in front of the couch. I grinned to myself and snorted. A colleague was over, obviously, and if I was l lucky, it would be Brenda, the uber-hot executive assistant to the governor. Maybe, I thought to myself, I’d just linger a little longer out there on the balcony and get a little spying in on the hotty.
I slid my bag off my shoulder and set it down on the balcony gently. No need to rush in with news that I was home early from the game. Her friend and colleague was a fantasy on legs. I jerked off more than once after one of her evening visits.
But that’s not who came out of the hallway from the bathroom. It was Rolph, our upstairs neighbour, the speciality carpenter. That’s odd, I thought. Maybe there was a strata council meeting. He came up behind her where she sat facing the window across the room that looked out at the ocean and he ran his hand up her back and under her hair to slide it around her neck with an intimate caress. I squinted.
She didn’t recoil or dart out of his reach. Instead, she reluctantly pulled herself away from some private reverie, turned her head slowly around and up to him, and gripped his hand as it rubbed her shoulder, and she smiled at him.
She gestured toward the flute of champagne on the coffee table, and as he stepped toward the couch, he picked up her hand with his, she whooped with a laugh as he pulled her up onto her peeking-toe pink pumps, and he pulled her over to the couch with him, where they kissed once, briefly, fell clumsily down together, and then kissed more, longer, sprawling their bodies together across the cushions.
It was no post-strata council recap.
I stepped backward until my ass rested against the aluminum railing of our balcony and I crossed my arms over my chest. “Huh,” I said to myself. My head shook like I’d just tasted something bitter and I stretched my eyes wide open and projected my face forward as though that would clarify the vision. “Tish,” I murmured to myself with a chuckle. “What the fuck?”
Through my private-viewing three-inch gap, I watched our neighbour and friend laugh and talk with my wife, push his face under her hair and into her neck, and my wife squeal, stretch her head back, and fall into the corner between the arm and back of the couch with her business skirt, already on the short side, sliding up her thighs. And I saw, in case I was mistaken, in case they were just playing around, his hand slide up her calf, grip the underside of her thigh, and then, kissing again more fully, more deeply, push up between her thighs that opened for him all the way until his elbow was at her knees.
This was no innocent flirt getting carried away.
I stepped forward again and clenched my fists at my sides. I looked behind and below me. Eureka was quiet, as it usually is, even right in the centre of downtown. I sipped my take-out coffee and realized how absurd that was, as though I were watching a show on Netflix. Rolph’s arm began to slowly retract from under my wife’s skirt and out of the shadows between her legs. She lifted her feet and pressed them together as she rocked her body back further into the couch. He gently eased his hand down over her knees and calves and finally over her shoes, pulling her black sheer stockings with them. She didn’t pause the kiss one second. In fact, she rubbed her hands around the backs of his shoulders and down his sides, and her fingers, long and agile — she was a pianist in another life — landed on his sides and tugged his shirt free from its tuck inside his pants.
Things were not mid-action nor wrapping up. It seems I came in right at the beginning.
I sipped my coffee because I wasn’t going to waste it, which is an odd thing to put precious mental resources toward for thinking in such a situation, and I looked up into the underside of the overhang of the balcony above, and then further yet up to the stars in the sky and the slowly moving satellite I spotted moving between them.
Ok, I thought to myself, taking inventory of evidence, it doesn’t look like a first time. My wife isn’t just flirting. She isn’t just making a mistake. I jutted my jaw and nodded, unwilling still to look back through the gap yet. No, I nodded to the silent, spying satellite, this was a full-on affair. It was an ongoing act. It was a thing of duration, not something of the moment. This was not an accident. My wife was cheating on me, full stop.
I looked back through the gap in the curtains. Her skirt had bunched up around her waist, her shoes were rolled over where they dropped from her feet, and his shirt was open to her roaming hands. They laughed and murmured and nuzzled together, and when he pulled her hair, she didn’t yelp or recoil, she only dropped her mouth open and jutted her jaw back at him with her eyes blazing.
I came half way across the balcony to the glass and planted one hand on my hip — I still had my coffee — and I shook my head with exaggerated disdain, as though I also had a role in this play and needed to demonstrate to an audience the body language of an aggrieved husband. But even then, I glanced around and moved closer, not to see better, but to block the view of anyone in a nearby building who might have caught the action.
I was protecting her private space for her. I told myself it was because I didn’t want things interrupted so that I could bear witness to the fullness of her crimes and give myself the justification for selecting virtually any reaction I wanted to pursue. I had to push down the alternative thought that my wife was enjoying something immensely at that moment and I wanted her to have it, as though she were reading a novel she was very much into, and I chose to delay the interruption of supper for her. It was a weird and unexpected thought to contend with.
My wife pushed herself up and over Rolph’s lap and spread her knees around his waist, facing down at the top of his head. He leaned his head back into the couch and lifted his face toward our ceiling. Tish held his face in her hands like it was some precious antique bowl or vase and she ducked her head down below her rising shoulders to place the gentlest of kisses on his lips. Still he wrapped his fists up in her blonde waves, and as he increased the tension on her hair, she smirked and her chest heaved against his chin with her deeper, more laboured, breaths. She was grinning.
I’d never pulled her hair. We did things entirely differently.
When he yanked her skirt up over her ass, she squealed — I could hear her voice through the glass. That was also something I didn’t and wouldn’t do — yank any of her clothes. When he tugged on her top, she slapped his hand but then she twisted around to give him access to the tiny zipper at the back of her dress. She gathered her hair in a rope around her shoulder and gazed blankly toward the balcony windows behind which I ducked just in time.
She pushed up and off him and backed up toward me on her bare feet and nearer to the curtains behind which I cowered. I saw her toned back emerge from the splitting of the sides of her top, and then the flare of her ass below the deeply concave dip of her lower back as she shimmied and swayed to pull, with obviously exaggerated effort, her dress down over her hips. She stepped backward further and out of the dress that crumpled on the floor around her ankles and she laughed. When she reached the balcony doors, she turned, nearly brought her nose face to face with mine through the glass were I not quick enough about ducking, and she tugged the curtains closed.
But not completely. A half inch remained when the curtains settled back down and I laid my hands palm first on the cold smooth glass and brought my eye against it. My wife had returned to Rolph’s lap now wearing only her black panties and bra. She had flicked her hair up and over the top of her head so that her back was completely bared to me, and she settled it her hair over and down behind his head and tittered more.
I scanned all around beside me again — had anyone come out onto their balconies to take in the air or grab an illicit smoke and noticed me pressed against my own window, peering in like a boy watching a baseball game for free?
I brought my good eye back to the glass. Rolph’s fingers worked at the clasp at the back of my wife’s bra, and in response, she only spread her kneeling legs further and arched her back to rub, rudely, the front of her panties forward and back over the lump forming in the front of his pants. She knelt up straight on his lap and shook her shoulders so the satin straps fell down her arms, and she curled her chest so the cups dipped from her breasts, and she twisted around to search for a spot to toss her bra with her arm not very well covering her bare breasts. It wasn’t for long, anyway, before she smiled warmly, stretched up on her knees over him, and cupped the underside of one breast in her palm and pushed her nipple into his face and along his lips.
How far were they going to go? How far had they already gone? Was this a kissy-kissy cheat? Was it a “ let’s get stripped together” kind of thing? Was it an oral sex affair? Or was it even more? I blanched. My wife’s elbows poked back behind her and they worked together at something in front of her stomach, and I knew that her hands were working in his lap. She rolled her face up to the ceiling and laughed and ducked down again to kiss his chest through his open shirt. Her body began to pour down against his and further down over the edge of the couch until her knees came together on the floor between his feet and her soles stretched and twisted together facing me.
She was no more gentle with his clothes than he was with her clothes, the way she tugged and tore at his open pants, taking his underwear down his legs with his pants that turned inside out as she pulled them off and tossed them over her back without even looking.
There was an aggressiveness and assertiveness to her actions — a selfishness — that was a revelation to me. Our foreplay and lovemaking was always slow and gentle and giving — it was always about the other. The way she laughed, the way she tugged and pushed, it was striking how obvious it was that my wife was in this for herself. The glass between us helped me to maintain the objective study stance I’d fallen into. It didn’t feel quite real. It felt more like I was given a glimpse into the mind of my wife as she read a book or perhaps as she daydreamed and fantasized.
My breath fogged the glass and a siren howled like a lonely wolf somewhere on the other side of town. In her black panties only, her cascade of blonde spread over her back and over his knees, my wife’s back contorted and arched, and her arms laid gently down on the top of his thighs. Her palms pressed into his skin and her fingers curled at his thighs. Her nails, glossy and sharp, dug into his hips and her shoulders — round and shining — poked up high as her head fell down between them.
I exhaled and fogged out my entire view before I used my index fingertip to rub clear a spot just big enough for my one eye through the narrow gap of curtain. “Fuck me,” I murmured to myself. The top of my wife’s head dropped down and rose up with that familiar pace and depth. I didn’t have to see, I knew what she was doing on him. But as though to quell any doubts in the minds of her erstwhile audience, she rolled her head sideways, sank down on her haunches, and pulled his erection up past her cheek. I could tell she was smiling, and I could tell her eyes were flashing at his with darkness and excitement pumping through them. She was licking and sucking on his balls.
I was overcome again with doubt and shame and I darted my gaze left and right and spun around, sure that I would catch some prick staring out his window watching the private actions of my wife and laughing at me. My heart pounded and my lungs emptied. I stumbled backward and bounced against the railing behind me. I cupped my hands over my face and inhaled enough to swirl my head with too much oxygen. I stepped forward again and reached toward the handle of the door ready to tear it sideways, to fling the curtains away, and to stomp across the room and tear my wife from the man’s lap.
But my hand froze at the handle. I looked at it like it was another person’s hand, like I was in a movie. It wouldn’t cross the last inch, it wouldn’t seize the handle. I shut my eyes and clenched my teeth like someone ready for a punch with their hands tied behind their back, or for a bullet with the blindfolds on.
But seconds ticked and I only opened one eye. Inside, my wife was pushing herself up onto her feet with her hands sunk into the man’s knees. She flicked her hair from her face to let it settle down her back. She pressed her hands into her sides and swayed her hips like there was music inside, and she slowly slid her hands down over her hips, and her fingers inside the waist of her panties. She dipped forward at her waist and locked her knees as she pushed her hands further down over her thighs, taking her panties with them. Then she stood in front of him with her legs straight and parted and she aimed her panties at him with one eye shut and sling-shotted them at his face, before rolling her head back and laughing with unadulterated joy. She also stepped up between his knees and leaned her hand on his shoulder to balance herself as she poked her toes at her shoes, and slipped them back on.
She began to walk around our condo nude but for her pumps, casually as though nothing were out of the ordinary, and she brought her glass with her, sipping it and pretending to examine the paintings and the plants. But she twisted around and darted a glance over her shoulder at Rolph and laughed with mischief. She pulled strands of hair over her mouth and sucked it inside as she leaned back against the island in our kitchen and laid both her shoulders on it behind her. She covered her bare pussy with her hand and dropped her face forward so her hair fell over her eyes and she smiled to herself, drained her glass, and then heaved herself up onto the edge of the counter. She wriggled her bare ass on the concrete and bent her knees to pull her heels up onto the edge and she dropped her legs open and rubbed herself, staring at him the whole time.
I can’t say enough how much none of this was like the Tish I had hitherto known. We made love in bed. She liked to be licked, but she always pretended that she didn’t want it — wanting that was something she’d grown up thinking was bad or dirty or wrong.
She leaned back to rest on her elbows nearly lying on her back over the counter and spread her pussy wider with her two fingers under the showcasing lights in the ceiling, still staring at Rolph. She was beckoning him, she was inviting him — insisting to him he come and eat her out. I shivered at the unknown woman speeding herself on our counter.
Rolph finally decided he had teased her enough and made his slow, sauntering way over toward my wife who smiled, dropped her mouth wide open, and stuck her tongue far out down her chin. He was naked too, and when he came to the counter, he pressed his hand into her chest and pushed her onto her back. He ducked his head down between her knees and wrapped his arms through her thighs so that his hands came to rest on her abdomen, and his fingers reached down to her lips.
My wife’s arms flopped backward onto the counter and her fingers tightened around her folded thumbs. Her head rolled sideways and her eyes shut tightly. When his head moved further down between her milky thighs, her mouth dropped open. With another movement of the back of his head, her chest arched and her head lifted backward toward the fridge, pushing her breasts up toward the ceiling. The balcony door was closed but I heard a high-pitched gasp and I watched her head fling to the other side and back again, whipping her hair over her face this way and that.
Her hands came down and her fingers pushed into the hair on the back of his head. She held him by his temples like a bowling bowl she was readying to throw from her abdomen. Her whole body thrashed back and forth and her toes curled impossibly inward. I heard her cries rise in pitch and frequency. I saw her hips quake under his head. And I saw her upper body, her arms and her neck, flex. And then I saw her whole back lift off the counter, her head roll back further, and her chest stop breathing altogether. Finally she curled over in her shoulders and crunched her stomach into a full sit-up, and she gently pushed his head from her groin and rolled her pretty naked body over onto her side, pulling her knees to her chest like someone ready for sleep. When he leaned over her spent body, she grinned and laughed and they kissed and he went to my fridge and got the bottle out to refill their glasses.
I shook my head and I closed my eyes, not knowing if I wanted to cleanse them or memorize the vision. The lights went out and I ducked behind the curtain, knowing I was now more visible out on the balcony. I peeked when I thought it might be safe and saw my wife, naked but still in her pumps, walking hand in hand with Rolph back to the couch, her head leaning back and sideways on his shoulder.
If I thought she had returned to her more familiar soft and gentle intimacy, I was disabused of that notion a moment later. In front of the couch, my wife pushed Rolph so hard and unexpectedly, he stumbled backward to sit slumped below her. She laughed and crawled over this lap on her knees. I swallowed and my breath drained from my lungs. “No way,” I said out loud. But I saw her deft and long fingers pushed through between their abdomens and between her parted thighs, and I watched them draw tightly around the head of his erect cock.
She rocked on her knees back and forth over his lap and dropped her head between her shoulders to kiss his mouth. She drew the tip of the head of his cock through the cleft of her pussy lips that swelled and glistened like the dew-dropped stamen of a flower. My eyes glazed over as though coated with varnish. My innards sank like an elevator in free fall. My knees shook and broke, and I slid down the glass on my forearms until I came to my knees on the hard, gritty cement of the balcony. My nose pressed up against the glass and my throat dried like a cracked lake bed in a drought. She raised herself on her knees and pressed with her fingers on the underside of his cock until the head pushed between her enveloping lips, and she removed her hands from between their bodies, dropped them around his shoulders, and sank slowly, inexorably, but insistently down until the bottoms of her thighs pressed the tops of his and his cock had disappeared entirely between her grasping lips.
I shut my eyes but her cries startled me and I looked up as reluctantly as though I were passing an accident on the highway in slow, quiet mode. It wasn’t lovemaking that I was watching from behind. It was fucking. My wife wasn’t slow, gentle, quiet, or intimate. She was rough, she was fast, and she was loud. She rode him as though he were a mechanical bull in some down south bar. She slammed her body against his and he slapped her ass, pushed her hips up and down in his lap, and her breasts bounced against his face. When his cock popped out by accident, she laughed hilariously and shoved it back into her. When he picked her up, she wrapped her arms around his shoulders and locked her ankles in his back. He dropped her under her sideways on the couch and she draped one leg over the back of the couch as he pounded himself so hard down into her, the couch legs danced and skidded on the floor.
What are the reasons a wife cheats? We immediately think she’s stealing something, but then we reflect — she must therefore lack something, something I’m not giving her. We go through the remorse of realizing we left her unloved, lonely, unfulfilled. Perhaps in bed we don’t do it any good at all — she’s wanting and needing a good and proper fuck of the kind we can’t give. It’s all about us. What we don’t do, what we don’t have, what he don’t give or what we don’t say.
I looked through the glass at my wife as she rolled over onto her knees and elbows and gripped the arm of the couch above her head and dropped her back to shove her ass up toward Rolph who kneeled behind her and I listened to her cries as he entered her and slammed his body hard into her so much her eyes clenched and her mouth pulled in a pained grimace facing me.
A few months ago, we were talking about our childhoods. “I was one of those girls,” she laughed with shyness and hid her face from me in her arm, “who had full-on tea parties for a whole bunch of different dolls and stuffed animals. Or even school for them,” she squealed and bit me, “with me as the teacher.”
“Only child, right?”
“Only child, but not just that. I loved it.” She stared into the middle distance. “I loved the secret part to it — being an only child, I thought even then, was great because no one would intrude on my whole little private world.”
“Why was it so important to keep it so secret?”
“I knew it was fictional,” she dropped her face sideways and squinted her eyes at mine. “I don’t know if other girls are totally delusional and think the dolls and toys are actually alive,” she laughed. “I’ve never gone over it with anybody before! It’s still a totally private, secret thing!”
“But you never lost sight of how it was all made up?”
“No,” she smiled distantly. “I always new it was fiction, but a beautiful fiction. There were dramas between them and triumphs and tragedies. They were stories, that was the point, and they were meant to be fiction, it was like plays I was creating, as plays, meant to be plays for my entertainment — for a moment of unreality that I got to visit and play in whenever I wanted.”
“So the storylines carried over one day to the next?”
“Oh yeah!” she ducked her face down and her eyes flashed up at mine. “They lived in this whole parallel world that was running in real time alongside my real world. I had school, I had soccer, I had birthday parties at friends and the rest of it, but meanwhile, I was aware, secretly, that there was this other world where things were continuing to go on.”
“Even in your absence?” I crunched my eyes and half turned my head.
“Yeah!” she flared up with excitement. “And then around the table I’d have them talk so that I would find out by inference what had been going on.”
“It was secret to you too?” I laughed.
“It was a complete and self-contained other world. Thinking about it, not knowing what was going on in it, wondering how this or that game or trip went that I knew was coming up in their world, made my real world spark and jump with a whole different dimension. It was an enhancement to my reality. I mean, I’m sure,” she nodded thoughtfully at me, “things my dolls and toys had to deal with were in some way mirroring what I was dealing with or what those around me in reality were dealing with, and I was working things out, or experimenting, or just learning, but running that fictional world alongside my real world.” She wrapped her hand around my forearm and shrugged and shook her head at herself with the silliness of it all. “I got things out of my system, I guess,” she pulled her smile half up her face. “Cost free, right? Explore possibilities, see them through to the end, and enjoy it all, without anyone needing to know, without anyone getting hurt, including me!” she laughed. “I remember everyone going skydiving one day!” she ducked her head again and squealed with embarrassment. “They were so scared,” she recalled.
I rolled off my knees and sat down on the cold cement and wrapped my arms around my pulled-up knees. My wife pushed her ass back into Rolph’s hips as hard as he pumped his hips against her ass. When he groaned loud enough for me to hear him through the window, I saw her drop her face further up and her clench her eyes tighter. When his rhythm faltered, I saw her lungs fill and her jaw drop. He had a condom on so I didn’t see his cum gush from her lips, but I could tell. She came with him, hugging the arm of the couch and sweeping her head side to side like a blissed-out heroin addict feeling that warmth flood her veins, and I saw the merest of smiles curl the corners of her mouth.
I stayed on the balcony until Rolph was dressed and gone and my wife was showered and in her t-shirt and shorts lounging on the straightened-up couch with a cup of tea and a book, the flutes having been washed and put away and the empty bottle safely buried in the bottom of the recycling box.
I snuck half way down and stomped back up the fire-escape and dropped my bag of equipment heavily on the balcony. I tapped on the glass and she looked up as I parted the slightly open curtains and stepped in.
“Good game?” she asked.
“Just trying to go out there and do the little things, let the big things look after themselves, just trying to have fun out there, it’s a long season, just trying to not get to too high on the highs or too low on the lows, just putting my head down and take it shift by shift.”
She nodded and giggled and shook her head at me. “I can’t tell,” she said, barely holding in her laughter. “It doesn’t sound like the finals, but you wouldn’t be so pat in a normal mid-season game.”
I swept my head sideways and inhaled through my teeth and wiped my face with an imaginary towel around my shoulders. “Like I said, we’re just playing our game, taking it to the opponent, we’re not getting too far ahead of ourselves, take it one game at a time and see where the chips fall. But yeah, one more win, I mean, I can’t deny it, it would be awesome to make it to the finals after all these years, but like I said, one game at a time, we still have to wine one more here, and the fourth win is always the hardest, so . . . “ I said, pouring most of a bottle of water down my throat.
“Ah,” she laughed. “So we’re in the semis, and you’re up 3 games to 1. I remember you took a loss last week.”
I fell down beside her and laughed with her.
“You smell,” she said, but she also smiled, reached over to hug my side, and kissed me deeply and long on my mouth. “Did you score tonight honey?” she said.
“I did,” I nodded with widened eyes.
“Oh,” she breathed. “Well you know what that means, don’t you,” she cooed against me and she began to tug the fly of my jeans down.
I let her take my cock out in her cool hand and begin to roll her body over me and down between me spread knees before I added, “Twice.”
She gasped with a wide open smile and eyes dancing even more widely up at me. She squirmed back up in my lap and spread her legs around my hips and pushed her delicious chest in my face. “Baby gets a fuck!” she said in a groaning, gravelly voice. “Go shower,” she whispered against my ear. “I want to fuck your brains out.”
In bed after, she rolled over toward me and entwined her hand with mine and kissed the back of my knuckles. “Are we all good lately?” she asked me.
I stared up at the ceiling and searched the corners with eyes that looked like they were following a fly. Finally I replied with a question. “You tell me,” I said to her. “Is everything good with us?”
I could have told her what I saw earlier that evening. She could also have told me what she did.
“Everything is good,” she said and she kissed my hand again.
I rolled over toward her with faces close together on the pillows. “Do the play-by-play again?” I said, kissing her nose.
“Which one?” she cooed as I climbed over her body and she wrapped her hands around my waist.
“Overtime, game seven, final round,” I groaned as I pushed my hips down and my cock stretched into her pussy already warm and wet.
She clamped her tongue in her teeth with a wide grin, and as I fucked her, she held my head so my ear was against her lips, and she groaned and moaned as she called my cup winning goal. 




My Friend's Girlfriend

Here she comes again. She invades my mind like locusts sweeping a field.
The noise of traffic lifts and the murmur of the sidewalk cafe hushes. The aria of a heavenly choir  rises in my mind and light fills my small and quiet bookstore.
I can hardly control myself when she comes in.
“Hey,” I started with hesitation the other day with her boyfriend Cal. We were hanging one of his paintings on the walls above my shelves.  “What’s your girlfriend’s name, again?” I pinched one of the nails from my tight lips and went a step further up the ladder. Cal was a local struggling artist. I was doing my part to help him out. I swear to god there was no other motive for me to invite him to try showing his work in my bookstore.
“Wen?” he said over his shoulder opening his arms around the frame of his six-foot-wide dark abstract and turning around awkwardly toward me with it, waddling like a fat penguin with his painting riding on his toes.
“Yeah,” I said with carefully casual disinterest, beckoning him over my shoulder to come toward me with his painting. “She was asking about a book. I wanted to put her name on it in case I’m not here,” I said.
That was a lie. Cal was in his early 20s and so was his girlfriend, a music teacher at the local community centre. I spied on her whenever her and Cal were out in the hood or dropping into my bookstore, but I kept my gaze appropriately averted.
She was what I could never have for a lot of reasons: She had a boyfriend, for starters. She was known around the hood as well — it’s not a small city, but its neighbourhoods can be cloistered.  Cal and Wen showed up a couple of years ago as the intensely artsy couple, he the painter, she the singer. I was far too known in the hood to sneak around with anything that noticeable. My bookstore might be small and tucked away in a poorer area, but it had a reputation, as did I.
That was all just the fantasy talking, though. In reality, Wen was like those girls back in college — far too hot for the likes of me. Entirely wrong league. She was the kind of girl I choked up around when I was younger. She’s still the kind I choke up around today. Just catching sight of her without getting caught staring like a perv was all the joy that guys like me were ever going to get with girls like her.
Besides, I was married, so there was that.
The week before, Wen came into my bookstore alone and spent a long time with an over-sized Caravaggio hard-cover art book. I leaned over my sales counter as though deeply involved with what appeared on the screen of my laptop, but I slid sideways over the glass counter until I was in line with the shadowy aisle Wen stopped in.
She leaned back with her shoulders against the shelf behind her, her hips out, her one knee bent so her downward-pointing foot pressed with her bent toes into the top of her other foot. She was wearing flat bejewelled sandals that might have been from Samarkand or Marrakesh and a pastel pink sleeveless minidress. Her face hung down toward the light-reflecting broad pages of the book she held open and up to her face in her upturned hands, resting it against her ribs just below her small breasts that she looked down and over. Her dark caramel waves of hair cascaded down her neck and over her shoulders with strands hanging limply over her face and eyes that she slowly, mindlessly, pulled aside and tucked behind her ear. If she knew I was staring, she didn’t show it. Her chest rose and fell with the slow, deep breath of the deeply engaged. I forgot to breathe.
The book she studied contained a hundred or more plates of the most gruesome and grotesque of renaissance paintings. But Wen gazed without expression into those dark worlds. Her extraordinarily tall forehead and beguilingly pronounced cheekbones mesmerized me. She turned the pages with the slow casualness of a cat pawing an already fright-dead mouse. One touch, I thought to myself. If she were a marble statue I’d take her in the back. If gob hung from my bottom lip, I wouldn’t have known.
Suddenly she twisted her face up to the side toward me. She grinned with her lips widening and projecting out like someone delighted with the surprising blast of a cool mint. I was too slow to react, having been paralyzed by her freezing beauty. Her dark shaded eyes, her sunset-pink lips, her playful “caught you” grin — she made me shiver.
“Wish I could afford it,” she said, and she bit her lip, pushed herself using the back of her head to come back upright like someone reluctantly rising from a warm bed, and she reached up to slide the book back into its slot above her head. I gazed at her stretched-up body, the way she raised herself on her toes, the way her back curved into an “S” shape as she pushed the spine of the book, the way her mouth dropped open with her little grunting effort. The way her ass stuck out.
I stood and stared. I was, as the word has it, struck.
She tittered, spun around still on her toes, hooked her fingers into each other behind the small of her back, and darted another glance over her shoulders at me where I still gaped with my chin nearly fallen to my counter.
“Bye,” she said with more breath than voice, and she took her time gliding up the aisle and out my front door. As she passed the big front window back out into the bustle of the sidewalk, she glanced over again, she grinned, and she ducked her face down privately at me. She waved her tiny little fingers at me where no one could see, before disappearing back into the hood.
I pulled the book from the shelf and hid it beneath the counter. A gift, I thought. It would be innocent enough. I owned the bookstore so the book wasn’t as expensive for me, she was going to be teaching music again in the fall, and I had a reputation for nurturing up and coming artists, which she was with her singing, as was her boyfriend with his painting, and I was becoming closer friends with him, putting his work up on my walls. We had coffees together nearly every day. It wouldn’t raise a single eyebrow if I gave her a book as a present.
“Can you tell Wen to come by,” I said to Cal. “I have a book for her.”
“I don’t think she can afford any of your books,” he said sideways to me with a chuckle.
“Present,” I said.
He looked longer at me.
“Fuck sakes, Cal, can’t a guy give an aspiring artist a little encouragement?” I laughed.
“You sure that’s all it is?” he said, and he patted my back with his hand and we went out together to the cafe next door. He stood staring at me after we ordered coffees and waited. Finally, he said, “Just messin’ with ya.” He slapped my back. “Everybody’s always trying to get into her pants.”
Wen came the next evening only a few minutes before closing time. “Cal says you have something for me?” she said to me facing me directly, her face turned up, her body square to mine over the counter. Her shoulders hung wide, her hands turned forward at her hips, and she held her torso like a ballerina’s — chest forward, hips up. She looked like a model.
I swallowed and bent down under the counter. The book was immediately accessible but I made as though I needed to search for it just to give me time to breathe, to calm myself, to get a grip. She was the girlfriend of a friend, a woman I could never talk to, and I was married, too, with thoughts I could not control.
She was like the most beautiful, the most rare, the most pricy painting I’d ever laid eyes on, and I had seen a lot of the world’s best paintings. I straightened back up with the book held against my chest like I was showing her a baby. “It’s a present for you,” I managed to squeeze out of my tight, constricting chest.
“Oh my god!” she smiled and took it from me. She twisted her little hand into the lapel of my linen jacket and pulled me down and over the counter. Before I knew what she was doing, she pressed her soft, warm lips against my cheek. “Thank you so much,” she said, holding the book in one hand, cover up, and passing her other hand over the surface of it as though feeling a lover’s stomach. “I love it,” she said with her head tilting and her lips pouting, and she hugged it tightly against her chest. “I was just looking at this one last week!”
I gulped watching her fingers tighten around the binding of the book. “I know. I thought you’d like it — it might be interesting for you,” I muttered, unable to think. “For teaching or for music, kind of.”
“Hey,” she said, “aren’t you closing yet?”
“You don’t have to go,” I answered quickly. “Doesn’t matter,” I chuckled and shrugged. “I’ve got a lot of things to catch up on, not going anywhere, got to stay anyway. No rush.”
“Oh,” she turned and her shoulders dropped. “Well, I was wondering — can I leave the book here for now? I was going down the street to Blackbird. My friends are playing!” She hooked her thumb over her shoulder. “And Cal is watching a game, again.”
“Yeah,” I nodded. “Of course I can,” I said, and I took the book back from her, still warm from her embrace, and slid it back under the counter. I shook my head at myself. What did I think was going to happen?
She turned and made for the front door. “Why don’t you come over when you get out of here?” she said.
I chuckled. “Oh, I don’t know,” I demurred. I usually had to beat it home ahead of my wife calling to find out where I was and when I was getting back. She knew my hours like the senior’s home knows the Matlock schedule.
“Oh come on,” Wen said with a grin at my half-open door. “One drink!” she said dipping her face forward and holding up her index finger. “Please?” she pleaded.
I chuckled more and half turned away. “We’ll see,” I lied, glancing around behind my counter as though taking stock of all the work I had to do before going, which was in fact, nothing.
“Promise?” she tilted her head to the side so that strands of her hair fell lose over her face. “I owe you at least a drink for the book,” she said with delight as though she found the perfect way to force a yes from me.
“Let me tidy up here first,” I said.
“Okay, I’ll be waiting,” she said with that half-breath voice again and she gave me another of those tiny private finger waves through my big front window as she skipped past and smiled at me before disappearing into the night.
I inhaled and shut my eyes and gritted my teeth. I would be a fool to chase that. It isn’t real, I said to myself. She’s being nice to a lonely sad fuck.
Just moments later, there came a rapping at my door and I looked up startled. It was Cal. I waved him in and shouted, “Not locked yet!”
“I’m next door getting a coffee, if you want to come over,” he said nudging his head sideways.
“Got a lot to do here,” I said with a shrug.
“Well, if you can — Inter Milan is playing, I’ll be in the back room.”
I nodded and waved. The back room of the cafe had a door they kept open for air during games and in my back shed attached to my back door, I could hear the cheers and know the scores without watching a second of it.
I went out my front door and locked it behind me. To my right was the front door of the cafe. To my left and down a few doors was the Blackbird. And past the Blackbird and around the corner was the street home. I hung my face and gently banged the top of my head against the glass of my locked door and winced like a man in pain. I’d had a lifetime of that kind of wound, the kind that’s salted with unrealistic dreams.
“One drink,” I heard her breathy, insistent voice in my mind. It poured through my brain like syrup. I pried myself up from the door with a vertical push-up, twirled my key ring around my finger, and smirked to myself. A guy like me, I thought. Girls like her never said at thing to me and I never said a word to them. I couldn’t.  It was always as though they were semi-transparent visages I reached for like a crawling man in the desert who yearns for the mirage — and who, after enough years, is happy enough even if they are mirages.
I turned left. I closed my eyes as I walked past the windows of Blackbird, but at the last second, I glanced sideways. It’s the glance that turns us to salt, isn’t it. Wen was inside, and with big, wide eyes, she beckoned me to come inside, too. I glanced behind me and to the doors of the cafe, where her boyfriend was waiting for me, too. 
At the door of the Blackbird, they were glad to see me. At the end of the bar, the bartender was delighted I came in — “on the house!” he said cheerily, overfilling my glass with much more than a shot of whiskey. I can’t go anywhere without being noticed.
Wen came by and ran her hand up and down my back that hunched over the bar and curled around that glass by itself on the coaster. “I’m glad you came!” she said, and as she carried on past me toward a table of her friends, her fingers lingered on my back, and then just the tips of her fingernails, before, as though reluctantly, she finally left me.
But she came back and pulled out the stool next to me. “Do you like?” she said twisting over her shoulder to me with her hair again all over her face. She sat on her stool in front of me with her back directly toward me and her legs spread over the edge, her toes caught in the ring around the stool legs at the bottom. She had locked her arms straight down and planted the heels of her palms into the edge of the stool between her thighs where her dress rode up. Her back was arched, her chest was out, and her ass curved toward the edge of my stool so closely, I needed to part my knees to avoid touching her.
“The band?” I clarified with her.
She didn’t answer. She only snorted with her shoulders rising higher and her face sinking further down. She pushed her fingers through her long black hair and threw it back over her head so that the ends grazed my face. She knew, too, but she didn’t care.
A girlfriend of hers came flying by and snatcher her hand and yanked her off the stool.
“No!” Wen groaned, “I just got off the floor!”
But her friend insisted, and Wen let herself get dragged off her stool and back to the floor in front of the band. She looked over her shoulder and shrugged at me with a helpless grin.
I turned ostensibly to watch the band. But of course, that gave me opportunity to watch Wen, too, without being guilty of it. This time, I didn’t look away when she caught me staring. She was staring back at me too. She closed her eyes and undulated her body toward me from the dance floor, curling her arms up and pushing her hands into her hair with her elbows out to the sides of her head. She rotated her hips and thrusted them toward me,  and when she knew I was mesmerized, she opened her eyes narrowly and dropped her mouth open and bit her lip. I caught the pointed tip of her tongue tracing out the corners of her lips. And then she nearly doubled over laughing.
I looked around guiltily but everyone was facing forward, the place was dark, and no one was watching me lust in body and mind for my friend’s girlfriend.
After dancing as though privately for me for a few more songs, she suddenly stepped away from the dance floor, walked slowly straight toward me with her eyes locked on mine, stopping only when her hips wedged between my knees and the front of her thighs touched the forward edge of my stool seat. With her face directly on mine, she said, “We should go get that book now.”
“You sure?” I said swallowing and licking my dry lips.
She leaned closer and put her mouth next to my ear. “Uh-huh,” was all she said. The scent of vanilla and cinnamon filled my nose. She pushed her stretched-back fingers into my upper thighs and pushed herself off and went back to her table. She picked up her purse and said a thing or two to her friends, and looked back at me over her shoulder as she went out the front door. She kept looking at me, too, as she went up the sidewalk past the big front window.
I drained my drink, said my thank yous, and went out the front door. I looked left at the corner and the way home, but I turned right toward my bookstore, and toward Wen standing at my locked door already waiting for me.
I fumbled with the keys and she tittered. I opened the door and she fell in ahead of me. I closed it behind us and I locked it. I didn’t turn the lights on, either.
“I’ve never been behind the counter,” she grinned as she went around and came forward to lean on it like I had been leaning on it earlier that day. I could see down her top and had a full view of her gleaming white bra. They might not have had a lot of money, but she always dressed well — funky, but chic funky. She had style.
“Book’s just down in front of you,” I said from the customer side of the counter.
“What’s back there?” she replied, ignoring what I said about the book and poking her face through the thick blue curtain into the back. 
“Just the office,” I said. “And where extra stock is stored,” I called as she went through and let the curtain shimmer back into place behind her.
“Is this a back door?” she said when I poked my head through the curtain to see where she’d gotten to.
“Shed,” I said. “Waste containers, scraps,” I said.
“Private?” she said, twisting the lock and then the handle with her dark conspiratorial eyes flashing at me through the darkness.
I rubbed my chin and looked back over my shoulder through the curtain and to the dark gallery to the front door and the people walking by to and from the restaurants and clubs. She went out into the shed. It has no roof, but it’s enclosed and private enough. She held up a twisted-up stick of rolled white paper and grinned at me with wide eyes, waving it at me.
I inhaled through gritted teeth and let my breath out threw puffed-out cheeks. She laughed and plopped down on a plastic chair against the far wall that faced the door back inside. “Come on,” she said. “Art appreciation, right?” she lifted her shoulders and snickered. She took a lighter out of her purse and set the flame to the end of the twisted paper between her sensuous lips, and she inhaled so deeply her chest rose up to her chin. She held it out to me and when I came to the back door, she retracted her hand and threw her head back and laughed before she held it out again like a peace offering.
I sat on the stool facing her and took it. She pushed her feet between my legs to catch her toes on the edge of my seat between my spread thighs and she rocked her chair back and leaned her head against the plywood wall behind her. She exhaled and twirled her finger in her hair where it fell over her breasts. The bottom of her dress fell up her thighs and she let her knees fall apart. I didn’t dare look, but if I did, I’d see her gleaming white scallop-edged hipster panties clear as day.
I could hear the game next door and the murmur of men and the gasps of a near goal or the cries of a foul. I could hear her boyfriend’s voice amidst it, less than ten feet away from us.
“It’s funny, isn’t it,” she said, taking the paper back from me and putting it to her lips again. “How society has so many things to say about who can and who can’t do things,” she said, handing it back to me.
“What do you mean,” I said, trying to consider the paper and not her. I straightened my back and pushed my hands clumsily into my thighs trying to avoid touching her feet sticking up between mine.
Her black dress slid further up to her hips. “There are so many reasons why you can’t touch me, for example, aren’t there,” she said bluntly. She pinched the tip of her tongue between her gleaming white teeth and she toyed at the edge of the waist of her panties with her fingertips. “I have a boyfriend, for one thing,” she said softly with her big dark eyes on mine, even as the tips of her finger worked under the waist of her panties.
I leaned over and handed the paper back to her but she shook her head no. “Just let it go out,” she suggested.
“And you’re my friend’s girlfriend, specifically,” I shrugged as though that were a nearly forgotten innocuous detail.
She nodded back thoughtfully. She also slid the rest of her fingers under the waist of her panties. “You’re married, too, aren’t you?” she said.
I gulped and gripped the edge of my stool between my legs tightly. She squeezed her bare ankles together against my wrists.
“I am that too,” I said. “But . . . “
She grinned and shut her eyes. “You don’t have to tell me details,” she nearly whispered. “I can tell.”
She pushed herself back further against the wall rocking on her chair with her toes curling down into my crotch. I touched and then held her ankles. She wavered on her waist and lowered her face as she poked her shoulders up high. With one hand she tugged down the front of her panties and with her other hand, she slid her fingers down between her tuft-graced strip. Her body shivered and she clenched her eyes tightly closed.
“You make me want to, though,” she exhaled without opening her eyes.
I looked down and back up between her thighs to her panties, tugged down and undulating from her hand below.  I saw her eyes slightly part. She was watching me watch her, and she grinned.
I knew them as an artsy couple, and I knew they both had “liberal” attitudes, to put it mildly. I didn’t think it extended to their relationship, but then, I didn’t ask.
My phone rang. Wen snorted lightly and shook her head but kept on touching herself and grinning at me with half open eyes. It was my wife. I stared between Wen’s legs and she opened them wider for my benefit and grinned.
“Just on my way,” I said.
“Very late,” she said.
Wen licked the bottom of her top lip and sucked a finger between her soft circular lips and she plunged it back down beneath her stretched-out panties.
“Just doing the books,” I said to my wife.
Jen squinted her eyes, pulled her grin widely, and stifled her giggling. But she also resumed her finger’s motions below her panties.
“I’m alone here, you know,” my wife stated.
“On my way, actually walking now,” I said to her. And I put the phone away.
Wen let her chair fall forward and her body pitched forward toward me. She pulled herself up to standing in front of me and wedged her hips between my knees. She draped her arms over my shoulders and said, with her lips close to mine and her eyes dropped down to my mouth, “So many reasons not to,” and she nearly but didn’t quite kiss me before she tittered and scampered back inside, snatched up the book, and flew away, all the way out my front door without looking back.
The following Friday, she came back into my gallery just before closing time. “Cal’s too busy, and I need a ride up to the Blue Lake,” she said. “You feel like another night out with fine music, a bit of dancing, beautiful company, a drink . . . ?” she said.
“You know I can’t,” I said quietly
She didn’t care that people were outside the big window walking by. She slipped behind the counter and stepped right up against me. She reached into my jacket pocket and pulled out my phone. “Call her and tell her that you have to go out with a supplier, and that you don’t know when you’ll be back, but don’t fucking wait up.”
“I can’t do that,” I shook my head and snickered at the preposterousness of it. I tried to take my phone back.
“I’ll call her and tell her then,” she said, trying to figure out the code to unlock my phone.
“Cut it out,” I said.
“You’re coming out, you need to. Anyway, my boyfriend is your new reclamation project and his girlfriend needs a ride, so what are you doing to do?” She snatched up my keys and made for the front door. “Go in the back and say something to her, I don’t care what.” She hit the lights and locked my front door for me. I stood behind the curtain staring at my phone when Wen came through and shut it behind her.
“Fucking just do it,” she said, and she hooked her curved palms over my shoulders, lifted herself onto her toes, and pressed her body fully against mine. She kissed my bottom lip and sucked in her breath like she had been cut. Her body was tight and warm. Her scent was intoxicating. Her fingers tensed and released over my shoulders.
She continued to hang from me that close as I phoned my wife and told her the tale Wen had concocted for me. It didn’t go down well, but Wen reached between my face and the phone and hit the “end call” button.
“So text her now and say the line dropped and you can’t talk, you’re driving.”
“I can’t just do that,” I tried to plead with Wen. But she ignored me. “Come on,” she said. “They’re already starting.”
“Who is?”
“The band I sing with,” she said without looking at me over her shoulder. She was out the front door before I even got my breath.
In the car, she slinked low in the passenger seat. She was wearing a short and tight black dress. She dropped her sandals from her toes onto the floor of my car and propped her bare feet on my dashboard with her knees almost pressed back to her chin. “Did you enjoy watching me masturbate for you last time?” she said in a voice as casual as though one were asking if I liked the warm weather or if I liked my coffee with cream.
She opened her legs and wriggled on the car seat to work her panties down her ass and then up her thighs and over her knees. She pulled one foot up and then the other and dangled her panties from her fingers in front of my face. There wasn’t much to them anyway — tiny twisted-up black thong panties.
“No you can’t sniff them,” she said.
“I wasn’t going to,” I said.
She bunched them up and stuffed them in her little purse. “I’m glad you’re not one of those guys” she said, and she reached her arm over and scratched the back of my neck with all her fingernails together. She didn’t seem to mind or notice that nighttime city traffic flowed around us. She parted her bare and glistening pussy lips and looked over her shoulder at me with glassy eyes.
“I loved you watching me do it,” she said in that breathy voice of hers.
I struggled to keep my focus on the traffic and the lights. She grabbed my wrist from my steering wheel and pulled it with insistence up between her legs, then up her stomach, up over her breasts, and up to her face. She pulled it to her mouth and separated my middle finger to sink it deeply between her soft lips where she swirled her tongue around it inside her mouth while she moaned. When she pulled it out she snickered and caught the tip of her tongue between her teeth with a grin. She pushed my hand back down between her legs and picked out my middle finger again with her fingers. She used it like one might a toy, to rub herself. I gasped and my heart pounded through my chest. She was soaking wet. Her button was large and hard. She cried out loud and dropped her mouth as wide open as it could go.
I wasn’t doing anything. I was just trying to drive. I couldn’t understand what was going on. I was fingering the girlfriend of my new friend in my car driving across town at night, a woman I lusted at from a distance, a woman of the kind I never could have even talked to. Strange and illicit things can become so disorienting and normal-seeming so fast, when the other person carries you along so usually and confidently. It’s like when a kid falls — if mommy doesn’t look alarmed, they don’t even think to cry.
She rolled her head against the back of her seat to face me as she pushed my hand and made my finger go deeper inside her. “I guess we can’t fuck,” she said with a dreamy voice. “But it would be great, wouldn’t it?”
I looked over my shoulder and down at her.
“While you’re driving,” she clarified, and I swallowed and shook.
Her tight little body writhed in my seat and her toes curled into the dashboard. Her hips pushed up and rotated around and every time I pushed my finger into her she gasped and cried with a wide open smile. Then she pulled her shoulders up and rolled her face toward me as though embarrassed.
I pulled my finger out and rubbed her clit. She began to lose her breath and she bit her teeth down hard. “Fuck!” she groaned as though in pain and her stomach muscles clenched. Her fingernails dug so hard in the flesh of my wrist, she cut me. And then I felt it: a rush of warmth all over my hand.
She inhaled and smiled and squirmed in her seat and tugged her dress down again, rocking her hips and tugging hard at her dress. We were at the place and she walked straight in. She steered me to the bar  by the backs of my shoulders but didn’t sit herself — she kept right on walking on up to the stage. The band was playing and the lead singer, without stopping the song, greeted her and introduced her and the crowd in the place cheered and looked around, wondering where she was. She weaved through tables and bounded right up onto the stage and spun around grabbing the microphone from the guy. She pulled a stool under her and sat on the edge in her tiny short black dress that I knew she had no underwear on underneath, and she rolled her head back, she dropped open her mouth, just as she had moments earlier in my car, and she picked up the song in mid-lyric.
It was like she was having another orgasm, the way she made love to the microphone, squeezing it in her hands, looking at it, holding it and stroking it lightly in front of her mouth. Her mouth opened like she fought against burying it in her throat in front of everyone. She writhed on the stool like she was getting fucked from behind, reverse cowgirl style. I looked around embarrassed but the audience was silent and mesmerized. I seemed to be the only one who noticed she was simulating a fuck, and a very good one at that.
After another song, she came down the stage to wild applause and pulled up on a stool beside me. “Take me home?” she said, and under the bar, her hand wrapped around my upper thigh and squeezed.
She lead me out. “I just needed to make an appearance. Keep the fans guessing, right?” she said.
We got back in the car and she behaved herself all the way back. She seemed lost in thought, like she had concerns to deal with, or ran into someone at the club. “Turn here,” she suddenly said.
“But only beaches down that way,” I said.
“Let’s not go home yet,” she said, and she looked over at me and curled her lips between her teeth. “I don’t want to go home yet.”
So I turned. She looked over her shoulder as we travelled past the parking lots as though checking for other cars. “Keep going,” she said, though they were all empty. Finally, she called out abruptly, “Here!” and I hit the brakes and turned hard. It was the most tree-enshrouded parking lot along the whole beach. “Over there,” she said, pointing toward the furthest end of the lot. “Back in,” she said. We stopped and faced the road from the back of the parking lot along the beach.
I turned the engine off and sat stiffly facing out the front window with my hands hugging the wheel like I was still flying down the highway at night.
“I’ve been wanting to tell you something for a while,” she said, stabbing the silence.
“Tell me what?” I said, and I felt nervousness flood my veins. I looked over at her so tiny in the seat beside me.
“You do so much for everybody else,” she said, “but nobody ever does anything for you, do they.” She looked up through fallen strands of hair as her hand tugged at the zipper tab at the base of her neck. “I see the way you look at me,” she said. She tugged at it and the front of her tight black dress spread apart like a slit skin. “But you aren’t allowed to even think about me that way, are you.”
I breathed through my nose like a bull in the paddock staring at the lock in the swing gate. Steam would have rushed from my nostrils.
She shook her head and pulled the zipper further down over her small breasts, down over her ribs, and over her stomach. It peeled back it was stretched so tight over her tight, lithe body. “You’re wife doesn’t even care that you don’t get any, does she,” she said, jerking the tag at the bottom where it popped out, and her black dress came apart. It seemed to disintegrate from her body. She merely dropped her shoulders back and it was gone under and behind her.
Her panties were already off, of course. She didn’t have a bra on. She’d kicked her sandals off earlier. All she wore was a tiny silver necklace, a few bracelets and rings around her thumbs and fingers, another tiny belly chain, and nothing else. “I just want you to be happy,” she said. “Everyone deserves to be happy, especially someone who helps so many people.” Her cool hand wrapped gingerly around my forearm where I continued to twist the steering wheel like a throttle.
She reached over my lap where I sat stiff in my seat. She found the lever and my seat fell back and she whooped and shrieked as I landed with a thud with my head on the headrest where it hit the back seat. She snorted and delicately lifted one bare leg to fit her knee down between my far hip and my door. She twisted and contorted and laughed and pursed her lips until her other knee came down over the console between the seats and she knelt over me with her legs pressing against my hips.
She leaned her hands into my shoulders to hold herself up and her young naked body filled my entire field of vision. There was nothing ever so beautiful that had ever been that close to me. I watched my hands come down onto her bare, creamy thighs.
“You may not think so,” she said, as she slid her hand down the front of her body, over her ribs and stomach, and down further until she found my pants under her and then the buckle of my belt. “But I want you to know,” she said leaning further down over me so her mouth was against my ear and her breath flowed over my neck. She pulled my belt open and then my pants. She tugged my fly down. “Girls like me?” She licked my face and pushed her hand inside my pants and then under my underpants. Her warm agile fingers found my cock and she squeezed it. “We always wanted you to.”
My breath was rapid and my heart pounded. My phone rang and she tore it from my pocket, put my window down a few inches, and tossed the phone out, putting the window back up to silence it.
“Wanted you to what?” I said.
“Try to get us, silly,” she murmured against my ear and she tugged at the waist of my pants until I rocked on my cheeks so she could tug them down my legs to leave them hanging stretched between my knees.
She loomed over me with her head pressing into the ceiling of my car. She smiled down at me and reached behind her to find and stroke my cock where it touched her smooth, cool, and round ass. She reached in front of her body and rubbed her bent thumb over the head of my cock. “But were you ever going to try?”
“I can’t with a woman like you,” I said with my eyes closed. “You’re girlfriend to . . . . ,“ I started but she gently pinched my lips closed with her fingers.
“Well I’m not taking ‘can’t’ as an answer anymore,” she said, and she drew the head of my cock down through the wet cleft of her pussy lips. “When I masturbated for you?” she said barely able to breathe herself.
I reached out and held her by her slim waist. Her body was tight and clean and smooth. I pushed my hands up over her ribs and took her tiny breasts in my palms. She gasped and smiled and pressed my hands tighter to her chest with her hands over them and she rolled her head back to face the ceiling.
“Uh-huh?” I was barely able to reply.
“And I came? . . . “ she paused before whispering, “ . . . for you?”
“Uh-huh,” I said, feeling like I was going to pass out. She had lowered her hips and engulfed the head of my cock with the stretching lips of her warm pussy.
“I never did that with anyone before,” she said, and she sank down, burying me inside a world of wet, smooth tightness. Her body collapsed onto mine and she curled her spine and uncurled it, driving my cock deeper into her pussy and her chest harder into my neck. She gasped like a punctured balloon.
I groaned and rolled my head back and thrashed it side to side. “You mean rub yourself in front of a man?” I managed to squeeze out.
She held me tightly and pumped her body against mine, sending slushing, slapping sounds echoing throughout the quiet car. “Rub myself in front of a man?” she sounded like she was nearly crying. “Or cum for him?” she barely squeezed out.
Her torso contorted on mine and her hips curled and uncurled with shivering jerkiness. She moaned against my ear and licked and kissed me sloppily. I held her body in my hands and she stopped breathing except for short, sharp, inhaled gasps of higher and higher pitches.
“Oh shit!” she groaned to herself against my ear and she stopped breathing altogether. I felt her run out all over my lap and the inside of my legs. Dreamily and silently, she slithered her body off of mine and poured herself onto the floor of my car and came up on her knees. She dropped her face into my lap and she swallowed my cock like a starving animal. She wrapped her hand around my shaft and her tongue slithered out of her mouth and around the underside of my cock like a writhing water snake.
She was relentless and steady. She cried in muffled tones and she seemed to be raising herself to another orgasm again as much as she was pulling and sucking one out of me. When I erupted, I felt like everything that I was went down into my abdomen and gushed out my cock. Her throat was waiting, and what she couldn’t swallow, she delighted in letting me watch dribble from her lips and down over her chin to drip on her fresh breasts and hard stomach.
The next day, she came in during the afternoon with her boyfriend. “Cal has something to ask you,” she said, giving nothing away, which in itself was alarming.
Cal fidgeted nervously behind her. “We were talking,” he said when he stepped up to the counter.
I braced myself. I dared not glance at Wen and she did her best to avoid her boyfriend catching her looking at me. I closed my eyes and got ready for it.
“Wen needs a part-time job,” he said.
I eyed him and glanced finally at his girlfriend. It was Wen who cleared things up.
“I can work for you all summer,” she said. Then she shrugged shyly. “Teaching doesn’t start until September. I can help you close at end of day even,” she added. “We’re having trouble making the rent and Cal is too busy with painting.”
I looked back at her boyfriend. “Truth,” he said. “If she doesn’t get in your way too much around here?”
I looked back and forth at the both of them. It was Wen again who broke the stunned silence.
“All you have to do is say ‘Yes,’ and I can get started right away.” She smiled at me and bit her tongue behind her boyfriend’s back. “I know a lot of people. I can really help with social media. I think we can really juice up your sales.”
“You’d really be helping us out in a big way,” Cal leaned forward to confide in me. “But think it over. Don’t be afraid to say ‘No.’ We would understand, either way.”
“Then you can teach me stuff about customers and retailing, like maybe after hours and stuff,” she pursed her lips to keep from smiling too widely.
I looked at her with narrowed eyes.
“Just say yes,” she said.
“Yes,” I said.
She clapped and leapt up and flung herself over the counter to pull me and hug me against her. “All summer,” she said, beaming at me when she stood back on the floor beside her boyfriend. “Just imagine!”
“Thank you so much,” her boyfriend said to me and he bowed with praying hands. “You are the man!” he said with a grin.
I got to work early the next morning, but Wen was already there, waiting at my front door. “Where should we start?” she said as we came into the dark gallery together. “In the back?” she said with wide eyes and a soft, breathy, innocent voice. “So you can show me around?” she said, going around the counter and pulling the curtain aside.
I went through and she let it fall behind us with a smirk and a chuckle. 




My wife tested me

It was a good question and I folded my hands over my stomach to lean further back into the embracing cushions of the couch to ponder it.
“Do you miss recreational sex?” my wife Celine had said. She said it to the screen where we’d been watching a show that featured several single people only a few years younger than us enjoying a lot of it. She rolled her head into her cushion and pushed her eyes into their corners. She was grinning with some kind of mischievousness even as she slowly fed popcorns one by one into her slowly chewing mouth.
“Mm?” she prompted me again with wide smile and she nudged my foot with hers where our legs were stretched straight out over the ottoman.
I pulled my face off hers and looked up at the dark ceiling, my eyes darting around up there as though there were hieroglyphs with correct answers to decipher.
“Come on,” she cooed, her sock-enclosed toes poking and prodding at my socked toes. “You already told me you had a lot of it before me. And then, what?” she asked, rolling her body on her side and propping her leaning head on her elbow to face me though the show played on.  She tucked her knees up under herself on the couch. “You just completely stopped enjoying it?”
I rolled my head over the puffy back cushion to face her. We were close enough to feel each other’s breath on our faces. “I have you now,” I said with a faked smile and a curt nod. “Those days are over.”
“Yeah right!” she guffawed, and she slapped my arm and pushed herself up and over me to sink herself down on my lap. She was wearing loose and light grey Turkish draw-string pants with thick socks pulled up over them to the tops of her calves, and a midnight-blue satin crop-cut halter top.
She pushed the heels of her hands into the yielding cushion on both sides of my head and dropped her head down between her high-poking and bare, round, and smooth shoulders. Her mouse-blonde hair, straw-cut and messy, fell around my head and over my shoulders. The scent of moss and cut wood filled my nostrils. I wrapped my hands around her ribs and could feel the warm, soft bulge of the sides of her breasts, bare under the thin shimmer of her top, and touching insides of my forearms.
She tittered in the private space she made with her face looking down on mine from above and I pressed my head back into the cushion to meet her eyes above me. “I’m not a throw away, though,” she said in that deep voice she has when she’s feeling intimate. She leaned down between her outstretched arms and closed her eyes and sank her soft, full lips over mine.
I brought my hands together around the front of her torso and my palms contained the jiggling jello of her breasts and the poking nibs of her erect nipples. “I used that phrase once,” I smirked. “And you still don’t let me off that hook,” I said.
She pushed up and sat back on her calves and crossed her arms over the front of her body to seize the bottom edge of her halter. She pulled it up and over her head and twisted around on my lap as though there were many considerations involved in tossing away her top, allowing me a healthy, long look at her bare tits. She was proud of them. I cupped them in my hands and she twisted back, pulled her hair up over the top of her head to let it drape over the back of the couch, and she descended slowly down to rest her forehead against mine. Both her hands dropped down between our bodies and she began to pull teasingly at the knot tied in the laces at the front of my own joggers.
“I understand it though,” she nearly whispered. “I kind of like it,” she snorted with a tiny puff of air and a guilty grin. She pulled the laces free and wormed her hand around on her wrist until her cool, long fingers found my cock inside.
“That’s not what you said back when I first said it,” I turned my face half sideways away from her.
“Can’t a girl change?” she said in the close private space of our joined faces. “Maybe it turns me on thinking about you being with girls like that, girls you don’t really care about,” she bit her lip and tittered and squeezed my cock with a shudder in her frame.
She pushed off my lap and staggered backward, grabbing at the bottoms of my jogging pants. “Get these out of my way,” she pouted, and she tugged until I lifted my hips, and she nearly tumbled backward over the ottoman taking my pants with her. She straightened in front of me and looked down at her fingers where she slowly drew the laces apart at the front of her own loose pants. She glanced up at me with curved-down eyebrows, a frown, and a bitten lip. She emitted a whimper — she knew I had an unhealthy appetite for the anime girl, and she snickered when my breath caught. She untied her pants and they dropped to her mid-thighs. “Oh no!” she gasped, cupping her cheek in her hand. She was wearing black thong panties with a tiny red bow right in the middle of the little triangle. She struggled to climb back into my lap on her knees even with her pants stretched between her legs.
“Me going with other girls turns you on?” I asked her doubtfully.
She breathed harder against my neck and pushed her pelvis up into my groin. I could feel the cool tight fabric of her panties against the underside of my cock that she had fished out of my shorts and pressed herself against. “I sometimes masturbate,” she whispered against my ear, “imagining it.” She curled her spine and thrusted her hips forward to press my cock into my stomach with her groin. She emitted more of those high-pitched, private whimpers against the side of my face. “As long as they’re all done on throw-away accounts,” she groaned and snickered at her own joke.
I snorted and shook my head. I held her hot breasts in my palms and pushed my hips up to bump hers. “Even if it’s a total fucking lie?” I said to her. “That’s pretty fucking hot.”
“Uh-huh,” she breathed back to me, her body twisting and contorting on top of mine. “Isn’t it, though?” she smiled. Then she seized my face in both her hands, pressed my cheeks in her cool palms, and turned my head sideways like a child does to whisper secrets. “Wait right here, okay?”
‘Uh-uh,” I readily agreed.
“Get rid of these,” she said, twisting my t-shirt in her fingers and tapping my boxers at my hips as she giggled and squirmed her way backward over my knees until her feet touched the floor and she flew off to the spare bedroom that she used as her massive closet.
When she came back, she was dressed in a rolled-sleeve white-collared shirt whose tails were untucked and tied at the waist, a long blue business tie, a short blue-and-black pleated tartan skirt, and white stockings that came up to her mid thigh. She had also pulled on a long, platinum-blonde wig with bangs that touched the tops of her eyes. She’d lined her eyes excessively darkly, and put on a black ribbon choker with a tiny bead hanging from the middle. She smirked and chuckled and made a peace sign when she twisted shyly in front of me. She knew me all too well.
She crawled up on her knees over my lap again and reached down between our bodies to grip my cock and rub her bent thumb over the head. “A different girl for you first,” she tittered. “Now lie down,” she said, tapping my shoulders and steering me so I laid lengthwise down the couch with my head propped up on a pillow she carefully set against the arm, checking that it allowed me to watch her. She squirmed over my body and down between my legs she pushed widely apart and she settled on her stomach and elbows with her knees bent and her feet dangling high over her ass above her. She wrapped one hand around the base of my cock and her other hand around the shaft and she opened her mouth, she whimpered again with frightened eyes that she made out as though I was going to be too big to fit into her tight, trembling mouth. When she sank her lips down the shaft, she cried with a muffled voice.
The heat and wetness enveloped me and I rolled my head back and moaned out loud. She popped her mouth back off me and stroked my cock against her face with a wide grin. “Do you imagine me with other men sometimes?” she said.
The question hit me like an immediate encasement of cement. I stopped breathing, stopped moaning, and stopped moving.
“Just asking, silly,” she said, and she dropped her mouth tightly and slowly all the way down my cock until her nose poked at my pelvis. I looked down my chest at her blonde wig and sweet ass and mid-thigh stockings that always drive me crazy, before she pulled back up and off me and stared back at my eyes. “We’re just talking, right?” she said.
“But that’s a fuck of a question,” I said.
“I like imagining you with other girls the way you used to have them before me,” she said, dropping her tongue flat down her chin and lapping it up the underside of my cock before sinking her lips over the head again with a loud moan. “Do you ever wonder about the guys I had before you?”
“Not really, no,” I laughed with an edge of nervousness catching in my throat.
“No?” she said, her big dark eyes staying on mine as her tongue snaked around the head of my cock like it was an ice-cream cone she gripped in her hand. “You never imagined me taking another guy’s cock in my mouth?” she said, moaning deeply and sinking her lips tightly down my shaft. “Letting him shoot his cum all over my neck and tits?” she said with a snicker when she came back up.
“Celine,” I said. “What the fuck?”
She closed her eyes and pushed her face down into my groin again, and inside her mouth I could feel her tongue writhe and squirm like a trapped snake wrestling with my cock. “Do you like to imagine me having an orgasm with another man licking me?” she said as she sucked on the head of my cock. “Down there?” she added softly, pushing her lips down my shaft. “Between my legs?” she moaned loudly and I saw her hand slip over her stomach that she had lifted up from the couch, and she poked it below the waist of her blue plaid skirt.
“I haven’t,” I said.
She pulled her mouth off my cock and played with it, letting it poke her wincing eye and drawing the head all around her cheeks and forehead and neck. “Is it too much to even know about?” she said, her big dark eyes on mine as her tongue poked out and lapped at my balls. “That I had orgasms with other guys before I met you?” She corkscrewed her face down my cock with voraciousness before coming back up painting. “Big ones?” she groaned.
“What the actual fuck, Celine?” I cried out loud.
But she only tittered and squirmed with her hand stuffed down between her body and the couch. “What?” she said finally lifting her face from my crotch. “I had recreational sex too, you know. Guys I fucked who I didn’t even know.” She laughed out loud and crammed my cock deep in her mouth until I felt the tip of my head poke the back of her throat. “You weren’t the only one, you know.” She swallowed me again and came back up and kissed my abdomen and thighs. “Do you miss fucking other girls?”
“What kind of question is that?”
“I miss the meaninglessness of it, if that makes any sense,” she said. She crawled up my body and crossed her arms over my chest to sink her chin down on her fists with her mouth directly over mine.
I reached down her sides and lightly scratched at her thighs where they were bare between the top of her stockings and the bottom of her skirt. When I dragged my fingernails up, I found nothing interrupting my touch even as I ran them over her ass and up her sides. She had taken her panties off.
“I mean,” she said, leaning down to kiss my chest. “It’s good, it’s very good, with us,” she said. “Isn’t it?”
“It’s the best,” I said.
She arched her back over my body and lifted her hips over mine. She grinned and shut her eyes and lowered her face sideways on my chest and wrapped her fingers lightly around both my shoulders. With her hips, she chased and caught my cock, and her pussy, hot and wet, folded tightly over the head of my cock.
“It is the best,” she intoned, kissing and poking her tongue at my chest. She sank her hips down and her pussy lips enveloped my cock and she sighed with a slight moan.
She suddenly popped up again and bent her back high and pressed her outstretched arms down into the cushion on either side of my head. With her breasts poking out her shirt at me and her stomach exposed by her white shirt pulled up, she twerked her hips and sucked my cock, noisy, slurping, with her suctioning pussy lips. “But sometimes you don’t want to always go to the best restaurant, sometimes you just want hamburger and fries, right?”
Her hips plunged and pulled on my hips and her pussy worked like a cylinder over the piston of my cock.
“Are you telling me you want to fuck other men?” I said, flipping her skirt up over her back and gripping her soft and round bare ass in my hands.
“Not saying there’s a guy I want to date, but just saying . . . . like in the show, I miss that carelessness, that detached kind of thing where everyone knows it’s not about looking for a partner, it’s just fun for the night.”
“Recreational,” I said, citing the title of the show.
“Exactly,” she sighed and she drew her head back and dropped her chin down to open her mouth wide in a silent gasp. Her hips ground down harder into my pelvis. “I imagine you having fun with girls you don’t really care about, and it makes me so . . . . “ she bit her lip and groaned and pressed her body hard down into mine. “It makes me so fucking horny, “ she moaned with a heaving breath into my ear. “Imagining you trying to kiss them,” she pumped her body against mine, “trying to get into their panties,” she moaned out loud and squeezed her pussy muscles tightly around my cock. “Trying to get their clothes off,” she snickered but stopped short with a moan. “Trying to fuck them,” she whispered hoarsely in my ear. “Don’t you want to imagine me too?” she bit my ear lobe.
I pushed my hips up and bumped her body with mine, drilling my cock up deeper into her. “Imagine you what?” I barely managed to voice between my gasping breath.
“Deciding to let a man kiss me?” she said with a tiny cry in her voice. Her hips began to motor up and down on me faster. “Deciding to allow him to put his hands under my clothes?” she grinned to herself. “To get my clothes off?” she gasped barely able to annunciate the sentence. She pushed herself up with her hands pressed into my shoulders and she snapped her hips and slid her slick pussy up and down my shaft. “Deciding to let him fuck me?” she said, tilting her head to the side and biting her lip. “Because I’m so horny for him?”
My head rolled back over the arm of the couch and my body stretched flat like a board. I lifted Celine off the couch with my hips shooting up.
“Riding him because he made me so wet?” she said in breathy voice.
I gripped her thighs and held her tight as I rammed up into her body, jolting her so hard she had to press her hand into the wall and hold the arm of the couch beside my head.
“Maybe fucking him reverse cowgirl so he can watch my back and my ass fuck him without even a face,” she said, and I bounced between her body and the cushion below me and grimaced and winced. “Letting him fuck me doggy style,” she could barely speak, “because you know that’s how I cum the best when it’s time to cum?” she cried out loud and fell down on me.
I lost my mind and pumped up into her even tough I knew I was past the point of stopping. She wrapped her hands around my shoulders and wrapped her toes around under my thighs and held on. I bit her neck and shot my load deep into her undulating and milking pussy.
Lying in bed later, holding hands under the sheet, both of us staring at the ceiling with our heads sunk into our pillows, I said, “Were you serious?”
“About?” she asked without turning to look at me.
“As if you don’t know,” I shook my head and she tittered and rolled onto her side and pulled her knees up.
She projected her head on her neck and kissed the side of my cheek. “Which part, the part about you having your fun with other girls,” she poked her tongue-tip at my cheek and pushed her hand from my chest down over my stomach and around my flaccid cock. “Or the part about me going on a date with some other guy?”
“A date now, is it?” I said shaking my head with an exaggerated frown.
“Honest answers only, okay?” she said. “Serious answers,” she said.
I rolled my head over my pillow and we looked at each other with only the silver light of the moon illuminating our faces. She had that serious expression on her face. She was willing to wait for me to decide to play along — honest answers only. I finally relented and nodded with my eyes shut against what I was letting myself into.
She squeezed my cock lightly and said close to my ear in a groaning, guttural voice, “Did you get a little turned on imagining me with another man tonight?”
I breathed three complete breaths before I was able to swallow and turn back to her. “You mean cheat on me?”
“No,” she shook her head against her pillow. “It’s not cheating if you agree to it.”
I exhaled through puffed cheeks and rolled my face back toward her. “It doesn’t mean anything?”
She kissed my chin. “That’s the point, silly, it’s supposed to not mean anything — that’s what’s so hot about it.”
“You want to fuck other guys without any meaning to it?”
She kissed me softly again. “Do you sometimes see a girl when we’re out, or when you go to your meetings, and sometimes think about what it would be like to get her alone, and get her clothes off?”
“And fuck her?”
“And fuck her,” she said with a catching breath against my ear.
“This really turns you on, doesn’t it,” I said.
Her arm shivered and her hand lost its rhythm stroking my cock. “Yes,” she said, hiding her face with embarrassment into my shoulder.
“Me with other girls.”
“Touching them,” she whispered and she pulled the sheets off my body and drew her bare leg up and down over my leg. “Pulling their hair,” she barely got out. “Undressing them,” she nearly whimpered.
“Are you suggesting someone?” I asked her.
“Don’t you think about a man undressing me? Touching me?” She licked my ear and gasped against me. “Pulling my hair?” she grimaced with a crying voice.
“Fucking you?” I said.
She threw her head back, squeezed my cock too hard with a quaking hand, and moaned loudly at the ceiling. “Fucking my brains out?” she groaned. She drove her pelvis down on me and sucked my cock into her pussy. She was crying and chewing on my shoulder in seconds.
We decided by rock-paper-scissors that she would go first. Then I’d get my turn. We decided that the other person — me, in other words, for the first time — would hide in the spare bedroom/closet. It would be a date out that might or might not end up coming home. If it came home, it might or might not end up with something happening on the couch. The whole idea was, we would take turns pretending to be single again, pretending to be on the dating market, but not looking for a life-partner, just looking for attraction and sex. It wasn’t ever to proceed to the bedroom — that, we decided, was the sacred space for her and I only.
“This,” she held up a hanger with a pink hoody on it, “with those jeans,” she said nodding at the bed, “or this,” she said, holding up her other arm with a black dress.
“Where is it again?” I asked, leaning on the jamb of the doorway.
“Just a coffee date,” she shrugged. But her lips were pursed. She was fighting against a wide, nervous grin.
“Just a coffee date,” I shook my head.
She squealed and ran on her toes up against me to hide her face in my shoulder. She was only wearing panties and a bra — pale pink, floral texture, sexy as fuck.
“I know, right?” she cried into my shirt. “I am so fucking nervous though!”
“What about?”
She stepped back and held my arms in her hands. “I guess knowing you might be watching is kind of making me nervous.”
“Would it be better if I wasn’t?”
She took it as a serious question, though I certainly didn’t pose it as one. She tilted her head to the side. “Maybe later?” she said. “When we get used to this?”
I hadn’t till then thought past the first time, which in my mind, was the only time. But I was also not being totally genuine. The idea of not just once, but more than once, being on a date with another woman, not pretending to be looking for love, just out for straight up getting off, and knowing my wife was not only fine with it, but getting off on it, was driving me crazy. For some reason, the further off idea of her not watching but knowing was enough to make my head swirl. Almost as much as, I had to admit, it swirled at the thought of Celine getting it on with a guy on our couch. But I was still too afraid to entertain that thought. It remained something that crept up on my mind and that I bashed back down just as quickly.
It was the jeans and hoody we went with. She did her hair and makeup in the mirror and we chose her white laceless tennis sneakers.
“How do I look?” she said standing in the hallway halfway to the front door.
“You look nervous,” I said.
“I am nervous,” she exhaled and grinned.
“Nervous like a girl going on a date,” I said.
She stepped up to me and held my forearms in her hands and stretched her neck out to touch my nose with her lips. “We can stop this anytime if you need to,” she cooed.
We had agreed that she’d keep her phone on and by her side at all times and that if I texted the “stop” message, she had to stop things. She got the same veto with me, when it was to be my turn.
“I don’t know if I can watch,” I said, sucking breath through my clenched teeth.
“I’ll try to keep my noises down,” she shrugged.
I noted to myself that she seemed to have already decided how far this was going to go, and that it was going to be all the way.
“Are we ready?” she said, standing back from me with her shoulders back, her chest out, and her hands loosely at her sides, slightly forward.
She looked so fucking hot. “Ready,” I said.
She twisted off her wedding ring and deposited it into my palm. “Keep that warm for me, okay?” she said, and she twisted around, she blew a kiss over her shoulder at me through a grin, and she disappeared out the condo front door.
It was only about 30 minutes later I heard her laughter on the other side of the door and her keys bounce noisily against the doorknob and even the wood of the door. That was our plan for making sure the other person was aware. We were to drop our keys and take a minute or so to get the door open to give the other person a chance to hide in the room.
When the door finally opened, Celine squealed and then covered her mouth and laughed. Immediately I heard nothing for minutes. It was risky, but I cracked the door open, and from the dark shadows inside the blacked-out room, I peered out.
They were against the wall just inside the door. The man held both my wife’s wrists against the wall above her head, and with his other hand, he had unzipped her hoody and grabbed her around her side and up around her ribs. They were kissing long and deeply. My wife was slouching against the wall and curving her back to shove her hips out. She was grinding her pelvis against the guy’s pelvis.
I stepped back from the crack in the door and leaned against the far wall checking my racing pulse and trying to shut my eyes against the feeling of passing out. It looked like they had already been making out a lot elsewhere. I regulated my breathing and bent at my waist with my hands on my bent knees like an umpire. When I felt ready, I raised my face and looked again.
My wife was on her knees. Her hands were clasped tightly around the back of the man’s ass. I shifted sideways to change the angle of my view and saw from the side the man draw with a careful finger strands of her hair away from the side of her face so he could bend over sideways with one hand on his hip, and with me, her husband, watch her mouth in action on him.
Her head of hair bounced with a gentle rhythm and her neck projected forward and back. With each push, I could see her cheeks bulge. Still not convinced I was witnessing what I was looking at, my mind raced to all the most ridiculous possibilities. But as though to assuage my doubts, my wife pulled back, leaned her head way back to look up, and she wrapped her hand around what was unmistakably a hard, erect cock. It was glistening wet from her saliva. My wife laughed, deep and gutturally.
He tugged at her arms and she used his body to pull herself up. They walked through the hallway to the living room with their arms around each other’s waists and when they arrived at the couch, my wife turned the man, pushed his chest with her long, stretched fingers, and laughed again when he fell back into the couch.
She stepped back and rolled her head back and laughed. “Put some music on,” she said to him, and she handed him her phone after she turned the speaker on. Even before it started, she squeezed her bent arms around the sides of her head, messed up her hair to make it fall forward over her face, and squatted and twisted on her feet. I stepped back from the open doorway and sat in a chair in the dark spare room.
The guy relaxed on our couch as my wife got into stripteasing for him. She opened her hoody and turned to let him tug the sleeves off her arms and she laughed when she spun it around over her head and let it fly to the other side of the room. She stepped back in front of him and wriggled her legs between his knees. She reached behind herself and clenched her hands to tell him she wanted his hands. She pulled them around the front of her body and placed them on the button and fly on the front of her jeans.
The man needed no further instruction. He opened her pants and she tittered. He pulled the fly down and she turned around against him and rested her hands on his neck. When he pulled her jeans, she wriggled her hips and let them fall down her thighs. When he leaned forward to pull them down her legs, she squealed and pushed the front of her panties into the top of his head.
She laughed and spun around, and as she pulled him up, she flopped down on the couch and spread her legs wide with her feet pointed down, her toes bent into the floor. She spread her legs with her hands on her thighs and she looked at him where he had fallen onto his knees in front of her.
“Suck me off,” she said in a mock-brutal voice and she pretended to stroke a make-believe cock — more like a carpet roll that projected a couple feet out the front of her crotch — and she laughed. “Blow me, cunt!” she said suddenly and seriously again. She quickly hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and lifted her hips one at at time to yank them down her legs. When the man leaned toward her crotch with his face, she seized him by the hairs on the sides of his head and she yanked his face flat into her pussy and shoved her hips up to grind him on his mouth and nose. “Make me cum, you little bitch!” she seethed at him.
He fell in dutifully and I gasped and fell forward out of my chair onto my knees. My wife evidently had surprises for me. She’d never used those words before, or at least, to my knowledge.
The man’s hands massaged her breasts and she arched her back and moaned to the ceiling. She lifted her legs to drop her knees over his shoulders and she slumped herself further down in the couch to shove her hips more into his face. “Fucking cunt,” she moaned. “Dirty bitch,” she groaned.
I’d never heard any of those words out of my wife’s mouth before.
She began to inhale through high-pitched, short gasps that got higher and higher. Her body flexed and released and her head rolled back into the cushions behind her. She sucked breath through clenched teeth and her knuckles went white where she gripped the edge of the cushions of the couch under her. “Fucking yeah,” she groaned almost inaudibly as her body began to shake like something electrocuted.
She arched further in her back than I thought she could and she rattled in her throat like death. Her lungs filled so full her chest rose to the ceiling. Suddenly she cried out so loud I winced for the neighbours and she bounded from the back of the couch and crunched in her stomach to thrust her body double over his back and she pushed his head from between her legs. “Fu-huck,” she cried, and she rolled onto her side and faced the back of the couch with her hands between her legs.
The guy stayed on his knees but he straightened up. He grabbed her hip by the top, and with his cock already out, already erect and hard, he pushed it between my wife’s bare ass cheeks.
She wasn’t expecting it but she nonetheless didn’t stop him. She instead pushed her hands in front of her into the back cushions of the couch to brace herself, and as though on her hands and knees on her side facing the back, she pushed back against his thrusting hips.
He threw his body against her so hard her body jolted with each thrust. But then she tapped his shoulders, she said, “Softer, baby,” she she rolled onto her elbows and knees, she dangled her ass up high on her arched back, and she gripped the arm of the couch in front of her face.
The man climbed up behind her and held her hips in his hands. That’s when she opened her eyes directly on mine where I was up against the crack in the door staring without blinking. Her eyes half closed when the man entered her but they stayed on my eyes, and I saw the corners of her mouth, though it hung wide open and though she gasped as though run through with a poker, curl up in a slight smile directed at me.
When he was gone, when Celine came out of a very long shower, when we met on stools at the kitchen counter for the debrief we promised we would conduct, we held hands and both hung our heads.
The part in between I left out was how, as the front door closed, I snatched the wrist of my wife, I pushed her down on the bed, and I shoved my cock in her and came all over her stomach and tits in seconds. It was me she needed to shower off, not the guy. He was wearing a condom when he lost it inside her.
“Safe to say you liked it?” she said, tilting her face up under mine.
I inhaled long and deeply. “Wasn’t bad,” I finally said, and she squealed with laugher.
“Lets start looking for a date for you tomorrow, okay?” she said. “Though I don’t know if I’m going to be able to stay in the room like you did.”
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