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Tricked Hotwife





I

 
’

 
m not a cheater. I wouldn

 
’

 
t do that to Floyd. But my husband knew I kind of liked Woody and he had a lot of opportunity to stop things between me and his old college buddy. But I think I knew somehow early on that he secretly wanted me to keep going . . . .







They were both crashed out from their hike on our two big sofas with the chill world music pounding when I came in from a little clothes shopping. Woody comes around a lot and I already told my husband — and him — that I think he

 
’

 
s hot. I was actually imagining him when I was checking out new bedtime clothes to buy.







“

 
Well, why don

 
’

 
t you jump his bones then?” Floyd would kid me.







“

 
Just might someday,” I said sticking my ass out to hip check him as he went to the fridge.

 
“

 
Or maybe . . . ” I twisted around, wrapped my arms around his shoulders, and pulled his face in close to mine. “ . . . I already do, and you just haven

 
’

 
t caught us yet.” I laughed and slapped his stomach.







“

 
Woody would do you in a second,” he snickered,

 
“

 
knowing Woody. But he

 
’

 
d tell me, too, so yeah, no, I am sure you

 
’

 
re not,” he said.

 
“

 
Yet.”







I leaned back from him suspending myself from my outstretched arms and my hands tight around his waist.

 
“

 
You say that like you

 
’

 
d be okay with him if he did do your wife,” I laughed.







“

 
He

 
’

 
d certainly be okay with it,” he said.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s told me too many times how hot you are.”







“

 
Really?” I squealed like the little girl I sometimes am inside. That stranger inside, whoever that is, comes out at the strangest times. 







“

 
Guy doesn

 
’

 
t shut up about it,” he nodded and chewed his cheek.





Now Woody was in his jeans with no shirt and no shoes on sprawled on our couch not exactly sleeping but not with his eyes open either.



Would I do him? I looked down at him as I passed closer than I needed to with my new purchases hanging over my arm brushing up his prone body. In a fucking heartbeat, I said to myself and I sneered and looked over to the other couch and at my husband. He was also in jeans with no shirt or shoes on, but unlike Woody, his eyes were open. And he caught me looking down at his friend with my guilty, lingering eyes.





“

 
What?” I snickered and I went through to the bedroom. We lived in a completely open, converted warehouse with a whole wall of small windows and other walls of old orange and red bricks and a rustic, dented plank floor.







My husband just snorted out his nose and grinned and shut his eyes again. I turned the music up louder and went to the bedroom. So what if I slipped on the panties and bra I was thinking about when I bought them, or the other things I enjoyed putting on for when he opened his eyes. If he thinks I

 
’

 
m hot already, wait til he sees what I

 
’

 
m wearing!





When I came out and turned into the fridge for drinks, Woody was right behind me. He bopped his head, poured a glass of beer, and leaned back against the kitchen island with that bad-boy grin of his that always twinged me between my legs. Fuck dude, I wanted to say, right in front of my husband?





I had put on these super-short white frayed shorts and a cute, crop-cut denim jacket with the sleeves rolled up. Woody didn

 
’

 
t just sneak peaks at me, he let his eyes take their time up and down my whole body like he had the right to, or like he just had so much confidence, he knew I liked it. Maybe a little too much though. How did he know Floyd would let him look at me like that? It was a lot more direct than usual. Like he wasn

 
’

 
t afraid of getting caught anymore, the way he always was before.







“

 
Get you something?” I said.





He just tilted his glass of beer and shrugged and grinned and sipped it some, not taking his eyes off one part of my body or another the whole time.





I looked over his shoulder and past the island to the sofas by the bank of windows and my husband lying there. I could tell his eyes were still open — I could see the flash of light in his reflecting eyeballs. I held a string of garlic bulbs in my upturned hand and set myself back on my hips.

 
“

 
Got to put these,” I said through the tops of my eyes and directly into his eyes,

 
“

 
down there.” I gestured with my face to the drawer below his hips and behind his legs.







“

 
So go ahead,” he said.







I nodded at him and briefly, lightly, shut my eyes before looking sideways and snorting with a grin. He made me nervous, which was ridiculous because he was my husband

 
’

 
s best friend and he was always over. I was married. I wasn

 
’

 
t supposed to be getting flustered in quite that way anymore. But the flirting, the sense that anything might happen, made me feel like a single girl on the edge all over again. I liked it, even if it was a thing of the past now.







“

 
Floyd?” I called over to my husband over the music but with my eyes still on Woody

 
’

 
s eyes. Or on his neck, or his shoulders, or his chest. Maybe even his stomach.







“

 
Ellie?” he finally called back.







“

 
Woody is being a bad boy,” I snickered.

 
“

 
Thought you should know.”







“

 
What

 
’

 
s he doing?” Floyd called back with obvious disinterest.

 
“

 
Floyd,” he called to his friend.

 
“

 
Stop messing around with my wife.”







“

 
Just standing here minding my own business,” he said half over his shoulder but with a sneer toward me. He slid his feet sideways to spread his legs to open between them space for me to pull out the drawer, as if I was going to bend over and do that.







“

 
Is he bothering you?” Floyd called again.







“

 
You

 
’

 
re friend wants me to get down on my knees between his legs,” I said and I raised my eyebrows at him challengingly. I thought that that would make him smarten up and get out of my way. I mean, whose husband lets their best friend do what he was doing to their wife?







“

 
Is that going to be a problem?” he called from his sofa.







I screwed up my face and leaned over to gawk at him over Woody

 
’

 
s shoulder and he gave it two more beats before he burst out laughing.

 
“

 
You should see your face,” he laughed.







“

 
One of these days, it

 
’

 
s going to go too far and you won

 
’

 
t be able to stop it,” I shook my head at him and bent over at my waist to reach between Woody

 
’

 
s legs and pull open the drawer. I knew he was staring right down the top of my jacket. If my husband wasn

 
’

 
t going to stop it, why should I? When I came back up, I secretly let the back of my hand as though accidentally slide against the front of his jeans.







“

 
You

 
’

 
re such an asshole,” I said to him privately.







“

 
And you

 
’

 
re just a tease,” he said with a sneer under his breath. He twisted around to put his glass on the island behind him, but also to sneak a peek at my husband. Floyd had rolled onto his back with one knee up to his chest and his ankle crossed over his other knee with his phone up to his face. Still staring over his shoulder across the tall space to the sofas, he dangled his fingertips up my thigh, over my shorts and hips, and against the skin of my exposed waist below the hem of my short jacket.







“

 
You call this a tease?” I said, and I leaned close to his face and body and reached between his arms and waist to trap him with my hands on the edge of the kitchen island. He leaned back and pushed his palms into the edge of the island as though he knew to be careful about touching the merchandise. I brought my mouth close to his.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re the one who won

 
’

 
t do anything,” I said, letting my eyes follow his cheekbones and jaw down to his mouth where I lingered with my gaze.







“

 
You

 
’

 
re husband is like twenty feet away,” he said in the private space we held between our faces.

 
“

 
You wouldn

 
’

 
t.”







“

 
How do you know he

 
’

 
s not one of those guys who lets his wife . . . “ I paused to inhale with a shake. “ . . . play around,” I whispered.







“

 
I guess we could find out, couldn

 
’

 
t we,” he said.







I could tell I had him on the backstep. He always came onto me, making like he was picking me up, pretending that he would take me the second my husband left the room. He loved it because he knew I got off on him doing it. I was inspired, though, to turn the tables on him. I don

 
’

 
t know what it was — something about that day, something about how he had teased me once too often, or something about the way he stood there without a shirt on knowing what it was doing to me?







We all encounter from time to time the

 
‘

 
stranger within,

 
’

 
don

 
’

 
t we. Sometimes it

 
’

 
s when we

 
’

 
re thrust into an unfamiliar setting like ending up at a party not knowing anyone, or going for a job interview in a new city or in a new industry. I had lately been running into the

 
‘

 
stranger in me

 
’

 
in the oddest of places — when waking up beside my husband, say, or when out just driving somewhere, or, like that morning, while shopping. It had been less a matter of encountering the stranger within than it was feeling like the stranger within was filling up my body, displacing me, turning the roles around so that I became like the stranger, a silent partner watching from behind and above while the stranger took over my body.







That

 
’

 
s certainly what was going on inside me when I poked my tongue into the corner of my mouth, bent my body on my waist too close to Woody

 
’

 
s half-nude body, and pushed myself closer to him by arching my back. Okay, husband, I said in my mind. You know what

 
’

 
s going on over here. I already called over to you. If the stranger within me does something right now, is it all on me, or is it not on you for letting it happen? I pursed my lips and flexed my shoulders and neck and rubbed my tongue over the top of my front teeth.







“

 
You think you

 
’

 
re something special, don

 
’

 
t you,” I groaned quietly to Woody with my lips nearly brushing his.







“

 
I

 
’

 
m just Woody,” he shrugged with a grin.

 
“

 
Your husband

 
’

 
s best friend?”







I snickered.

 
“

 
Who knows exactly what he

 
’

 
s doing right now to his friend

 
’

 
s wife.”







“

 
What am I doing?” he said, narrowing his eyes at me.







He touched me earlier, but he wasn

 
’

 
t touching me now, and it was making me twist and breathe hard.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re going to get it,” I said, and I glanced over his bare shoulder again. My husband was completely absorbed on his phone. I pressed my lips to his and surprised myself with how softly, and how long, I kissed him.







He dragged his hands up my over my hips again and held me by my waist. He pulled me rudely against his body.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m warning you,” I groaned from deep in my throat.







“

 
I thought you said you and Floyd let each other do it with others,” he said, sliding his fingers under the edge of my jacket and further up over my bare ribs inside.







“

 
I said, what if we were, I didn

 
’

 
t say we did,” I said to him, but I couldn

 
’

 
t resist kissing and sucking on his bottom lip, even as I raised my eyes and looked past him to my husband happily absorbed on the sofa.





Woody grinned that grin of his and looked at my chest. He started at the bottom, not the top, and undid the buttons of my little jacket.





I didn

 
’

 
t stop him but instead, I looked down with him, watching his fingers work their way up the front of my body.

 
“

 
Just what do you think you

 
’

 
re doing?” I said.







“

 
I ever tell you that you have the most magnificent tits?” he replied.







It made me exhale against my will — that stranger within again!

 
“

 
All the time,” I groaned. He got all the buttons undone and I snatched at the sides and clasped my tight jacket closed over my chest with my hand.

 
“

 
Honey, your friend is stripping me,” I called over Woody

 
’

 
s shoulder, but our eyes were digging into each others. I spread my feet around the sides of his feet and leaned my hips against his, trapping him against the edge of the counter behind his butt.







“

 
What

 
’

 
s mine is his, and what

 
’

 
s his is mine, always been that way,” he called back without looking.







I rocked my body against Woody

 
’

 
s body and pressed my chest tightly against his, withdrawing my hand from between us. The jacket stayed closed as long as I pressed myself against his chest.

 
“

 
My body is not a car or a tent, fur fuck sakes,” I said to my husband.

 
“

 
I think he

 
’

 
s taking that whole concept one step too far,” I said to the high ceiling, rolling my head back and searching the huge dark rafters for my husband

 
’

 
s non-reply.





Woody lifted his knee between my legs and pressed it to the crotch of my short white shorts and he tugged at the sides of my jacket, pulling it out from between us, tugging it off my shoulders. I liked that he liked it. I could tell it was perfect for him.





“

 
Would you just stop!” I said to him in a groaning voice with my eyes popping out at his. I hooked my thumbs into the belt loops of his jeans and shook his hips with anger. But with my jacket open and the shoulders falling half way down my back, I had to press my brand new black-lace full-cup bra against his bare chest to keep myself still hidden at least somewhat.







But he didn

 
’

 
t stop. He just sneered and pushed the palm of his hand against my breast.







I chuckled because he was being ridiculous and I peered around his huge, bare shoulder to my husband again.

 
“

 
Your friend is getting carried away,” I sang to him. He squeezed my breast and made me yelp and flinch, bending myself at my waist and yanking my hips away from his. My jacket fell further down my back so that it was only hanging from my wrists and wrapped around my lower back like some kind of denim restraint.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re going to be in so much trouble,” I said to him, seething, and I clenched my fist into his crotch.







He twisted around toward my husband even as he seized my wrist, sucked in his gut, and shoved my hand down inside the front of his pants. I dropped my head in a tilt, raised my hip crookedly, and placed my other hand on my hip and looked at him and shook my head. I wasn

 
’

 
t going to give him the satisfaction of yanking my hand out of his pants like I

 
’

 
m sure he thought I would, all scandalized and shocked like some little girl.







“

 
You sure you want my hand down there?” I raised my eyebrows at him. I fished around to get a grip on his dick and teach him a lesson by hurting him. I wasn

 
’

 
t expecting to find him so hard. He laid his hands on the tops of my bare shoulders and pushed down. I couldn

 
’

 
t believe it.







“

 
Not your hand,” he said, shaking his head, and he gave me a couple of air kisses.







I sighed and shook my head at him and looked again over his shoulder. I couldn

 
’

 
t bring myself to hurt him inside his pants. I wanted to, but all I did was squeeze it. It was so hot and hard, and it was surprisingly big, too.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m sure you

 
’

 
d just love that, wouldn

 
’

 
t you,” I stuck my tongue out at him and grinned.

 
“

 
I give great blow jobs, too,” I sneered at him.







He didn

 
’

 
t say anything back, but he pushed me on my shoulders harder downward. I looked at him with my eyes bulging out.

 
“

 
Would you just fuck off!” I whispered at him with my mouth dropping open in disbelief, but he already had pushed me down to his chest and only smiled down at me, ignoring my pleas.

 
“

 
Stop it!” I said, but I know that I grinned too. I had to laugh, the situation was so ridiculous.







“

 
Suck it,” he said, and it would have been loud enough for my husband to hear on the other side of the room but for the music that pounded through the large warehouse space.







“

 
You

 
’

 
re disgusting, you know that?” I squinted up at him from my knees.

 
“

 
What, you don

 
’

 
t think I

 
’

 
ll do it?” I grinned at him. I could be bad too, he didn

 
’

 
t know me at all. I yanked his belt out and tugged the button of his jeans. I shook my head at him from where I knelt below him behind the kitchen island and I made like I was going to bite his dick right off with my snapping teeth.







He twisted around again and called to my husband. I knew he wasn

 
’

 
t going to be able to go through with it. I yanked his pants down and accidentally caught his boxer briefs with my nails and stripped him to his mid thighs. His cock, heavy, hot, and long, sprung up and slapped the underside of my chin and I laughed out loud.

 
“

 
Dude, you

 
’

 
re wife is trying to bite my dick off,” he shouted.







“

 
Everybody gotta eat,” he called back with disinterest from the couch.





He squirmed on his toes and twisted his hips and clasped the sides of my blonde head and tried to push me away from his groin. But I was stronger. I pushed back harder with my neck straining and I dug my nails into the back of his butt. He laughed and managed to turn his body around to face the island. He kicked his feet down and bent down low over the island. I pushed my head between his legs prying them apart and I twisted around under him and pushed myself up against the island, forcing myself between the cupboards and his body, nude from the knees up.





“

 
Fuck off, Ellie!” he said laughing and he looked down his body at the top of my head and tried again to push my head down and away from his dick.







But he was getting harder and I pushed my back against the cupboards and caught his eyes looking down with mine looking up. That was how I captured the head of his cock between my lips. I didn

 
’

 
t think I was going to do it, and I wasn

 
’

 
t planning on it. It was just there, dangling and hard and hot and smooth and I didn

 
’

 
t think, I just opened my mouth and felt the head of his cock come inside me. It made me as though instinctively lean my head back and expose my throat and push my mouth up over his shaft and take him more deeply inside my mouth.







“

 
Fuck, Ellie!” he groaned in a whisper, and when I flashed my eyes open at his, I caught him smiling. He didn

 
’

 
t expect it any more than I did.







Just to teach him a lesson about teasing me and thinking he could get away with it, I moaned with his cock in my mouth. I knew from Floyd, and other boys before him, that guys could hardly take that — it wasn

 
’

 
t just the vibration, it was also the sense that the girl was getting off on blowing him as much as he was getting off on being blown by her. I pushed his ass from behind with my hands snaked through his legs and I opened my throat and pushed my mouth until my lips pressed against his pubic bone.

 
“

 
Fuck him,” I thought.

 
“

 
Teach him for doing that to me.”







He stood up straight and staggered back a half step and pushed his fingers deeply through my hair, resigned to the fact that I got him right where I wanted him: trapped in my mouth, his big hard dick wet with my saliva. I dropped my face back and wrapped my hand around his cock and looked up at him and I put my index finger to my lips and nearly giggled to death trying to shush him. When I get going on something bad, it

 
’

 
s hard for me to stop.





When I kissed the head of his cock again, he rudely thrusted his hips forward and my head was trapped between the cupboard of the island and his insistent body, and he fucked my mouth without my say-so. I tried to twist and squirm away but he pulled back and pushed forward again and I coughed with his cock stuffing my cheeks and finally pulled my face away sideways.





“

 
Such an asshole!” I whispered up at him wiping the slobber and pre-cum from my lips. But he barely gave me a chance to catch my breath before he dangled the head of his cock at my lips again and I had to get ready for him to fuck my throat or he would have just shoved it in. So I rolled my eyes and opened wide and he pushed it in as far as he could, the asshole. This time he let me at least breath and swallow before he pushed it in again, and I guess I figured out a rhythm and pace that kind of worked for both of us if this is what was going to happen behind the island in our kitchen with my husband oblivious on his phone on the couch on his back.







Suddenly Floyd threw himself up from the sofa and came to the other side of the island.

 
“

 
Gonna grab a shower,” he said,

 
“

 
you staying over or what?” Woody stopped fucking my face against the cupboards and I stopped sucking on him, but his cock remained buried in my mouth and I held my breath to not give away my laboured breathing. My husband walked away.







“

 
Maybe stay over?” Woody said, very slowly withdrawing before even more slowly shoving his cock back into my mouth behind my husband

 
’

 
s back.

 
“

 
Breakfast at Blue Turtle?” he said. It was our favourite spot.







Floyd called from over his shoulder down the hallway and turning into the bathroom.

 
“

 
Ellie can get sheets for the sofa for you and a blanket,” he said, shutting the door.







I pushed myself up onto my feet, pressing my body between the island behind me and Woody

 
’

 
s frame. He didn

 
’

 
t let me just stand there against him, he had to lift me by my hips and place my ass on the edge of the counter. It was his turn to trap me and he gripped the edge on either side of my hips. I wrapped my arms around his neck to at least control him a bit, and I decided to kiss him too, because I had just sucked his dick and it was probably a little abrupt to just stop like that.







“

 
Don

 
’

 
t” I murmured, though.

 
“

 
My husband,” I whined with a grin. His fingers worked at the button of my shorts, and the fly, just like he had earlier got my jacket undone, without asking or even saying what he wanted.







“

 
But Ellie,” he shook his face close to mine.

 
“

 
It hurts so much!”







I laughed because I had long known about that bullshit guys say. He opened my shorts and I said,

 
“

 
I told you,” with the biggest, most warning eyes I could make at him. But he was rough and insistent and I was worried he was going to tear my new black panties or something so I rolled my eyes and rocked on my hips and let him peel my tight and cute white shorts off.







“

 
You know you shouldn

 
’

 
t be doing this,” I said to him, but I stroked his cock where it hung between us. He thought he was so cool, so in control. I licked my palm and rubbed it around  the head of his cock just to remind him who was in control. I leaned back and glanced sideways down the hall to the bathroom and saw the door closed, the light underneath the door, and the sound of water running.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re such a fucker,” I said to him.

 
“

 
What kind of a friend are you?” I shook my defiant face at him and I drew the head of his cock against the front of my black panties. I was embarrassed because I was leaching through the thin fabric, I was so horny.







“

 
What kind of a wife are you?” he replied. I was so scandalized that all I could do was shake my head at him even as he tugged at my panties and pushed me back so that I flopped down on my back across the island counter in front of him.







‘

 
What do you think you

 
’

 
re doing!?” I said to him on my back. But he only sneered and pushed my legs up straight so my ankles rested together against one of his shoulders, and he pulled my panties up my thighs, over my knees, and finally over my pointed toes. I lowered my legs but there was no room for them other than to spread them around his shoulders, and I caught my heels on the edge of the counter. I shook my face at him and rolled my eyes. He leaned down and began kissing me on the inner part of my thighs.







I rolled my head sideways and closed my eyes staring up the hallway.

 
“

 
If he comes out right now,” I said, but I was unable to finish my thought. The jerk lowered his mouth to my pussy and began to go down on me.







I honestly don

 
’

 
t think it

 
’

 
s my fault, any of it, after that, because come on, that

 
’

 
s biology or something taking over. I decided to stop pushing him away. If my husband came out and saw what he was doing to me, I thought I might be able to explain. What if a girl started sucking him off at a party or something? We

 
’

 
re not really to blame, are we?







I arched my back and twisted my fists. Woody was hitting the right spots and was infuriating me with how close he was coming back to the right spots without touching again with his tongue. My breathing got shallow and fast and I swung my head back and forth with my eyes clenched and my toes curling. I guess knowing it was his best friend, that it was on our kitchen island, and knowing that he could come out any second and see me nearly cumming I was breathing and moaning so hard, must have added to it for me. That, and the feeling throughout my body that it wasn

 
’

 
t really me, it was that stranger from somewhere  inside me.







It was bliss. I tried to worry but my mind clouded. That

 
’

 
s when I was rudely interrupted. I sat up hard and gasped loudly. I punched his chest and tried to push his hips with my feet, but he had entered me with his hot, heavy and hard cock and proceeded to snake himself deeper into me.

 
“

 
I didn

 
’

 
t say,” I gasped and fell back. I pulled my knees to my chest and pushed the soles of my feet against his shoulders, but he only leaned more heavily against me, and penetrated me further down inside.







I rolled my head toward the hallway again.

 
“

 
Are you crazy?” I shouted in a hoarse whisper to him, but he only yanked my body out over the edge of the counter and rolled my hips up higher, the better to shove his cock deeper into me. I wanted to protest, but he filled me so deep and so tight, I couldn

 
’

 
t make my voice work, and when he leaned over my body to kiss my mouth, it was impossible to not suck on his lips and wrap my arms around his back and yank him tighter down against me.







We both heard the water go off and the door open as Floyd aired out the bathroom. I kicked at Woody even as he kept pounding his insistent cock deep into my admittedly soaking pussy.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t cum inside me,” I said, and I tried to close my legs. He pulled out and I clutched both hands around his big mean cock just as he spurted all over my stomach, my tits, my neck, and even my face and hair. To keep from getting more of his cum everywhere, I slinked down over the edge of the counter and back onto my knees between him and the island, and I did my best to pull my hair out of the way and swallow him with my mouth.





He shot so much and so hard, it came out my nose. He just got his shorts and underwear up in time as my husband came down the hallway with his face, thankfully, hidden behind the towel he was drying his hair with. I got the middle button on my cute little jacket done up and my shorts up over my hips, when he called for me.



We leaned together side by side over the edge of the counter, Woody and I, even as I struggled just below the surface to get my fly up and the button of my shorts done up. Woody grabbed a paper towel from the side of the counter and shoved it into my hand under the edge. I darted a look at him just as Floyd pulled the big towel off his head and wrapped it around his shoulders and sat on the stool on the other side of the island facing us.





I spun around and leaned over the kitchen sink behind us and wiped my face, my eyes, my lips, and my hair. I looked down at my chest and saw a big wad of Woody

 
’

 
s jism between my breasts. I looked further down and saw gobs of him running down my stomach and over the edge of my shorts.







“

 
What

 
’

 
s up, honey?” he said to the back of my head.







“

 
Just got something in my eye,” I said, leaning over the sink and turning the tap on as though to flush my eye. But I was flooding my chest and stomach to try to wash Woody

 
’

 
s cum off me.







“

 
We got sheets and blanket and pillow for Woody, don

 
’

 
t we?” he said.







I turned around. There were spots of his cum on the counter where he shot and missed my body and face, but Floyd didn

 
’

 
t notice them yet.

 
“

 
I can get it for him,” I said.

 
“

 
Why don

 
’

 
t you go to bed,” I said to him.

 
“

 
You look wasted.”







“

 
I feel tired,” he laughed.

 
“

 
Good hike today, bruh,” he said to Floyd and he clasped his hand as he stood and turned.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t make my wife stay up too late,” he said over his shoulder.







“

 
You know me,” he called after him.

 
“

 
Always trying to get into her panties,” he said, and he even surreptitiously squeezed my ass behind my husband

 
’

 
s back.







“

 
You get into my wife

 
’

 
s panties,” he turned around at our bedroom door,

 
“

 
and I

 
’

 
ll fucking kill you,” he said, but he smirked, he cocked his finger gun at us both down the other end of the hallway, and he went through to the bedroom.

 
“

 
Tonight would be a good night,” he shouted with a snicker.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m too sore and tired to do her good anyway.” Woody wrapped his hand around my waist and pulled my body against his. My husband stuck his head out the door as he closed it.

 
“

 
You might as well fuck her — somebody has to,” he said, and he shut the door.





Woody loked at me and shrugged.





“

 
Clearly he

 
’

 
s joking,” I shook my head at him and folded my arms over my chest.

 
“

 
You fucking covered me in your cum, you know. My husband could have seen it.”





But he undid my shorts again and started tugging and pulling to get them over my hips and they fell to my knees and I shook them so that they fell to the floor around my ankles.





“

 
The man clearly told me to fuck his wife,” he raised his eyebrows at me.







“

 
You know he didn

 
’

 
t mean it,” I said, but I also tugged his jeans open and let them drop around his knees. He stepped out of them, and his underwear too. I shook my head at him and bent at my waist to pull my panties back off for the second time that night.







He took my hand and walked me over to the sofa. I undid my jacket again and let it fall over the chair. I pulled my hair over my shoulder and turned my back to him so he could undo my bra and I shook my arms so it fell down into my hands in front.

 
“

 
Lay lady lay,” he grinned.







“

 
I

 
’

 
m just getting ready for bed,” I said, and I stopped and stretched my hands up to the ceiling and yawned. I was completely naked, and so was he.

 
“

 
Just getting your sheets and blanket,” I said needing to walk so close behind him I had to brush against him, but he grabbed me by the waist and swung me back around in front of him, even lifting me off my feet. I squealed and then shushed him, twisting in his arms over my shoulder to pinch his lips shut. I could feel his cock, hard again, pressing into my back and butt.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not going to fuck you again, you know!” I said.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m just getting your bed ready for you!”







He put me down and I bent over in front of him to tuck the sheet down behind the cushions of the sofa and he grabbed my hips from behind and pulled me back so hard against his hips, we bounced together and I accidentally yelped and laughed. His cock penetrated me from behind but I pulled off of him and twisted away.

 
“

 
Would you just!” I said, and I knelt in front of him to tuck the sheet under the front edge of the cushions. When I twisted around, I found his big hard cock touching my face and I looked up at him and shook my head. I pursed my lips at him but he held my head with his fists wrapped up in my hair and pushed the head of his cock against my pursed lips. When I tried to tell him he better not, he shoved himself into my mouth to shut me up.







We rolled onto the sofa and he ended up sitting up with me straddling his lap trying hard to keep him quiet, keep him decent, and keep his cock out of me. I squeezed it hard between my legs and widened my eyes down at him below me.

 
“

 
Stop trying to fuck your friend

 
’

 
s wife mall the time!” I said, but I tittered and my shoulders shook.







“

 
I

 
’

 
m trying to just go to sleep!” he said, turning his head half toward the hall and projecting his voice down the hallway for my husband

 
’

 
s benefit.







“

 
Then stop trying to grab me!” I half turned my head down toward the hallway too.







“

 
If you just leave me alone, let me sleep,” he grinned and he squeezed my tits.





I fell into him and fed him my breast because, through no fault of my own, that kind of gets me, doing that. But when I pushed myself against him and curled in my spine because of his licking and kissing me there, I accidentally shook in my hips and the head of his cock suddenly popped inside my pussy because I was probably still wet from earlier and a little bit wet again because of playing around and the thing with my tits.





So I sank down on him and that just got things really hot and we ended up fucking hard and fast without any ability to stop, even when we both sensed my husband was standing in the hallway facing us. I didn

 
’

 
t want to look and I guess Woody didn

 
’

 
t want to look either. I fell into his neck with my face and said in his ear,

 
“

 
I fucking told you!”







“

 
Then get off me!” he whispered back.







We kept fucking because to stop would have acknowledged he was there and I think we were both uncomfortable with that. Fucking right in front of my husband was bad enough, but cumming would be worse and I tried so hard to stop it when I felt it rise in me. But you know how it goes — the harder you stop it, the harder it comes. Woody stopped moving but didn

 
’

 
t stop rubbing my sides with his hands or the sides of my breasts where they are particularly sensitive. I shook all over and then everything stopped and I arched so hard I was facing the ceiling.







I came off him and didn

 
’

 
t even know that he came too, until I looked down and saw and felt his cum gush from inside my pussy. I scooped up my clothes and sped past my husband without looking at him and locked the bathroom door and got in the shower.







I came to bed and thought that Floyd was already asleep and laid on my stomach to think about how I was going to explain in the morning what happened. But my husband rolled over on top of me and shoved my legs open with his knee. He laid on me, nearly crushing me into the bed, and his cock pushed between my legs and when I raised my ass, he entered me deeply and hard. I didn

 
’

 
t know I was going to cum again until it seized me from deep inside and the next thing I knew, I was shaking and losing my breath. Not for the first time that night, I felt a cock ejaculate inside me and fill me to overflowing with it

 
’

 
s cum.







Nobody said anything until we were nearly finished eating at the Purple Turtle next morning. Floyd looked over the table at Woody and lifted his chin at him.

 
“

 
She

 
’

 
s a pretty good fuck, isn

 
’

 
t she,” he said. I exhaled and dropped my face nearly to the table top and looked sideways and away.







Woody stared back at Floyd it seemed for a whole minute, as though he were calculating the math over what Floyd was saying. Finally, he leaned close to him and said,

 
“

 
The way she cums is so fucking hot,” he said.







I blushed and covered my face with my hands and inhaled.

 
“

 
You guys!” I said, but my grin was across my whole face.







My husband turned to me.

 
“

 
You have a good time too?” he asked.







“

 
Would you just!” I said, and I darted my red face around the place in case anyone could hear. I looked at him through my fingers and then at Woody through my fingers before I caught on. They were both chuckling and smiling back at me.

 
“

 
You fuckers! You planned it?!”





They both laughed and high-fived each other.





“

 
So you . . . ?” I screwed my face up at Floyd.







“

 
What?” he ducked lower defensively.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s hardly the weirdest kink on the internet, watching your wife fuck your friend.”







“

 
He

 
’

 
s right about that,” Woody tugged his face in a tilt and tore toast with his clamped teeth.







“

 
Why didn

 
’

 
t you tell me?” I kicked Woody under the table.







“

 
Was fucking hot watching you think you were sneaking it,” my husband said.







“

 
Well it won

 
’

 
t be sneaking anymore since you know now,” I said.







Woody began to giggle, and before long, we were all jiggling at the table unable to stop laughing. We could barely walk home, we kept bursting out laughing. And when we got back in the door, our clothes were off and I was on Woody

 
’

 
s lap again on the sofa — and my husband

 
’

 
s lap in the chair.







I don

 
’

 
t know how many times we fucked that whole weekend — it

 
’

 
s hard to count what is a fuck, what is several fucks, and what is an interrupted fuck, and whether two fucks is two fucks or a single two-man fuck. I had a lot of fun putting on different clothes for one or the other man to strip off of me. But now, whenever Woody is coming over, me and Floyd get me ready, and then they play rock paper scissors for who gets me overnight.








My big brash friend opened my wife up


My wife Audrey is painfully shy, especially around men, and most especially around big, bearded, athletic-type men. It gets in the way of her progress at work and it holds her back socially.



Clay is my big, bearded, athletic friend from work, and he noticed, too, that she

 
’

 
s shy around him. So whenever he comes over on Sunday afternoons to watch the game with me, he gets a kick grabbing Audrey, tickling her and teasing her. He

 
’

 
s remorseless with her. He comes from a huge family — Audrey was an only child. It makes me laugh watching her blush and hide and play-fight with him.





She eventually turns away from him and tries to push his hands off her waist or hips or shoulders, or she looks at me to tell him to stop. This Sunday was different, though. Before he got there, I asked Audrey if she really wanted me to stop him doing that to her.

 
“

 
If it makes you feel uncomfortable,” I said to her,

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll just tell him before he starts roughhousing with you.”





She shrugged and widened her eyes at the floor and puffed air out her nose.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know,” she said quietly.





“

 
Or I can just text him now,” I nodded at her.

 
“

 
I mean, if it really bugs you, right?”





“

 
Doens

 
’

 
t really,” she murmured and she turned toward me, raised her arms and hung her curved hands from my shoulders. She hid her face in my neck and turned away.





I wrapped my hands around her waist and pulled her tighter against me. I kissed her exposed neck where her head hung down against my chest.

 
“

 
But if it does bother you . . . ” I said.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s just how he is,” she shrugged and she lifted her face to mine, dropped her eyes closed, and raised herself on her toes to touch her lips to my lips.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay,” she whispered.





I snorted and rocked her body against mine.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s almost like you enjoy it when he picks you up and throws you around!” I laughed.





She pushed herself away from me and leaned with her hips forward into the kitchen counter and turned to hide her face away from me.

 
“

 
I do not!” she protested with a tiny whine. But it was odd. I couldn

 
’

 
t see her face, but I knew her mouth was grinning.





I stepped behind her and leaned my body against her back and pressed my palms into the edge of the counter on either side of her hips, pinning her there. I nuzzled my face through her straight and short blonde hair and kissed her jaw from behind.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay if you do,” I shrugged and grinned.



My wife was a closed book. Getting her to open up about anything she preferred was like working a screwdriver through the tiniest crack in the lid of a wood box.



“

 
Stop it!” she breathed hard in a harsh whisper and she pushed through my arm and leaned on the sill to hide herself further from me in the tall window.





“

 
Hey,” I said,

 
“

 
What

 
’

 
s wrong?”





“

 
Nothing

 
’

 
s wrong!” she said, but she twisted to tell me over her shoulder, and I caught her biting her lip. Her eyes were wide. She erupted in a tiny titter before she quickly spun away again and crossed her arms over her chest.





“

 
Well Clay is getting here soon, should I call him and tell him to leave you alone or do you want me to just let him do what he always does?” Clay was boisterous, a locker-room kind of guy, a loud and brash man who never heard about personal physical boundaries. I loved the guy, but sometimes he got carried away pushing people too far. I usually let him tickle and tease my wife a bit, but when I caught her eyes glaring at me, I

 
’

 
d call him off.





“

 
You don

 
’

 
t have to call him now,” Audrey said, but she said it so softly I almost couldn

 
’

 
t hear her.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay,” I said.

 
“

 
I can just tell him — he

 
’

 
ll understand. He

 
’

 
ll do what I say.”





“

 
No,” she said and she pushed past me and went to the bedroom to straighten the bed.





I followed her and stood against the double doors that opened between our living room and bedroom. It was an old building, at least a hundred years old, and used to be a grand old luxurious hotel.

 
“

 
Why not though?” I said.





“

 
Because it

 
’

 
s embarrassing,” she said over her shoulder at me where she spread her hands over the bed smoothing it. She grinned at me over her shoulder when she said it, and her eyes flared again.





I squinted at the back of her head.

 
“

 
What

 
’

 
s the embarrassing part?” I said, twisting my face half away and frowning. I was becoming very interested.





“

 
All of it!” she groaned as she opened and shut the dresser drawers and looked in the closet. She was doing everything but stopping and talking to me.





“

 
What,” I said,

 
“

 
telling him to stop, or when he

 
’

 
s bugging you?” I said. I was growing more confused by the second.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s too embarrassing to say!” she grimaced at me and rolled her eyes and went into the dark closet and shut the door on herself.





I came to the door and leaned against it.

 
“

 
Are you telling me you like it when he tosses you around like that?” I said to the outside of the door.





I didn

 
’

 
t hear anything so I tapped with my knuckle lightly on the wood.

 
“

 
You in there?” I snorted lightly.





“

 
Yes,” I head her voice through the door. She was leaning against it on the other side.





“

 
Do you like it when he does that to you?” I tried again. I screwed my face up and shook my head and grinned. It was impossible, but I needed to start somewhere — she was closing down.





Still she didn

 
’

 
t answer. I tapped the door again. Finally I heard something, but I couldn

 
’

 
t make it out.

 
“

 
What was that?”





I heard a deep breath. She was frustrated, she was exasperated, even.

 
“

 
Maybe!” she said in a guttural groan through clenched teeth and a ventriloquist

 
’

 
s mouth.





“

 
Did you say

 
‘

 
Maybe

 
’

 
?” I said, tapping on the door again and chuckling at the nonsense of it.





She opened the door an inch, just wide enough for her mouth to appear in the dark crack.

 
“

 
Maybe!” she said again and she tittered nervously and yanked the door to slam it shut again.





I sat on the end of the bed and faced the closet door and dropped my head sideways.

 
“

 
You maybe like it, actually, really?” I said through a frown and a grin.





She opened the door a few inches, just enough for one of her eyes to see around the edge and look at me.

 
“

 
A little bit?” she said as though it was a question.





“

 
I didn

 
’

 
t expect that,” I snorted.





She opened the door more but stayed inside the closet

 
’

 
s shadows.

 
“

 
Is it wrong?” she said with her face down and her hair over her eyes. I caught her looking through the tops of her eyes at me.





“

 
Nothing

 
’

 
s wrong if you like it, if everyone

 
’

 
s good with it,” I said to her, shrugging.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s okay to like strange things.”





“

 
It

 
’

 
s dangerous, though,” she said in a voice so tiny I tried to reach for her wrist to drag her out of the closet, but she withdrew further inside and away from my grasp.





“

 
Nothing

 
’

 
s dangerous,” I chuckled.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re just having fun, right?”





“

 
What if he doesn

 
’

 
t stop?” she said.





“

 
You mean, what if I don

 
’

 
t tell him to stop?” I said.



She nodded from deep in the shadows in the closet.



“

 
And if I let him just keep doing things to you?” I grinned at her.





“

 
And I let him?” she said in a voice so quiet I had to turn my head sideways to hear her.





“

 
Do you want to let him?” I said.



She closed the door again.



I got up and pulled it open an inch.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s going to ask me if it

 
’

 
s okay, when he notices I

 
’

 
m not telling him to stop. What should I say then?”



We met eyes through the darkness. She snaked her hand out through the crack in the door and seized the front of my shirt and pulled me inside the closet with her, and closed the door behind me.



“

 
Say it

 
’

 
s okay? For this time?” she said in that questioning voice of hers. I couldn

 
’

 
t see what was on her face it was so dark.





“

 
You mean let him keep going? Because, I know Clay, he

 
’

 
s going to keep going, the guy doesn

 
’

 
t know boundaries, he doesn

 
’

 
t know when to stop . . . “ I said to Audrey, but she suddenly covered my mouth with her mouth and pushed her tongue between my teeth and deep inside my mouth.





When she pulled away, she tugged my head down and twisted it so her mouth came to my ear.

 
“

 
Tell him it

 
’

 
s okay with me,” she whispered,

 
“

 
if it

 
’

 
s okay with you . . . “ She kissed and sucked on my earlobe.





“

 
Hey,” I said, wrapping my hands around her waist.

 
“

 
You can let it go as far as you like, it

 
’

 
s totally up to you.” I searched the darkness with my darting eyes trying to understand her.





She tugged my neck again and I came down to lean my ear close to her mouth.

 
“

 
But it might be dangerous,” she whispered.





“

 
Tell you what,” I said, and I took her hand in mine and opened the door and walked her out to the bedroom. We sat on the end of the bed.

 
“

 
For today, for this time, nothing is dangerous.”





She hung her head and hid her face backward against my shoulder.

 
“

 
What if it

 
’

 
s wrong?” she murmured.





“

 
Nothings is wrong today, nothing is dangerous, it

 
’

 
s a rule-free day, okay?”



She puffed air out her nose and pushed her cheek into my shoulder and crossed her legs and twisted her fingers into my shirt.



“

 
Nothing?”she groaned in a high-pitched, quiet voice.





I eased her head off my shoulder and held her in front of me by both shoulders.

 
“

 
Sweetheart,” I said, looking directly in her eyes.

 
“

 
Do you want to be something different today? Do you want to try something new today?” I said.



She rolled her eyes and exhaled and jutted her chin sideways and sagged, but I held her up and searched her eyes with my head bobbing down and sideways, not letting her off my hook.



“

 
It

 
’

 
s just . . . “ she started, and she pinched her lips closed with her finger and thumb. Her face blushed.





“

 
Tell me,” I said.





She rolled her eyes and tried to squirm away from me but I picked up her light body and turned her around to set her down on my lap. Her legs swung where they hung down between my spread thighs. I put my hand up her back and held her other hand in mine in her lap. She tried to twist and hide her grinning, blushing face in my shoulder, but I pushed her back.

 
“

 
No, just tell me,” I said.





She jutted her chin and closed her bottom teeth over her top lip.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just, when he does that to me,“ she shrugged,

 
“

 
it

 
’

 
s kind of like feeling things,” she said and she shut her eyes tightly as though bracing herself for blowback.





But I stayed with her.

 
“

 
Feeling what things?” I said.





She rolled on my lap and dropped her head back and gaped at the ceiling.

 
“

 
You know!” she groaned.





“

 
It kind of turns you on, you mean?” I grinned at her.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s not supposed to,” she said, dropping her head down.





“

 
When Clay tickles and teases you and throws you around, it turns you on?” I said. I shouldn

 
’

 
t have sounded so incredulous, but it really was a stunning thing to hear from her and I didn

 
’

 
t believe it.





But she didn

 
’

 
t say anything. She only nodded at me.





“

 
You like it, don

 
’

 
t you,” I chuckled.





“

 
Boys aren

 
’

 
t supposed to treat girls like that,” she said.

 
“

 
And girls aren

 
’

 
t supposed to like it,” she looked in my eyes and shook her head at me.

 
“

 
And besides!” she widened her eyes at me.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m married!” She waved her ring finger in my face as though I might have forgotten that part.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re not supposed to let a man touch me like that!”





I chuckled.

 
“

 
Touch you like what? That

 
’

 
s just Clay, he likes pushing me everybody around, he pushes me around!” I laughed.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s different,” she said.





“

 
How?”





“

 
Cause of what it does to me,” she said, and she bit her bottom lip with her big eyes moving up my face to finally come to my eyes.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s fun though, isn

 
’

 
t it?” I said to her. I liked her telling me about how she felt, what she thought.





“

 
Sort of,” she smiled at me, but she hid it quickly with her hand.





“

 
Does it feel good?” I said, and I cupped my hand into the crotch of her jeans.





She gasped and widened her eyes at me and dropped her jaw. She wrapped her hand around my wrist but she didn

 
’

 
t pull very hard to remove it.





“

 
Does it?” I asked her with a grin.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s not supposed to,” she said.





“

 
But does it?” I kept pressing her.





She bit her lip and nodded with her eyes closing. She let go of my wrist and twisted to drape her arms over my shoulders and she pushed her face into my neck. Close to my ear, she said,

 
“

 
A lot.”





“

 
Would you like it if I let him keep teasing you?” I said quietly into her ear.



She paused a few beats, but she finally nodded with her face against my head.



“

 
Would you like it if he started getting carried away with you?” I said.



She took longer before she nodded, and her nods were slower and slighter, but she did nod.



“

 
Would you like it if I encouraged him to do more things to you?”



Her breathing was audible and I could feel her chest heave against my arm. Her fingers scrunched and released in my back, scratching my skin through my shirt. But she nodded again.



“

 
Would you like it if he undressed you even?” I tried, wondering how far she was going to let me go with my questions.



Her breath caught and she inhaled through clenched teeth. She bit lightly on my neck and made a tiny chirp in the back of her throat. But she nodded again.



“

 
All your clothes?” I said, and I gently kissed her ear.





She squirmed on my lap and pulled my hair too hard. She turned her mouth to my ear and breathed like she had been running a race.

 
“

 
Stop it!” she whispered.





“

 
All your clothes?” I repeated.





She almost couldn

 
’

 
t breath. Every muscle in her body was in a slow-motion spasm.

 
“

 
Yes,” she whispered so lightly into my ear I almost didn

 
’

 
t hear it.





I squinted into the distance. It was so very different for her, but I was so intrigued.

 
“

 
Do you want to do things to him, too?” I said softly in her ear.



She groaned and rolled against me and pushed me down under her so that she came over me to straddle my lap. She crouched over my body, pulled my t-shirt up, and kissed my chest and stomach. Her hands grabbed and twisted on me all over and her tongue and lips kissed me and licked me everywhere under her.



She pushed her face up to my neck.

 
“

 
I want him to make me do things to him,” she whispered in my ear. She pushed her hand roughly down under my pants, and with her arm shivering, she clutched at my cock through my underwear.

 
“

 
I want him to force me to do things,” she said, and she bit my ear.





“

 
Do you want him to lose control with you?” I said squinting at her face.





She writhed on me like a broken electric line snapping in a puddle of water.

 
“

 
Like an animal,” she breathed hard into my ear.





“

 
Unable to stop himself,” I said.





She cried out loud and drove her hips down hard into my legs.

 
“

 
Taking me,” she groaned, and she bit my skin too hard. She tore my pants open with her frantic small hands and pulled my cock up and out. She hurt me she was so shaky.





“

 
Losing himself in you,” I said.



She dropped her mouth wide open and cried out with a breathy moan and dropped her lips down over the head of my cock. She moaned with urgency, muffled by my cock that she pushed deeper in her mouth.



“

 
Unable to stop himself,” I said, and she wrapped her fingers around my shaft and pumped me faster with her mouth and hand together. She groaned deeply around my cock.





She lifted her face from my loins, and with strings of saliva stretching from her full lips to the head of my erection, she said,

 
“

 
Fucking me,” and she drove her face back down over my cock, taking me as deep as she could go.





My wife didn

 
’

 
t talk dirty. She didn

 
’

 
t even use that word when driving. She pulled up and pushed down on me with an enthusiasm I had to lift my head from the mattress to look down and confirm it was still her. When I tapped her shoulder to let her know she was bringing me close, she only dug her fingers into my ass and sank her body harder down onto me. I tried to warn her, but she wasn

 
’

 
t hearing me. My cum erupted into her mouth. Instead of flying away, instead of shrieking or crying out loud, she moaned on me loudly and tried to swallow it.





I looked down disbelieving that she hadn

 
’

 
t torn her mouth away, shocked that she was still pumping me in her hand and mouth, and I saw my cum gush from the corners of her mouth and dribble out over her chin. She lifted her face from my cock and gave me one of those long, languid chuckles with a wide grin with cum all over her lips and chin, still running out of her mouth and dribbling onto my stomach. She even leaned down and licked it up, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. It was unprecedented.





She snickered and went to the bathroom and wiped her face. We went to the living room together. She held my hand and pulled me down beside her on the couch and draped her arms over my shoulders.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just a silly fantasy,” she said.





“

 
Pretty hot fantasy, I have to say,” I said to her, pulling my chin in.





She tittered and smiled and turned her face away.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s silly,” she repeated, and she snorted.



My phone buzzed — it was Clay.



She grabbed my chin in her hand and twisted my face closely to her face.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t you dare!” she said.





“

 
What?” I said, and I snorted and got up to unlock and open our door a crack for him. We were on the 4

 

th


 
floor, stairs all the way.





“

 
Stop it!” she cried out to me but she grinned hard to the side of her face.





I shrugged at her and laughed.

 
“

 
What?”





“

 
I mean it,” she said.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s just imagination!”





“

 
Okay, whatever,” I said with a shrug.





“

 
You better not!” she cried at me. But her eyes were on fire.





“

 
Better not what?” I shook my head and feigned complete ignorance.



She crossed her arms tightly up high over her chest and blew air hard out her nostrils. She pursed her lips at me.



Clay came into the hallway and I called

 
“

 
Hey” out to him. I looked over my shoulder. Audrey looked panicked. She shot up and ran to the tiny kitchen and looked over her shoulder at me with rage and frustration.

 
“

 
Buddy,” I said, and we fist pumped.

 
“

 
Just in time for the game to start,” I laughed.





“

 
Where

 
’

 
s my tiny girlfriend hiding?” he bellowed pushing past me into our apartment.



I heaved my shoulders and hooked my thumb over my shoulder in the direction of the narrow doorway into the kitchen and I snorted.



“

 
You trying to hide from the big bad man?” he called out toward the kitchen.





I chuckled and shrugged at him and shook my head with a big wide grin. I nodded at him — yep, she

 
’

 
s hiding from you. I let him know she was in there.





“

 
Get the game on, Rod,” he said, nodding at the screen on the wall.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
ll be back in a few minutes,” he grinned at me and he leaned against the wall around the corner from the kitchen entrance.





I heard my wife

 
’

 
s voice titter from somewhere inside, and I sat on the couch, I chuckled, and I found the game and settled back to watch.





Clay snickered a moment before he rolled around the edge of the wall and dove inside the kitchen. I heard Audrey scream and Clay bellow,

 
“

 
Gotcha!” and I heard her shriek and laugh.



Her body hung out the doorway bent over at the waist a moment and she twisted and squirmed and shrieked before his arm wrapped around her waist and he pulled her back inside. Her fingers held onto the edge of the doorway a moment longer and I heard her laugh and squeal. A moment later, she came out feet and legs first kicking in front of her in the air. He had lifted her up with his arms around her hips and leaned back to carry her against his chest. She kicked and screamed and punched his arms wrapped around her and shook her head and squirmed like a caught fish.



“

 
Put me down!” she squealed, but he only rolled her body around his and carried her like a book under his arm and he lowered himself onto the other end of the couch manhandling her, ignoring her cries and squeals, and pushing her upright so she ended up sitting on his lap facing forward with her back against his chest. He wrapped his huge arms around her body and hugged her hard against himself.





She huffed and turned her face to me up at the other end of the couch. She pushed with her fingers into the skin of his arms tightly around her but she wasn

 
’

 
t going to budge him.

 
“

 
Aren

 
’

 
t you going to say anything?” she said, but a tiny grin escaped her mouth before she caught it and grimaced hard against it.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s he going to say?” Clay said to her, reaching for her arms and forcing them down her sides and under his big arm, trying to control her.

 
“

 
Maybe he likes watching his wife treated like this,” he said, and he rolled his head toward me and heaved in his shoulders and chuckled.



My wife shot a glance at me and I dropped my mouth a moment back at her.



“

 
Eh?” he said and he laughed so hard his whole body heaved under my wife. He trapped her arms against her body and stroked her hair with his free hand where it flicked into his face.

 
“

 
Guy like you . . . ” he said with a sloppy grin. “ . . . wouldn

 
’

 
t surprise me to find out you

 
’

 
re one of them that likes it.”



I chuckled and snorted and shook my head and looked at the screen.



“

 
See darling?” he said with his mouth close to her ear.

 
“

 
Guys like him, they like it when a real man satisfies their wife for them,” he chuckled.





He thought he was teasing me, he thought he was getting to me. I widened my eyes at the screen bewildered at how he knew what we were talking about just before he got there. I didn

 
’

 
t look over. I knew that Audrey would be staring at me with wide eyes and lips pursed.





“

 
You going to say anything at all?” he said and he chuckled again and kicked his leg out sideways to nudge my foot with his.





“

 
He decided he

 
’

 
s not going to stop you today,” my wife suddenly said.



Clay and I both slowly turned our faces toward her. We were both stunned.



“

 
He wants to watch,” she said with the same clear if soft voice, and she held her stoic expression for three beats before she squealed and ducked her face down and away from me — and into Clay

 
’

 
s far shoulder. Her back arched from her hard twisting body and her feet wrapped around the backs of his calves.



He looked over at me with a frown and a questioning shrug.

I shrugged back at him, and then I nodded. I raised my eyebrows at him I gestured with my hand as though inviting him to go ahead with her.



“

 
What the fuck, bro?” he said in a low voice and with a gaping mouth.





“

 
She wants to play with you,” I said and I shrugged like it was the most natural thing in the world.





She popped her head up from his shoulder and twisted all the way around so her cheek rested on his chest with her eyes finding me behind her head.

 
“

 
You want me to play with him!” she smirked at me.

 
“

 
He told me to let you do what you want with me before you got here,” she said to him softly, but with her eyes still on mine.





“

 
I . . . “ I began but she cut me off.





“ . . . You did so!’” she said to me with a grimace and a grin. She widened her eyes at me the way spouses do when they

 
’

 
re sending secret messages.





“

 
Did you?” he said. His hand lightly rubbed down and up her back and shoulder. She snuggled into him more tightly.





“

 
He did,” she said quietly to him, her eyes on fire at my eyes.





I stared back at her with my eyes narrowing, trying to read her. Finally, I said to Clay with my eyes still on hers a moment longer,

 
“

 
I did. I want you to do what you want to do with her.”





He squinted at me and then he rotated his face to hers and he squinted even more.

 
“

 
Come with me a moment,” he said to her, and he lowered her from his lap and went into the kitchen. She turned on her raised toes, clasped her fingers together behind her back, and smiled at me with light eyes before she padded through the doorway into the kitchen after Clay.





I heard them over the sound of the game murmuring together seriously in the kitchen. Finally, my wife called me.

 
“

 
Rod? Can you come in here a second please?” she said.



I hesitated but I got up and peered around the corner into the kitchen. My wife was sitting on the counter. Clay was standing in front of her, between her knees spread wide for him. His hand was wrapped around her thigh.



He looked serious for the first time ever.

 
“

 
She tells me you guys talked about this?” he said.



Audrey looked at me with anticipation and anxiety on her face. Her hand settled on her thigh before she slid it up tentatively over his hand and then his wrist, and she pulled so that his hand came further up her thigh, all the way to where her body creased into her abdomen.



“

 
Uh-huh,” I said.





“

 
She said you fantasized about me taking your wife?” he said, still not looking at me.



My wife pleaded through her eyes to me.



“

 
Yeah,” I said.





He hung his head and exhaled and shook it.

 
“

 
Bro, are you sure that

 
’

 
s what you want? Because your wife . . . “ he paused and he lifted his face to hers. They met eyes. My wife lifted her arms and dropped them around his neck and gently pulled on his shoulders. She dropped her head back, pushed her chest forward, and dropped her eyes closed. She pushed her lips against his a moment and pulled away just far enough to turn her gaze to me. “ . . . you

 
’

 
re wife is fucking hot, and you know I already think that.”





Audrey stared at me. With her other hand, she stroked his forearm where he held her hip, and she pulled it until he moved it up for her, and she kept staring at me even as she pushed his hand over her breast. She was wearing a white striped shirt. He instinctively squeezed her breast and sighed and shut his eyes and dropped his head forward as though in shame for what he couldn

 
’

 
t stop himself doing.





“

 
I . . . “ I started but my voice caught and I cleared my throat. In an accidentally high pitch, I said,

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m sure.”



My wife, satisfied, pushed her back out, caved her chest in, and turned her face back to his and pressed her forehead against his forehead. She dropped her arms down his body and around his waist. When she pulled on him, her ass slid toward his hips at the edge of the counter, and she spread her legs wider and gasped at him, her eyes drawing up through the tops of her sockets, finding his eyes. He merely opened his mouth and she attacked him with a corkscrewing kiss that lasted long enough for me to feel embarrassed and leave the room. Little cries and murmuring moans rose up through her throat.

I sat in the couch and tried to watch the game as though nothing was going on. Clay came around the corner from the kitchen carrying my wife with one hand supporting her ass — she was very light — and his other hand busy undoing the top buttons of her shirt. Her legs were wrapped around his waist and her ankles were locked together in his back. She hung her arms around his neck and her fingers played in his hair. They were still necking.



Clay carefully sat down on the opposite end of the couch from me. My wife tittered as she came down with him, and she loosened her legs from around his waist and came down on her knees on the couch outside his hips. He murmured something I couldn

 
’

 
t hear in her ear and she squealed lightly and pushed her body harder into his body and dropped her face around the far side of his head. I could hear her murmur something back to him.





His fingers paused on her third button where she had pressed her chest into his chest to trap his hand and stop it. He turned to me with his head rolling over the back of the sofa.

 
“

 
She says she

 
’

 
s too shy with you sitting right there,” and he widened his eyes and shrugged at me.



My wife squealed privately to him and murmured something else in his ear and then hid her face deep in his neck.



He turned to me again.

 
“

 
She wants to know if she can go to the bed with me instead.” He asked it like it was a chore to him.





My wife laughed and squealed and kissed his neck and lifted her face to see me under his chin and across his chest.

 
“

 
And close the doors?” she said.





I looked over my shoulder through the double sliding doors to our bedroom and back at her.

 
“

 
In there you mean?” I said.



She grinned sheepishly, hid her face in his neck, and murmured something to him.



“

 
She says you can leave the door open a little bit if you want,” he said.





She squirmed on him and moaned and pushed her body tighter into his. She lifted her face just enough for one eye to find my eyes.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s embarrassing,” she murmured to me.

 
“

 
You watching,” she said.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to peak,” I said with a frown.





“

 
Okay!” she said and she suddenly shot up, arched her back, twisted toward me, and held her hand out to shake.





I shook her hand unclear still on what was happening. As soon as I did, she pushed herself backward off Clay

 
’

 
s lap, stretched her arm out and waved her fingers at him until he grasped them in his hand, and she pulled him up behind her.

 
“

 
But no coming in!” she said, and she nearly danced on her toes as she hurriedly pulled Clay behind her into our bedroom and shut the doors —and then opened them again about an inch. I heard her titter through the crack.



My wife was surprising me in a lot of ways. I got up and went to the double doors and looked through.

Clay and my wife stood facing each other, her arms around his waist, his hands around her ass, kissing. It was her who lifted her fingers to her shirt and continued undoing her buttons.



“

 
Are you going to control yourself?” she said with mock-scolding voice.





“

 
You know me,” he said.





She laughed deeply.

 
“

 
That

 
’

 
s what I

 
’

 
m afraid of,” she said, and undid the last button and tugged on the shirt tails, keeping her top closed over her body but bending over at her waist and playfully flashing him and giggling.

 
“

 
Okay, but no touching!” she said, and then slowly, she stood up, stepped back, and jutted her chest out. She pulled her shirt down from her shoulders and tugged it around her waist. She smiled at him, she pursed her lips, and she let her shirt drift the rest of the way down her arms until it floated to the floor behind her.





“

 
Are you sure you

 
’

 
re going to be a good boy?” she said turning her head half sideways to him and frowning at him. She half-twisted the button of her jeans. She pulled them open and toyed with the tab of her fly.

 
“

 
Can you control yourself?” she said.





He smirked and sat on the bed and pushed himself up to the headboard. He folded his arms behind his head and nodded as his eyes drew up and down my wife

 
’

 
s body.





“

 
No touching!” she said, and she bent at her knees and waist to squat and pull her jeans over her ass and down her legs.

 
“

 
Just for looking if you want to!” she said. She was wearing white satin panties and matching full-cup bra. She laughed and cupped her fists together under her chin and slowly turned all the way around in tiny steps in her bare feet.





“

 
You too, now!” she said, and she bit her lip and stood at the foot of the bed looking at Clay

 
’

 
s body spread over it.



He snickered and pulled his shirt up over his head and balled it up and threw it across the floor.



“

 
And . . .” she said, her eyes flaring.



He shrugged and lifted his hips and undid his pants. He wriggled out of them in place and threw them aside.



“

 
Is that where you stop with other girls?” she said, lifting her head and twisting it.



He chuckled and, being who he is, he whipped his shorts off too, and reclined back on the bed, and folded his arms behind his head again. He was completely naked.



“

 
Okay then, good boy,” she shook her head and rolled her eyes and grinned. He didn

 
’

 
t say anything. She folded her arms behind her back and unclasped her bra and let the straps collapse down her arms.

 
“

 
But you better watch yourself!” she said, and she let her bra fall from her body and she twisted around to toss it over her jeans and shirt on the floor. Her eyes glanced at the crack between the doors.





She tittered and knelt on the foot of the bed and swatting at his feet until he spread his legs wide enough for her to walk on her hands and knees between them.

 
“

 
If you try anything,” she said, turning her face sideways and squinting suspiciously at him,

 
“

 
you

 
’

 
re in big trouble!” she said, and she dropped down to her elbows, slipped her body down onto her stomach, and kicked her calves up behind her.





She wrapped both her hands around his cock and she laughed and darted her tongue out so the pointed tip touched the underside of his erection.

 
“

 
You better not try anything,” she said, and she teased him, holding her mouth open over the head of his cock that she held still in both her hands directly in front of her face. Saliva dripped from her lip and she laughed and caught it and rubbed it over the head of his cock.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re such a bullshitter,” she finally said, and she opened her lips and sank her mouth around his cock and dropped her face down over him to his abdomen.





She pulled back up and off him and tittered and caressed his cock against her cheek and eye and forehead.

 
“

 
Do you like that?” she said, catching her bottom lip with her top teeth.





“

 
What do you think?” he said.





“

 
Better than watching the game?” she said wavering her head at him.



He just laughed.

She snorted and raised her shoulders and dropped her head and pumped him with her hands and mouth together.



He caressed her head and tucked her straight blonde hair behind her ear to clear his view of her mouth pumping up and down around his glisten-coated shaft.

 
“

 
You like it, don

 
’

 
t you,” he said.





She pulled her mouth off him and grinned and blushed and ducked her face to hide it. She pumped his cock over her head before she raised her face to him over his stomach and chest.

 
“

 
Yes,” she said and she squealed.

 
“

 
A lot!” she said, and she pulled herself higher over his groin and sank her mouth over his cock and moved her hand to take him deep enough to push her lips into his pubic bone.





Her throat bulged. She came up and off him and laughed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

 
“

 
Betcha didn

 
’

 
t know I could do that, did you?” she said, and she stuck her tongue out at him.





“

 
Not bad,” he said and he chuckled.





“

 
Kneel for me,” she said, and she laughed and rolled over on her back.

 
“

 
Do you want to fuck my throat?” she said with the innocent voice of someone asking if they want sugar in their coffee. I gasped and pressed my eyeball to the crack in the doors.





He knelt and she pushed herself under his legs and held his thighs in her hands. She arched deeply, rolled her head back on its top to face him upside down, and she laughed and opened her mouth. Suddenly she darted up.

 
“

 
What a sec!” she squealed, and she darted to the doors.



I barely got out of the way in time. I spun around and watched her, naked but for her panties, sprinting through our apartment to the bathroom. I leaned around the open doors and Clay, still kneeling, made eye contact with me. He shrugged, and so I did too.

Audrey came back but she ignored me. She closed the doors more tightly. I could still see through, though. She had freshly glossed her lips with a thick pink coat and made her eyes darker. She laughed with barely controlled excitement and flung herself on her back again under his spread thighs. She wriggled with her shoulders and grasped his thighs and rolled her head up to his upside down again.



“

 
Better?” she said to him, and she half lidded her eyes and dropped her pretty painted mouth partly open. She looked slutty hot.



Clay looked down at my wife below his hips and she tittered and reached up and wrapped her fingers around his cock and pulled it down and stretched her neck to roll her head back. She urged him into her mouth and he rested his hands on his hips and pushed forward. She closed her pink glossy lips around his head and he pushed further into her. Her hands slipped around the back of his ass and I saw her press him there. He pushed further into her and she stretched her neck further back.



His cock disappeared between her lips and still she urged him into her more. Her throat bulged and she pulled her mouth away and he pulled out of her. She laughed up at him and kicked her legs and wriggled under him.

 
“

 
Do you like that?” she said.



He just grinned.



“

 
You can fuck me harder in my mouth, you know,” she said and she shrugged.

 
“

 
Rough like,” she added. I dropped my mouth open and stopped breathing. He pushed his cock into her open lips and this time he rammed himself into her. I heard her moans and cries, muffled by his cock in her throat. When he pulled out she lapped her tongue around his cock and kissed and sucked the side of it as through she were starving for it, as though she worshipped it.



Clay came down over her and planted his hands into the bed to either side of her hips. She continued to gobble his cock, but when he barely touched the waist of her panties, she shot her hips up and allowed him to strip them off her. She kicked her legs out as he held her panties for her, all without taking his cock out of her mouth. He dropped his head down between her pulled-up knees and he licked her.

She writhed and squealed and bucked under him. She pulled his cock out to catch her breath and she tugged it and squeezed it and pushed her mouth back over it. Finally, she arched in her back and stopped breathing and sucking on him and her toes curled and her knees slowly pulled further up. She rolled to her side and groaned deep and long, and then began to giggle. It was a long and powerful climax.

They both rolled over and she dropped her head down between his raised knees and pumped on his cock with enthusiasm. He tapped her back but she only dug in harder, faster and deeper. But he pulled out before he came.

She jumped up and they knelt on the bed facing each other. She laughed and murmured in his ear and he shook his head. But she tugged his cock and turned around to kneel in front of him. She reached up and over her head and tickled her fingers down the back of his neck behind her and twisted around and looked in his eyes and tittered more. She fell forward onto her elbows and she raised her ass up in front of him and wagged it and laughed.



“

 
No, baby,” he said. But he didn

 
’

 
t pull away.





She reached between her legs and up behind her ass to find his cock with her grasping fingers. She laid on her cheek looking up and behind herself at him.

 
“

 
You better give it to me,” she said with a grin and a a snicker.





“

 
Not a good idea,” he said.





“

 
Fuck me!” she said, and she backed up against him and tried to pull his cock into her.





“

 
Audrey, no,” he said, and he struggled, though not hard, against her.





She back up and tried to catch his cock with her pussy and she whined with frustration.

 
“

 
Give it to me!” she cried out.





He glanced up at the crack in the doors and held my wife

 
’

 
s hips in his hands.





She moaned and complained and pushed with her ass back against him. Our eyes met and for three beats I held his gaze.

 
“

 
I want you to fuck me!” she groaned as though angry with him. She noticed he was looking up and out the crack between the doors and she lifted her face to the doors too. As she reached under her pussy and pulled on his cock behind her and pushed and rotated her ass back into his groin, she looked up at my eyes with wide, glazed eyes of her own.





“

 
Tell him to fuck me!” she cried to me.

 
“

 
Tell him you want him to fuck me!” She was nearly breathless.





Clay lifted his hands from her hips and gestured with his arms widely out to his sides like he didn

 
’

 
t know what to do.





Audrey whined and groaned and jutted her jaw and clenched her teeth. She widened her eyes at me and inhaled and exhaled like a dragon.

 
“

 
Make him fuck me!” she cried at the doors.





Clay grabbed her hips again.

 
“

 
Dude,” he said.

 
“

 
Where we going with this?”





I opened the sliding doors and stood in front of the bed. My wife writhed on her elbows and knees waving her ass back at his hips and tugging on his cock between her legs. She lapped her lips with her tongue and gaped her mouth wide open at me. She breathed hoarsely and her eyes went wild. She arched deeper in her back and her breasts rubbed on the bed. She bit her bottom lip hard and raised her eyebrows high.

 
“

 
I want him so bad!” she winced at me and her whole body shivered.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s happening, man?” Clay said. He pushed hard against her hips to keep her from engulfing his cock in her sopping pussy. 





“

 
I fucking want him so fucking bad!” she cried in a withering whimper and she straightened her arms and lifted her torso up off the bed. In that hands and knees position, she shoved herself backward. His cock was pressed between her ass cheeks.

 
“

 
Baby,” she said to me delirious and wild.

 
“

 
Tell your friend to fuck your wife!” she cried out loud.





I stepped back and shut the doors in front of myself all the way and stumbled backward until my shins found the couch and I fell back and into it. A moment later, I heard my wife

 
’

 
s voice cry out with a harsh gasp. Then I heard her repeated high-pitched inhalations. And finally, I heard the bed begin to bang the wall — harder and faster.



Her cries rose and fell. She alternately laughed and inhaled sharply, and the bed bounced heavily and stopped and heavily again. I heard my wife climax twice. They talked and laughed and teased and tickled and then they fucked again, over and over. It went on forever. Finally I heard Clay groan and my wife cry out. Moments later, the door slid open, my wife shot out like a cannon, and disappeared to the bathroom. The shower came on.



She came out later in her bathrobe. She went back into the bedroom with only a moment

 
’

 
s glance at me with her finger up, telling me to wait a moment. I heard laughter again and then she re-emerged and sat down beside me.





“

 
Game good?” she said. I looked at her but she kept her gaze on the screen. She never watched before.





A few moments later Clay came out fully dressed, and he sat on the far end of the couch so that my wife was between us.

 
“

 
Beer?” he said to me, and he went to the fridge and came back with three. My wife didn

 
’

 
t drink beer, but she took one from him without hesitation and opened it and sipped it. He sat down and she let her hand rest on his thigh.





The rest of the game played out like it normally did. We were less festive, but when Clay went home, nothing was said. Nor was anything said between Audrey and me all week. I didn

 
’

 
t bring it up because I was hoping she would, but I knew she might need some time to get her thoughts together. After all, she had utterly transformed into a completely other person. I wasn

 
’

 
t sure she even understood what happened to her.





I also didn

 
’

 
t want to embarrass her. She might have thought she was only shifting responsibility to avoid accounting for herself when she lied to Clay and said it was my idea and told him I wanted to watch him take her. But the truth is, as soon as she said it, something in me tweaked. I had a lot to think about and I was equally unready to talk about it yet until I understood myself enough to share with her what I thought and what happened to me, as well. I didn

 
’

 
t close the doors to stop watching my friend and wife go at it. I closed the doors so they didn

 
’

 
t see me jerk myself off listening to them.





Sunday came around faster than anybody expected. Clay came over like he always did. It seems he also wasn

 
’

 
t feeling up to talking about what happened yet, either. When he came in the door, Audrey swept by him, and when he snatched his arms around her waist like he always did, she laughed and bent over and squealed and struggled, weakly, to push his hands off her.





I snickered, until I remembered that it wasn

 
’

 
t the usual, that it was exactly a week since something very different went down. He tickled her and teased her and while she laughed and kicked and squealed like normal, she also patted his cheek with her hand, pinched him back, and then kissed him on the mouth. She went to the kitchen and he followed her, talking and laughing with me and her at the same time. It was truly like nothing happened, only when they went in the kitchen together, I heard nothing.



I came to check. They were necking and her t-shirt was up around her neck. His hand was on her bare breast with her bra down around her waist. When they came back into the main room, she was out of her pants. When he sat down, she laughed and sat on him and then slipped down to kneel on the floor between his knees facing him. As he and I watched the game, my wife sucked him off.

She took him to bed, shut the door, and moments later, I heard the squeals, the cries, the pants, and then the bed hitting the wall again. It was halftime before they re-emerged. This time my wife came into the main room in panties and a very loose, very visible, low-hanging top with nothing underneath. She sat between us on the couch but she leaned against him and hugged his arm around her body. I saw, when I glanced at him to say something about the game, that his hand was inside her panties. She wrung his wrist in both her hands and I knew she was struggling to cum quietly, but I looked and saw her mouth drop open and her eyes lightly shut. Her body shivered and tiny high moans came out of her.

The next time he came over, my wife greeted him at our door with a big kiss wearing only panties and a cami top, and she only tittered over her shoulder at me and lead him straight into the bedroom and shut the doors.



We finally talked.

 
“

 
I think you broke me,” she said.





“

 
I broke you?” I gaped my jaw open at her.

 
“

 
It sounds like someone else is breaking you!” I said.





She laughed and covered her face in her hands.

 
“

 
No,” she tilted her head at me and reached over to hold my hands in hers.

 
“

 
I mean that time you talked me into fulfilling my fantasy.”





“

 
That

 
’

 
s what I did?”





She snorted and squeezed my hand harder.

 
“

 
You helped me discover other parts of me that I never knew about,” she said.





“

 
You mean the part that likes to get your brains fucked out by big bad Clay?” I said. I was only half joking.





“

 
No!” she squirmed and ducked her face.

 
“

 
But sort of?” she came back up with.

 
“

 
I mean, I could never live with him, I could never spend a day with him. It

 
’

 
s like . . . “ she thought about it and tapped her lips with her fingertip. “ . . . when you

 
’

 
re watching the game on Sunday!” she suddenly said.





“

 
Which I

 
’

 
m doing alone, now, by the way.”





“

 
Only half of it,” she pursed her lips and looked away with mock guilt. She didn

 
’

 
t really feel guilty about stealing my friend till half-time. I already thought about telling him he might as well come over an hour and a half before the coin toss.





She nodded at me.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re not a huge sports fan,” she said.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
ll watch a game on Sunday afternoon, but not two games, and unless it

 
’

 
s playoffs or the championship or something, you

 
’

 
re not watching anything else all week. You like football, but for just a few hours on Sunday, right?”





“

 
Yeah,” I agreed. It was totally true.





“

 
You would scream if you had to spend your life watching football for even more than one afternoon a week,” she nodded.



It was true.



“

 
It

 
’

 
s a very small, very limited, very contained portion of your week,” she nodded at me again.





“

 
Mm-hm,” I said. It was all true.





“

 
But still, you love it and you would kill me if I took it away from you, because you like it a lot,” she said.





“

 
I get your analogy,” I said.





She grinned.

 
“

 
Well, it

 
’

 
s like that,” she said.

 
“

 
Maybe?”





“

 
With you and Clay,” I said.





“

 
With me and Clay,” she agreed.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s my Sunday game . . . “ she grinned.





“

 
How

 
’

 
s Clay with this?” I said. I knew they talked.





“

 
Are you kidding?” she rolled her eyes and shook her head with mock disgust.

 
“

 
He

 
’

 
s not complaining, believe me!”





It took no convincing to make him come over 90 minutes before game-time on Sundays. He

 
’

 
d come out of my bedroom when the game got going and sit and crack fresh beers with me and start the usual trash talk. My wife would come out a few moments later freshly fucked and walking funny and she

 
’

 
d try to act straight and brush her fingers through her hair and get us food, which she loved doing.





For the duration of his visit, she behaved like he was her husband and not me, leaning on him, touching him affectionately, cuddling with him, pulling him behind her at half-time to the bedroom. Meanwhile, she

 
’

 
d treat me like a guest, getting me beer or food or just talking and laughing, kicking me in the thigh from where she was sitting sideways down the couch leaning back against Clay

 
’

 
s body, his arm around her chest or stomach. His hand sometimes inside her top or inside her panties.



And when he went, she was good — she was better — for the rest of the week. And her shyness around men, especially big men? That was completely gone.





Viewing party for my husband




Cody, my husband

 
’

 
s old college friend, was always trying to push me around. Luke would eventually stop him, but this time, he didn

 
’

 
t say or do anything. He just grinned or looked away.



When Cody came in, he snuck up behind me in the kitchen making canapés — I loved prepping party food for our little movie nights — and he grabbed me by the waist with his fingers squirrelling up my sides, even under my top.

I was wearing a too-short thin white top and my favourite grey plaid and pleated schoolgirl skirt — too short, also. I put on my thigh-high socks to leave a few inches of thigh between the skirt and the socks just because.



I feared guys like Cody back at college. They were so big, loud, and rough, but I was also intrigued by them. I was what you would call a quiet, conservative girl back in college, and I guess I still was now. But I just turned 30, Luke and I were married three years, and our life was . . . routine. That

 
’

 
s a good thing, I know that, but whenever Cody was coming over for movie night, it made me feel like dressing up a little girly-like. I liked flirting a little bit, I guess. With him.



I bent over at my waist and kicked my heels down and tried to peel his arms away from around my waist, but he tickled me too much and my knees collapsed and he ended up holding me up by my armpits. His fingers kept driving me crazy even though they were further up and tickling my ribs way up under my arms.

He was strong enough to simply lift me and carry me, twisting and contorting like an electrified snake, out the kitchen and into the living room, where my husband was already in the chair getting the movie ready.



“

 
Bro,” he said, hardly noticing what was going on.



I kicked my feet out in front of me and dug my fingernails into the flesh of his forearms where they squeezed around my body just under my breasts. I drove my head back and forth and whipped my hair all over his face behind me. I squealed and screamed. But Luke just chuckled and ignored what his friend was doing to his wife.



“

 
Put me down, you creep!” I cried out loud. But he just laughed harder and tickled his fingers around the front of my ribs. My top had accidentally slid up my body and I glanced down and noticed the underside of my black satin bra was exposed. I glanced at Luke but he was frowning at the remote trying to find the letters for the title of the show.





Cody

 
’

 
s hot breath flowed down my neck and over my chest and his biceps flexed against the sides of my chest. He turned and sat down on the couch still holding me and I landed hard on his lap. My skirt had fallen up around my waist. My legs flailed in front of me and I reached up and behind my head and tried to clutch at his hair to pull it, or to tickle the back of his neck to do something to get him back.





Under my ass, with my black satin panties directly squished into the front of his jeans, I could definitely feel his erection. And it wasn

 
’

 
t the first time, either.



The last time, I was sure that it was what my husband noticed when he slapped Cody on the back of the head and told him to knock it off and refocused everyone on the movie. I think he enjoyed watching his old college buddy tease and tickle his wife, but there was a limit, even for him.



This time, Cody was taking things too far, but this time, Luke wasn

 
’

 
t saying or doing anything about it. I was worried. It was scaring me, what might happen.





I squirmed in Cody

 
’

 
s lap, and though I knew it was wrong — I knew it could be construed as quasi-cheating — I didn

 
’

 
t avoid rubbing myself hard against his bulge. I accidentally gasped in a high-pitched inhalation of breath, too, and shot my eyes through fallen strands of my hair toward Luke, fearful that he would notice things had changed in tenor. I wasn

 
’

 
t laughing so much as crying out. I was feeling things in more ways than one.





“

 
Aren

 
’

 
t you going to stop him?” I shouted to my husband. I was arched tightly in my back, my fingers were clutched into the hair on the back of his head above and behind me, my top was up high enough to expose the bottom of my bra, and my skirt was up around my waist. My thighs were spread widely around his legs, my ankles were curled around his calves. His hands weren

 
’

 
t tickling my exposed stomach and abdomen, anymore, they were gently caressing me there.





It felt good — dangerously good. I tried not to, but my body writhed on his body, my ass rotated on his groin. His cock was a lot harder than before, and it was poking me in a very inappropriate way. I was breathing hard, but it wasn

 
’

 
t all due to being tickled to death. I even emitted another of those accidental high-pitched gasps. I tried not to, but his fingers were driving me crazy.





Luke just shrugged. He didn

 
’

 
t even look.

 
“

 
Cody

 
’

 
s my bro,” he said, whatever that was supposed to mean, and he started the show and chuckled to himself, settling back in his chair and slumping further down. It was like he just didn

 
’

 
t care.





Both Cody and I turned our gaze to the big screen in front of us.  But I didn

 
’

 
t get off his lap and he didn

 
’

 
t stop dragging his infuriating fingertips over my skin, even down and along the top edge of my panties. I looked tightly through the corners of my eyes at my husband even as Cody

 
’

 
s fingers poked just barely under the waist of my panties. My breathing was harder, not softer, since he stopped tickling me and started touching me. But Luke remained focused on the movie.



It came out of nowhere. His erection was super hard under my ass and I found that if I squeezed my thighs over his thighs and twisted my ankles harder around his calves, I could move myself over his bulge in exactly the right way. How could Cody not know what was going on? How could my husband not notice it?



I couldn

 
’

 
t stop arching in my back. My eyes closed, not that anyone, husband included, was watching, and my mouth dropped open. At first it was a quivering of nerve endings in the soles of my feet. That

 
’

 
s when I knew I was in trouble. I clenched my stomach and bit my lip hard but nothing stopped that telltale warmth from rising through my legs.





I looked over again at my husband. I knew my eyes were glassy and that my mouth was falling wider open. I was rubbing myself on the front of Cody

 
’

 
s jeans fairly obviously by that point. His fingers were infuriating me, going further under my panties a millimetre at a time and making crazy little circles on my delicate skin down there. I was ready to scream.





I tried to regulate my breath but I inhaled in a jagged gasp and tugged his hair harder to make him stop. But he didn

 
’

 
t. I held my breath and everything rushed up in me like a geyser and I felt the jangling vibration ring my pussy like a big bell. I felt everything rush out of me and I slumped down in his lap, dropped my arms over his legs, and sank back against his chest. I was spent like money.





I slowly twisted around and looked up into Cody

 
’

 
s face above me. He looked down and raised his shoulders and bit his tongue like a bad boy who got away with something. I could even feel his body jiggle from silent giggling. I pursed my lips in a grin and punched his thigh with my tiny fist and I looked over at Luke.



How could he not have noticed what just happened?



I pushed myself up from Cody

 
’

 
s lap and when he tugged his hands around my stomach, I spun around and lightly slapped his face, tugged my skirt down — I had to brush his hand away from my thigh — and I pulled my top back down over my stomach. When I high-stepped over Cody

 
’

 
s legs stretched out so his heels hung on the coffee table, I wobbled and got my balance with my hand in his stomach. I glanced at my husband and rolled my eyes about how hard Cody was making it for me to go to the bathroom, but because he wasn

 
’

 
t looking. I scrunched my hand in Cody

 
’

 
s crotch and I spun around to glare at him as I did so.



He just grinned back at me.

I pulled my panties down in the bathroom. I had soaked them, of course, and I took them off and washed them out in the sink and hung them over the tub. I peed and hung my head down in front of the mirror when I rinsed my hands. I lifted my face to myself and wondered what that woman looking back at me had become.

She looked enflamed. She looked wild. I slowly worked my skirt up my legs with my fingers doing the walking and I looked at my pussy without panties and I looked back at the mirror. That bad girl was grinning back at me, biting her bottom lip with her eyes on fire and her eyebrows raised high.



I let the skirt fall back down and I went back out to the living room without putting on other panties. It

 
’

 
s that Cody, I thought with annoyance. I bet that

 
’

 
s the kind of girl he likes.



I turned the lights out. It was too dark but nobody said anything. I plopped down on one end of the couch and pulled out the blanket we kept under the side table.



“

 
Cold?” I said to Cody. He was sitting in the middle of the couch.





“

 
No,” he said innocently. He glanced at me and he frowned a little. It wasn

 
’

 
t cold at all, of course.





“

 
Shut up,” I said and I flicked the blanket and let it float back down over both of our laps.





Is it cheating if your husband is right there? Is it cheating if he doesn

 
’

 
t stop you? Is it cheating if he seems to be purposefully blind and deaf?





I turned to the screen like the movie was the most intensively interesting thing in my life, but under the blanket, I slowly reached over, found Cody

 
’

 
s wrist, and making as little motion under the blanket as possible, I slid his hand over and onto my thigh under the blanket.



And then I became a very, very bad girl for the first time in my whole life. I pulled his hand up my thigh far enough for him to notice by touch that I had no panties on anymore. His fingers circled around as though he were making sure he was sensing things right, and I glanced over at him. He kept his eyes on the show. But I caught him glancing at my husband, just as his fingers ran lightly as a breeze and quickly as a rabbit over the very top of my bared pussy lips.



I gasped quickly and lightly and seized his wrist in my hand, but I didn

 
’

 
t pull him away. I sank down further in the couch, I pretended I needed to itch my back, and I surreptitiously moved myself over closer to him. I knew my mouth was opening and my tongue was wetting my lips. But I couldn

 
’

 
t help it. I swallowed and groaned very lightly.



He returned his hand to the middle of my legs and I slowly, carefully, opened my knees a little bit wider for him. When he touched my lips with the tips of his fingers, I shut my eyes and inhaled sharply again.



I glanced over at Luke.

 
“

 
You should turn it up,” I said to him, but my voice was all weak and shaky.





“

 
Louder?” he said to me.





“

 
Uh-huh,” I said.



My heavy breathing was back harder and shakier than before. Another tiny chirp escaped my throat when Luke pressed the pad of his middle finger down into the cleft of my pussy lips. He rotated his face to mine and I caught his eyes and shrugged my shoulder and bit my lip at him. He raised his shoulders as though he was about to giggle again, and he slowly rotated his face back to the show. His finger sank deeper into my pussy and I spread my knees further, sank down against the back of the couch deeper, and tried as hard as possible to not make any more sounds.

He started making tiny, steady and light circles around my pussy lips, focusing everything on my little button without actually touching it, and it was making me angry at him. I turned to him slowly, checking that my husband was still blithely entranced by the show, and I widened my eyes at Cody and jutted my jaw at him. I slipped my hand over his thigh under the blanket and I scrunched my hand increasingly hard over his bulge.



He was still as hard as before. He wouldn

 
’

 
t stop touching me, so I had to slide my hand under the waist of his jeans. I couldn

 
’

 
t get inside so I looked again at Luke as I reached over as slowly as a cat sneaking up on a bird, and I undid his button and slowly pulled down his fly. I looked back over at Cody who was now nearly directly above me, and I glared at him with narrowed eyes as I slipped my hand under his underpants and wrapped my fingers around his hard, wide, and very hot cock.



I squeezed him hard to teach him a lesson about touching the wife of his best friend like that right in front of him, but his cock was too wide for my little hand to reach around very far. I coughed and readjusted myself like I was itchy again, and I pulled my knees up to make room under the blanket. I tucked it under my chin and reached over his body to tuck the other corner behind his shoulder against the couch.



“

 
Would you just,” I said to him, and I tittered like he was doing something to annoy me. But I didn

 
’

 
t go back to where I was on the couch. I leaned back against his chest. I gathered my hair in a cord and pulled it over my shoulder, and looked up at the underside of his chin.





“

 
Can you still see?” I said to him a little too sweetly. I glanced at Luke but he remained, as ever, oblivious.





“

 
All good,” Cody said, and he adjusted himself behind and under me, too. His huge arms wrapped around my body and he pulled me even further over him. My elbow rested in the crook of his abdomen and I my hand stroked his freed cock under the raised tent of the blanket over us, and I retuned my gaze, but not my attention, to the big screen.



His hand rested on my thighs and his fingers played in and on my pussy. His other arm draped around my shoulders and his big hand fell down over my chest. It was all under the blankets. His fingers worked deftly to slide under my top, and then under the edge of my bra.



He touched and circled my nipple and squeezed my tit. I exhaled noisily and squeezed his cock back as hard as I could to make him stop it. He was being so unfair, and my husband was being so blind. I tried so hard to follow what was going on in the movie but I had no clue. I twisted around against Cody

 
’

 
s body and switched hands on his cock.





“

 
Who

 
’

 
s that supposed to be?” I said with my face up close to his. It was so dark I could barely even see his mouth from that close up.





He chuckled.

 
“

 
That lady just killed her husband,” he murmured softly to me. 





“

 
We think she murdered her husband,” Luke corrected him without, as far as I could tell, looking over to the couch and what was going on all over it.





I stretched my neck out and pushed my face up over his chin and found his lips with my lips. Without making a sound, I sank my tongue into his mouth. He kissed me back. I pulled the edge of the blanket out and, checking one last time silently and slowly over my shoulder to my husband sitting there staring at the big dark screen, I slipped down and pulled the blanket over my head. I tucked it back behind Cody

 
’

 
s shoulder against the back of the couch.





I couldn

 
’

 
t help it, could I. I squeezed his cock and my hand shook with a shiver. I couldn

 
’

 
t see anything under the blanket, but I sank down and kissed his stomach where it was exposed under his shirt. He made me writhe the way he fingered me and he wouldn

 
’

 
t stop even though he could tell how wet he was making me all over again.



At first I only wanted to tease him and get him back for what he was doing to me. I only meant to lightly touch the tip of my tongue against the cleft of the head of his cock to see how much he liked it when someone teased him like that. But he sank his infuriating finger deeper into me at that exact moment and to keep from moaning too loud, I had to sink my lips around the whole head of his cock just to hang on.

I pulled up and off him and squeezed his shaft in my hand and shook his cock to give him shit for the way he was treating my body. But he was relentless and remorseless and he touched my clit with the pad of his middle finger and I had to force his cock down through my mouth to keep from screaming. As it was, I moaned, but thankfully it was muffled by his cock and covered by someone screaming in the movie at that moment.



He wouldn

 
’

 
t stop rubbing me even when I pulled up and sank down over him with my lips as tight as I could make them. I angrily swirled my tongue around his cock deep in my mouth and I pulled up and sank down on him again with my hand following my mouth, pumping myself on him, but still he worked on my body like I was his, like it belonged to him.





Thank goodness the movie started featuring a lot more screaming and loud car sounds and smashes and guns, because I began to get that feeling again in the soles of my feet, only stronger. I tried to pull up and off Cody

 
’

 
s cock because things were getting dangerous, but he showed his true cruel self, and drove his fingers into the hair on the back of my head and forced my face back down in his lap so far, his cock pushed at the back of my throat.





I knew my whole body was squirming. I knew I was moaning out loud, if muffled. I knew I was pumping my mouth and hand over his cock faster and harder and deeper and I didn

 
’

 
t even know or care if the blanket was still over my head. It was. But I knew my husband was sitting in a chair only a few feet away nonetheless. He should have noticed. He should have said something. He should have stopped his friend — He should have stopped his wife!





I was so shocked when the first spurt erupted from the end of Cody

 
’

 
s cock, I laughed with surprise and pulled up and off him. But he shot me more in the face and chin and neck and I corkscrewed my mouth back down over his cock at least to keep him from making a big mess of my face and body, and the couch and the blanket, too. But taking his orgasm in my mouth was a sensation too far for my body to take.





It was a different climax than any I

 
’

 
d had before, even different from the one he gave me earlier that evening. My orgasms are usually the mental kind — they start in my head and my body catches on. This one — like one other very memorable one I had as a teen on a motorcycle with my then-boyfriend — was all in my body. My mind never did catch on, even as I contorted under the blanket and flexed through every muscle in my body.





I thought I was dying and I instinctively thrashed under the blanket and pulled my head up for air. I wiped the back of my hand over my mouth and my lips dripped with Cody

 
’

 
s thick cum. I looked down and saw a gob of it wiggling like a worm from my chin, and further down, wads of the stuff clung to the front of my top. Cody

 
’

 
s finger wiped at my cheek and I wiped my hand there and found another gob of it near my eye that I didn

 
’

 
t even know had landed there. I guess he was cumming all over my face when I was climaxing myself, and so I was largely unaware.





“

 
Just going to the bathroom,” I quickly murmured and I sped on my toes past my husband and down the hall. It was only when I got there and flicked the light on that I realized that I ran past him without my skirt on — or panties. Cody must have undone my skirt. It was probably under the blanket or on the floor in front of the couch. Even my top was yanked up over my breasts and my bra was pulled down under them, still on, but around my waist.



I peeked out the bathroom door when I heard them talking and saw the lights were on again.



My husband saw me — maybe for the first time the whole evening.

 
“

 
Great show,” he called down the hallway.

 
“

 
But you missed the ending!”





I was about to tell him that I pretty much missed the whole thing, but I shrugged and said,

 
“

 
Too hard to follow!” and I dashed to the bedroom when he turned back to Cody.





I came back out of our bedroom in my long, totally-covering neck-to-feet thick bathrobe.

 
“

 
Felt l ike a shower,” I said. Maybe I accidentally also put on underneath my robe my pale pink cami with the matching satin shorts, all well hidden.





“

 
Cody staying over in our spare room this time?” I said. He sometimes did when he drank too much. But he didn

 
’

 
t drink much at all this time.

 
“

 
You staying over?” I said to him.

 
“

 
Stay over,” I said directly to him, a third time.



He and Luke looked at each other and they both shrugged.



“

 
Spare room with your name on it,” my husband said.

 
“

 
Up to you.”



We all went to bed. Luke and I tidied up a bit as Cody went to the bathroom. When we heard him go back to his room, we went to the bathroom together. I took my time at my sink beside Luke at his sink. The large, long bathroom opened at both ends to both bedrooms. I kept my robe cinched up tight. When Luke was done, I lifted my face to him.



“

 
Just going to make sure he has everything . . . can

 
’

 
t remember if I changed the sheets since your brother was over,” I said.





“

 
Okay, well,” my husband said, and he strolled out, went to bed, and pulled the blankets over his shoulder.



I pulled out fresh sheets and pillow cases from the linen shelves and I stood at the door to the bedroom where Cody was, and I exhaled and paused. I stared at the finger hold where you slide the door open and chewed the inside of my cheek.



I went over to our door and slowly, quietly, slid it closed on my husband. He looked to be, as usual, quickly asleep anyway. I tapped on the door to Cody

 
’

 
s room and slid it open.



It was like he was waiting for me. His dim lamp was on and he was propped up against pillows pushed up against the headboard, grinning like King Shit.



“

 
You

 
’

 
re such a bad man,” I shook my head at him, but I also pulled apart the tie of the knot at my waist, and let my robe fall open.



He widened his eyes and circled his mouth and drew his gaze down my body. I knew how sexy I looked in that glimmering gold cami and shorts. I let my robe fall down my back and off my arms and I stepped to the foot of his bed.



“

 
Brought you these,” I said, holding up the fresh sheets.

 
“

 
For after,” I bit my lip at him.





He flicked his wrist and thrusted the sheets covering him aside. I shook and caught my breath and glanced over my shoulder. I thought I heard something behind me, but it was nothing. It was just me, probably, shuddering at Cody

 
’

 
s magnificent naked body, stretched out in front of me, all rippling muscles and grooved tones. Big, like I said — the kind of body I

 
’

 
d never seen before.





“

 
I think you

 
’

 
re trying to get into trouble,” I said to him with a whimper, and I knelt on the bottom edge of his bed and balanced myself by grabbing his toes.

 
“

 
Why are you doing this to me?” I said and I dropped my head sideways and came down onto my elbows and knees, nudging his legs apart.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t you know how wrong this is?” I said, but I couldn

 
’

 
t stop from lowering my lips around the head of his cock, again, and sinking my mouth down around his shaft.



It was hotter, if that was possible. The skin was like velvet, his cock like a steel pipe under it.

The man, he just chuckled and pushed his hands through my hair and made no attempt to assuage my guilt or talk me into anything, or out of it, for that matter.

I wriggled on my knees and knelt up between his thighs. I spun around again — I was hearing things. He was making me crazy. I looked back down at Cody below me and around me and I pulled one and then the other tiny shoulder strap down over my arms and then I collapsed my shoulders around my chest and wriggled my body on my hips until the slippery cami — hanging for a moment on my bare breasts — fell down my body as lightly as a cloud.



I curled my bottom lip between my teeth and arched my back deeply to jut my chest and stomach out sharply at him — so sharply, my tummy touched — kissed — the head of his cock. I had to giggle. He was fully erect again. I guess that was because of me, wasn

 
’

 
t it.



I snorted and grinned and crawled up over his body below me and I bit his chin and brushed my lips over his lips. My tits hung down and my nipples brushed over his chest.



“

 
You think you can just do what you want to do to me, don

 
’

 
t you,” I said. I kept my voice down. I didn

 
’

 
t want to wake my husband up.



He was so rude, though! He just snickered and reached down my body to tug at the waist of the cute little shorts I had on, and he pushed them over my ass.



I gasped because he shouldn

 
’

 
t have done that, but he kept pushing them down, ignoring me trying to protest, until they stretched between my thighs. I rolled my eyes and dropped my jaw at him, as though I wasn

 
’

 
t naked enough already! I rolled over and pushed my legs up and pulled the shorts the rest of the way off.



I mean, he was liable to ruin them if I let him take them off me, and it seemed as though he was going to force them off me anyway, and the cami, too, which I also took off and tossed over the chair to keep them safe and unstained. He already ejaculated all over one of my favourite sexy tops (that, yes, I put on for him when he was coming over), and he even got his sticky cum on my bra.

I rolled back over him and took his wrists in my hands and pinned him down to the bed under me. He let me, but I was holding him down too to teach him. His cock poked at my abdomen, but I safely ignored it.



“

 
Now, Mister,” I said to him, lowering my face to his face. I pushed my chest into his chest to hold him down even better. And I pushed my hips down into his thighs, too, just because . . . .





“

 
I might have let you touch me like that . . . ” I said to him, but I had to kiss his mouth because it was driving me nuts.

 
“

 
. . . but it doesn

 
’

 
t mean you get to have all of me,” I said, kissing him all over his jaw and neck and cheeks and mouth.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m very sorry, and I hope you understand that,” I said, and I sat back on his thighs, knelt up straight, and found his cock between my thighs sticking straight up and touching my tummy. I caressed it and stroked it, but too lightly to really count as anything.





“

 
But what are we going to do about that?” he said, gesturing to his cock rising up against me.



I twisted around because I heard something again but he quickly tugged at my jaw and pulled me down over him, squishing his penis between our stomachs. He kissed me roughly and I pulled away from him and slapped his face, lightly.



“

 
Nice try,” I said, scolding him and jutting my jaw at him. I rocked on my hips and pressed the base of the top of his shaft against the cleft of my pussy lips. It wasn

 
’

 
t fucking, it was just teasing. I lifted myself a little, too, to rub my lips up and down the underside ridge of his shaft with my spread and — I

 
’

 
ll admit it — extremely wet lips.





“

 
Just a little?” he said.



It made me titter the way he said it like a naughty little boy, and I dropped down over him and kissed him deeply and long again. I guess you could say we were making out on his bed, both of us naked. If my husband happened to go to the bathroom and peaked through the door — which I swore I closed completely, but it appeared to be open a bit — it would be hard to explain how it came about that I was in that position with his friend.



“

 
No,” I said, sitting back up on his thighs.

 
“

 
You don

 
’

 
t deserve it,” I tilted my head sideways at him. I caressed his cock against my abdomen. This time I lifted myself on my knees higher and touched — just touched — the head of his cock to the lips of my pussy, and I laughed a little.

 
“

 
Not even a little bit because you are so fucking bad!”



He slid his huge hands up my thighs and wrapped them around the bare cheeks of my ass. He suddenly clamped his huge, strong hands over my cheeks and tugged my hips, trying to force me down on him.



I squeezed his cock in my hand really hard and I glared through narrowed eyes at him.

 
“

 
No fucking your friend

 
’

 
s wife I said!” I seethed through my teeth at him.

 
“

 
It

 
’

 
s so fucking wrong I don

 
’

 
t even know where to start!” I said, gaping and shaking my head and widening my eyes in disbelief at him.





I lifted myself higher on my knees and pulled my hair out of my way. I dragged my pussy lips up and back over the head of his cock that I held straight up below me.

 
“

 
This is all you

 
’

 
re going to get of my sweet little pussy, so just relax, would you? This is a test,” I said to him.

 
“

 
To see if you can follow a direct order not to fucking fuck me!”





I dropped my mouth open and licked my lips and drew my eyes up to his eyes. I curled my spine and drew my hips forward and back, drawing my pussy lips over the whole head of his cock so that they folded around the ridge under his head. I was extremely lubricated. I didn

 
’

 
t mean to go that far, but everything was slippery. I was even running down all over his cock, I was so wet.





He made me shiver with his hands around my waist and hips, but I wasn

 
’

 
t cold. I took my hand off his cock, and on my hands and knees over his body, I carefully curled my hips in and out, moving my lips over and back over the head of his cock, all wet and hidden inside me. It wasn

 
’

 
t fucking. Not yet. But I shivered because I let him hold my hips like that and had nothing left to resist if he so chose to simply push me down.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m going to trust you not to fuck me,” I whispered to him and I came down on my elbows and made love to his mouth with my mouth. He massaged my hips and thighs and ass like a good boy. I kissed his jaw and neck and I curled down to kiss his chest and explore his body. My hips vibrated and I might have lowered them a little bit more down over his cock, but he was being good, so it felt okay.





And then I saw them. I didn

 
’

 
t react, I didn

 
’

 
t stop kissing and caressing his chest, and I didn

 
’

 
t move at all. But I made sure. I looked back over our bodies in the dim light good and hard at the bathroom door that was open an inch and a half. Those were two eyes looking back out of the shadows at me — at Cody and me, at his cock already with the head inside my pussy. Already with my hips gyrating on him.



I stared long enough to know for sure, and then I slowly kissed my way back up his neck to his mouth and cheek and I kissed him more, thinking hard. I was about to fuck his friend. But how could I — he was right there watching.

Cody pushed on the top of my hips and I pushed back. I shut my eyes and bit my lip. Fuck, I thought. He was watching the whole time, probably. It would change us. It would change our marriage. Who knew what tomorrow would bring?



I pushed my hands into Cody

 
’

 
s shoulders, I curved my back deeply in, and I lifted my chest and face above Cody

 
’

 
s, and I let go of all the tension in my thighs. His big, thick cock was so wet from me already, he slipped all the way inside me as tightly and smoothly as a good leather glove. I felt him hit me so deep inside it felt like he was coming back up and out my throat.



I grinded my hips down on his hips hard, and I pulled back up almost completely off of him, before I plunged my hips back down so hard our bodies slapped loudly.



I didn

 
’

 
t care about noise anymore — why should I? I began to fuck Cody

 
’

 
s brains out. How long had I wanted to, the way he comes over and tickles me and teases me and throws me around and touches me? I aroused him too, I felt his cock push me in the ass and the hips and in my hand. It wasn

 
’

 
t my fault, I couldn

 
’

 
t help it!





He rolled me over under him and I threw my legs up high and let him pummel me into the bed of our spare room knowing my husband was ten feet way watching. I cried out loud, he was so good. I

 
’

 
d never been touched so deeply. His power scared me, but though I felt his biceps hard and tight in my hands, felt his thighs thick and strong and flexed, his ass clenched and hard, he lowered himself into me and pulled himself up and out of me with a kind of gentleness that was probably the most gentleness he could manage.



I was always afraid of men like him because I thought their strength and size would break me. I clawed at his back and hips and I curled my legs around his legs and waist and I thrashed at him with all my limbs. I writhed under his lovemaking, rolling my head side to side, throwing my hair all over his pillows, and pushing my chest up into his face. I was going to break him, it seemed more likely, the way he made me thrash under him.

He made me climax again, long and slow. I nearly died. I got onto my elbows and knees for him — he deserved it, I decided, and I wriggled my ass for him where he knelt behind me. And then I faced the eyes still there in the shadow of the slightly parted bathroom door, and I stared even as my body was jolted so hard by Cody pounding me from behind it hurt.



He almost broke me like I feared, he held my hips so hard and rammed my body so deeply. I couldn

 
’

 
t keep my head up and I laid my cheek on the bed, clenched my eyes shut, and twisted my fists in the sheets of his bed.





My husband

 
’

 
s friend came in me like that. His cum spurted all over my back and my hair, and I collapsed under him, I rolled over, and I quickly pushed myself under him and finished the poor man in my mouth, swallowing and licking every drop I could.





Because after all the times that I teased him back, that I touched his cock, tickled him and bit him, he deserved it, waiting so long, too. It was all my husband

 
’

 
s fault, letting a man like that touch his wife the way he did and saying nothing about it, and letting his wife touch him back the way I did, and still doing nothing about it.





We went out for breakfast to our favourite Sunday morning place. Luke grabbed Cody

 
’

 
s wrist when he reached for his wallet, and nodded at him. We came to our table and ate mostly quietly like we usually do, it

 
’

 
s so good. But I couldn

 
’

 
t help noticing that Luke bought Cody his breakfast.





They had a thing all the years I

 
’

 
d ever known them. Buying breakfast meant something: a bet was won, a debt was repaid, a point was proven, something. Breakfast bills was how they kept the balance between them. Something was owed, I knew that much, and it was paid off that morning.





“

 
Okay,” I pushed my empty plate to the middle.

 
“

 
Out with it.”



They both looked like the little boys they, putting on their confused looks and shaking their heads like they knew nothing.



“

 
I know what buying breakfast means, I

 
’

 
m not an idiot,” I said shaking my head, grinning.



They tried to deny it more, but I folded my arms over my chest and rolled my eyes around the ceiling giving them all the time they needed to come out with it.



Finally, my husband looked down and sank his head toward his empty plate.

 
“

 
I told him to,” he said, but it was such a quiet murmur, I almost didn

 
’

 
t hear him.





“

 
What?” I said,





Cody spoke up.

 
“

 
He wanted me to do it,” he said only a little more clearly than my husband.





“

 
Do what?” I said.



He rolled his eyes and smirked, and my husband lifted his face and smirked even more, and it become completely clear.



“

 
But why would you want your friend to fuck your wife?” I said.





“

 
Shh!” he shouted as much as a

 
“

 
sh” can be shouted, and he glared around the restaurant over both his shoulders to make sure nobody heard.



Cody just laughed.



“

 
But why?” I said.





My husband shrugged and frowned.

 
“

 
I thought it would be a massive turn on?” he said.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s the truth,” Cody nodded and laughed.



I looked back and forth at them both.



“

 
So was it?” I said to him.





It took him a long time to lift his face from his arm laying over the table. Cody stared at the top of his head too — he didn

 
’

 
t know. He and I looked at each other and tried to keep ourselves from bursting out laughing and I kicked him under the table and he groaned in pain.





Finally Luke lifted his face enough for his mouth to appear.

 
“

 
Yes,” he said.

 
“

 
A lot.”





I immediately burst out laughing, then felt badly and patted my husband on the back.

 
“

 
Not laughing at you,” I said but I could barely talk.



Cody erupted so suddenly he spurted coffee out his mouth and caught it in his hand but bent over in his chair and jiggled like a mad man.



We all started laughing uncontrollably, so much so, we needed to struggle to our feet and, bent over, stagger out of the restaurant and out onto the sidewalk where we all howled like we hadn

 
’

 
t laughed in years.



Nothing else happened until the following Saturday.



“

 
Cody

 
’

 
s coming over,” Luke said causally. It was usually once a month or so he

 
’

 
d come over, so two weeks in a row was unusual.





“

 
Should I get the spare room ready?” I said to my husband, chancing things.

 
“

 
For him?” I added in a tiny voice.





“

 
Uh-huh,” he said, almost nonchalantly.





I considered things more for a moment. Then I said, feeling brave,

 
“

 
Should I get ready too?” I paused a second.

 
“

 
For him?” I said.





My husband said,

 
“

 
Uh-huh,” just as casually as the first time.



I twirled around, my heart skipped two beats, I looked up through my hair at him, and then went down the hallway on my toes blushing as brightly as a bride. I squealed inside the bedroom and inhaled through my hands over my face.



I was shaking as I picked out clothes and underwear for the night

 
’

 
s little viewing party.






My wife likes to tease me with other men




My wife Moira and I have a vacation tradition where we make stories up for strangers we meet. It

 
’

 
s never pre-planned and we try to trip the other up either into laughing or needing to stop because it goes to far.





“

 
We

 
’

 
re actually here for a funeral,” Moira said to the server when we stopped for a road meal half way to the lake.



The server had only asked in their usual way if we were up in lake country for a get-away.



“

 
Her mother, thank god,” I said to the server in a mumbling tone.





Moira nearly snorted but looked deep down into the menu to save herself. She looked up with a dead-pan face.

 
“

 
Is it going to be me next?” she said.



The server widened her eyes, rotated on her toes, and hurried away. We both turned to the window, cupped our hands around our faces, and jiggled with our shoulders heaving.

One-upping is the name of the game.

We dropped our bags inside the cabin and came out the back to check out the view from the porch. The guy next door, also scanning the lake and hills surrounding it, looked over at us.



“

 
Beautiful, isn

 
’

 
t it?” he called over.





My wife shaded her eyes with her hand and called back,

 
“

 
We used to come up here all the time when we were kids.” She turned to me.

 
“

 
Isn

 
’

 
t that right, lil

 
’

 
brother?” she snorted, nudging me in the ribs with her elbow. We

 
’

 
d never been there before.





“

 
Well then you

 
’

 
d know,” he said.

 
“

 
Is that a good trail, the one that goes all the way around the lake?”





“

 
I

 
’

 
ll take you,” my wife said with an overly friendly smile. She turned to me and said, loud enough for him to hear,

 
“

 
What is it, about an hour?”





We had paused at the old varnished tourist map glued to the panel wall by the cash register in the restaurant, where we noticed the dotted line around the lake. It was apparently called

 
“

 
One Hour Trail.”





I almost laughed, but I held it in.

 
“‘

 
Bout that,” I said to her.

 
“

 
Memory serves.”





“

 
Why don

 
’

 
t I show him while you set us up and get dinner going?” she smiled at me in that mischievous way of hers. She even tittered. The guy, of course, would have misinterpreted what was so funny to her.





“

 
No way,” I said.

 
“

 
I want to go too!” She made me out to be her little brother, so fine, I thought, I

 
’

 
ll play the role of little brother and tag along while she pretended she wanted to ditch me.





“

 
You wanna go now?” she called over to the guy.





He looked down at his shoes and shrugged back at her.

 
“

 
I got nothing else to do!” he smiled back.





“

 
What

 
’

 
s your name?” she smiled widely at him.





“

 
Wes, what

 
’

 
s yours?” He was flirting back just as hard as she was flirting.





“

 
Moira,” she shrugged.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s go!”





I followed her down off the porch a few after her.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m Nigel, by the way,” I said. I wasn

 
’

 
t sure if he heard me.



My wife was by far the better at the game than I was.  She could keep things going for a whole weekend and hardly ever slipped up with contradicting lies, which I found the biggest challenge, aside from cracking up in front of the people we were fooling. I was pretty good at playing her straight side-kick, though. I was a good support, and could keep things going that she got started.



Moira, though, was the high-risk, high-reward kind of player in all games. She loved pushing things to the edge of whatever too far might be. It wasn

 
’

 
t the other people she was pushing to that edge, it was me. Her whole thing was to make me laugh, make me fall out of character, make me lose it somehow, whether the lie was too ridiculous, too funny, or too hard for me, even, to take.





For me, it was all about not breaking. She would load my back with one tiny straw after another tiny straw just to see what would finally break my camel

 
’

 
s back, and then she

 
’

 
d laugh and taunt me about it all the way home. 





“

 
Just ignore him, he always gets in the way,” she said to Wes as she took him down the beach along the lake to where, apparently, the trail started.





“

 
I can hear you,” I said with feigned annoyance.

 
“

 
Right behind you.”





She twisted around to glance at me over her shoulder.

 
“

 
Then why don

 
’

 
t you drop back a little?”





Her eyes flared at me. I could tell she was cooking up a big one. My suspicion was confirmed when she pretended to slip on a rock and grabbed his hand in hers to balance herself, and didn

 
’

 
t let go. She glanced over her shoulder again, though, to check my reaction. I only gave her a blank expression and looked away as though distracted by the glinting sunlight on the ripples of the lake.





But I did grin a bit. I knew the more I didn

 
’

 
t react, the more she

 
’

 
d be inspired to push things. It was just that kind of game, and it always was.





“

 
Oh!” she suddenly stopped and covered her mouth with her hands and gasped.





“

 
What?” he said, alarmed, glancing around.





“

 
Nothing,” she said, but she grinned as wide as someone with a secret.





“

 
What is it?” he started to grin back at her.





“

 
No!” she said, and she turned away from him.

 
“

 
Too embarrassing!”





“

 
Tell me!” he said. He even reached to her sides and touched her, tickling her.



He glanced at me as though to check if it was okay. I looked away, stopped like they were, but staring out at the lake again.



Moira playfully bent at her waist and shrieked and stomped her feet, but she wasn

 
’

 
t trying for real to escape his scrambling fingers. She was egging him on. She laughed and squealed and beamed at him over her shoulder.



He got more into it, tickling her, coming up behind her bent-over body, dragging his fingers up and down her back and under her hair to her neck.



“

 
You going to tell me?” he said with a big crooked smile.





She stopped shrieking long enough to say,

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re going to laugh at me.”





“

 
I won

 
’

 
t,” he said, pulling his hands up and away from her body as though letting her off the hook.



She straightened up and dropped her face so her hair fell over it and she looked up through the tops of her eyes and bit her lip at him.



She was good. I

 
’

 
ve told her many times she should try acting.





“

 
It

 
’

 
s just where I had my first kiss,” she said quietly to him.

 
“

 
With a boy,” she added.





“

 
Well I

 
’

 
d hope it was a boy,” he snickered.





She pushed herself up against him and wrapped her hand up in his hand again, and pulled his hand against her thigh. With her chin touching his shoulder, she said through a wide grin,

 
“

 
Could have been a girl, too, like you wouldn

 
’

 
t like that!” she said, and she flicked her tongue out and licked with the pointed tip up his neck to under his ear, squealed with laugher, and turned back to the trail, yanking his arm behind her.





“

 
True,” he said, following her. He glanced over his shoulder at me again.





“

 
It wasn

 
’

 
t just a kiss,” I called ahead to them, following on behind.





“

 
It was so!” she squealed over her shoulder at me with the biggest, most embarrassed grin she could manufacture.

 
“

 
My perv brother was always trying to spy on me with boys!” she said to Wes, but loud enough for me to hear.





I snickered.

 
“

 
I wasn

 
’

 
t spying on you, you just never stopped yourself, didn

 
’

 
t matter where,” I said with mock disdain.





She looked at me over her shoulder as they walked and she dropped her cheek onto his shoulder as our eyes held each other

 
’

 
s.

 
“

 
He lies,” she said to him, looking at me.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t believe anything he says.”



They reached a muddy patch in the trail. Moira pretended that the puddle was always there, that it was part of the hike to get carried over it. She stopped, raised her arms and bent at her waist to squat down in front of him. He took the cue and lifted her with his hands around her waist, and tramped through the mud carrying her.



My wife laughed and twisted around in his arms to hook her knees over his waist and throw her arms around his neck. He slid his hands down over her hips and held her up by her ass. She dropped her head down over his shoulder and squealed,

 
“

 
My hero!” and she laughed.



She also glanced at me. It was another level, and she was checking in. Too far? her eyes asked me. Ready to break? they also asked. It was always like that with her — the tension was between what was too far ethically, morally, legally, even, when we were taking someone for a real ride, and what was too far for me, breaking-point wise. It was really a contest about who would break first, her for getting too nervous about where she was taking things, or me.

I shrugged as though to myself, I tightened my lips to stop my grin, and I turned to look up the forested hill beside us as though that was equally interesting to me.



She pulled her head back to face him still sitting on his waist, and she snorted with a grin, and then kissed him. It was a quick and light peck, but when she stretched her legs down and he swung her free to land beside him and walk on, they threw their arms around each other

 
’

 
s waist and walked now together, hip to hip.





He said something private to her and she laughed and bent at her waist and slapped his stomach playfully.

 
“

 
No!” she said, feigning that sexual embarrassment act again.

 
“

 
Just in my mouth,” she said to him barely loud enough for me to hear.

 
“

 
Not in my cunny!” she murmured with a deep, hushed voice, and she squealed again and glanced over her shoulder at me.





We came to a beach that was on the far side of the lake and was completely vacated.

 
“

 
This is my favorite spot in the whole world,” she said, running ahead of him and leaping and throwing her arms in the air.



She had me half-fooled, acting like she knew the place all her life.



She spun around and beckoned him with her arm curving.

 
“

 
Come on!” she said.

 
“

 
Are you wearing a bathing suit underneath?” She threw her long, loose white t-shirt up and off and twisted loose the button in her shorts and, chuckling as she faced us both, she squatted and wriggled to work her tight blue shorts over her ass and down her legs. She kicked off her shoes. She was in her dark green bikini.





“

 
No bathing suit,” Wes said.





“

 
Doesn

 
’

 
t matter!” she shouted back, and she leaped and kicked into the water.





“

 
You mind?” he said to me.





“

 
Whatever, dude,” I said, and I sat on a log that had washed up years ago.



Moira splashed and dipped in the water and shouted at Wes and he finally threw his t-shirt off and pulled down his shorts. He was wearing blue boxer underwear. He glanced around but the place looked desolate. No one was out there. He walked into the water after my wife, and she shrieked and splashed water at him.

I sat like a dejected brother and drew with a stick in the sand and looked sideways and tried to appear bored. Moira was intent on testing my limits. When Wes got out with her in the deeper water, she swam to him and, with only their heads visible above the water, they came together.

I could tell by the closeness of their bodies that they were pressing together under the water. She draped her arms over his shoulders and drew her forehead against his. She smiled before she kissed him and they began to neck like that, deep in the water.



“

 
Dinner,” I shouted to her by way of reminding her I was still there.



They slowly came out of the water hand in hand. Moira laughed and teased him, murmuring things to him below a level I could hear. She sat down at the edge of the water and she pulled him down to sit beside her. She leaned back on her hands planted into the sand behind her and raised one knee. He wrapped his hand around her waist and kissed her all over her face.



She turned to me with her face in his neck.

 
“

 
Take a picture of us!” she said to me, and she smiled evilly.





I lifted my phone to my face and snapped a shot. That

 
’

 
s the picture on the cover of this book. That look on her face, that smile she gave me when I took the picture? That was Moira deciding to turn the heat up and really start cooking something.





“

 
You should go back and get dinner on, if you

 
’

 
re so hungry,” she said to me. Wes meanwhile touched her stomach and dragged his hand over her ribs. She just kept staring at me, smiling at me, letting him touch her where he wanted.

 
“

 
We

 
’

 
ll come back a little later,” she said.





“

 
You sure about that?” I said. To Wes it was a question about me going ahead to get dinner going. To my wife, it was a question of what exactly she was planning. To me, though? I mean, she opened the door to it: It was a question of whether I

 
’

 
d pretend to leave and instead spy on her through the foliage.





“

 
I

 
’

 
m sure,” she said curtly. Her private grin to me was her putting down the gauntlet. We read each other

 
’

 
s minds so well with our games, there was no doubt in my mind that she knew I would spy. I mean, just for safety sakes, if nothing else. We never left either of us alone with a stranger during any of our escapades.





“

 
Don

 
’

 
t be long, then,” I said, and I pushed up, I dusted off my ass end, and I even whistled as I headed back the way we came. I went about five minutes until I found a tiny clearing in the forest and carefully picked my way back scrambling along the hillside going from trunk to trunk.



We had an imitation birdcall we used to communicate in situations like this. When I got back within view of her and Wes, still sitting on the beach, talking, laughing, smiling at each other, I put my hands to my mouth and let out a cry, low and softly. She heard, I could tell. I saw one corner of her mouth curl up.

She extended her head on her stretched neck and kissed his mouth and pulled back and chuckled at him. He grinned at her a few beats before he rolled over onto his hands, placing one down in the sand on her other side, and she snickered and rolled back onto her elbows, reclining under him. He snorted and followed her face down with his, trying to catch her for a return kiss, but she laughed.



“

 
No!” she said lightly, turning her face away, but back to his the moment he stopped chasing her lips with his.



He ducked low to her again and she turned her face and giggled until he put his hand on her jaw and turned her face back toward his.

She dropped her mouth open, thrusted her hands around the back of his neck, and pulled him down as she flattened under him on her back. He slid his knees out from under himself and laid half on her and half on the sand, on his stomach beside her on her back.

They made out like that, her hands roaming over his shoulders, his back, and down to his lower back and even skirting, with her painted nails, the edge of the waist of his shorts.

He drew his hand from the sand up over her hip, over her stomach and up over her ribs. She arched her back under his touch, and he drew his hand up over the mound of her breast.

She rolled her head sideways slowly but she opened her eyes and searched for me. With Wes leaning down and oblivious, kissing her stomach and her ribs and rubbing her breasts, one after the other, she found me and stared at me amongst the tree trunks.



I made myself visible to her, stepping out from between them. We

 
’

 
d never taken anything nearly that far before. We

 
’

 
d played the game a few times flirting with a girl, for me, or a guy, for her, but it was only in a bar or club, and it never went past playful little teasing kisses.





She was checking if she

 
’

 
d won. I looked as far as I could down the trail in both directions. No one was out there. She told me once, when she flirted with a guy, that it was exciting because it made her feel like a teenager again, getting away with something she wasn

 
’

 
t supposed to do. I knew that that was what she was imparting to me when she made up the bit about her first kiss, and more, on the rock a few minutes back. She was feeling it again, is what she was saying to me in front of the oblivious guy.





“

 
Remember consequence-free sexual fun?” she said in the car on the way up.





“

 
Fun for the sake of fun,” I snorted.





“

 
That was crazy, to think back now,” she said, turning back to the front window to gaze out at the highway and the horizon.





“

 
It just ends, nothing is owed, no expectations,” I said.





She turned back to me and cleared the flying strands of wind-blown hair from her face.

 
“

 
Yeah,” she said.

 
“

 
Meaningless.” The way she smiled told me she didn

 
’

 
t mean that in a bad way. I didn

 
’

 
t ask her if she missed that, or if she wanted a little of it back in her life, but I didn

 
’

 
t have to. Her own thoughts were obvious. She chuckled, pulled the shoulder strap down off her shoulder, and leaned over the console between us.





“

 
Just drive,” she said,

 
“

 
don

 
’

 
t even say anything,” she added, and her fingers tugged at the button in my shorts, and pulled at the tab of my fly.

 
“

 
You can even pretend I

 
’

 
m that girl,” she said and she laughed, taking the head of my enlarging cock in her shockingly hot lips before I could reply.





“

 
That girl” was the one I flirted with in front of her at the club we went to, the last time we pretended to be

 
“

 
just work friends.” The girl was very responsive and there was no doubt in either of our minds afterword that if I didn

 
’

 
t stop things, she would definitely have gone with me to the bathrooms. She was pretty much sucking off her drink straw right in front of my face at our table, her hand high in my lap, her fingers, painted silver, squeezing and releasing.





“

 
You wanted to!” my wife shouted gleefully at me when we got home the night.

 
“

 
Hard as a rock, I could totally see!” she laughed.





“

 
You

 
’

 
re not wrong,” I said. She laughed and sauntered away down the hallway to our bedroom.

 
“

 
Maybe some day, never know,” she said, and she shot me a glance over her shoulder.



In the car, she moaned more than I did. Sucking me in her state sounded as stimulating to her as it was to me. She was thinking about those times when she talked about consequence-free sexual fun. To be honest, it felt like we were going to cross lines soon, the way we were taking things, the way we were talking lately, the way we were teasing each other.



“

 
I might not have minded, you know,” she said in bed about the girl at the club.





I ignored that as just more of her teasing talk. But now she was talking again about

 
“

 
meaningless sex” in the car on the way up to the lake. And she even told me to pretend that that was what was happening now, with her mouth squirreling on my cock, sucking like it was her getting head.





I began to say something, but without lifting her face from my lap, without pulling her lips, warm and wet, from my cock, she reached up and pinched my lips together and steered my chin up and my face back out to the road ahead. She pumped on me with a seriousness and an enthusiasm that was next level. I didn

 
’

 
t last long. She swallowed all of me, too.





“

 
Did you like that?” she said, kissing her way up my body to my neck and tittering next to my ear.





“

 
Of course I did,” I said,

 
“

 
I always do.”





“

 
I don

 
’

 
t mean that,” she said.

 
“

 
Did you like pretending it was that girl sucking you off?”



The way she asked, it was a step to the side of teasing. She was asking me seriously if I got off on pretending it was someone else.



I turned to her to assess her expression, unsure how much to admit. But it was enough. Like I said, we read each other

 
’

 
s minds extremely well.





“

 
You did!” she bellowed out and she squealed and chuckled. She also kept her gaze on my eyes as though she were hatching something further in that direction.





Now she was lying on her back on a secluded beach in the sunshine with a stranger pawing her breasts and kissing her stomach and ribs, looking up at me with that same expression on her face. What could I do? I wasn

 
’

 
t going to lose, and I wasn

 
’

 
t going to stop things. If someone were going to stop it, it would have to be her. I gave her a big enough nod to see through the trunks and leaves.





She smiled and only slowly rolled her head back to Wes. He

 
’

 
d worked his way up her body and kissed the flesh of her mounds above her bikini top, then her neck, and finally, her mouth. She rolled him over under her and planted her knees into the sand with her back arched and her hips over his. She let her hair fall down around her face to form a chocolate tent around their faces and she smirked down at him.



And then she wriggled on her elbows and knees, pulled herself back, and travelled down his body with her tongue and lips, over his chin, down his neck, over his chest, and down his stomach. She bit at the waist of his boxer shorts and laughed and sat back on her calves. She tugged them again and he lifted his hips. She pulled them down, rolled onto her leg, and removed them entirely from his body. She looked around again, but still nobody came. She glanced at me and I understood: The loud bird call, if I saw anyone coming.

She was also making doubly sure I was watching before she took him in her mouth.

We teased each other about watching the other with someone. But for her, it was always teasing me about watching her with another woman. Still, inside the smirking and tittering between us, there was something of the exhibitionist in her, I could tell.



She buried her face in her hands when I said that about her.

 
“

 
No way, are you for real?” she shrieked.

 
“

 
I

 
’

 
m not like that, but I think somebody is!”





I just laughed.

 
“

 
Close,” I shook my head,

 
“

 
but no cigar.”





She took three beats but she gasped and covered her mouth with her hands and grinned wider than her palms.

 
“

 
You like to watch!” she squealed like it was the wildest thing anyone had ever heard of.





She knew what she was doing when she pulled her hair over her shoulder, away from her face, to give me a full side-view of her and Wes on the beach below me. I never admitted it to her, but my failure to deny it was all she needed to know it for sure.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re a sicko!” she murmured in my ear as she lowered herself down on me and took my cock deep inside her rotating, grinding hips.

 
“

 
You want to watch me take another man inside me, don

 
’

 
t you,” she whispered in my ear as she breathed hard and pulled up on me.





I didn

 
’

 
t say anything. She fucked my brains out that time. The way she climaxed told me all I needed to know about her, as well. She loved the idea of doing it with another man with me watching. I didn

 
’

 
t accuse her of it, but I didn

 
’

 
t need to.



She dropped her lips around the head of his cock and wrapped her hand around his shaft. With me on the lookout, she knew she was free and safe.



Wes reached over her head and down her back and unclasped the hooks at the back of her bikini and this time, she didn

 
’

 
t look up at me. She pushed up from his cock, shook her shoulders, laughed, and caught the straps as they fell slackened down her arms, and she tossed her bikini further up the beach into the dry sand where his shorts had landed. She went back down on him and he reached under her shoulders and cupped her bare breasts in his hands and squeezed them.





What I never told my wife before, and what I

 
’

 
d have to tell her now, was that there always was a serious voyeur in me. But of course, in most situations, it

 
’

 
s illegal and unethical to watch other people go at it. It

 
’

 
s also rare to find it. This, however, seemed the perfect loophole: it was my wife, and she knew. I also had reason to believe that Wes couldn

 
’

 
t have cared less. As far as he was concerned, he found himself staying next door to a brother and sister, and the sister was horny and going down on him on a beach an hour after meeting him. She even told him her brother watched her do it before, and laughed. He didn

 
’

 
t seem the least concerned.





I looked again up and down the trail, and relieved my cock from it

 
’

 
s cage, it was so hard.



My wife pulled up off his cock and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and stood straight up over him on her knees. He massaged her breasts and she teased him and smiled down at him and laughed with him. The moment his hands travelled down her body and touched her bikini bottoms, she squealed and rolled off him to kick her legs up and she pulled them from her ass and up and off her legs.

She rolled back over him now completely naked, and she pushed his forehead down with her stretched fingers, and walked up over his body on her knees. When she came straight up over his face with her hips, she spread her knees and caught her balance with her hands in the sand over his head, and spread her thighs wider over his face, and lowered her hips.

He slipped his arms around her legs and squeezed her ass in his hands. She curled and uncurled her spine and lapped her pussy up and down over his mouth. He had to extend his tongue to make first contact, but when he did, even I could hear her deep, guttural moan up the hill the other side of the trail.

She hung her head down low between her shoulders and her hair obscured both their faces, but her thighs flexed and her toes curled and she snapped her hips in and out, pushing her pussy down over his mouth more and more sloppily. He licked her dutifully.



I had to check and recheck the path not just because my wife was becoming uncontrollably loud, but I was also in a compromising position, staring at my wife gyrating her naked hips hard down into the stranger

 
’

 
s face, with my hand clenched around my own cock, pumping for all I was worth.





My wife arched back hard and clasped her hands into the back of her flexed thighs. She bellowed to the sky bathed in sunshine over the front of her curved-back body. She climaxed on his face with a force and exhaustion I

 
’

 
d never seen before.



She dropped back down over him and kissed him madly and laughed and moved back on him to rest her cheek sideways on his chest. Her and I stared at each other like that. And then, still staring at me, she slinked further down his body.

She raised herself over him and his hands reached up to her bare chest to massage her breasts and waist and hips. She rested her straight-out arms on her hands planted on his shoulders. Her hair fell down and she murmured things to him and smiled down at him. One of her hands moved down his body and under her stomach. It moved rhythmically and I knew — she was stroking his cock that rose up directly under her hips.

She looked at me again with a helpless expression on her face, and she removed her hand from between their bodies.

I dropped my jaw and gasped. I needed to pause stroking myself. The realization of what she had done, of what she was doing in front of me, was overwhelming. I watched as the space between her thighs and his thighs closed. Her ass dropped down and her stomach muscles clenched. Her head rolled back and she arched hard in her back. Their bodies came together and she rose back up from him. I glimpsed his cock — it glinted in the sunlight, covered in her glisten. She plunged back down, dropped her head low between her shoulders, and fucked him, rhythmically, deeply, and slowly, in the middle of the beach in the middle of the day.

He clutched her ass hard in his hands and she squealed and laughed and he rolled her over under him and she spread her knees and lifted her feet to lock her ankles together in the small of his back, and the man proceeded to pound himself into my wife.



Her jerked cries were loud and obvious and I checked the trail again. She pushed him off her but only to get on her knees and elbows and to wag her ass tantalizingly at him where he knelt behind her. He wasted no time seizing her hips in his hands and mounting her. He ploughed her so hard from behind, the slapping of flesh rang through the forest. My wife

 
’

 
s cries sounded like the baleful calls of the loons at night.



She suddenly pulled away from him and scooted her body under his hips where he knelt on the very precipice of his orgasm. She sank her mouth around his cock and I could see her cheeks bulge and her throat swallow. She pulled away too soon and more of his cum hit her face and neck and tits and stomach. She laughed and took him in her mouth again, licking him and sucking him all clean. And then she pushed him off and ran back into the water to clean herself.

I hurried through the forest and got on the trail ahead of them and made it back to the cabins. My wife and Wes came along a few minutes later. They parted, but not until more kissing and laughing and teasing between the cabins. My wife came in, closed the door, and then squealed with her face over her hands. She could barely walk. She dropped her face over my shoulder and shook throughout her body.



“

 
Oh my god, I can

 
’

 
t believe I just did that!” she winced on me.





I held her and waited for her to lift her face to me and pull her hands away. Finally, I said,

 
“

 
That was incredibly hot,” and I smirked at her.



We started snickering and then we both started full-out laughing until we were both doubled over and falling down on the floor, we laughed so hard.



Later, we made love in bed. With my cum still oozing from her pussy, she turned her face to me over our pillows.

 
“

 
What if I went over there now and woke him up?” she said, before waiting a few beats and laughing again.



I just stared at her.



“

 
What?” she said, hiding her face and grinning wildly.





“

 
If you want to go fuck him again, just say so,” I said.





“

 
No!” she squealed. But then she said,

 
“

 
But if you want me to . . .

 
“





I snorted.

 
“

 
Just go,” I shook my head.

 
“

 
But one thing.”





She was already out of bed and pulling on shorts and a top.

 
“

 
What?”





I pursed my lips and looked hard at her.

 
“

 
Look out our bathroom window and tell me what you see,” I said.





She didn

 
’

 
t have to look, she had already noticed earlier.

 
“

 
His bedroom window,” she said with a tiny grin creeping up her face.





“

 
Just make sure the window is open and the curtains are pulled aside?” I said with a meek shrug. It was me this time who wanted to hide my face.





She crawled over my body on the bed dressed and ready for him. She dropped her head down and kissed my mouth.

 
“

 
Anything for my husband,” she said with a smirk and she rushed out the door and out the back of the cabin.





I could hear in the quiet of the night her knuckles rap on his door, and her voice.

 
“

 
He snores . . . “ she said to him, and I didn

 
’

 
t have to see to know the smile on her face and her sheepish shrug at her paltry excuse.



I was quick to our bathroom, but even then, they beat me to his bedroom.





My wife and the painter’
 s workbench




My wife Christine spun in a tight about-face and pushed me in the chest and back out of the artist

 
’

 
s studio.





“

 
Next one!” she sang out in her chirpy noting-to-see-here voice. She grabbed my wrist in her stiff hand and dragged me behind her through the over-crowded hallway.





It was Open House night at the multi-story and labyrinthine warehouse deep in the industrial district. It had been turned into working artists

 
’

 
studios and we went for a walkaround to check out their work.





“

 
What was wrong with that one?” I said. Many of the tiny studio spaces were too jammed with people to get in, but that one wasn

 
’

 
t so bad.





“

 
No good!” she said without hesitation.

 
“

 
Let

 
’

 
s see this one!” she said, charging ahead and pulling me along.





“

 
It looked good to me,” I murmured.





“

 
Boring!” she chirped, pulling me across other people

 
’

 
s bodies, she was so determined to get us away from there.





We did a quick circuit through one or two more spaces before she charged for the steel stair case.

 
“

 
What

 
’

 
s on the next floor?” she said in that same chirpy let

 
’

 
s-go voice.



I pulled her back and pushed her shoulders into the wall and out of the way of the constant flow of people going up and down the stairs in single file rows.



“

 
What

 
’

 
s going on, Christine?” I said.



She rolled her eyes and pushed her hand into her long walnut toned hair and shook it down her back to the top of her ass. She was wearing a long, loose, off-the shoulder white sweater, and short denim shorts that nearly disappeared beneath it.



“

 
Nothing!” she said and she snorted and grinned and tried hiding her face. She blushed, though, and I knew her well enough to know the signs.





“

 
Oh my god,” I said.

 
“

 
Someone you know in there?”





“

 
No!” she said with a surprisingly defensive voice. She shook her head at me too, and flared her big brown eyes at me. She knew she was acting oddly and she caught herself and bit her thumbnail, looked sideways and down, and snorted through a grin.





“

 
Tell me,” I said, touching her chin with the side of my finger.





She raised her face to mine and looked left and right at all the passing people.

 
“

 
I don

 
’

 
t know him, okay?” she said.





I grinned and pulled my chin into my chest with a grin myself.

 
“

 
Who, the artist in that studio back there?”





“

 
Yes, the artist in the studio back there!” she said shaking her head at me.





“

 
Then why all the . . . “ I started, but she cut me off.





She burst forward at me, threw her arms around my shoulders, and buried her face in my neck.

 
“

 
Can we just go?” she groaned into my ear.





I wrapped my arms around her waist and rocked her hips against mine.

 
“

 
Is he too hot or something?” I said into her ear, kissing her soft, flowing hair.





She screwed her face more tightly into my neck.

 
“

 
A little,” she whispered just loud enough I barely heard her.





Christine would get shy and squirrelly if we were watching a show that featured some actor she thought was hot. It was like she didn

 
’

 
t know how to control the emotions, like they came up on her out of the blue, like they embarrassed her to feel them.





“

 
Why don

 
’

 
t we just circle around back,” I said with a grin,

 
“

 
and just look inside from the hallway this time?”





“

 
No!” she whined in my ear with a wide grin, and she pressed her foot down into the top of my foot.



She would do the same thing to me if she thought I noticed some hot barista or clothing store clerk. I always played along like I was shy and embarrassed too, just to entertain her.



We teased each other a lot about other people. We played a game we  called

 
“

 
Would You?” walking through malls or along the seawall or watching shows.





“

 
Would you?” she would say when a slim, fit jogger, for example, would come toward us on the seawall.



She allowed me to take a good long look without getting in trouble. The answer had to be in numbers 0 to 5, meaning the number of drinks it would take to decide to try to fuck them. Obviously, 0 was only for the hottest chicks.



“

 
One,” I said after we passed her.





“

 
Ooo-la-la!” Christine cooed and laughed.





I didn

 
’

 
t give a lot of 1s out.





“

 
So would you?” I said under the steel stairs as I pulled her wrist in my tight grip the way she had been pulling me earlier.





“

 
Stop it!” she said and she snorted and looked down and around and blushed all over again.





“

 
Need another look?” I said.





“

 
Would you just stop!?” she said glowering at me and clenching her teeth. But she also pushed my back and rammed us into the line of people and back onto the floor down the hallway from the studio in question.





We entered the studio again and browsed around looking at his paintings. She leaned back into my chest with her arms crossed over her chest and half turned her face to mine over her shoulder.

 
“

 
There was a feature on him in The Bay last week,” she moaned to me. The Bay was the alt-culture must-read paper.

 
“

 
Minus 1,” she added as though it were a mere afterthought, and she quickly, surreptitiously, reached behind her ass and scrunched her hand into my groin.





She

 
’

 
d never gone negative with anyone. She

 
’

 
d never given a zero to anyone, in fact, whether people in real life or actors on shows. I stood there stunned as she pushed away from me, stepped as though casually considering a larger painting on the back wall, and turned to the artist himself who was bent over finalizing a note to himself after selling something or other.





“

 
I like that one a lot!” she said to him.



He looked up from his low round table and I looked over from the other side disbelieving.



He half turned and leaned toward her to consider the picture himself, rising up beside her.

 
“

 
I fought with that one,” he said.

 
“

 
And I lost.”



Christine erupted with tittering as though her mouth were full of over-fizzing champagne, and she bent over at her waist and took his forearm in her hand with an exaggerated gesture of reaching for balance.



“

 
So funny!” she gushed and her eyes flashed at him, her eyebrows raised up, and her smile went wide. I caught her thumb rubbing the skin on his arm and the tip of her tongue squeezed between her rows of gleaming white teeth.



She seemed to have caught herself and pulled away, took her hand off his arm, and turned back to me. I spun away too and made my way back out of the studio.

Christene caught up to me against the wall and pressed her body fully into mine. She had to in order to clear space in the hallway for the throngs passing behind her, but she pushed her hips into my hips harder than was necessary. She found my hands in her hands and entwined her fingers in my fingers and turned our palms inside out together. She lifted her knee and bent at her waist and twisted sideways like a girl needing to pee.



But it wasn

 
’

 
t pee she needed.

 
“

 
So fucking hot!” she groaned and she kissed my mouth with a sloppiness suggestive of her body being overtaken with those feelings again.





“

 
Hang on,” I screwed my face up at her.

 
“

 
Didn

 
’

 
t you have a fantasy about artists or something?”





“

 
Shut up!” she groaned and snorted. She reached between our bodies and squeezed my balls.





We

 
’

 
d confessed fantasies to each other one time in a rooftop pool in Mexico — a holiday.

 
“

 
You first!” she teased me with a splash.





I reported the usual,

 
“

 
You and another girl, whoo!” and she shook her head at me and said,

 
“

 
Dream on!”





“

 
What

 
’

 
s yours?” I said.





Christine loved telling stories and getting into descriptions. She felt her fantasies deeply. She worked on them — elaborating them, building them out with each telling, adding new things, new people.

 
“

 
Getting paint on me,” she tittered, leaning her bikini body against mine in the pool. She reached up and over her head to scrunch her fingers in my hair and pull my face down over her shoulder from behind to turn her lips to my ear.

 
“

 
Getting fucked on his workbench,” she said, before pushing me away and laughing and splashing me.





“

 
Something about his workbench if memory serves,” I snickered to her in the crowded hallway in the warehouse.





“

 
Would you just!” she cried at me in a hushed voice and her eyes popped out at me.





“

 
Let

 
’

 
s buy the painting,” I said.

 
“

 
How much was it?”





“

 
Twelve hundred,” she immediately replied.





“

 
So go back in, tell him you want to buy it, and maybe he

 
’

 
ll take you behind the wall and let you watch him wrap it for you,” I said with my shoulders heaving up and my grin spreading over my face.





“

 
No-wa!” she groaned, but she grinned too. She twisted her face over her shoulder and looked back inside the studio.

 
“

 
Anyway, where would we put it?”



In truth, I was only teasing her. I was trying to get a rise out of her because she is so easy to embarrass like that and I get off on her turning shy and nervous and blushing.



But I get swept along by her infectious sexuality. It

 
’

 
s like I can feel something entering my bloodstream making me high and light-headed. I start to lose my sense of inhibition the more she gets like the way she was getting against me in that crammed hallway on the third floor of that industrial warehouse-cum-artist studios.





“

 
Use the joint credit card,” I said. We both carried two — one for our own things, one for sharing.

 
“

 
Go talk to him, look, he

 
’

 
s just standing there,” I said.

 
“

 
Tell him you

 
’

 
ll need to see it wrapped — but you want it right now.”





“

 
No!” she groaned against me but she twisted around again and pulled her bottom lip with her thumb and finger.

 
“

 
Do you think?” she said.





“

 
What if he invites you behind the wall?” I said, sliding my hands down from her waist and over her ass. Normally in public she is circumspect. But now, she was not noticing or caring that I was massaging her ass with people all over the place.





“

 
Would you let me go?” she said in a serious tone with her lips touching my ear and her breath brushing my neck.





I knew her scent, and I knew her smell when she was getting seriously into heat. She couldn

 
’

 
t hide it. I

 
’

 
d never known another woman whose sexuality was so plainly visible. No wonder she always got embarrassed and shy — anyone who looked could tell when she was aroused, and she got aroused often.





I developed an equal reaction. It was hard not to. I got turned on severely whenever Christine got turned on. Partly it was because we shared it so much and were open with each other about it. But it was also because, when she got turned on, it wasn

 
’

 
t a lightbulb, it was a searchlight.





When she told me about the fantasy on the artist

 
’

 
s workbench, we meandered down to our hotel room, stripped and laid on the couch together, and she masturbated as I talked in her ear about details of brushes and bottles and paints and rolls of canvas and splashes of colours all over the walls and floor. She came hard on her finger imagining the guy in dirty t-shirt and paint-covered jeans pounding her with her ankles over his shoulders. It was a serous fantasy.



I looked into the studio. I was becoming overwhelmed. Christine was squeezing my cock rhythmical and breathing hard against my chest. She was also rubbing her own groin against the back of her hand. I knew how wet she was becoming.



“

 
What if I said, Yes, go, if he takes you back there?” I said in her ear and I pushed her hair around the side of her head and mussed it up.





“

 
What if I go?” she groaned. Her breath was short and laboured.





We often teased each other about fucking other people. And we carried the joke sometimes too far, pointing out how, if we did it safely, if we did it secretly, if we didn

 
’

 
t get attached, and on and on we would push each other. But sometimes, especially lately, Christine would look up at me through strands of hair fallen over her face like there was something more she wanted to say, but she stopped herself short.





“

 
What?” I said, nudging her ribs one night walking along the street after a restaurant.





“

 
No!” she shrieked.





Now, in the hallway, it felt like she was telling me what she couldn

 
’

 
t before say before.





“

 
Into his backroom with him?” I said.





She twisted around in my embrace and pushed her ass hard up against my groin and faced the open door to the guy

 
’

 
s studio. She reached behind her back and played in the front of my pants.





“

 
Take that step,” she said, and — hidden behind her sweater — she pushed her hand down inside the front of my pants and wrapped her cool fingers around the skin of my cock. Her back pushed into my chest and I could feel her breath short and rapid.





“

 
There

 
’

 
s people all around, people in his studio,” I pointed out.





She squeezed me and pumped her hand up and down my shaft.

 
“

 
I know,” she groaned.





“

 
You get pretty noisy,” I said.





I meant it as a joke, but she spun around, threw her arms over my shoulders and yanked my head down to her mouth by the hair.

 
“

 
I know,” she groaned again and she thrusted her pelvis hard into mine.

 
“

 
You might hear,” she said.



I laughed because I thought she was just pushing my joke further down the road, but when I recoiled my face from her hair and looked into her eyes, she was enflamed. She meant it. She wanted it.



“

 
Is this the day?” I said. I wanted her to laugh, to win the joke, to laugh at me for taking her seriously, for getting me in the end.





But she didn

 
’

 
t laugh.

 
“

 
Fuck, Eddie,” she said with a lip-biting cry.

 
“

 
Maybe?” She stomped her foot impatiently and moaned deeply.





We

 
’

 
d already talked it all out, albeit in a joking manner, about how it wouldn

 
’

 
t mean anything, about how it was just sex, about how we wouldn

 
’

 
t risk the relationship, that it was really just another form of masturbation. We had already assured each other, again while laughing, while teasing each other, while pushing each other to the breaking point, that having sex with another person would be fun and no threat to either of us. We said how we would tell the other everything, that it wouldn

 
’

 
t be secret, that we would even enjoy the other person getting off on a fantasy like that.





“

 
One of these days,” I kept saying, and it was our way of moving on after getting ourselves all hot about the idea.





“

 
You better say

 
‘

 
No

 
’

 
if it

 
’

 
s not the day,” she said outside the studio entrance.

 
“

 
I think something might happen if I go in there.”





“

 
Do you want to?” I said. We often said, also, that if the other really wanted to, we would let them. A hall pass, like. I wasn

 
’

 
t sure if we really meant it. I guess I was finding out.





She bit her lip and hid her face in my neck and moaned in a high pitch. After all the joking around, after all the serious-not-serious talk, after all the teasing, I couldn

 
’

 
t now withdraw the offer. It would fundamentally change how we interact.



But it was not lost on me that if I did let her go back in there, that would fundamentally change things between us, too. It would bring a theoretical scenario into the bright lights of harsh reality.



Either way, things were about to change between us. We

 
’

 
d always been two people who went for it, when faced with a dilemma. To jump or not jump, for both of us, had an obvious answer: Yes. Get married? Yes. Move to a whole new city without even jobs lined up? Yes. We had a pretty good track record, Christine and I, with going for

 
“

 
Yes” with most hard decisions.





“

 
Can I?” she groaned into my neck and squeezed her legs together and twisted on her hips.





“

 
Yes,” I said quickly and decisively without any further equivocation.



She stepped back from me and dropped her jaw half way to the floor and popped her eyes open as wide as saucers.



She didn

 
’

 
t expect it. I took her shoulders in my hands, turned her around to face the doorway into the studio, and I pushed her forward.



She looked over her shoulder and looked at me with a shocked expression — but one on which a grin crept into the corners of her mouth. She pushed blindly through the lines of passing people, and went into the studio still looking over her shoulder at me.



I kept watching from outside until she came up behind the artist again. She tapped on his shoulder and he spun around, surprised by her standing so close. She pointed at the painting she

 
’

 
d been looking at earlier, and he nodded, he listened, and he smiled.





I drifted into the studio. He didn

 
’

 
t know we were together. I browsed around as though examining his many paintings, drawing close enough to overhear my wife and the artist talk about the picture and how she wanted it, and how to pay, and how to wrap it to bring it home.



He looked around and, sure as shit, he gestured with his head for her to follow him around the side of the wall and into the back.



My heart pounded and my palms sweated. People continued to file through the space, but if anybody wanted to speak to the artist or buy something, they

 
’

 
d have to wait. I noticed on his table that he

 
’

 
d set a card that said,

 
“

 
Back in 15,” and had a sketch of a dude eating a sandwich.



I mosied around and gave it several minutes before I came close to the back wall as though needing to put my nose against a painting and I looked sharply to my right.

From there I was able to see partly into the back area. There were stacks of finished paintings, stacks of primed canvases, frames and rolls everywhere, and easels, hangers, coffee cans and brushes and tubes. It was a bona fide working artists studio, unchanged from medieval images, aside from the lights and computers.



I didn

 
’

 
t see or hear anything at first. I edged closer to the gap in the wall — there was a tiny painting on the back wall I was able to pretend to examine more closely.





That

 
’

 
s when I saw Christine. She was sitting on the corner of a workbench covered in raw canvas as though ready to be cut. She was in front of a mirror with her phone up to her face. I snuck my phone out and took a picture of her to tease her with later — that

 
’

 
s the picture on the cover of this book. I found out later she was waiting for him — he

 
’

 
d gone to the bathroom and was washing his hands.

 
“

 
Don

 
’

 
t want hands that touched too much money to touch your painting,” he apparently said, laughing.





I still didn

 
’

 
t expect anything to happen, although sitting on his table like that was more familiar than standing like a regular customer would.



Christine noticed me and popped her eyes wide through the mirror at me, grinned like a girl on Christmas morning, and motioned with her hands for me to go away.



I slid sideways with a grin, but not too far away. When I heard his voice over the music and clamour of people touring his studio space, and when I heard my wife

 
’

 
s high-pitched and nervous laughter, I slid sideways again and turned my head to peek around the edge of the wall.





The artist came up behind her and leaned his hands into the canvas on the table and looked up at the back of Christine

 
’

 
s head. He said something and she put her phone down and twisted around on her waist to face him behind her. She nodded slightly to him and smiled. And just like that, the man kissed my wife.



I recoiled from the tiny picture on the back wall and staggered around the studio space like a lost boy. I made my way twice around it. People came and left and looked at pictures even from up close, even those on the back wall, but nobody looked sideways and into the back space behind the wall.



Finally overcoming my shaking thighs, I stepped up to the tiny painting again and shut my eyes. I could hear tiny moans from behind the wall. I swallowed hard and clenched my jaw. When I turned sideways, I saw the artist as carefully as a sculptor pulling my wife

 
’

 
s loose white sweater up her body, and up over her head and arms that she pointed toward the ceiling.



She hair fell down her bare back and she mussed her hand into it and fluffed it and chuckled. He moved around to the other side of the table and now faced his back to me. My wife spun on her ass on the table and hooked her thighs on his waist and twisted her ankles together behind his back. He ploughed his hand through her luxury of hair and when he raised his hands up her bare back to the clasp of her bra, she pulled her hair over her shoulder for him, and chuckled again.

When he eased the shoulder straps down her arms, she collapsed her shoulders to help him, and then looked up at him with glassy, needy eyes. He merely leaned an inch forward and she dropped her head sideways, wrapped her fingers around the back of his neck, and pulled him the rest of the way to neck with him deeply and long.

His hands roamed around her round shoulders, down her bare back, and around her tight waist. She moved back enough for him to run his hands up the front of her stomach, over her ribs, and over her breasts. She looked down and chuckled when he took her breasts in her hands and she gasped and bit her lip when he squeezed them and massaged them.

I looked over my shoulder one way and then the other way. No one seemed to notice that I was staring at the tiny painting an awfully long time, nor that I was looking sideways at it. I looked through the wall again.

My wife sank her head on her neck and shook her head at him teasingly — she was holding him with her ankles locked in his lower back, not letting him away while she twisted the button in his jeans and pulled his fly down. She laughed and squealed when he reached over her back and pushed his hand inside the back of her shorts.



I shivered when I reminded myself that it wasn

 
’

 
t just a hot porn-like scene I was witnessing, but that it was actually Christine, my wife — and that she was enacting pretty much exactly what she said her fantasy was.





I couldn

 
’

 
t actually believe she was doing it.



She chuckled and bit her lip and pulled her feet up onto the table and gushed at him with a smile and tightly squinting eyes. She got onto her elbows and knees in front of him and lowered her head and pulled her long hair in a gathered chord around her shoulder.

I kept watching. It was painful, but in some weird kind of good way. I was as caught up in her moment of unleashed lust as she was.

She flicked her tongue out and lashed the tip of the head of his cock and laughed with a squeal. He grinned sideways, pushed his hand through her hair, set his other fist on his hip, and thrusted his hips toward her.



My wife likes sucking cock. She finally admitted to me one day that she had sucked countless cocks before we got together.

 
“

 
I cum sometimes, if a guy loses his shit when I suck him,” she told me.

 
“

 
There

 
’

 
s just something about the guy feeling overwhelming pleasure,” she said, and she shivered and widened her eyes at me.





Now she was grinning and lashing at the artist

 
’

 
s cock and pressing her tiny-circled lips against the head. She was teasing him, taunting him, pressing her closed mouth against the head of his cock like she wasn

 
’

 
t going to let him in. She curled her fingers palm-up under his balls and lightly scratched him all over down there. But she rolled her face sideways to look up at him through strands of her hair, and she continued to purse her lips and press them harder against the head of his cock.



I knew the game. She liked it when a I forced himself into her — mouth and pussy. She got off playing with affected resistance. She liked it when I overcame my reluctance and pushed her harder. She liked it when I had to.

She kissed the tip of his cock and touched the pointed tip of her tongue to the cleft in the middle of the head and giggled. But she again pushed her tightly held lips against the head and groaned as though it were her being forced.

He wrapped his hands under her hair and around her neck and pushed with his hips. She moaned with a cry as though he was pushing too hard. But when he relented, she laughed at him and licked up and down the side of his cock, kissing it all over, before going back to the head and pursuing her lips.

Unable to take her game any longer, he seized the back of her head with both hands and shoved his hips forward. My wife crooked her head up and dropped her chest down and received his cock fully through her mouth. She pulled off him and squealed and rolled over onto her back and hung her head over the side of the table. She fanned her hair out from under her shoulders so it fell in a luxurious curtain almost to the floor. She opened her mouth wide, upside down, and flicked her tongue enticingly around her lips.

He entered her and sank himself deep into her mouth until I saw her throat bulge. The man began to fuck her like that.



I staggered and pressed my hand into the wall and steadied myself. I looked around. It was all different people — no one stayed more than five minutes, but there were usually at least a dozen people milling in the studio at any one time. I could hear my wife

 
’

 
s high-pitched and groaning cries, but you had to focus on it under the music. I looked again.



She was reaching up over her head and gripping the back of his thighs, encouraging him to fuck her mouth and throat deeper and faster. Her body jolted over the table from his thrusts. He was leaning over and massaging her breasts. I knew that that also could make her cum — she had extremely sensitive breasts. Her body squirmed and her legs stretched out and crunched back up.

When he pushed his hands down her stomach, she instinctively and frantically twisted the button of her shorts apart and folded her knees up to her chest. He pushed her shorts over her ass and she squealed when he pulled them up her legs. She pointed them straight to the ceiling, even her toes, and he lifted them off her.



He didn

 
’

 
t stop there, though. He returned to her panties and slipped them off, too.



We talked about sex with other people. But I never thought it really meant the real thing. I always laughed about it as though it was touching, petting, giving head, going down. Fucking was a bridge too far, even for joking.



But I could see it on my wife

 
’

 
s face. She was carried away in the moment. She was overcome with lust. She wasn

 
’

 
t restraining herself anymore. She was out of control. And seeing her like that, it pushed me too. I was blinded to what I was watching by the glare of lust that filled my own eyes.





He leaned over her body where she continued to stroke his cock and suck him with corkscrewing enthusiasm, moaning louder and louder. He sank his finger through the cleft of my wife

 
’

 
s pussy lips and her and I gasped at the same time.



People looked at me and I cleared my throat.

I looked sideways past the wall again. My wife was completely naked on the table, spread out on the raw canvas. He laid on her back with her knees up and her heels caught on the edge of the table. He stood between her feet with his hands on her knees.



She was poking her finger in her mouth and squirming under him as they talked about something I couldn

 
’

 
t hear. He touched her stomach and she writhed under his touch. He leaned over and stroked her hair and she arched her back and dropped her jaw open. He dragged his finger tips over her forehead and her eyes and cheeks, and her chest heaved with deep breath. When he drew them down over her jaw and down her neck, she reached with undulating, grasping fingers for his groin between her legs.



But now he was the one toying with her, he was the one denying her needs. He dragged his fingertips down over her chest and up over the mounds of her breasts and she rocked side to side, she lifted her legs, and she dug her heels into the small of his back. Still he pushed back against her pressure. He teased her erect nipples with his thumbs and fingers and she cried out loud. He squeezed her breasts and she thrashed over the work table and lifted her whole body half up.

He yanked on her thighs and pulled her ass out over the edge of the table. She rolled her head all around and her long hair flew side to side. He laid his cock on her stomach and she grasped and reached with her stretched fingers and lifted her hips and thrusted them at him.

Still he held her off and she moaned and whined and writhed and squirmed. He ran his fingertips lightly as a breeze down over her clenching and releasing abs and she lifted her feet and kicked his chest. He tickled her and ran his hands around the side of her waist and hips, and she reached to snatch his waist in her fingers and to pull him to her.



He retracted his hips back and his cock, straight out and hard, pointed directly at my wife

 
’

 
s pussy. She tugged and stretched and tried to push her body further down the table. When he touched her face she bit his finger with anger filling her eyes.





“

 
Come on!” I could hear her cry and I looked around the studio.

 
“

 
Fuck!” my wife moaned out loud and I saw people titter and glance around and whisper to each other.

 
“

 
Give it to me!” she moaned, and people giggled and left with eyebrows raised.





I exhaled sharply and steadied myself and clamped my eyes shut. When I swung my head sideways, I saw the artist

 
’

 
s hips sink between my wife

 
’

 
s thighs. Her dangling feet hung limp from his shoulders. He hugged his arms around her thighs and pulled her legs against his chest and her ass against his stomach. I was just in time to see his ass snap and jerk forward, and his legs to bump the edge of the table between my wife

 
’

 
s legs.





I didn

 
’

 
t need to hear her moans and cries to know that the artist was fucking my wife right in front of my eyes. Her fingernails cut into the flesh on the back of his thighs and her head thrashed side to side over the table. Her whole body jolted with each of his thrusts, and she gasped repeatedly in time to his motion, high-pitched, breathy . . . and loud.





I looked down and widened my eyes. If there was any mystery left for the people still in the studio, that was dispatched by the rise of the distinctive slapping sound his thighs made against the back of her thighs. I

 
’

 
d never in my life heard the sounds of fucking — gasps, cries, moans and slapping — as I heard from behind the wall in the artist

 
’

 
s studio that night. People were openly laughing. Couples grinned and ducked their faces. It went on and on.





I noticed the music player on the table and turned the volume up. I covered most of it, but not all. My wife

 
’

 
s climax was like someone falling over a particularly high cliff. Her laughter afterward told me, she had no clue where she was, she had forgotten all about discretion.





I left the studio and stood in the hallway outside. Everyone was murmuring and grinning about it. Apparently my wife could be heard clearly in the two studios to either side of the artist

 
’

 
s space, and even in the studio behind them. Hundreds of people heard my wife orgasm.



A few minutes later, she emerged from around the side of the wall, dressed again, with the painting tucked under her arm, her face down, scurrying to leave the place as quickly as possible.



I took the painting under my arm and snatched her wrist in my other hand and pulled her to the stairs and down and out into the parking lot. When we got to the car and shut our doors, my wife inhaled deeply through her hands cupped over her face, and with eyes popped wide open, she cried out

 
“

 
Oh my god!” We both began to laugh harder than we could breathe.



The following weekend, Christine asked me if she could go back down to the studio building — alone, this time.



“

 
What for?” I said.





“

 
He wants to show me some new paintings,” she said.





“

 
Who does?” I said.





She held a straight face for two beats, before she hung her face and hid her blush and her grin behind her hair.

 
“

 
Just a little short visit?” she said biting her lip.





“

 
Who called who?” I asked.





She rolled her feet on their sides, dropped her face down, and bit her lip.

 
“

 
I guess I called him,” she said.



How could I say no? The time for that was long before.
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