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My Friend Borrowed My Wife

I re-folded myself painfully inside the tight hotel room closet and breathed as quietly as possible. What was worse than the hard corner boring into my knee was the prospect of being found and subjected to the worst humiliation of my life. On the other side of the double mahogany panel doors was Erin, my 34-year-old wife, a children’s therapist, and the most soft-spoken, reserved and respectful woman you’d ever meet.
Also in the room was Jake. Jake and I were roommates in college where he sold bongs and attended less than 10% of his classes but now improbably ran a very well-endowed city arts organization handing out grants instead of weed. It was his idea for Erin and me to join him on one of his wine tours he was always talking about, this time for the Columbus Day long weekend. And now he and Erin were relaxing in her locked room with glasses of wine, dimmed lights, and chill tunes. My plan was working perfectly.
Jake was the last of the Bohemians. He had a magnetic personality and a knack for attracting beautiful women by somehow not even trying. Erin always acted oddly when he was over whether to enjoy a meal, or drinks, or just to watch a game together like old times in the dorm. I asked her once if she found him alluring — every girl I ever knew did — and though she insisted she didn’t, the way she couldn’t stop her grin when she repeatedly said “No!” too many times gave me pause. I hadn’t really given her the space to answer affirmatively, had I — how could she say “Yes” about an old friend and roommate of her husbands?
I’d also given her no space to consider exploring with me a particular fantasy of mine that had been eating me up from the inside out since we ever got married four years ago. But I came close. One Sunday a couple of months ago, we were tucked close into the bank of windows at a tiny round table in a cool-as-cats cafe we found in the old warehouse district, reading the papers and sharing occasional meandering conversation.
The raunchy sex columnist was writing that week about wives who take lovers with their husbands’ permission. Some prominent Republican had been caught at it and so it became the topic de jour. Erin and I fought over who got that part of the paper first and we laughed together at the crazy shit we found in there. It was all so not us, we both nodded thankfully to each other. 
But on this topic, I noticed Erin’s face slightly flushed at the reading of it when I passed her the page and she averted her eyes from me after. She wasn’t laughing as dismissively as usual. It was a subtle difference but it struck me. My heart raced because I also found the topic more than casually interesting.
“Can you imagine?” I fished around in her quiet waters.
“Well,” Erin rolled her foot on its side and looked down at the sole of her knee-high boot and brushed her fingers at it as though it was time to dust them off. “I’m sure it’s very exciting for the people that are into that sort of thing.”
“I wonder what it is,” I tried to keep the topic alive. “Is it the thrill of cheating? Like when you’re kids getting away with it in a game?”
Erin answered quickly, almost as if she’d already thought about it quite a lot. “It wouldn’t be cheating if there’s permission, would it though, and it says she got permission.”
“Good point,” I had to agree. “But permission is problematical too, isn’t it. I mean, it seems a shade 1950s if she must ask permission — is it really his place to grant permission or deny it? It’s more like, she owns the choice and it’s on him to accept it or not.”
“Yeah, maybe,” she looked at me with glazed-over eyes and appeared to recede deep back into the theatre of her mind, something she did in slow, thoughtful conversations a lot. “But you wouldn’t want to just out-and-out cheat,” she suddenly came back into her body and nailed me with her deep brown eyes. “That’s gross. That’s just typical, ordinary depravity, isn’t it.”
I looked at her carefully over the rim of my cup I tipped at my mouth. She grinned to herself looking sideways out the window into the empty mid-distance, whether recalling something or imagining it, I couldn’t tell. She had a busy mind the more her mouth hung open and muted.
I looked at what she was looking at, nothing out the window. “I wonder if those people manage to find some tiny space somewhere between the out-and-out cheating and explicit permission. Something like a nodding awareness. A wink.”
“I wonder,” Erin dropped her eyes again to her section of the weekly. I saw her privately bug her eyes out behind the paper and refocus her attention on the arts coverage. She even cleared her throat subtly.
I stared at the top of her head across the table with the words bunching up and threatening to burst out of me: “I want to experience you having sex with another man like in the column.” But I was stuck. She dangled one black-legging in knee-high boot over the knee of her other leg and absently unbuttoned her denim jacket to show her drooping oversized white t-shirt beneath. She absently tore a piece of her croissant and slowly fed it through her sensuous lips without looking up from her reading. She chewed in slow motion like someone truly savoring the moment.
To say the words, though, would make things as explicit as a fluorescent light flickering on in a romantic bedroom. To not say them would be to wish for her to be the type who could betray her husband to cheat with . . . . my mind paused. To cheat with Jake? That’s who I was thinking about for the job — my mind was three steps ahead of me already, devising a plan. I knew she liked him and I knew he’d be down with it, he was always down with the weirdest shit. Me asking him to fuck my wife would be par for the course of an ordinary weekend for him. He lived an artist’s life, breaking conventions for their own sake. He’d have few questions. The giant leap for me would be a small step for him.
We’d all chosen together to book into a classic old railway hotel in a small town in the middle of the valley.  I made up my tale about an investigation I was called out for, and made my own secret way up before them to the hotel. I was clever enough to insist the two rooms be adjoining. Our room was in my name, so I got a room card too. “I’m surprising my wife, can you please not tell her I already checked in?”
“No problem sir,” the concierge smiled conspiratorially at me.
I knew Erin would never open the closet door in her room because she feared hotel closets. If there was any chance she might stray, I had set everything up perfectly to ensure it would be with Jake in that hotel on that weekend. And I got myself in place to watch it.
I earlier texted Erin from inside the closet where I was experimenting with positions of least pain. “Hey babe, just at the accident site now and setting up,” I lied. “Crappy hotel room for me,” I sort of told the truth, “are you guys at yours yet?”
“Just arriving!” she wrote me back right away. “So sorry you have to miss it! We’re going to settle into our rooms then go out to some place at 6 Jake already reserved for us for dinner and . . . . yes, wine! Yippee!”
Sure enough, I heard her hotel room door beep and buzz a few minutes later and Erin came in, dropping her bag on the bed. She examined it carefully the way she always does hotel rooms, except the closet as usual, and then stopped at the adjoining door. I stretched my neck out to watch closely through the gap in my doors. She grinned and rubbed her chin like someone wondering, before tapping lightly on the door.
Jake tugged on his side and I could hear his muffled voice. “You have to unlock it too!”
“Oh!” Erin laughed and when she twisted the lock, Jake flung the door open. “Oh!” Erin laughed again in surprise. “I see how this works now!”
“Yeah, party room! Twice as big. Too bad Lars can’t be here.”
“Yeah, too bad. So, we have an hour or so, right?”
“An hour, yeah, the place is 30 minutes out, so let’s try to meet down in the lobby at 5:30?”
“Great,” Erin said, “I’m going to get in a work-out and a shower. See you Jake! And thank you!”
“Hey,” he said, pointing a finger gun at her. “I’m glad you’re here. We’re going to have so much fun even if Lars has to miss it.”
I smirked. Missing nothing, my friend, missing nothing.
“I think so,” she said, and she closed the door gently on the grin she gave him. Neither of them locked their side of the door, either. I jutted my jaw. She wasn’t acting odd around him anymore. Was it that she only acted odd around him when I was there?
The gap between the two closet doors was about a quarter inch and allowed me to see most of Erin’s room when I moved back and forth on my reddened knees. She sat on the edge of her bed, dropped her denim jacket off her back and peeled her boots off. She laid back to struggle out of her black tights and stood up to tie her white t-shirt half-way up in a knot behind her back, baring her stomach. She was wearing her grey cotton bikini panties. She might have been my wife, but I still melted to gaze at her.
She put on one of her track-lists for dancing — beat heavy trance-inducing electronica stuff — and she curled her arms up over her head, closed her eyes, and began to sway and curl her hips. She loved dancing — she called it creative working out — but she never danced in public and seldom even in front of me. You’d know why if you ever saw her doing it.
On her face was the relaxation of someone a million miles away. She undulated and writhed on the spot between the two beds and directly in front of the gap in the closet doors picking up the rhythm of her music. I’d spied on her before. To watch her dance privately was to be treated to the most sensuous display by the sexiest woman imaginable. The way she moved to the music in the streaming late afternoon daylight, she was entrancing. To watch her you’d think she was channeling some spirit guide from ancient lost blood in her ancestry. I only wish I knew what she was thinking when she was in that state. It looked as close to fucking as a woman can get without a man.
I watched her dress in blue jeans, a pink college hoody, and white trainers. The only hint she wore, and she always wore at least one, was the very expensive man’s watch I bought her for her birthday a year before, which she clasped around the wrist of her hoody sleeve. That and the earrings of rods of molybdenum. Erin was a remarkable and classy woman. Even when she dressed down, she was up.
When she turned out the lights and quietly departed her hotel room, allowing me to catch my breath and crawl out onto the floor, I grimaced in pain at the ceiling over what I had planned, over what I hoped for. I pulled myself up to the tall narrow windows looking down onto the main street three floors down. They’d parked in the hotel driveway. I watched Jake help her in and shut her door and I ducked when he shot a glance up to the rooms before ducking into his own side of the car. I made my way to the stairs and down to my own secretly booked room to stretch out and think about what to eat myself. It could be a long night if Erin didn’t go to his room.
“Don’t forget,” I texted Erin, “I want to know everything, play-by-play. I’ll be there in spirit.”
“Oh,” she wrote back instantly. “I forgot the first thing! We’re driving out to the first winery for dinner and sampling. Jake reserved for 6. I’ll tell you what we order!”
“How are you guys doing?”
“Jake is wonderful. He’s looking after me very well. He’s a bit of a charmer, did you know that about him?”
I twirled the phone in my fingers pondering, looking vacantly at the silent murders occurring on the TV, wondering how exactly to answer her. “A girl would be forgiven,” I chose to write.
“Meaning?” she wrote back.
Again my mind flooded with the words I could not quite bring myself to say. “Just agreeing that’s he’s charming as hell. I lived with him when he was developing that charm, remember?”
“Must have been noisy nights I’m guessing . . . “
Did Erin just make a joke laden with sexual innuendo? It was unlike her. I had to remind myself she was alone with the snake in his car secretly texting me and far from home with no sign of me around and staying the next three nights in a strange old hotel next door to him through a private passage.
“I learned a few things listening,” I grinned writing back to her.
“I have a hard time imagining you two living together.”
“Why is that?”
“You’re polar opposites.”
“I knew you’d like him.”
“Not saying that!”
“It’s okay, all women fall for the guy.”
“I’m not falling for him! You’re making me blush!”
“No shame in it. It’s Jake. I know what he does to women.” I was so close . . . .
“I don’t know what you’re saying anymore.”
I hovered my thumb over the letters. But I couldn’t do it. “I just want you to have a good time this weekend, that’s all, even if I can’t be there.”
“I think it would have been better if you were.”
“Now I don’t know what you’re saying anymore!”
“We’re here, I’ll put the phone away while we’re inside — don’t want to be rude.” She was evading now.
“Don’t forget to text me as soon as you come out,” I wrote. I checked my watch to mark the time it took to drive.
She was radio silent for over two hours. Finally, as I was nearly nodding off on my bed below with the TV chattering at me about war and pestilence, my phone buzzed under my hip.
“Sorry! Jake wanted to show me some things, now we’re almost back to the hotel. I had ravioli, was yummy!”
I snapped awake. “How far out?” I grabbed my shoes and hopped to the door.
“I don’t know — oh! Here we are, the hotel!”
Fuck! I scurried out my room and hurried down the hall to the stairs and up to her room. I stuffed myself back in her closet. “What did he show you?” I tried to sound as normal as possible.
“A nice lookout spot up the side of the mountain where you can see the whole valley.” Good one, Jake, I thought.
I had been less reticent about telling Jake about my fantasy than my wife.
“You sure you’re not going to change your mind and fucking kill me or something?” Jake and I stared each other down in my den ostensibly watching a game. Erin was up and down, coming and going and showing up in different clothes every time and unable to just sit and relax. She acted oddly around him, like I said.
“I’ve thought about it too much. I have to experience it. I don’t trust anyone else but you.”
“You trust me with your wife?”
“I trust you to borrow her and then put her back the way you found her. What I don’t want is any lingering residue after. That’s what I trust you for. You never get hooked.”
He shook his head and looked up at me sideways and extended his hand. “Bro,” he said, “I will help you out.” We made the wine tour plan that night.
“Was it far?” I texted her.
“No, just a few minutes out from the winery.”
“You were out a long time,” I pointed out.
There was a long delay in her response. Finally she said, “We talked up there a little.”
I left it at that but I wondered what I missed. “What are you guys doing now?”
“Just going make an early night of it I think. Super tired. Need to sleep!”
I tapped the phone against my head. I had a couple of minutes to decide to get out instead of spending hours making sure she was asleep before crawling out bent and broken, or to place my bets with Jake and trust that he’s going to get her in his room. Coming into her room would be a second-best outcome — I’d see it, but I’d be sore. Jake had no idea I stole up there and was planning to watch him in action on my wife.
I also had one final moment to pull the plug on the whole thing. I only had to text, “Investigation cancelled, I’ll be up in two hours,” and the whole thing would be off. But the window closed when her hotel room door opened. I turned my phone completely off to avoid any surprise buzz or noise that would give me away.
So much for Erin being super tired, needing to sleep, or making an early night of it. They came into her room together. I was already scandalized. It might have been step one of what I secretly imagined, but to see the reality of it, to already be thrust into the scene of it, to immediately watch my wife so blatantly and readily lie to me, was at once appalling and thrilling.
She chuckled in a high pitch and yanked his arm to get him in her room more quickly, shutting the door behind him and throwing on every lock possible.
“It’s like you want to be found out!” she grinned and growled at him.
“Nobody here knows us.”
“Still! They know I’m married, and they know it’s not to you.” She tittered nervously.
She peeled her boots off and nearly violently shut her curtains. Jake sat in one of the chairs and propped two new wine glasses he brought on the table and examined the label of the wine he pulled from the bag.
“That the one I liked best?” Erin sat in the other chair at the small table and fiddled with her phone looking at her playlists.
“It is,” he nodded, popping it open.
As he poured, she got up, went to the bathroom, and coming out, turned the lights down before coming back to her chair. On her phone was one of her dance track-lists.
She slowly bopped her head and he just stared over at her silently.
“What?” she grinned at him with wide eyes and nervous tone.
“It’s just, I like the way you move.”
She shook her head and looked down. “That was nice, earlier.”
“The meal?”
“No!” she rolled her eyes and almost snorted. “The meal was nice too, though.”
“The view up there?”
She looked at him sideways through her hair fallen over her eyes. “I didn’t notice a view.”
He grinned. I closed my eyes to steady myself. “You look like you want to dance,” he finally said, watching the way she was wavering in her chair.
“It’s just the music, I dance to this a lot.”
“At home like?”
“Yeah. Is that weird?”
“Alone?”
“Yes! You’re embarrassing me.”
“Erin, I deal every day with people who do their own thing in extreme ways. We are all permitted to do whatever we like to do — and even to experiment to find new things we might like. It’s all allowed. We own our lives.”
Erin stuffed her hand in her jeans pockets as though needing to stop herself. “Would you mind?”
“Mind what?”
“I don’t know, maybe it’s the wine or maybe it’s the hotel room, but I feel like dancing. Just don’t laugh, okay?”
“Erin, I’m not going to laugh.”
“And no telling Lars!”
“That’s up to you.”
“And don’t get any funny ideas either.”
“Like what?”
“I think you know! You’re a nice kisser, by the way.”
So they kissed up at the lookout, how quaint.
“Why thank you.”
“But that’s all that’s going to happen, okay?” she said, standing up and facing him. She slowly, steadily, brought the zipper down the front of her pink hoody. “I’m nervous about you watching.”
“I judge performances all the time.”
“That’s what I’m nervous about,” she tugged the tag of her zipper off the bottom and let her hoody fall open.
“It’s safe.”
She shrugged her hoody off down her arms and started twisting and tugging at the buttons of her jeans. “I just need to take these off, they’re a bit tight.”
“Of course.”
“Don’t look.”
Jake hid his eyes behind his fingers but made it obvious he was peeking.
Erin laughed and threw her head back. “Like I can’t see you cheating.”
“You’re so freakin’ beautiful, what am I supposed to do?”
“I just don’t want you getting the wrong idea.” She opened her jeans and bent over at her waist peeling them down her legs inside out. She kicked her toes and freed herself from the jeans, draping them over the back of her chair. She toyed with the bottom edge of her t-shirt, tugging it up her body and looking away from Jake up into the ceiling, even though he was no longer even pretending to cover his eyes.
“Do you promise not to laugh?”
“I promise.”
“Sooo . . . . “ she grinned and covered her face. Her hips began to slide back and forth finding the time of the music. “There’s something I’ve been interested in but I’m too shy to do it with Lars.”
“What’s that?”
She bit her bottom lip and closed her eyes and threw her arms over her head, going back into her trance mode. “I’ll just show you,” she said with more breath than voice. She twirled around and raised herself on her toes. The way she moved across the floor was like smoke curling off a neglected cigarette. I pressed my eye into the gap mesmerized by her. She was wearing pale blue cotton bikini panties.
When she reached Jake’s legs, she bent over and placed her hands on the knees of his outstretched legs. He had folded his arms behind his head but when he budged, she wagged her finger at him and shook her head slowly side to side. “No touch,” she said in a soft, nearly inaudible voice. She dipped low down in front of him and waved her ass up and out behind her. She turned around against him and stuck her ass out toward his face and twisted to look down over her shoulder at him, pulling all her hair forward and over her face. She bent her knees lower with every beat and finally sat down facing me on his knees.
She continued dancing, spreading her legs around his, even snaking her feet and toes around his calves and heels. She moved side to side on her hips and reached over her front to grip the edges of her t-shirt. She twisted around to look at him through her hair. “You promise not to touch?” she said quietly and intimately to him.
“Promise,” he said.
“No matter what?” She raised the edge of her t-shirt to the beginnings of the bottom band of her bra. Still she moved on him, arching her back, jutting her chest and rolling her shoulders. The scene was incredibly intimate and sensual. My breathing was short and my heart was fast. This was not sweet, quiet, reserved Erin.
“No matter what,” Jake continued to agree.
She lifted her t-shirt and curled it over her breasts so her bra was exposed. She reached behind herself and gripped both of his wrists and pulled his arms out in front of her. She curled her arms with his around her waist and made him hug her from behind. She moved hip first, shooting her torso slowly to one side and then the other, crunching her stomach and releasing, and leaning her head back to sweep his face with her luxury of hair. She dragged her fingernails up his arms and leaned back against his body so her head rested into his shoulder and she turned her face to his.
“Only a little, okay? I think it’ll be fine if we can stop.” she nearly whispered.
“Okay,” he said.
She shot herself forward and bent over far enough to push her hands over her thighs and down her calves to grip her ankles. She slid her ass back on his lap until her tailbone met his abdomen. She wriggled her hips and pressed down harder on him.
She sat back up and slowly pulled his hand from her waist up to the clasps on the back of her bra. Without saying anything she tapped it and he obeyed. She let the loosened straps fall down her arms and covered her bare breasts.
I mouthed silently behind the gap in the closet doors, “What the actual fuck . . . . “ She was lap-dancing him! My wife stood up with her palms still covering her opposite breasts and she delicately raised a leg so she could twist around and sit back down on him, facing him.
“You better not, I’m warning you, okay?” she said to him as she let go of her bare breasts and let her wrists flop over his shoulders. She began to dance more vigorously on him, curling her hips forward and back, arching her back and shoving her chest perilously close to his face. She began to shoot her stomach out toward one side and then the other. She plunged her hands into her hair and tugged. Jake wrapped his hands around her tender waist and she moaned and smiled with her eyes closed, lost in that trance mode again. “Higher,” she said to him. He moved his hands up to just under her bare breasts. “Higher,” she said again. “A little.”
I was losing my shit in the closet. I don’t know what I expected or hoped, but what I imagined was nothing like this. I saw in my many imaginings nasty grunting, humping sex like I watched years ago when peeking through Jake’s bedroom door. I did not see my wife seduce Jake so wildly I’d be bursting in both mind and body.
“Remember to stop though,” she said to him in so low and moaning a voice she sounded like she was on the cusp. She dragged her erect nipples across his cheeks and even his lips.
Jake moved his hands up her sides and covered her breasts. She moved spasmodically on him thrusting her chest up and down and side to side all over his face.
He gripped her breasts in both his hands and squeezed. “Okay stop,” she seemed to almost cry and her hands dropped shaking to his lap where her fingers, long and elegant, tugged uselessly at his belt and pants.
She kicked behind herself to make him straighten his legs and she slid down his calves to land on her knees on the floor between his spread legs. “Just to make you more comfortable. Don’t get any ideas.” She undid his belt and pants and stood up, pulling desperately at the bottoms of his pants. When they came off she stumbled backward right into the closet I hid inside of. The doors rattled against my face.
She went back down on her hands and knees and walked like a panther up to him, pulling herself up his legs and draping her hair over his bare lap. She tugged at the waist of his underwear with her teeth and laughed. But then she tugged again and pulled them off. Jake pulled his own t-shirt off and sat back in the chair completely naked with my wife between his legs. My heart was nearly palpitating.
Erin writhed on the floor, planting her hands on his thighs and dragging her breasts over his knees. His cock was standing up straight in front of her face. I was ready to come out, to stop things. I realized I was not ready for it. But I was frozen as though paralyzed. Erin looked up at Jake and bit her tongue smiling widely at him and she chuckled. She leaned down and without touching his cock, she poked her tongue out and dragged the tip of her tongue from the base up to the top and laughed again.
“That’s all, okay?” She gripped his cock in her hand “Did you think I was going to suck you off?” She pumped him in her hand and wiggled up on her knees closer to him and brought the head of his cock down to touch her nipples, first one and then the other.
“I have no idea what you’re going to do next.”
“Good,” she whispered, and she closed her eyes and dropped her head and wrapped her lips around the top of his cock. I nearly fell out of the closet. I clamped my eyes shut unable to decide if this was the worst thing I ever had to watch, or the best.
She pulled off of him catching her breath. “That’s all I’m going to do,” she grinned from his lap up at him and continued pumping his cock in her hand slowly, dragging the head of his cock around her pretty smiling face, kissing the shaft and poking her tongue at it. She laughed and straightened herself up, pointed her face down, and enveloped his entire cock deep into her mouth. I exhaled to the tarry bottoms of my lungs and my chin dropped. My wife bobbed on Jake’s cock hungrily, pumping his shaft with both hands into her mouth. She moved up and down all the way from the top to the base, over and over and over again.
“Holy fuck,” I breathed and not for the first time.
After a few minutes she stood back up and leaned over him with her hands planted on his thighs. She wiggled her hips and pushed with her thumbs to lower her panties down her long legs. “Do we know anyone around here?” she moaned close to his mouth before kissing him deeply and passionately. She stepped on her panties to pull them off her feet and sat back in his lap, now naked like him.
“Pretty sure not,” he assured her.
She raised herself over him and reached behind her back to pet his cock with her hand and press it against the crack of her ass. She raised and lowered herself, stroking his cock against her ass. “So we can have a private time all weekend?”
I nearly fell out again. She pressed his cock and curled her hips out. I could see her pussy lips, engorged and glistening, ready for him. My eyes darkened and my blood dropped. I was nearly passing out. She jutted her chest and curled her spine and began to paint the head of his cock through the furrow of her pussy. “Just a little, okay?” she more exhaled than spoke. She folded her knees and dropped her hips and let go of his cock. Her frame sank on him and his cock, plainly visible to me, plunged up into my wife’s pussy. Her head dropped over his shoulder and her arms tightened around his neck. She exhaled with a breathy voice so loud and deeply and high-pitched, I nearly died. She didn’t wait for him to answer.
She pulled back up on him and I could see his shaft slick from her. She began to snap her hips curling in and out on him and his hands roamed freely all over her body. She twisted and contorted and snapped and curled just like when she danced to the faster of her tunes near the peak of her “creative work out” only this time, my friend’s cock was buried deep in her pussy.
Jake wrapped his hands around her dancing ass and stood up to carry her, fucking, to the bed. She dropped down in front of him with a laugh and he pushed her knees apart, crawled on his knees between her legs, and hefted his heavy cock back into her pussy. She curled and contorted beneath him, raising her feet and arms and pulling him to her with all her limbs until he stabbed her again and she arched and cried out and smiled distantly.
I watched two people fuck for over an hour in every conceivable position. I watched my wife come to orgasm an indeterminate number of times. And when she wanted him to, I watched my wife make him shoot his cum all over her face, neck, tits and stomach when she took him from her mouth below him and pulled him the rest of the way.
When they subsided and kissed and stirred again, he got up and lead her by the hand through the adjoining door to his room. “Clean bed,” he said to her and she giggled and followed him. I gave it time and crawled out. They didn’t close the adjoining door all the way and I could see inside. My wife was entangled under the blankets with my friend with her head on his shoulder and her hand resting around his neck.
I slipped out her door and went down to my room. I was directly beneath Jake’s room by chance. It was a wooden-frame building. I was woken up by repeated rapid thumping and finally needed to go back up to Erin’s room to investigate. I listened carefully at both doors until I heard Erin’s cry through his door and safely entered hers. I crept over to the still cracked open adjoining door between the rooms and in the darkness peered in.
My wife was on her elbows and knees with her ass high up. My friend was on his knees with his grip firmly around her hips. He was pounding her so hard from behind, the bed walloped the wall. I could see her tiny fists curled up in the torn-up sheets so hard her knuckles were white. I could see her face where it pressed sideways into the sheet. Her mouth was wide open and her eyes were clenched shut. She had, just as I looked, stopped breathing. There was, for a few moments, only the sound of flesh violently smacking flesh, and the bed smacking the wall.
Finally Erin was released from her coital stasis and cried out like someone falling over a cliff. I could see, too, Jake’s head thrown back, his own face contorted in that unique mix of pain and pleasure, and then his cum gush from my wife’s pussy. They kissed and laughed and rolled around and drifted back to sleep. I looked at my phone. It was 2 in the morning.
I was woken up again at about 5 in the morning to the same sounds, and again around 8. Soon, there was no sound at all and my phone buzzed. It was Erin. “We’re up for breakfast, going to eat and then hit the road for a bit before working our way back to town through another valley full of wineries. Having a lot of fun!”
Nothing about the previous night? “How was your night?”
“Didn’t sleep well — might need a nap later.”
Didn’t sleep well — that was one way of putting it. The following night she stayed in his room the whole time. I watched through the adjoining door and, just like back when he was fucking the hottest girls around, I jerked off peeking and listening. To hear my wife cry out loud in such deep pleasure was more incredible an experience for me than I was prepared for. By the sounds of things, it was more incredible for her, too, than maybe she imagined in those times like at the cafe when she was staring out the window.
I beat them home the third day by several hours. She texted a few times saying they pulled over to see a view or walk a bit, but I had my suspicions. When she finally got home, she looked both bagged and enlivened.
I had to tell her what I knew, what I saw, and how I felt about it. But when I was legitimately called out of town for an overnight job, she asked me if I would mind if she invited Jake over for dinner and to hang out.
“He’s fun, I mean, why not, right?”
“Just you two?”
She shrugged silently. I could see the excitement and anticipation filling her face despite her attempts to control it.
“Sure, no problem,” I said.
“Great!” she kissed me goodbye.
How could I stand in the way? She was enjoying it so much and it seemed no risk to me. It wasn’t my place to give permission or deny it anyway, and like she said, to seek permission would be to change the entire complexion of the act. It became a game between us like every great seduction is. You know they’re lying, but you don’t want it to stop, or like a movie you know isn’t real, but you want to, for awhile, be totally in it.
"Got a job to go to Friday,” I said, stirring a bit of sugar into my coffee at our favorite little round table in the windows of the cafe.
Erin’s eyes scanned back and forth across the table. “Might have a friend over,” she said.
I looked right at her and she held my gaze, looking right back into my eyes hard. “Great,” I said to her. We kept each other’s eyes locked even as she said, slowly and with the tiniest smile, “Yeah, it will be.”
When she wasn’t around, I made the hall closet opposite the den comfortable for myself.




My Wife’s Secret Boyfriend

It was so dark in the thick grove of pines beside the campsite that me, Kate, and Felix booked, I couldn’t even see the ground. But just ahead, I could clearly see our tent in the flat little clearing through the black branches and trunks.
Kate had hung our dimmer-controlled electric lantern from the apex inside our spacious dome that threw a beautiful, dim, fire-toned light all around. It also cast, unbeknownst to me until that moment, gawking stealthily amidst the trees, the sharpest, most recognizable silhouettes against the outside tent walls.
And though stabbed and scratched from creeping blindly from tree to tree, what I was able to make out plainly and obviously were the shapes of my wife Kate sitting up on my best friend Felix’s lap who was laying down just as she leaned over him, letting her hair fall around both their faces to slowly bring her mouth close to his. They were kissing — there was hardly any other possible conclusion.
I thought I might catch her flirting, but I didn’t think I’d see that. But now that I saw it, I was more intrigued than horrified. How much more was going to happen? I was able to park my outrage and jealousy and focus on controlling my breathing and my stepping in the noisy dry leaves and twigs.
The kissing was, indeed, only the start. I crept up closer over the gently crunching twigs to edge behind a big trunk that was the closest to our tent. From there, I could see the silhouette of Kate push back up from what appeared to be a long necking session with Felix, only to raise her elbows, lean back her head, and clearly pull her tight, sleeveless t-shirt up and off.
I was confirmed in this supposition because the next shapes I watched were her arms folding behind her back and then her bra coming off — sharply defined by its double-cup shape dangling from her fingers, the shadow played plainly against the tent wall for me, where she held it high before twisting around and tossing it to the corner. I could hear even from that distance her smirking chuckle.
I rubbed my eyes like a cartoon but I knew that I was seeing correctly because the image was so precise, I could even make out the erection of her nipples. I also saw Felix’s hands reach up from where he laid under her, to take her breasts in his hands and squeeze them. If I had any remaining doubts about it, Kate’s high-pitched whining moan put them to rest.
I wasn’t ready for it. I was sure that my experiment would only prove to me my paranoia was unwarranted. Kate and I got along like peas in a pod. We loved each other. Felix was my crazy, unmarried and unmarry-able friend, an art buyer for a tech company who lived on a boat and knew the souks of Marrakesh and boutiques of Paris like we knew the aisles of Safeway. He was for both of us, she a downtown concierge, me a university archivist, a portal to a different kind of life that we both enjoyed occasionally visiting vicariously through him without ever going there with him.
Last time we all went camping, he ended up in a tent with two girls a few sites down the road. That was Felix all over, and we both shook our heads at each other and rolled our eyes together. He was fun, at a distance. Or at least, until now, he had always been kept at a safe distance. Kate was crossing lines tonight like a drunk driver though.
I couldn’t quite make out their exact words, they spoke so low in that hushed intimacy of a tent at night, but they chuckled a lot and Kate’s voice had that up-and-down lilt to it suggestive of excited nervousness. They were playing in bed, in Kate’s and my tent, in our sleeping bags. They were laughing, touching, kissing, and now worse. The sounds they made were the sounds of two people getting riled up in a sexual exploration of each other. There was no other way to interpret the muted sounds and silhouetted images playing against the tent wall. One thing they weren’t doing was going to sleep in there.
I felt two things, leaning my face into the rough skin of the tree, my mouth hanging open, my heart pounding fiercely: my plan to set up a test for my wife of 18 months worked like a charm and I was good at this detective stuff. And the second, watching and hearing my wife engage sexually with Felix in the belief they were alone and would not be disturbed all night, was unexpectedly the hottest thing I’d ever witnessed. The first thought I already knew; the second one changed my life.
I was able to quietly shuffle closer to the tent without snapping any branches. There came a lot of shifting around inside and kicking and giggling amidst metal clinking before I was finally able to make out what I was watching in shadow-play mode against the tent in the pitch black of late night. Felix was pulling off his t-shirt while Kate was stripping him of his belt and jeans. The awkwardness and clumsy bumping made them both chuckle. But the murmuring and laughing stopped when Kate’s head ducked down and her hair fell around her face again. This time, however, her face wasn’t going down over his face. She was dipping down low over his abdomen instead.
I stepped a few feet closer into the clearing unable to make sense of what my eyes and ears were plainly recording. Touching, kissing, making out — I had braced myself all week for how I’d manage if worse came to worst and I had to witness through the trees from the other site I secretly booked my wife getting swept up in Felix’s crazy-making words to the point she’d go that far sitting by the fire in the camp chairs or at the picnic table.
Felix always slept in the back of his pick-up while Kate and I slept in our tent. I saw what I had feared I might earlier in the evening. When the sky went dark and the crickets and frogs came up, with me delayed so that Kate would go up with Felix and set up the site, and then with me unable to go at all till the next day because of “car trouble,” I snuck into the neighboring site under cover of dark to allay my fears once and for all. Would my wife cheat if given the opportunity?
Felix was a crazy, irresponsible dude and I put nothing past him. Kate, though, was as steady and sure as any 29-year-old woman could be. I felt ridiculous even thinking she had to be tested in this way. But my mind would not settle down until I set things up at our camping site and saw for sure. I was right to be paranoid all along, though. On the picnic bench, they kissed. That for me was that, end of story.
But then I watched from afar with growing shock as Kate got more and more fidgety with her hair and with her fingers, tapping Felix’s leg and laughing too hard at every story he told.
Then they kissed again and again, each time Kate growing more and more enamored with his attentions. When they told each other it was time to stop and go to their separate beds, they stood, hugged, and kissed more. Kate laughed nervously, but did not pull away. Felix turned toward the back end of his truck, but holding his hand with both of her arms outstretched, Kate turned to head toward the tent entrance in the other direction, and wouldn’t let go of him. Instead, she chuckled, hung her head, and pulled him toward her. 
She stepped backward biting her lips and crouching down, pulling him all the way into our tent. It was her long, deft fingers that poked out a moment later and drew the tent zipper down firmly to the bottom, with Felix inside.
I had to note, for any future actions I might choose to take, that if I wanted to stay honest with myself, it wasn’t Felix who pulled Kate to the tent or Felix who zipped them in together. It was Kate who made the definitive moves. It was Kate who initiated the kisses all evening at the picnic table. It in fact was Kate who suggested she could go up with Felix in his truck to set up the site while there was still light rather than wait for me to finish the surprise work I suddenly had to look after back in town.
I carefully sat on the bench of the picnic table only 6 feet from the wall of the tent and watched the silhouette of my wife’s head drop down between her shoulders and bob in my friend’s lap. I didn’t need the suction-popping and wet-sloshing sounds to tell me what she was doing to him. I was close enough to see her lips were in a smiling shape when she came up off his cock, clearly outlined on the tent wall in front of me, as was her hand pushing up and pulling down on him. She said in fake innocence to him, after tittering devilishly, “Do you like that?” She chuckled more because of course she knew his answer, but it was muffled when she drove her lips back over and down his shaft.
She yelped because he slapped her ass but she only dug down harder onto him. There was another round of struggling shapes against the wall and sounds of laughing, yelping, giggling and faux resisting, before I saw what emerged clearly as my wife’s long, slim legs sticking straight up and the hands of Felix lifting her shorts, and then her panties, up and off her feet.
She made the sounds of a cat and I saw Felix’s knees come up and his ass rise. That was his underwear coming off.
I heard my wife’s light, playful voice protest weakly, “No!”, expressed obviously through a smile, though. “What are you doing?” she said with put-on surprise. There was a mass of limbs flashed in shadow on the wall and bodies lifting and falling. When it settled down, at first I thought she was just kissing him again, but his head raised up from the wrong end.
I could clearly see Kate raise her mouth off his cock, so hard and long it was plainly evident in her stroking hand, and roll her face up toward the top of the tent and gasp. Following down the line of her undulating back and around the delicious curve of her butt, I found Felix’s face. He was eating her out at the same time that she was sucking him off.
How far was this going to go? How much more could she do to us? I was mesmerized by the shadow play and the sound effects — Kate’s muffled moans filled the private space of our campsite clearing. I was shocked, yes, but I was also amazed. Seeing Kate, at least in outline, so sexually aggressive, was a revelation. It was dark enough, no one was around, and I’d have time to bolt if they made for the zipper. So I undid my fly and eased my cock out.  I had to. It was hard though, I was so incredibly erect watching and hearing my wife have sex with another man five feet away from me.
She was so enthusiastic-sounding, and her body writhed and twisted over his body so energetically, I had to come closer. I slipped my shorts and underwear off to avoid tripping and crept right up beside the tent wall. When Kate sat up and arched way back, her hips spiraling over Felix’s busy mouth, her head brushed the side of the tent and nearly bumped into my fist and cock, an inch away on the other side of the tenth-of-a-millimeter thick fabric.
I could hear her breathe hard and rapidly. I could hear how wet she was on his mouth. And I could see, when I looked down, how she corkscrewed her hips harder into his face. I accidentally bumped the side of the tent with my stroking and froze. But neither Felix nor Kate was in any state to notice it.
I could hear everything they said now, being inches away from them. I gingerly eased off my sneakers and gently lowered myself to kneel on them. I was now at their level, too. My wife lifted herself carefully from his face and turned around over top of him. She leaned down to kiss him again, and I could see, inches from my face, his erection rising up, his cock trembling, and her hips, hovering over it, also trembling.
They were whispering but I was close enough to hear. “We shouldn’t,” she said to him, between kisses and lickings over his lips. “We have to stop,” she said to him, even as their tongues wrestled and both of their breaths were short and high. “I can’t do this,” she moaned, even as I could see her shoulder dip and her hand emerge behind her butt that had lowered to within a hair of her butt. She kissed him sloppily and loudly, groaning and panting. I could make out her fingers wrapping around his cock and could see her hand pulling up on him. “It’s wrong,” she moaned with desperation.
It was too much for me and I lost control. My ejaculate shot all over the side of the tent before I was able to turn away, staggered on my weak legs and snatching up my shoes. I ran past the table but had to spin around and come back to grab my shorts and underwear laying there, before clambering through the dark forest in bare feet, gashing myself from the ankles to my hips.
I stopped when I got near enough to my car at the neighboring site. I was clever enough to rent a car to avoid Kate noticing my car. Now I was ready to jump in and speed off in case they came through to investigate.
My heart pounded and I felt like the world’s weirdest creep. I crouched and peered through the trees. I heard in the stillness of the night the zipper over there come up and I could hear their hushed tones as they investigated. Kate shone a flashlight around the ground and the picnic table. If she only moved it a few inches to the left, she’d have hit upon my cum still running down the wall of the tent where I had accidentally ejaculated inches from her head.
Satisfied it was only some nocturnal animal hitting the side of the tent, they went back inside and zipped it shut. I hung my head and exhaled and flashed my light at my legs. I bled from several spots and my feet were cut and bruised from hitting rocks and sticks. I peered back through the trees and noticed the light going out inside the tent. I listened as hard as I could but heard no further voices. Whatever was about to happen, I had inadvertently disrupted it. But it sure looked like it was going to happen . . ..
I slept in my car and was awoken by a beam of sunlight scarring my eyes. When I crawled out bent and broken and looked through the trees, I found Kate and Felix already up and about at the neighboring site.
But they were different. Kate gave Felix a little hip check when they were getting things out of the cooler for breakfast, and when he stopped to stare out through the trees to the lake with his hands on his hips, she snaked her arms through his from behind and pressed herself against his body and kissed his neck. Her hands wrapped around his stomach before sliding down inside his shorts to squeeze his crotch.
She said something quietly in his ear and laughed and tongued him there before pulling away and patting his butt affectionately. They looked, in a word, like a couple. “Doug’s going to be up any time soon, so don’t be getting any crazy ideas,” I could hear her call over to him.
“It’s you with all the crazy ideas, I was just minding my own business last night.”
“Oh yeah, right!” she scoffed. “And I suppose my panties came off all by themselves last night.”
They both laughed, then stopped to hug, and to kiss, long and carefree. I was pretty sure they didn’t go all the way overnight, but I couldn’t be sure.
I gave them another half hour or so to enjoy themselves before I slowly drove out of my campsite, circled around the whole park, and came back into theirs.
Kate saw me right away and strolled in tight shorts, halter and flip-flops over to catch my door as I swung it open and to hug me into her chest the first step I took climbing out.
“Trip up okay?” she cooed in my ear.
I wrapped my hands around her lower back. I was unable to erase the knowledge that Felix’s hands had been, less than 8 hours earlier, all over her naked back, and elsewhere too.
“It was fine, hardly any traffic at all. You guys have a good night last night?”
“You know it,” she said, low and gravelly-voiced with a sideways-pulled smirked. She clamped her tongue between her teeth and smiled widely with a tiny, high-pitched titter before kissing me with her tongue. “I kept some breakfast for you if you’re hungry,” she said with sparkling eyes before stepping backward to pull me with both her hands on her outstretched arms. It was a familiar pose, only I was being lead to some scrambled eggs and bacon and coffee, whereas last night Felix was being lead to the tent, to her naked body, and to some 69ing, if not more while I slept the sleep of agitated dogs 40 feet away.
I pulled onto the picnic table bench in the exact same spot I sat the previous night staring at the tent wall shadow play. Kate sat against me and rubbed my back and kissed my shoulder and neck and cheek as I ate.
She purred into my ear, “Do you like that?” It was exactly the same tone and volume as when she pulled up from Felix’s cock. She was giving me a boner all over again. I glanced at the side of the tent. My dried cum still hung from the side. They hadn’t noticed it yet.
Felix came up from the edge of the lake. “Hey buddy, glad you could finally make it, missed you last night.”
I nodded at him slowly chewing a strip of bacon. “What you guys get up to, anything fun?”
Kate pressed her body into mine and lightly chuckled, running her hand, cool and soft, around my upper thigh and down between my legs. “Missing you,” she whispered in my ear. She covered my crotch with her hand and squeezed even though Felix was right in front of us. She laughed again with her tongue between her teeth. She was being extra affectionate, even kittenish in that way she gets when she really wants attention. But I couldn’t help noticing that less than an hour before, she was reaching inside Felix’s shorts but only over the top of mine.
“Hurry and finish,” she said right against my ear where I sat holding my plate and scraping up the last of the eggs. “I need to fuck you,” she whispered.
Felix must have heard because I saw him grin and turn away. When I put my plate down, Kate right away stood up and pulled me up by the hands. She bit her lip and ducked her face down, looking up at me through the tops of her eyes and through her fallen, messy hair. She tugged me toward the tent.
“We’ll just be in here,” she announced to Felix keeping her eyes on mine the whole way. She widened her eyes and smiled provocatively.
“No problem,” Felix said only about loud enough for himself to hear.
Of course we’d made love in the tent other times with Felix and even other friends around, but we kept it discreet. This time was different. When I lifted her halter off, she yelped and squealed. When I leaned over her and sucked on her tits, she moaned loudly. When she pushed me down and stripped me and plunged her mouth down over my cock, she kept coming off of me and saying in a not-quiet way, how big my cock was, how much she loved it in her mouth, and especially how badly she wanted to fuck me.
You’d think she was putting it all on a for an audience. But it was nothing compared to the noise she made when I hauled her hips up and entered her from behind. I had barely begun to thrust myself into her before she cried out in near-screams. Someone three sites down would suppose a girl was being killed or experienced one massive orgasm after another, let alone what a friend would hear who, at last sight, was ten feet away at the same campsite.
She was good at the act as well, so much so, that it was difficult for me to remind myself this wasn’t how she normally behaved in the sack. Her loud moans and screams and cries went to my head and I pounded myself into her ferociously, my animal self lost in the delirium of imagining I’d suddenly transformed into a regular Don Juan. Only, when I finished inside her, she was quick about getting up and back out, and by the time I regained consciousness from my own epic orgasm and crawled out of the tent, I found her down by the lake with, who else, Felix.
During the week or two after that momentous weekend, Kate remained overly affectionate but also agitated and distracted. She was constantly pulling me onto the couch or bed, but also constantly pouting and scuffling like someone who couldn’t get satisfaction.
I went down to Felix’s boat one afternoon.
“Get a beer for both of us,” he said when I climbed on board. He was working on some electricals in the stern. It was a gorgeous nearly-century old schooner with mahogany and brass everywhere.
I cracked two bottles open and reclined on a deck chair. “Got to talk something over with you,” I said to him.
He sat down on a stool and bit at the insulation of a wire. “What up, homey?”
I stared at him sideways with a smirk a long time, trying to compose exactly how to say what I needed to say.
“Looks serious,” he said when my paralysis extended to ten seconds.
“It is,” I replied biting the inside of my cheek. “I know what you and Kate did up at Wagon Lake the night I couldn’t get up there.”
He continued nipping at and spitting out plastic from the wire. “Okay,” he said. To his credit, he didn’t try to deny it. “What do want to do about it?” I knew Felix well enough to know that pretty much anything I demanded, he would deliver, short of leaving town and never coming back.
A free punch to his face? The end of him and I — and Kate — ever seeing each other again? Giving me every assistance possible in whatever the outcome was — a hotel stay, moving out, finding an apartment, dealing with divorce? He would readily agree to any and all demands. He behaved atrociously in so many situations, but he also routinely owned up, made amends, spent whatever money and goodwill was necessary. He made it hard to hate him.
“Don’t you want to know how I know?”
“I don’t know, you could probably tell by the way we were acting when you finally showed up?”
“Not exactly, no.” I dumped half the beer down my throat and stared at him another long while. “I was there the whole night.”
“What the fuck you mean?”
“I booked out the campsite next door. I watched you guys though the trees between the two sites.”
He wasn’t mad, he wasn’t even shocked. He just smiled. “Dude!” He came and sat beside me and slapped my leg. “You fucking watched us?”
“In the tent too,” I said.
“How the fuck?”
“With the light on that Kate hung up inside, the whole tent was one big glorious shadow show.”
“And yet you didn’t do anything.”
I stared in the distance before answering. “She seemed to really enjoy it,” I said.
He tentatively clinked his bottle to mine but kept his side-eye on me when he tilted it way back to swallow most of what remained.
“And yet I get the strong impression she would never leave me for you.”
“Even I get the willies just thinking about that. It would not be healthy.” We both cracked open fresh bottles. “So you’re not totally mad at me for doing that?”
“Felix,” I said, “You’re too hard to be mad at for starters, and I gotta say, I love Kate very much, you know that.”
He nodded.
“I’m just not feeling anything about it. I’m not feeling anything bad about it, I should say. I’ve been trying to feel angry and shit all week, but it’s you, for fuck sakes, you never mean wrong, and it’s Kate, I feel like I understand it all. It looked like it was just fun, and nothing more.”
“Here’s to that,” he said. “If you don’t mind my saying, she was, she is, fucking hot, and she is an awful lot of fun that way too. Rare combination in my opinion.”
“It was actually pretty hot watching and listening to it all.”
“How close you get?”
“That was me that bumped the tent.”
“Oh my fuck!” he bent over laughing. He slapped my knee. “She made us get up and go out, she was convinced it was a fucking bear!”
“I guess I was getting a little carried away loving it too much.”
“Got to say, dude, that’s not the reaction I would have expected.”
“It was like,” I pondered how to put it. “It was like I was enjoying her having crazy good sex vicariously, if that makes any sense.”
“It does to me. I’ve been in many situations somewhat similar to that, watching and shit, though never spying on it, that’s a different level.”
“I mean, she really seemed to get off on it. Why was that do you think? Was it because she was getting away with something?”
“It’s my unique methodology, friend.”
“Seriously, I think it’s the opportunity thing, I think it’s getting away with something that’s forbidden.”
“You might have something there.”
“I mean, Felix, I know, you’re a different league from me, I get it. Of course it was you. You’re the wild man, you go all over the world buying art, you’re a great storyteller, I get that.”
“But you think it’s something more too.”
“I didn’t mind her having that experience. It was weird. It wasn’t threatening to me, it wasn’t anything more emotional than maybe finding your wife masturbating.”
“Thanks, that’s all I am, a dildo.”
“You know what I mean. If you found a girlfriend masturbating, you’d not stop it, you’d maybe even watch it, and when she climaxed, you’d feel her elation, wouldn’t you?”
“I see where you’re going.”
“That’s all I felt, the whole night.”
“When you put it like that, I understand what you’re saying.”
“I got off on it, Felix. Do you think there’s something wrong with that?”
“No, no! Shit, I’m the last person to tell anyone there’s anything wrong with anything they do!”
“I fucking jerked off against the tent the night you guys were doing it. The bump, that was me losing my balance when I was fucking shooting all over the place.”
Felix laughed harder than ever. “Oh fuck, man, I got to use this story! I mean, no names of course, but that is fucking hilarious!”
“Yeah, so, I was wondering.”
He looked at me long and hard. “You fucking animal. You want me to do it again with her.”
“She was having a fucking great time. You should have seen her the next day, all week. She was a foot off the ground the whole time. She’s never fucked me so wildly as she has since then.”
“She woke up.”
“Maybe you woke her up. I mean, she was always good and game, but the whole thing kind of injected a renewed vigor to it all.”
“And you want it to go again.”
“I’ll fucking kill you, I will literally kill you, if you mention it to anyone, but I’m fucking raging hard right now just thinking about you getting her in bed again.”
“You know we didn’t actually . . . “
“I know.”
“So, you put us alone in a bed again, and there’s no guarantees about all that might happen.”
“I am aware of that.”
“Aware, okay, but are you prepared?”
“I want to watch again.”
He tilted his beer back long and deep. “Guy’s boat in the next slip, we have keys to each other’s cabins. We check each other’s boats out when we’re not around.”
“You got keys to that boat right out there?”
“I do. And the guy’s gone for two weeks.”
We both went out to look. “Fuck Felix,” I said to him. “It’s like all his windows look right into your windows.”
“You’re a sick puppy,” he said, unlocking the padlock and creaking open the cabin door.
I checked out the views, telling him on phone to move around the place. I could see everything. “Crack the windows open, let me see if I can hear too.”
He put music on his phone. I could make it out clearly, with my windows open. I came back out, locked it up, and sat on his stern again. “Holy fuck I can’t believe I’m asking this.”
“You want me to do you wife don’t you.”
“How we going to set this up?”
“You and Kate come down for a bar-b-que, you get called away on something, and then half an hour later, text her and say it’s a bigger problem, you can’t come back all night.”
“She wouldn’t see through it?”
“People only see through plans when they want to. I have the feeling she isn’t going to want to figure it out.”
“What could possibly pull me away and then keep me away all night?”
“A flood in your office?”
“Fuck that’s a good one. Archival storage being flooded, of course that would be a serious emergency and of course I’d be front and center on site.”
“There you go.”
“And then, once I get there, I realize it’s a bigger problem than I was told, and we have to move stuff all night.”
“Perfect,” he said, clinking my bottle again. “And I’ll offer to drive her home, only since you’re not at home the whole night, we’re not in any rush.”
“I’ll tell her I’m committed there till noon tomorrow, when someone else can come take my place.”
“She’ll relax if she knows there is no time limit.” He tossed me back the boat neighbor’s keys. “Just don’t fucking jizz all over the guy’s boat, would ya?”
The night that came was a gorgeous, warm, clear-sky night. It was a casual bar-b-que on his boat, but for some reason, Kate looked extra done-up. She wore an incredibly sexy off-one-shoulder tight-waisted mint-green sundress and tall sandals. She’d had her hair done too, “No reason,” she barely kept from squealing that afternoon. She was giddy, and sexy as all fuck.
All evening she bounced her leg on her other knee toward Felix. She laughed at everything he said, she made eyes at him, and she just stared the whole evening. She couldn’t have known what Felix and I planned, but she couldn’t have been more excited and full of nervous anticipation if she did know.
I set an alarm on my phone to go off like a phone call, and when I took it, I stared down like I was concentrating hard on what was being said. I turned around and sat back down in front of Kate and took her hand in mine. “Sweety, I have to go — some pipe has burst in the archives, I gotta go check it out.”
“Aw, sweetheart,” she said, touching my cheek with the back of her finger. She was not terribly upset.
“I’ll be like under an hour. Why don’t you stay here, I’ll get back soon as I can.”
“That’s fine,” she said. “We won’t go anywhere without you,” she laughed. “I hope you’re not gone too long.”
“Alright,” Felix said. “You know where to find us.”
I left, but I didn’t go far before turning around and sneaking aboard his neighbor’s boat. I kept the windows closed and curtains pulled but I was able to peek through them and see Kate and Felix laughing and talking on the back of his boat.
She wasn’t making any moves. I let nearly half an hour go by before I called her. It was already dark and the stern was lit up with a few lights and the inside cabin was glowing orange. I explained to her the bad news. She took it well.
“Tell him I can drive you home later,” I could hear Felix say, both through my phone and through the window.
“You sure you okay with that?”
“It’s Felix, what could possibly go wrong?” she laughed.
I turned the sound off my phone and very carefully eased a couple windows open. I could hear my wife and Felix still chat on the back of his boat, but they were quieter now since I called, and Kate laughed more.
“You might have to help me down the steps,” she suddenly said to him, standing up and pressing the skirt of her dress against her legs.
“Where we going?” he asked innocently, but also rising to take her hand.
“Down here,” she said matter-of-factly.
I drank a beer and sat on a ledge and peered out the window. Just a few feet away I watched her turn around at the bottom of the short staircase and, even before he had come down, reaching above and behind him to close the hatch behind him, she tugged at his pants and pulled down his fly.
He stopped moving down the steps and she spread her legs around the ladder staircase. It put his hips at the perfect height for her mouth. My wife yanked his pants down and pushed her pink-frosted lips over his cock before he had a chance. She wrapped one hand around his growing erection and the other around his butt.
She sucked at him hard with enthusiasm. I’d never known my wife to exhibit so much wild sexual energy. She laughed when she pulled off and I could hear everything they said, because Felix had made sure to open his windows earlier. “I’m sorry, I’ve been dying to do that for the last three weeks,” she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
She stepped backward and pulled him with her. She shook herself out of her dress revealing for him — and for me inadvertently — a new set of underwear, black, shimmering lace with sharp red slashes through it. She looked incredible and she always did — she knew how to dress, over and under.
She laughed when he admired her. She threw her arms around his neck and lifted herself onto him, clasping her legs around his waist and locking her ankles in the small of his back. She kissed him like she’d been starving for that too.
They moved down through the boat and so did I, following along window by window. They left a trail of clothes all the way. By the time they reached his large bed, they were both completely nude. My wife walked backward lifting her knees onto his bed and continuing to pull him onto it too.
She pressed herself against him when he knelt in front of her and she pulled him down with her onto the pillows, deeply kissing all the way. I checked my phone. It might have been 45 minutes since I left, but it was only 8 minutes since I called to say I wasn’t coming back that night.
She sucked him again where he lay flat out on his back. And then she crawled up his body. She kissed him with her hair falling all around their faces. Again I could see, this time not in shadow outline, but for real, not even through windows, but through the gaps in both the open windows directly at her golden glowing skin, as she reached under her stomach, between her legs, and took his erection in her long, delicate fingers behind her butt.
“Now where were we before than bear showed up?” she said, and they both laughed about how they were interrupted the last time they were in that exact position, when I shot my load on the tent wall an inch or two from her face and interrupted things.
She cooed against his lips and they murmured to each other and laughed and she squealed and tittered. And then, when she lowered her hips and took away her hand, I heard her gasp as I saw her lower herself. She curled her spine and groaned loudly as her pussy completely obliterated his cock.
When she uncurled and came back up, I could see his cock glisten from her wetness in the dim light. She shivered and bit her lip and plunged her hips back down harder onto him and sank her face into his neck. I could see her mouth gasp and hang open as she began to fuck him, her body slamming his body, the sound of slapping flesh rising to my ears across the gently splashing water between us.
She pushed up and straightened her elbows with her hands pressed down into his shoulders. She let her head droop and her hair fall around her face. He reached up and squeezed her breasts and she rolled her head back and sighed loudly.
I was able to position myself comfortably back against a wall sitting on a ledge so that I was able to view the whole scene looking down between my raised knees. There couldn’t have been a better porn clip. They fucked in every position I knew of plus they showed me a couple I didn’t. My wife was wild with lust and fully expressive in voice and body. She was selfish, the way she rammed herself against him. She didn’t once ask what he wanted or if he was comfortable. This was all about her, and it filled me with a sense of complete fulfillment to see her lose herself in bald sexual pleasure.
It was she who rolled over onto her elbows and knees and who lifted her hips high up and dropped her face down onto the bed, waving her ass for him to storm her. When he did, he was rough. I could see my wife’s fingers, knuckles whitened, gripping the sheets and her face grimacing and gasping. Her whole body was jolted by his heavy ploughing.
When she orgasmed, it was long, deep, and totally self-oriented. I was, of course, unable to take it, and I came too.
I fell asleep. That wasn’t part of the plan, but I was awoken by high-pitched gasping sounds that grew higher and higher. Unsure what I was hearing, I made my way from the bed back through the boat, and was stopped in my tracks at the window that looked across into Felix’s bedroom window.
My wife was riding him. I watched again as she moved on him like waves pounding a beach. She stunned me with how selfish she appeared, in the best way. I don’t know if he came, but she certainly did on top of him, and she laughed when she finished and apologized too.
I sat on the back of the neighbors’ boat staring at the rippling water and the starlight dancing in it knowing they weren’t headed home anytime soon. But I was surprised to discover they weren’t getting much sleep either between their bouts. I could hear more moaning and groaning and I went back below decks to see. They were in the galley now, naked, playing around, and he got her on the table and was standing in front of her raised legs ramming himself into her again.
We screwed a lot when we were first getting tougher. But we didn’t go three times in one night.
At daybreak, I slipped away and got home. I instantly fell asleep the second my head hit the pillow. It was around 11 AM when I was woken up by the sound of Kate coming in. That’s when I remembered, I told her I wasn’t going to be home until 12. She already saw my car out front. She was supposed to be home long before I got home.
I pretended to be sleeping when she crept into the lit-up master bedroom. She went straight through to the shower. I got up and went down and made coffee. She came down about 45 minutes later in a bathrobe.
“Long night last night?” she asked, putting a pod in the machine for herself and ignoring the mismatched timelines.
Was she going to pretend I didn’t notice her coming home more than 12 hours after I left her on Felix’s boat? “Crazy night. We saved most of it, but it’s a big job coming up.” I gave it a few beats. “You?”
“Me what?” she turned away, guilty-looking.
“Long night?”
She turned around and leaned her butt against the counter. “Yeah,” was all she said, soft as a mouse. Our eyes met. So much was exchanged in that three-second stare, but not a bit of it was negative.
I came up to her and hugged her long and hard. She was stiff at first but then melted into me. I said into her ear, “Want to go back upstairs?”
She paused a long moment before answering. “Maybe later,” she said. Then she added, either “kind of sore,” or it could have been, “sleep in some more,” I wasn’t sure. But when she went back up without me, I saw her smile to herself and thumb text on her phone. My wife had a secret boyfriend, and I couldn’t have been more excited.




Just Pretending to Cheat

My wife Nina has many tells when she’s aroused. But she doesn’t know she gives herself away so obviously. She denies it when I call her on it — with a blush, by hiding her face, by pulling the sheets up over herself when we’re watching shows and George Clooney comes on, for example. It’s all in her eyes, though. You can tell what she’s thinking, it’s like she can’t help it.
What she didn’t know, though, was that nothing turns me on more than seeing her turned on. We were both 36 and married six years. I brought her to my conferences — I’m construction manager for public projects and we have them often.  The original idea was her and I could enjoy the free hotel together, but I liked watching her eyes widen and her face flush when I introduced her to those tough and rich older construction company-owning types she really seemed to fall for.
“I just like meeting them because they look like such deep characters,” she told me. “But, Cliff, come on, they’re purely research for me,” she insisted with a wry grin. She was a make-up artist on film and TV crews. But she also lead a rich internal life. She always took part in one writers’ workshop or another and had several pilot scrips “in the drawer.” “I like to imagine things, what?” she said, pulling her hair over her eyes.
“Those are called fantasies, Nina.”
“Not those things!” she went red again. I loved teasing her about it.
Nina loved intrigue and I can’t imagine the scenarios she cooked up in that distracted mind of hers when I caught her lingering with her gaze on some big, barrel-chested self-made guy I just introduced her to. She would try, but fail, to keep her eyes from drawing down and up their bodies.
“Research going okay?” I leaned over and mumbled in her ear.
“Stop it!” she groaned back, looking down, away, anywhere but back at me, or the man I caught her checking out.
I determined to introduce her to Dylan. He’s 50, so about 14 years older than her — just about perfect. He does consulting on high-end restaurant interiors. He’s also easily the most naturally charming person I’ve ever known. And he’s got hands like old baseball mitts.
Nina reacted to him more strongly than I’d ever seen her get, when I waved him over to our table one night where Nina and I were having drinks with a few others. I was embarrassed for her in front of the other people, she was so obvious about it, but she feigned complete innocence after.
“Dylan’s an interesting character, isn’t he?” I said to her on our way back up the elevator.
“Which one was that again?” she replied blinking up at me like an innocent doe on her first time in the woods.
“Big guy? Very charming? He certainly noticed you — he was looking you all up and down.”
“Oh I think I remember him now,” she nodded like it was just coming to her. But there she went again, blushing. She would be the absolute worst poker player. “Sure, if you’re into sort of thing,” she droned dismissively.
I knew Dylan a little bit through different associations. But he got me into this cooking class he goes to — I’d told him once I liked messing around in the kitchen and he was right when he said I’d love the competition cook-off class he’d been going to. Turns out the man of all trades also can cook. We had a competition coming up in our class and Dylan and I decided we should practice together on each other.
Presentation and service were part of the scoring, so we decided Nina could pretend to be a couple with me at a restaurant for Dylan’s presentation at his place, and then she could be a couple with Dylan for my presentation the next night at our place. Dylan presented first, so Nina and I got dressed up like a couple going out for dinner and used his condo dining room as the restaurant.
His service and offerings went well enough. The evening was focused on the details of his plates and the pace of his appearances. It was a fun evening and we both got to know the guy better, which was great.
But for my presentation the next night, things went decidedly different. We realized our dining room didn’t look or feel much like a bistro, so we fixed it up with a few strings of point lights and piped in classical music.
When we got the look right, Nina said the test needed more back-story for the “guests” — her and Dylan — to really feel the experience. “I sort of think we broke his pace by constantly talking about it as a practice. For yours, he and I should put ourselves in a play, like, and stay in character the whole time — that’s the only way we’re all going to get the whole restauranteur experience.”
Nina got seriously into working out the minutiae of the scenario. I didn’t know she was so enthralled with role play.  “Maybe the scenario can be you and Dylan are both divorced and testing the dating market again,” I suggested.
She didn’t like that one. “Would be more exciting, wouldn’t it, if I’m cheating on my husband?” She widened her glowing eyes at me like she was really interested in that one. “I can be stepping out with my illicit and very rich boyfriend, going to a restaurant my loser husband couldn’t even afford to walk into!” she playfully punched my stomach and rolled her head back laughing. She loved teasing me like that, always going on about how I better make enough money to afford her.
“You really seem to want to play the cheater,” I narrowed my eyes at her with a grin.
“I do!” she murmured low and gravelly to me, pressing herself against me and staring up into my eyes from below my chin. She squeezed my balls through my pants and pulled my head down to bring my ear to her lips. “Makes me wet,” she barely whispered before squealing and peeling off to the bedroom. “Come help me pick an outfit for my big secret boyfriend date!”
For her fake-date, she started with her short black platform boots with the pen-a-boo toes and the oversized steampunk brass buckles, rivets and little chains all the way up the ankles. It was hard to focus because she was otherwise completely naked. She knew she had a super-hot body and she loved parading it in front of me as though she was unaware she was naked or forgot what it did to me. When I tried to touch her, she slapped me. “I’m getting ready for my boyfriend, this isn’t for you,” she grinned looking away, enjoying playing with my emotions.
She filched through her underwear drawer and held up for me super sexy white hipster panties with small lacy scallops around the edges in one hand and racy pink very small thong panties in her other hand. She tilted her head right and left and shrugged at me. I nodded to the hipsters. She pulled them on and twisted and turned in the mirror checking her body in the panties from every possible angle. But what she was really doing was making me want to touch her again because she enjoyed slapping me away from her body so much before. But when I cupped her pretty butt, she didn’t slap me. She just said, “Think he’ll like those?” My heart skipped a second because she said it so seriously, it was for a moment like we weren’t pretending.
She pulled on and zipped up at the hip a short black leather miniskirt. She turned her back to me so I could clasp her bra and she threw over her head a grey oversized knit sweater with a thick, bunched-up neck. She looked incredible with her sand-blonde straight cut hair parted on the side, her hazel eyes, her lemonade-pink gloss lipstick and perfect, natural make-up.
She turned to me after examining her face in the mirror and putting on her final touches. “Good?” she said softly.
“For whom?” I said, unsure anymore if I was still getting the drift of what was going on.
“For Dylan of course, my boyfriend.” She chirped with excitement.
“The little play hasn’t started yet,” I said.
“Says who?” she whispered to me, kissing me, but lightly so as not to mess her lipstick. “I’m getting you used to it now so when you’re trying to do your service, you’re not too distracted or shocked at what you see.” She left the bedroom and looked amazing from behind — maybe too amazing, I began to think.
“What am I going to see?”
“You’ll see,” she loved to tease.
Dylan played his part to a T as well. He showed up in an off-white linen sport coat and pink-collar shirt and narrow khaki pants looking like a movie star stepping off a yacht. The plan was, they were to step outside the condo door, then come back in fully in character as though entering the front of a tiny, famous bistro, and I was to greet them as the restauranteur and seat them where we would start the service.
“I’m cheating on my husband with you,” Nina stated matter-of-factly to Dylan.
He pointed to me. “This guy right here?”
“No,” Nina corrected him. “That’s just a very discreet waiter at the very expensive restaurant you’re sneaking me away to.”
“Okay, I like that.”
“. . . . and after, you’re bringing me back to your place in your Porsche.”
“I actually have a Porsche!”
“I know,” Nina said back to him, her eyes locked on his with that look again. She gets wet easily, something that embarrasses her. I knew the look in her eyes when it was on for her, and she had that look in spades.
“We’re all going to stay completely in character the whole time,” I told Dylan. “No laughing at ourselves, no checking in, no commentary on how things are going.”
“Agreed,” nodded Dylan. “Good idea, I love it.”
“Think you can handle it?” Nina said to him. She was joking of course, but not really.
“Do we really need that after part?” I asked Nina.
She was backing herself into the front of Dylan’s body. “It’s got to feel real, it’s like swinging your bat, you have to plan the follow through as well, or you don’t swing any good.”
Dylan and I looked at each other over the top of Nina’s head and nodded. It was hard to argue, much as I thought I ought to.
“In writing, you don’t need to have just a good pre-story in mind for characters, you need a good post story too,” she informed us.
“And the post story here is you’re going over to his place after eating where you’re going to . . . “ I didn’t finish the sentence.
She curled her lips and blushed but she kept her deadly eyes on mine. “Let’s have fun with it, why don’t we,” she said too softly. “You don’t have to know what’s going on between he and I.” She stepped back further and was now, as was obvious to me, pressing herself hard against him. I could tell her pretty ass in that short black leather skirt was pressing into his pelvis. Dylan showed nothing, but then he was a very good poker player.
They went out the door and let it close. I went to the kitchen and chewed my thumb unsure what I had let her talk me into. I heard them come in a few moments later and I waited a few moments too for the sake of realism before I came around the corner and headed toward them down the hall. What I saw nearly bowled over. Nina took the “stay in character” vow seriously.
Just seeing her holding hands with him startled me. I loved watching her secretly flirt with guys, but seeing that level of contact right up front and personal right in front of my eyes caught me off guard. I realized she had become far more relaxed around him after spending the previous night at his presentation and getting to know him a lot better.  But I was unprepared for her level of acting, if that’s what it still was.
It didn’t help me stay in character that Nina hugged him, wriggled her lithe, little tight body against him, and bit her lip and smiled up at him full of what she over-played as obvious sexual excitement. I half suspected she was getting off on the fact she could go ahead and imagine in her busy little mind what she really wanted to do, and even do it, and that it was going to fly under the radar because it was neatly tucked inside the context of an acting gig for my dinner service practice.
The way she made eyes at him, the way she smiled, and the way her face and body contorted with anticipation was overpowering my mind. The fact she dressed and looked so exceptionally hot was a major distraction for me. But she totally ignored me. She had eyes only for her “boyfriend.” She twisted on her feet on the end of his arm with both her hands wrapped serpent like slithering around his big hand like she was just soaking inside those hot little panties of hers.
I lead the cheating couple to their table — comically the only table in the joint — and pulled out Nina’s chair for her. She was perfect in the act. She completely dismissed me. And when Dylan pulled up his chair, she reached across right under my nose and took both his hands back into hers and rubbed her thumbs all over his. “It’s such a nice spot!” she cooed. “My husband never took me to places like this.”
Nice one, Nina.
She’d told me when we talked about it once that she gets very stimulated by big, working-man hands, and Dylan, who grew up with bricks and hammers, had the biggest, most calloused strong hands of anyone I knew. Nina was using the opportunity of our little play to get in some real-time stimulation, I well knew, holding his hands like that, rubbing them, pawing them. I liked it, of course, I couldn’t deny it was what I hoped for, but I was wary too. I didn’t expect her to get so deep into character, nor had I anticipated she’d want to so explicitly play a cheating wife.
She was supposed to be only acting hot for the guy, but I knew he was exactly the type she fantasizes about, and I knew she was in reality not needing to act turned on with him at all. It was real.
It made my job trying to prepare the dishes and bring them out so much harder. I was getting severely turned on the more my wife was getting turned on, and in our little scenario, she didn’t need to deny it or hide it, either, like she usually does. She was supposed to act turned on, it was a special night out with her secret boyfriend. The whole thing started to make my head spin and my cock start to throb. She really pressed hard for the cheating wife scenario when we were trying to figure out how to play the night. I began to suspect a strategy in her. I was concerned about what I may have inadvertently started.
The room was dimmed and the classical music wafted through setting the mood — a romantic hidden bistro. They began murmuring to each other like lovebirds, even as I stood right there placing dishes and cutlery on their table. One time I came out to refresh their wine and Nina was leaning over the table as though she had been kissing Dylan, and then pretended to feel embarrassed being caught by the waiter, flashing her eyes guiltily at me.
I had to believe she wasn’t actually just kissing him, but I couldn’t be sure and we vowed to not come out of character. The effect was powerful on me. Her eyes were not only those of a cheater embarrassed getting caught by the waiter kissing her much older boyfriend, but they were also the eyes of Nina checking my reaction to her in reality if indeed she had been kissing a man who turned her on right in front of me. I stayed in character and showed only the reaction of a waiter, which was nothing. But in the kitchen I had to rub my face and steady my nerves. The evening was turning out to be a lot more than what I had bargained for.
Nina began to take things further after the faked kiss passed with no reaction from me. She purposefully nudged her boot outside the cover of the table so I’d notice it was off. She knew the curiosity in me would not allow me to avoid checking out why. She had raised her heel to the edge of Dylan’s chair and was scrunching her foot over and squeezing his crotch with her toes, or at least she was close enough to his crotch to make it look like that. I had to believe that she wasn’t really doing it. But I had to keep my face straight no matter how my emotions contorted. 
I knew she was testing me, teasing me, but I hardly expected her to take things to such an extreme. Perhaps it was because her husband was there that she felt safe taking things way past a normal level of flirting. But perhaps I had nothing to do with it. Maybe convincing me it was all a play and that she was merely pretending to be a character instead of actually my wife, allowed her to do what she really wanted without the possibility of getting caught, because “getting caught” had no meaning with me right there the whole time.
Dylan of course stayed in character the whole time too, just staring at her with a grin and not drawing attention to what she was supposedly secretly doing to him under the table. But I had no doubt that his eyes also gave away the double-play. He was acting like the older man enjoying a secret illicit date with his younger girlfriend, but he was also Dylan the consultant enjoying, I could tell by his face, my hot wife massaging his crotch with her toes. The subterfuge of the play allowed him also to indulge without guilt or risk. The woman’s husband was right there, but it didn’t matter, it was all part of the play. There was no reason for him to stop her, even with her husband watching. But he, just like Nina, was enjoying it way too much. The evening stopped being about the food.
Nina giggled and made suggestive tongue and lip touches to her food and let him watch her eyes move over his face, his mouth, and down his body. I never knew she was such a good actor. I pondered in the kitchen watching from afar whether it was acting at all anymore. I’d seen her flirt and I loved watching it. But this was a new level. Something different was going on.
She excused herself to go to the bathroom. She even asked me, making me point it out to her down the hall to the bedroom. She turned and made eyes at Dylan when she slipped inside.
“You all good with it still?” he asked me, checking in over whether the whole scenario was getting out of hand.
But I stayed in character. “Sorry sir?”
He just snorted and raised his eyebrows. I realized I had inadvertently just given him license to keep taking things down that road with my wife. But it was Nina who shocked us both. She began to take things far too far.
While I was clearing the table for the dessert course, Nina came back from the bathroom and discreetly but not discreetly enough rubbed her hand and fingers delicately across Dylan’s back and shoulders before dropping from her clenched fist her scrunched-up panties into his lap. She sat down opposite him and chuckled with sexual mischief. I surmised she slipped into our bedroom to pull a pair of panties out of the drawer but when we were getting ready earlier and she was checking with me what to wear, she wanted my opinion even on her underwear.
“It’s just a restaurant date,” I told her, “It’s not about what comes after.”
“I know,” she grinned. “But I need to totally feel in character, like someone who is planning on there being a very good after!”
The panties she forced me to choose for her were exactly the ones she dropped into his lap — low-rise hipsters, white, small scalloped lace edges — elegant and tres sexy at the same time. I glared at her but she completely ignored me, biting her lip and looking squirmingly uncomfortable in that “can we go now” way at Dylan.
When I inquired about their choice of dessert — in reality, there was only one choice, but we all pretended — Nina squeezed Dylan’s hands and suggested they could take the dessert to go. She really hammed up the girlfriend desperate to get her boyfriend home and into bed. I was again unsure how much she was needing to act and how much she was taking advantage of the ability to straight up say to a man what she wanted to do with him, even with her husband right there at the table waiting dutifully for the order. It had been a long time, since school in fact, when I last had to try to hide my raging boner.
When I served dessert, she made a big act of feeding him hers, giggling while putting her fork in his mouth and wiping the frosting from his lips with her finger. She straight up enjoyed playing with the man and was doing so without regard for her husband. The lines between acting and reality were thoroughly blurred by that time.
I came out to join them when it was done. But clearly, neither Nina nor Dylan were ready to come out of character yet. I’d seen Nina’s tells before when she was turned on, but this was over the top. She was twirling her hair, laughing at everything he said, and was still hanging around the edge of his chair with her feet — both boots off. I looked back and forth at them sitting on a chair backward, wondering if they would break character even if I clapped my hands between them.
We talked a little about the quality of the food I made and the style points for my service, but the conversation quickly turned to how much fun it was to play-act a scenario, only Nina’s comments were all “this is fun” instead of “that was fun.” It was a subtle difference but it was not lost on me.
“I don’t want to stop yet,” she said to me, but while looking at Dylan.
I couldn’t quite tell what constituted the most fun for Nina — acting like a cheater, or the ability to flirt and even go far beyond flirting with another man, with her husband right there watching and unable to do anything about it. It was a free license to chase a fantasy, wasn’t it.
That’s when I was struck with a fateful idea. I didn’t plan it and I never imagined anything like it before. But while Nina was leaning over the table making eyes at Dylan and grinning and playing footsie with him as though we were still in the play, I could not shake from my mind what it would feel like to watch her if she thought I really wasn’t there and wasn’t going to be there for a couple of hours, either.
I didn’t think things through, but I also knew Nina well enough to know nothing really would actually happen. Or so I told myself I knew. Without warning, I startled like my phone buzzed, then play-acted myself, staring at it with alarm. I even knew to wait for one of them to ask me what was wrong. It seems we could all act.
“Crap! Something flooding the site we’re working on.” I made it out to be a serious issue — we had lots of expensive equipment that could get wrecked. I told them both that I would have to go down to check things out and supervise. I told Dylan he could stay if he liked, if Nina didn’t mind, and that I’d text when I knew more. “I’ll be like two hours minimum,” I said.
Nina said, “Are you sure that’s a good idea?” She grinned with her head tilted at me like it was a serious question.
“I have to go — I’m the boss.”
“I mean leaving me all alone with Dylan.” She smiled but her eyes conveyed something of the serious question to me.
When I just silently stared back at a loss for words, she said, “Just messing with you, Cliffy. Go on, do your thing. We’ll be fine here.”
“Ok well,” I said, turning, “I’ll text later.”
I made like I left but I shut the door and slipped silently into my office in the hallway. From there, with the door open a few inches and the lights off, I could see a corner of the dining room and about half the living room, including the sofa from the side. I thought I’d just hang out and get off on my silly thrill of watching my wife flirt more. Seeing how she wanted to be sneaky with him under the table, I wondered what I’d get to see if she didn’t have to be sneaky at all.
Before I pretended to leave, I praised both of their acting abilities, told them it got a little weird in my head because it seemed so real, and shared that I thought they could practice a little more, that maybe they both might want to check out acting for a hobby. “You should see how long you can stay in character,” I laughed. I opened and closed the door.
Nina and Dylan stayed at the table and chatted more about how much fun it was to act. Then Nina said something that took everything up a notch. “I loved pretending I was cheating with you.” They had up to that point always called it acting, not pretending. It was a subtle difference, but it was real. Acting is what you do for others. Pretending is what you do for yourself.
Dylan wasn’t helping. “I wasn’t acting or pretending. I was doing exactly what I wanted to do with you.”
That made her face red. “Come on help me clear the table and at least get these things soaking.”
I couldn’t see into the kitchen but I could hear. They chatted but they also laughed and Nina squealed, she yelped, and she fake-protested. It was when there were no sounds at all that my mind nearly exploded. I wanted to make them think I left them alone so I could watch more flirting. But now, I wasn’t able to see anything, and I wasn’t even sure if it was just flirting anymore. After a particularly long quiet spell, I heard Nina say, in a soft, quiet, intimate voice, “That was nice.”
“Are we still acting?” I could hear Dylan say.
“Not sure,” was Nina’s reply. “Come see the new sofa Cliff and I just got,” she said, chuckling. I watched her come into the frame of my view again, trailing her arm out behind her. On the end of her hand was Dylan’s hand. She was leading him to the sofa where she pulled up her legs and sat. He sat in the middle and she leaned her elbow over the top and faced him with her back to me.
“If we were actually secretly dating, I guess our scenario had us going back to your place after the restaurant, not here.”
“No reason why we can’t adjust on the fly. We could say your husband suddenly had to leave, so we decided to come up to your place instead.”
“That would be too risky!” she gasped and tapped his arm with her fingers. She was having so much fun with him. “Can you imagine, me cheating on him in our own condo, on the brand-new sofa we just bought?”
“Okay, so let’s say this is my place.”
She looked around. “We could, but I think you’re place would be like a penthouse, double level, huge windows, right downtown.”
“It is, maybe I can show you sometime.”
“Maybe you can.” She smiled at him and they stared silently at each other. What the fuck was my wife doing?
“Still, for tonight, we can pretend we’re there, I can see having a sofa just like this.”
“Do you like it?” She patted it dangerously close to his leg. “We got it just yesterday. Haven’t really broken it in yet.”
“So that’s why you were so anxious to bring me over here after dinner. Have we already been together for some time, what did your script notes say?”
“I don’t know,” Nina’s voice suddenly went breathy. She leaned toward him and kissed his lips briefly. It wasn’t the first time, which told me what was going on in the kitchen moments earlier. She smiled at him staring at his mouth without moving away. “There is no script, we’re ad libbing it all the way. And though we met once before, we’ve never been alone together. Not until now, anyway.”
“Where did we meet?”
“At one of my husband’s conferences that I went with him on.” She leaned into him and kissed him longer on the lips. “He waved you over to our table where we were having drinks with people. Don’t you remember?”
She cupped his cheek and kissed him longer again. “I turned around and you nearly leaned over my face to shake hands with people. I so wanted to jump your bones right there and then. Something about you. It was one of those instant chemical reactions.” She ran her fingers around the back of his head and drove them into his greying hair and tugged him. “I had to watch it, my husband was staring at me. But you interested me very strongly right away.” She pulled him to her again and kissed him sloppily and greedily. “It was incredibly hard getting ready for you and waiting for you tonight, not to touch myself.”
“Did you do that after we first met?”
“Uh huh. What do you think?”
She uncurled her leg and sat facing him, her arms falling around his torso, her one leg squeezing behind his back, her other lying over his lap. She shimmied on her butt to pull herself up against him sideways. I could see her black leather skirt ride up her thighs as her legs widened around him. “I don’t think we were supposed to take the act this far, were we.” She smiled at him and puffed air out her nose. He turned to answer her but she covered his mouth with hers and moaned inside the long lingering kiss. “Maybe just the one more kiss, okay?”
“It’s your call — you control your own destiny, right?”
“You know we can’t go further — we shouldn’t even be doing this. I think the scenario ended a little while ago.” She seemed to be asking him to stop her for herself.
“But you’re enjoying this aren’t you,” he pursued her. When his hand drifted down over the front of her body, she only looked, but did not pull away.
“Of course I’m enjoying it, that’s hardly the point though.” She continued looking down even though his hand found the bottom of her sweater and pushed up inside.
“If it’s just you and me, and no one else was involved in any way, would we stop?” I could tell he was feeling her breasts through the very bra that I picked for her to wear that night.
“Of course not,” she sighed as much as breathed. “But that’s not the situation in reality, is it.” Her chest heaved.
“You’re still independent, aren’t you? Married, yes, but you didn’t unplug your brain, did you?”
“I am married,” she smiled and leaned forward over his shoulder. She closed her eyes and smiled with a wide-open dropping mouth. “And no, I didn’t.”
“I think you like this, don’t you.”  He rubbed her slowly and gently.
“I do but that’s not the point.”
“Take your sweater off for me, then.”
“I don’t think we should do that.”
“But I want to enjoy you.”
“Don’t you think I look good with this on? I picked it out especially for you.” She leaned back and away from him and jutted her chest.
“It looks incredible, it was hard to not leer at you over dinner.”
She smiled and chucked. “I could tell — me too.” She leaned back and pulled the sweater over her head and went back to where she was, now wearing only her bra. “Happy now?” She shook her head in faux disgust.
“Happier,” he grinned.
“Probably only one thing you’d ever be satisfied with.”
“We are a cheating couple, after all.”
She smirked and buried her face in his neck. “We hardly needed much practice, did we.”
“Took to it naturally, I thought.”
“There was a spark of extra excitement doing that with you with my husband watching, I have to admit. I think he saw it all over me.” 
“I agree.” His hands massaged her breasts and she reached behind herself and unclasped the bra. She slid the straps down her arms and laid it carefully behind her, making herself bare from the waist up for him.
“This is still okay?” she whispered to him.
“If you like it, it is, in my books.”
She tugged him closer to her. “You know it’s not me deciding things. You’re just very good at ticking all the boxes and pressing all the buttons.”
“It sort of writes itself, this script.”
She groaned into his neck and looked past his back at the far wall behind the sofa. “You make it feel so easy, like we could actually do it here and now.”
“You don’t need me to remind you that you own your body.”
“Then why does it feel like someone else is taking over my body right now?” She smiled the way she does when she’s embarrassed, still clinging to his shoulder.
Dylan reached over and put his big carpenter’s hand on her slim thigh.
She watched it land there as though considering it. “I guess I’m either going to let you leave that there or ask you to remove it. I know what I should do.”
“What do you want to do though? Let’s play a little game first. Let’s play a game called totally honest. What do you really want to say? No commitment. Doesn’t need to happen, we just talk about what we want.”
She smiled up at him looking through fallen strands of hair. She pulled at her bottom lip, smiling, with her finger and thumb deeply considering. “You know what I’m going to say though.”
“So say it, let’s hear what it sounds like. I think that’s an old theatre acting trick. Annunciating things so you internally feel it.”
“I’m not going to do that, I have no difficulty internally feeling this,” she said, pushing her face to hide it in his neck again. I could see from the office that she was blushing deeply. She never could play poker.
“Just take off you skirt, I will only touch you there if you say for me to do that.”
“You’ll touch me there anyway, I know what you’re up to.”
“I noticed you of course at the hotel that time. I was hoping I’d get to be around you again sometime.”
“You did not. You lie.”
“Scout’s honor. I swear. You’re an incredibly attractive lady — you have the most beautiful and warm smile I’ve ever seen.”
Nina collapsed against him harder. I knew that kind of talk controlled her. “I’ll take it off but you have to control yourself.”
“Always.”
She stood up and shook her head doubtfully at him, but she found the zipper at the side and slowly slid it down her hip. I was the one that pulled it up for her hours earlier. She squatted to work it off her butt and let it fall down her legs before bending over deeply to pick it up, fold it, and lay it over her sweater on the end of the sofa.
“Satisfied?” she said sitting back on the sofa on one leg and crossing her arms over her bare chest.
“You know I’m not,” he grinned.
“I told you!” she shrieked.  “Give you an inch!”
“I can’t be blamed, you’re a beautiful woman.”
“You keep saying that. And yet, I never told you the honest answer yet.”
“Oh yeah!” He put his hand back on her thigh.
She curled her back and rolled her head back and laughed hard. She leaned forward and pressed her forehead against his. “You can move up a bit, but don’t touch me too high or you won’t be able to control me.”
“What is an uncontrolled Nina like?” he crookedly grinned and slid his hand up as he was told to.
“Believe me you don’t want to find out.”
He squeezed her leg and went further.
“I’m warning you,” she nearly whispered.
“What’s going to happen?”
“If you keep going up higher you’re going to find out.”
“Am I in danger?” He pushed up further, so high that his pinky was an inch from the fabric of the front of her panties.
“Somebody is. I think I am.” She nearly whispered. 
“Only you get to say, though, right?”
“I think that’s half the problem. I don’t think I could tell you to stop even if I wanted you to.”
“Say what you want.”
She remained quietly breathing deeply hanging off his side. “I can’t.” Her hand fell from his neck into his lap. “It’s wrong.”
“It’s wrong according to conventions. But Nina decides for herself what is really wrong and what is really okay.”
“I know what you’re doing.” She reached and cupped her hand over his crotch. “I’m not a cheater.”
“You had fun pretending to be.”
She chuckled and her head swooned, but her hand remained in his lap. “True.”
“Such an ugly word. Is there a better word than that?
“Like ‘stepping out’?”
“Sounds much more innocuous.”
“I looked it up earlier, when Cliff and I were making up the scenario where I was cheating on him. Because I thought at the time — I couldn’t act as a cheater, I needed a better word.”
“Great minds,” Dylan said. He drew his finger across the top of her panties.
“You’re making me kind of lose my mind, you know.”
“Come step out with me.”
She laughed. She also tugged his zipper down the front of his pants. “What am I supposed to tell Cliff?” She made a sympathetic expression to him as though I needed to be felt sorry for. She fished around inside his pants and rubbed him there.
“Does Cliff always get told everything?”
“It’s how we are with each other.” She worked his cock out of his boxers and pulled it free of his pants.
“Did you tell him you rubbed yourself to an orgasm thinking about me after meeting me?”
She laughed and looked down at his cock in her hand. His finger slipped inside the band across the top of her panties. “No, of course not. If I told him about every time I did that thinking about some other man, he’d get a complex.”
“What do you imagine when you do that?”  He slid his fingers deeper inside her panties. It was like she didn’t notice. She pulled on his cock and rubbed her thumb over the top.
“Kind of what we’re doing right now, as a matter of fact.
“What are we doing?”
She looked up at him. “You like a girl to spell things out don’t you.”
“I like it, I guess that’s my confession. I want to hear them say things.”
“Say things like what, how badly I want to suck on you right now?”
“That’s one of them, yeah.”
She rolled her head back but did not let go of his cock. “Not that it’s going to happen, but . . . . “ she leaned close to his ear. “I want to suck on you right now.” She grinned but she quickly erased it from her face and took on a serious expression, the look of someone in a struggle. “Are you sure Cliff would never find out?”
“I’m not telling him,” he said.
I pressed my face into the crack of the door. I saw my wife’s head go down between his legs and his own head watch before falling back, the pained expression of pleasure rolling out across his face. My wife’s head bobbed.
He reached and got his whole hand down inside her panties. “I thought you really had taken them off,” he said.
“I did,” she came up from him but plunged her mouth back down over him. “But I put another pair on. I wasn’t brave enough.”
“That was extremely hot,” he said to her.
She pulled up and leaned over him. She pressed her breasts into his face and mouth. “I couldn’t believe Cliff let me do that.”
“I spent the rest of the meal convinced you had no panties on.”
“Are you disappointed now?” He only smiled. “Fine, if it helps you control yourself.” She fell back and raised her legs straight into the air. She slowly lifted her panties up her legs and off her toes. She rolled back to him and sat down in his lap, now completely naked. “I’m only letting you see my naked body because you’ve been such a gentleman, but it doesn’t mean you get it.”
“I know that” he said, nuzzling his face into her chest.
She gasped and cradled her breast to feed it to his mouth. “No you don’t. You think we’re going to do it on the sofa.”
“I imagined it. That’s different.”
“How did you imagine it?”
“Just like this, actually. You riding me.”
“But you have too many clothes in the way.”
He immediately pushed her off and she fell back, naked, sprawled and laughing. He tugged his clothes off and sat back down. She rolled over on top of him. I couldn’t believe what I was watching. They were both naked.
“Now where were we,” she said, leaning over to kiss him.
“I think you were telling me how nothing is going to happen and that I should forget the crazy ideas that are filling my head.”
“Poor thing, are they filling your head?”
“So much it hurts.”
“Bullshit!” she smirked. “I figured out in high school boys lie about it hurting just so you think you’re helping them when you fuck them.”
“I never did that. But I do want to badly.”
She collapsed into him. “So do I,” she moaned through a grin. “Would feel so good.”
“All you have to do . . . “ he began.
“I think I know how to do it,” she laughed. She raised her hips and I could see between her legs as she reached down and behind herself to wrap her delicate hand around his cock. “But this?” She tugged on him. “Is not going inside.”
“Maybe just a touch.”
She sighed and groaned. “We can’t.”
“One kiss.”
“A kiss it is not.”
“Sort of is.”
She lowered her hips and curled her spine to bring her pussy lips down to the head of his cock. I nearly fell out the door. But I had only myself to blame. “There,” she nearly couldn’t say. “Enough?”
She left the tip of his cock barely inside her pussy lips and wrapped her arms around his neck. “You’re bad. I asked you to stop me.”
“You knew I was bad boy when you met me.”
“True,” she breathed. “I guess we could say we’re still in character.”
“Yeah, there you go.”
She chuckled. I pushed my head out the door. But I didn’t stop them.
Nina began to moan out loud and sway her hips. “I guess a little bit won’t hurt anyone.” She collapsed her knees and her pussy, wet and glistening, slid down his cock, and engulfed him completely. She threw her head back and shoved her chest forward. She groaned like someone stabbed.
I stood in the hall halfway out ready to march in there and shout. But I was frozen. I couldn’t take another step. I was also harder than I’d ever been. I knew my wife was fucking another guy. But something about it being a guy I brought to her, a guy I knew who turned her on, and the whole evening being a play about her cheating with him and me, getting used to the idea the whole time, I was unable to become angry or to rage at all. It really seemed to me like a continuation of what we had already started.
If stunned me how she looked, the way she fucked, so ferociously. I liked how she got when she was flirting, but how she got when she was fucking? It felt like going from cheap beer to the finest scotch. I never in a thousand years would have imagined that Nina would fuck another guy. But how that she was doing it right in front of me, it was not such an unusual looking thing. It was amazing to me how quickly I got used to it. I slinked back inside my office and peeked. And I jerked myself off watching.
I texted when they languished on the sofa together. I gave them enough time to tidy up and for him to get out of there. I slipped out the door and walked around the block a few times. When I came back, Nina was alone and everything was in order. We didn’t talk about it.
In fact we didn’t mention anything for nearly half a week. But it was killing me. I felt guilty for having left her in that position, of being tempted and then left alone. I came into the kitchen ready to have it out, ready to tell her I watched, and ready to tell her I didn’t mind it like I thought I would, like how we see every guy in every show getting very angry about it.
She interrupted me though. “Hold that thought, got to pee!” she cried, dropping her phone and speeding down to the same bathroom as before. She was not careful though. She left her phone face up on the counter. She had been texting — with Dylan.
“I can’t wait for Friday,” she wrote him. I didn’t scroll or even touch the phone. I wish she hadn’t let me see it.
“How are we going to pull it off?” he wrote back.
“I’ll just say I’m on ladies’ night, like someone in the crew is having a shower or something.”
I flipped her phone over for her and went back to my office. The next day, I found Dylan.
“I know what you did when I was gone last Friday,” I told him.
“You didn’t try to stop it?”
“Besides the point. I know what you’re planning to do this Friday.”
He put down what he was doing and looked up at me. “I think you’re wife gets to make up her own mind about things she does.”
“I want you to cancel it.”
“You have to accept her. Accept her or leave her, but you can’t control her.”
“I’m not controlling her, I’m just saying people don’t do this, we can’t do this.”
“You didn’t stop it last time.”
“That was different.”
“How?”
He had me with the simplest question. The fact was, inside, I wanted them to do it again. It was a battle with myself, one mind saying I loved it, the other saying it was sick to want it, it was outrageous, and it was something to leave her over, or kill him over.
He nodded at me. “It’s the same with buildings. You don’t control the weather. The weather changes, the weather does what it wants. You build to accept the weather, not fight it. Even extreme weather — you can’t use that as an excuse to let your building collapse.”
“Where are you going?” I could barely breathe.
“My place.”
Friday night, Nina came into the kitchen where I was messing around. She was sheepish and downcast. She was also made up and dressed up looking incredible. She twisted her foot and hung on the edge of the counter.
“So, I guess you kind of know?”
I dropped my towel and crossed my arms over my chest. “Know what?”
“You’re going to make me spell it out?”
“Where are you going, Nina?”
She pursed her lips and looked away. But she also fought a smile. She was excited, even when she was confronting her husband. “You already know.”
“Tell me.”
“Dylan’s,” she choked and she said it again with a cleared throat. “Dylan’s place.”
“Are you leaving me?”
“No! No!” She came to me and hugged me. “No, never honey!” She pressed herself into me.
“Then what is it?”
She stepped back. “I don’t know. It’s just,” she thought about it. “Really exciting. I guess. It’s fun. It’s like when we were acting. It feels the same.”
I couldn’t believe what my mind was ready to say but it said it without me able to stop it. “Are you going to be home tonight?”
She looked sideways then back at me. “We kind of felt rushed last time, so maybe spend the night?”
I closed my eyes. But I also grew a huge boner. I showed her. “Look what it does to me.”
“Aw baby,” she said, cupping my bulge. “Maybe when I get back tomorrow we can play around a bit.”
“Not now?”
She shrugged and grinned. “He’s waiting for me downstairs.”
And so it began.




The View From My Dark Office Loft

Denise and I lived in a narrow 4-story red-brick townhouse in the heart of the funky side of town. A wrought-iron fire-escape slithered up the back of the house to a tiny porch enclosed under the roof. Inside was my loft office, and through its cut-away floor, I had a broad view of the living room below. 
With the lights off at night --  I checked with my camera -- one could lay on their stomach and peer through the oak stanchions of the railing to see the entire L-shaped sectional sofa below, and yet scarcely be seen above.
There came just a night when I climbed silently up the fire escape, laid flat  across my office floor, and listened through the stanchions. I could hear my wife guffawing loudly with Sherman, teasing him and pushing him playfully, and talking in sexually risqué ways with him. At first, I was amazed more than alarmed at the unusual sounds below.
Denise was typically a straight-laced, careful and guarded talker, being an elementary school secretary. She was flirting, and while that was exactly what I wanted when I made up a reason to leave her unexpectedly home alone with my old college buddy, it didn’t stop at simple flirting. I felt like I  had opened a long-sealed bottle recklessly, curious  to see what was inside. Now it felt like I was never going to get the lid on again.
I carefully crawled on my elbows and toes like a Marine in training and pressed the top of my head painfully hard into the stanchions. I gripped the hard oak dowels like a condemned prisoner and flared my eyes staring down disbelievingly. I hoped for a little harmless entertainment, a little titillation watching her flirt not at a party with people around, but at home, with apparently no one watching. I never imagined my wife would ever actually do anything once alone at home with a guy like Sherman. That’s what I went into the evening thinking. I came out the other side of that night like I had stepped through a portal into an alternate universe. 
Denise was dressed in shadow-blue draw-string gym shorts and a loose white long-sleeve crop top with thumbholes. She rocked the fit and athletic look — and that night, she was particularly stunning with the contrast between her clothes and her mahogany-red painted toenails and fingernails, and her pouty matte coral painted lips. With her loosely-tied wavy sunshine-blonde hair and silver-loop earrings, she gave the look of someone both hanging out at home and yet interrupted half-way through getting ready for a night out at the clubs. Seeing her on the couch not the way I normally see her, but through the eyes of another man, like through Sherman’s eyes  instead, I was struck by just how incredibly hot she was.
She knew Sherman only enough to not like him much. “He’s crass and he’s conceited,” she said about him. She’d complain that he was loud and rough, “uncultured,” she called him. She nuzzled up to me and purred into my chest. “Not like you,” she said with her face pressed against me and her hands pressing flat into my shoulder blades from behind. “You’re my Mr. Nice Guy.”
Sherman inherited a little island on Tomorrow Lake with a very big and cool antique cottage on it and a bit of money too. He became a small-plane pilot as a lark during college but now flew visitors in and out of the resorts all over the lakes north of the city in his own float plane. He lived alone but never seemed to be alone. Girls were always all over him — he was the male equivalent of the chick that was way out of everybody’s league that no one could have. Every guy loved him, and every girl both hated and yearned for him. He seemed to us the one guy who would never settle down, because why?
Him and I were both big on hockey betting and he would occasionally come over to watch with me. We were settled in to watch a game that night when Denise came up from her studio below where she paints and draws and decided to join us. She had zero interest in hockey, but she loves dressing up and playing with make-up.
I was nevertheless shocked when she strolled into the living room acting casual and every-day, ignoring us and watching the game, but dressed and made up like that. She sat on one arm of the sectional with her legs over my lap and her feet on the cushions and stole my beer for a long pull. She also doesn’t like beer either, usually. She was wearing a tiny gold chain with a heart on it around her ankle, also something new. Something seemed up. She was different.
She started asking questions about the rules, and though both of us began to answer, she turned only to Sherman when he spoke. He gave her answers but she taunted him and tried to catch him in a contradiction. I was intrigued with what she was playing at.
Nothing was typical about her that night, other than maybe the way she’d hang around when he was over, even though when he left, she’d spend the next hour doing nothing but pointing out his many flaws.
I wasn’t going to stop her though. We’d had discussions before where I told her she was flirting hard at a party and she would deny it and blush. She was either being truthful with me in saying she didn’t know it would be taken as flirting, making deep, lingering eye-contact with guys, laughing at everything, playing with her hair. Or  she was too embarrassed about it to admit that she was. I wanted her to flirt with Sherman so I could tease her about it after.
Because the truth is, I kind of liked it when she flirted with guys. I could see men she was talking to getting uncomfortable and darting their eyes to me and back to her like they weren’t sure what was going on. And I really began to like it when guys who were a few links up the food chain from me flirted back with her.
Of course, the best part was when I wrapped my arm around her bare, small and toned waist and steered her away, laughing and kissing all the way out of the place and into my car and home. I loved it when they salivated for her and I was able to slam the door on them and scream, “She is mine!” She loved wearing crop tops. I loved showing her off, and taking her away just at the critical point.
But she was being ridiculous and over the top this night. Rather than get up and walk around, she pretended excessive clumsiness and rolled over me awkwardly to reach the middle of the couch between me and Sherman with her long legs and thin arms flailing in every direction, laughing but also eyeing me, checking if I was noticing her.
It was when I saw Sherman glancing out the side of his eyes at her long thighs next to his legs while he sucked back his bottle of beer that my brain twigged with an idea. It was a reckless, dangerous, and ill-advised idea, if hindsight is allowed. But at the time, it was too enticing to not try.
“Oh shit!” I said, “What time is it?”
Sherman was on his phone already and said “Quarter to six.”
“Fuck,” I jumped up. “I’m supposed to let these guys from Germany into the lab.”
“Now?” Denise opened her eyes wide and dropped her mouth at me. She circled her eyes secretly to their corners to silently beg me not to leave her alone with Sherman. She was warning me.
“I’ll just be like 20 boo, just need to unlock it and let them in.”
“I’ll come with you,” she said.
“I’m seriously just straight there and back.”
She gave me another frowning, angry look like being left home with Sherman was the worst thing in the world. In hindsight, again, she was telling me it was a bad idea.
“Sherman,” I called from the hallway, “I’m leaving you in charge.” It was an old college joke.
“Hey!” Denise protested. She turned to Sherman. “I’m in charge,” I heard her say, but though she was facing away, I could tell it was with a smile at him.
I drove my car a block away in case she looked out, and walked back through the thickets of backyards to the fire escape and climbed slowly, quietly, up. I’d left the door to the porch up there open and crawled inside.
Denise didn’t move over on the couch to where I was sitting, but instead stayed where she was in the middle and only a few inches away from Sherman. She made jokes about what was going on in the game and tried to be funny teasing him with overly dumb questions about what the players were doing and how badly they played. Sherman was big on hockey betting and she knew she was annoying him. I was surprised she stayed up there at all, and doubly surprised she was interacting with him so much.
About fifteen minutes after I left, I carefully pulled my phone out and texted her. “Damn, honey,” I wrote. “Nobody told me, but I’m supposed to show these guys how everything works. There’s a whole entourage here. I’m going to be here till 10 at the earliest.”
I slowly raised my head and looked down through the stanchions. Denise reached for her phone on the coffee table when it buzzed and read what I wrote. She wrote me back before she said anything to Sherman. “What am I supposed to do with Sherman?”
“I don’t mind if he hangs out if you don’t.”
“You’re not making me stay up here with him, are you?” she said.
“No, he’s perfectly fine watching a game by himself, trust me.”
“Okay. Well text me before you head home, I want to know,” she wrote. She put her phone back down. “Looks like you’re stuck with me tonight,” she looked over at him and shook her head and played with a strand of hair. She raised her eyebrows and shrugged.
“That Matt?”
“He’s stuck at the lab on campus with a bunch of people and can’t come back till after 10.” It was not unusual for our climate lab to have visiting scholars from abroad.
“I supposed I ought to go then,” he said.
But Denise was quick on it. “You don’t have to go. I like learning hockey with you. You’re fun to tease,” she said, looking sideways at him and poking her tongue into her cheek challengingly. There it was, the flirting Denise.
When he looked back at her with his eyes squinting with doubt, she doubled over with her pillow to her chest and laughed heartily.
She swung the pillow out at his arm when she straightened up. “I swear to god, you’re like a bad older brother.”
Sherman surreptitiously pulled at a pillow down his far side and swung widely with it at her body. Denise squealed and whelped with surprise when he connected but came back at him with her hair flying and her legs lifting.
She screamed and laughed and they swung their pillows wildly at each other until Denise leapt up onto her feet and faced him. “No fair, you’re arms are longer!” She was panting and her chest heaved. She wound up with her pillow over one shoulder and stepped her feet around his legs facing him. “I get a free shot,” she said.
“Why do you get a free shot?”
“Because I’m a girl, don’t you like girls?” She made to swing and he flinched and made to block with his arm. She laughed.
“Who told you I don’t like girls?” He blinked over his blocking arm.
She faked another swing and Sherman swung out and caught her on her torso with his pillow. She screamed and laughed and swung and missed him. “You’re cheating!” she play-screamed. “Put your arms behind your back.”
“Why should I do that?”
“Cause you want to, for me,” she said with put-on innocence and sweetness. “And besides, I’m in charge, you have to do what I say.” She half smiled and half stared defiantly at him.
“I bet you have guys eating out of your hand all the time, the way you dress.”
“I’m married, or did you forget that little detail? Now close your eyes.”
“Why should I close my eyes?” He folded his arms over his chest. Denise remained cocked and loaded with the pillow over her shoulder.
“I’ll can make it worth your while.”
“Never. I don’t trust you.”
“Just do it!” she pleaded, barely able to control her laughing. “Promise,” she nearly whispered.
He closed his eyes with his hands behind his back. What happened next is indelibly etched in my mind. With Sherman sitting there with a grin, my wife jutted her chest and pulled her tight top up over her bare breasts.
“K,” she said, and when he opened his eyes, she peeled with laughter and quickly pulled her top back down over her chest. Holy shit, she flashed him!
He thew his pillow at her as she turned and fled, squealing and laughing. “Bet you didn’t see that coming!” she cried at him.
“No I did not,” he said, eyeing her with a grin.
Nor to be frank had I. I was startled by her. It was like someone bundled away my wife and replaced her with a completely different personality. Denise was hot and she could be fun, and like I said, flirty, even if it was possibly, as she claimed, accidental. But this? Flashing a guy, having a pillow fight with him? Teasing him? She had changed. There was nothing accidental about flashing her boobs at him.
Denise went to the fridge and pulled out two more beers. Giving him no warning, she tossed a can to him and when it was already airborne, she said, “think fast hippy!” He caught it on his forehead.
“Oh my god!” she shrieked. She ran around the island and hurried to him on the couch where he held his forehead in his hand. “I’m so sorry! I thought you were going to catch it!”
“If you gave me a chance to, maybe!” he looked at her through his fingers.
“I’m so sorry!” she repeated. “Let me look.”
He gingerly lifted his hand from his forehead and Denise knelt on the couch, one knee between his legs as she lowered herself to sit lightly on his thigh. “Oooo,” she said. “Might have a lump.” She grimaced and leaned over him from above and kissed his forehead. “Let me get you some ice.”
She squirmed her ass off his leg by pressing her hands into his chest. When she came back with an ice pack in a tea towel, she stepped up both her knees onto the couch on the outside of his legs. “Let me see,” she said softly, closely. He raised his hands from his head and she gently placed the ice there. She leaned down and tilted her head. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t meant to do that. Kiss it better?” she said sweetly and soft.
He pulled the ice pack from his forehead for her to kiss, but instead she leaned further down and kissed him on the lips. “Better?” she asked in a voice barely audible enough for me to hear.
She leaned down again and they began necking. It was certainly no longer innocent flirting, I was sure of that. And yet, I only wrapped my hands tighter around the stanchions and remained silent and hidden in the loft above. It was true that I enjoyed watching my wife flirt  and it was also true that I pretended to need to leave and to stay out all night just so I could spy on her flirting with a dude like Sherman. But as it turned out, I enjoyed a lot more than that, and she went far beyond flirting, too.
When Sherman reached to her chest and squeezed her breast, I knew that that would have to be the end of it. Kissing was one thing but feeling her up? Denise would never allow it. I would never allow it.
But she didn’t slap his hand away and I only stared paralyzed. She sat back from him and dragged the back of her fingernails up and down his forearm and tilted her head to look at him with narrowed eyes. His thumbs rubbed where her nipples protruded below the fabric of her tight top.
“You sure you want to start something like that?” she said.
“I believe you started something like that when you flashed me.”
She laughed. “What you can’t take a little joke? You’re so unable to control yourself you can’t keep your hands off a man’s wife when she gives you just a tiny glimpse of what he has and you can’t have?”
“I can keep my hands off — I’m just not sure that’s what you want, though.”
“I’m married, Sherman, I keep trying to tell you that. I already have all the man I need.” She leaned into him and kissed him again, pulling his bottom lip with her teeth. “Anyway, a man like you should be able to sit with a totally naked woman and still control himself. I thought I had you pegged for that kind of man, Sherman. Was I wrong?” 
“Yes and no. I do control myself, in most situations. But you are so fucking hot you make it pretty hard.”
She smirked. His thumbs kept circling round and round lightly over her erect nipples. “I know I make it hard, I was asking if you can control yourself though,” she sniggered. “Because this is one body you cannot have.” She reached up and folded her arms down over her torso and peeled her top off her chest, fluffing her hair when it fell down again. She worked the sleeves off her arms and tossed her top to the opposite arm of the sofa. She was wearing no bra.
She sat straight up in front of him in only her gym shorts. She arched her back and pressed her hands into her bare breasts. “Control yourself now, you said that you could.” She chuckled and leaned her head down to push her breast up and lick her own nipple. “Aw, too bad Shermy can’t touch.” She pushed her other breast up and flicked her tongue at her nipple. “Poor Sherman. You can’t have this.” She jutted her chest again and wiggled close to him.
Sherman made a show of doing nothing. He crossed his arms behind his head and slumped further down into the sofa below her.
Denise was amused by him showing such restraint. She pressed one hand on the back of the sofa beside his head and leaned over top of him. With her other hand she squeezed her breast and brought her chest close to his face. She flicked her fingertip over her nipple where it hung right in front of his mouth. “Such control,” she said in a low, breathy murmur. “Because he knows he isn’t supposed to mess around with another man’s wife.”
“You’re asking for it,” he grinned crookedly trying to avoid looking at her beautiful breasts right in front of his face.
“I’m in charge. Take your shirt off too. You should never leave a woman more undressed than you are, don’t you know that makes her feel uncomfortable? I don’t want to have to tell Matt that you made me feel uncomfortable. Do you?”
She helped pull his t-shirt up off his body when he extended his arms and she swooped down in front of him, licking and kissing his chest and sucking on his nipples. As soon as he touched her waist, she tsk-tsked and slapped his hand. “Don’t be a naughty boy,” she said to him shaking her head and wagging her finger at him. “I told you no touching.” She stretched and tickled her sides with her long fingernails. “Just for that, you must hand over your pants now.”
She stood up and reached down to his ankles and pulled his legs up between hers. “Undo,” she said to him and he did — undoing his buttons at the top of his jeans.
She backed up and pulled his jeans off by the bottom hem chuckling and smirking the whole way. “I guess I have to play fair too, though, don’t I,” she said, and she slowly, seductively, pulled on the big lace from the knot at the front of her shorts.
She made a show of wiggling her hips as she pulled her shorts down her legs. She scooped them up with her toes and caught them with her fingers to lay them over her top on the arm of the sofa. “Even again,” she said. “But for reals, no touching, this is only for looking, okay?”
“Okay,” he said. With a smirk.
“I don’t even like you, so double for real,” she said, sliding herself back onto his lap and leaning down to kiss him again, even more enthusiastically than before.
She was wearing blue thong-shaped cotton sports panties. She pulled away from the kiss. “You can touch me a little, silly, just don’t get carried away and go too far, okay?” she almost whispered to him. He had been leaving his arms limp on the cushions of the sofa. When he pressed them into her breasts, she breathed hard and said, “Careful! I’m trying to trust you.”
“What’s too far?” he said, leaning forward to suck on her breast.
Denise gasped and shot her head back. “That’s getting close to too far,” she squeezed out. She knelt up and wiggled herself further forward on his lap. “I’m going to do something but I don’t want you to get the wrong idea, okay?”
“I’ll try to only get the right idea.”
“You know what I mean,” she nearly breathed. “I’m counting on you to be the mature one here.” She stood up again and pursed her lips and leaned over at 90 degrees in front of him to tug on the waist of his underwear. She laughed with sheepish resignation. “I mean it, don’t get the wrong idea. I just want to . . . . see it. We’re just looking, we’re not touching!”
He lifted his hips and she tugged them off his legs. She sat back down on his knees. She looked down between them and her arms came together in front of her stomach. I could see from behind that she had begun stroking him. “Did I make you get big like that?” she asked in a fake innocent tone. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.
“You’re giving me all sorts of wrong ideas right now.”
“Aw, am I? That’s so bad of me.” She looked down and watched her hands move up and down on his shaft. “Maybe I can help with that,” she said.
“I’m sure you can.”
“But if Matt finds out you’re going to be in so much trouble.” She let her body pour down from his knees onto the floor between his legs. She gathered her hair over to one side and I watched her back twist and her shoulders poke up. Her head went down and I knew, my wife was sucking another man off. Right in front of me. I was breathless and nearly fainted.
Sherman plunged his hands into her hair and twisted and pulled. She responded to him, contorting her back and twisting her face on him and moaning, muffled, with his cock buried in her mouth. She looked up at him and pressed his cock, thick and hard, against her face where she kissed it and licked it. “I’ve been wanting to do this to you since I first met you.”
“You could have fooled me,” he said.
She plunged her mouth back down his cock all the way and slowly, sucking hard, pulled up and off him with a vacuum pop. “I had to pretend didn’t I.”
“So much for only looking and not touching.”
“That was a rule for you, I’m in charge, I make the rules, didn’t I explain that to you already?” she sniggered.
“You sure we’re okay doing this?” he checked with her as though it would be the last time.
She showed no reticence though. She popped his cock back out of her mouth with another loud suction sound. “I’m almost certain you won’t tell him, and I am pretty sure I won’t. So he won’t find out, will he.” She pushed her lips tightly over his cock and pumped him into her mouth with both her fists. “Anyway, we’re not doing anything totally serious, I think he would actually understand if he knew I was only sucking you off.” She licked the length of his cock and smiled and giggled.
“What do you mean?”
“He talks about you and college days constantly.” She sucked on him more. “I think he watched you with girls. Did you guys live together?”
“We shared a place for two years, yeah.”
She giggled and licked and kissed his cock. “Did you have girls over night?”
“What do you think?”
She laughed and swallowed him whole again before stepping back and hooking her thumbs into the waist of her panties. She bent over and wiggled to pull them down off her ass and down her legs. She was now completely naked.
She tossed her panties over to where the rest of her clothes were piled. “No you don’t get to do that,” she shook her head at him. “But you’ve been such a good boy, I’ve decided to treat you. Lay down, this way,” she said, helping him, pushing him until he was lying on the sofa with his head propped against the arm.
“I think he watched you with girls, I think he got off on it,” she said, delicately lifting her leg over his head and carefully, slowly, kneeling on either side of his face. She arched and came down on her elbows over his pelvis. She popped the head of his cock into her mouth again and lowered her hips until she pressed her pussy onto his mouth. “This is still okay, I think,” she said, breathing hard and moaning harder. “It’s just a little fun, right?” she said with a rising frantic voice. “He should understand, right?” she whispered hoarsely.
Sherman’s hands wrapped around my wife’s hips and I watched frozen behind the stanchions as my wife’s pelvis inched lower onto his face. I could see his tongue and her pussy lips, both glistening wet. She sank down onto him harder hiding his mouth and her pussy from me and took his cock deeply into her mouth at the same time, disappearing that from me too. I could see her cheeks bulge as she swirled her tongue around his shaft deep inside her mouth.
The sounds they made were nearly too much for me.
She turned around on top of him and held herself up on all fours with her head hanging down over his face and her luscious hair falling around his face like a veil. Her neck and shoulders, her back, her dimples of Venus, and her ass, looked incredible to me from above in that dim light. I pressed my face through the stanchions and wanted to cry and shout her name. I wanted so badly to scream at her to stop. But it was like in a dream, the way you try to scream and find you have no breath, no voice.
I could hear my wife’s voice lowly murmuring where she held her face right over his face so close their lips touched as they spoke. I could not hear what was being said, but I heard his low rumble of a voice and her light chuckle. It was sweet and intimate and private. Sherman’s hands roamed over her back and her butt and her hand emerged from between her spread thighs and her delicate long fingers with the deep mahogany nails carefully, deliberately wrapped around his straining shaft where it stood up yearning toward her gap.
I pulled myself up halfway, gripping the dowels with white knuckles. What had I done?
She lowered herself over him down onto her elbows and kissed his mouth and laughed more and licked his neck. His hands wrapped around her ass and his fingers reached between her legs. I wanted to scream, She said no touching! She wasn’t stopping him anymore. Instead her body responded to his touch, her spine contorting like she was following where he dragged his fingers.
She pulled on his cock between her thighs and tickled the head of it with her lightly scratching fingernails. I could hear more chuckling and low male murmuring between them. His fingers reached between her legs and touched her pussy lips, spread her pussy lips. I heard her burble with high-pitched surprise. But I didn’t see her pull away. The head of Sherman’s cock pointed at her pussy an inch from her engorged and wet lips. She wrapped her fist upside down around his shaft and I saw her back shudder.
Sherman opened her lips with his fingers and his other hand pressed on her lower back. “No no no!” I heard Denise’s voice sing-song lightly. She tsk-tsked him again and draped her palm over the top of his cock’s head. I heard her laugh. “I told you already, no going in. Just playing.”
“I promise to just touch.”
“I don’t trust you,” she said, but with a smirk and in a giddy voice. She wasn’t just blocking his cock with her hand, she was rubbing her palm over the head.
“Then you do it, like just a little kiss.”
I could barely breath. My body was powerless. I felt like a jellyfish with no bones.
“Okay,” she laughed with a chirpiness that belied the seriousness of the moment. “Just a little kiss for little Shermy and little Dee-Dee.” She chuckled.
I silently gaped my dry mouth and screamed from 10 feet away, “Nooooo!” But no sound came out. I tried to stand but my arms were locked to the stanchions. I tried to pull them apart to squeeze myself through but I had no power.
My wife pulled hard on his cock and he began to find where to rub her between her legs that made her breathing so loud I could hear it all the way up there. Her delicate hand held his cock firmly and her spine curled down and her hips lowered through the final gap.
She shuddered when her protruding lips, her little Dee-Dee, brushed the tip of the head of his cock, his little Shermy. She moved his cock forward and back, drawing it through the furrow of her lips. She brought her hips back up and laughed. “There, that’s all you get.” But she was breathing like someone about to lose all control.
“You felt so hot,” he said, kissing her mouth, squeezing her ass, and fingering her.
“I told you we can’t,” she leaned her face sideways on his shoulder. She lowered her hips again and the head of his cock pushed against her lips again. “You were supposed to control yourself,” she moaned. Her quaking hips sank further and her lips enveloped the whole head of his cock. She gasped and sucked air unevenly. “You have to stop me,” she said in a tiny voice. Her lips gripped his shaft and slid smoothly down over him. “I expected better of you, Sherman Melrose.” She sank the rest of the way down and complete engulfed his cock inside her. The way she gasped so loud, you’d think she died.
I closed my eyes and died. I had managed to pull myself up into a kneeling position still with my face pressed hard into the oak shafts and my hands and arms straining like a failed Superman to pull the bars apart. I clamped my eyes shut and grimaced like a man being cut open.
I forced myself to look down. Denise had risen up and with her arms outstretched and her hands planted flat on his chest, she rocked forward and back on his hips, arching her back when he squeezed her breasts in his hands, moaning loudly when he gripped her waist and shoved his hips up into her from below, and hanging her head of hair all over and around his face and bounding on him harder and faster when he grabbed her ass in both hands and rammed her. They were full on fucking. There was no way I could anymore claim I was watching my wife harmlessly flirting with my friend. It became something else when she took him all the way in, and I became something else too, watching it silently, no matter how much my face screamed.
I pulled myself up high enough to edge my chin over the railing and look down from higher. Denise made sounds I never heard before. She gasped loudly, even yelled. Sherman rolled her off of him and laid her back on the sofa to stand in front of her on the floor and pull her legs up to hug her thighs to his stomach and drape her loose ankles over his shoulders. I thought he was going to break her. But she screamed not in fright or pain but in new-found levels of pleasure. He fucked her so hard her body jerked and the slapping sounds rang in my ears. My wife liked it rough and I didn’t know.
I begged her to stop, but I made no sound. I knew what Sherman could do to a woman. She was right. I watched him so many times with girls I can’t count it. And every one of them was utterly satisfied, he was that good. The sounds he made them emit, the animalistic contortions he brought out of their bodies, the way he transformed them from elegant, aloof pretty girls to sweating, swearing beasts was startling.
I was destroyed watching my wife fuck Sherman so madly. But only a part of me was. Another part was triumphant. Sherman chose my wife to fuck, and that wasn’t a small thing. And my wife doubled down for the whole Sherman treatment, and that was no small thing, either. I was right when I looked at my wife at parties and thought, “Yeah, she’s hot, and she’s mine!” Another man might now be fucking her, not just flirting with her, not just wanting her. But it’s going down in my house, and so I win.
She pulled herself up and leaned her face into the arm of the sofa and offered herself to him from behind, arching so far down her breasts pushed into the cushions. When Sherman mounted her like a steed and wrapped his hands possessively around her hips, I stood up high above him. When he entered her forcefully, I pulled my pants down and yanked out my hard erection. When he rammed her so hard her body jerked and her cry wavered and filled the space, I pulled on my cock and gritted my teeth. I could feel my wife’s pleasure.
And when he came inside her, groaning louder than even her crying, when he jolted her so hard her whole body rattled like jelly, and when he erupted into her with everything he was made of, and when she cried, when she stopped breathing, and when, finally, she fell off a cliff, I shot my ejaculate over the railing and down, all over the floor, the coffee table, the sofa, and the bodies of my friend and my wife. I came so hard I nearly toppled over the railing.
I slunk backward from the edge and collapsed into a dark corner of my office and pulled out my phone. Fucking was one thing, but there would be no post-coital intimacy because I was in charge. I texted Denise.
“Already on my way home. See you in 5.” I smirked and peeked up from where my panting body still lay prone on the floor. My house, my rules, I sneered.  I’ll show her!
Their own bodily fluids had flown so much around they didn’t notice mine mixed in and cleaned everything I dirtied too, as well they should. They giggled and darted around, scrambling to restore order and general cleanliness to the place after such an outrageous despoiling of it, and I chuckled like the evil villain I was. I texted her again for good measure. “Almost there!”
Oh how they ran. I loved it. They might have fucked each other epically but I had the last laugh!
I crept back down the fire escape and worked my way around the crawlers to the front door. I came in and called up the stairs as I peeled my shoes and coat off from such a long night at work. Yeah right!
“Coming,” I said, smirking. When I hit the steps, I landed my footfalls heavily, menacingly. I could hear tiny chirps of laughing and the sound of scurrying feet. My house, I gritted and nodded. I control what happens in it.
I emerged into the living room level to find my loyal good friend Sherman on one end of the sectional and my dear faithful wife on the other. But they got it wrong, didn’t they, the fools. They were on the opposite sides from when I left. My wife was still slightly panting and her cheeks were still slightly flushed.
I plopped down right between them. “How’d the game end?” I opened with.
“Game?” Denise chirped innocently back.
“Oh right,” Sherman nodded, looking sideways. “Uh, what was it, 4 - 2, Denise?”
She smirked. “I think it was a tie,” she poked her tongue into the corner of her lips to try to stop the grin.
“No ties in hockey,” I reminded her.
“I think it went overtime,” he nodded.
“It was a sudden death,” she bit her lip looking past me over to him.
I checked the scores on my phone a little later. It was 6 - 1. They didn’t see any of it. So busted!
In the days that followed, Denise was acting oddly. She always dressed beautifully and took time with her make-up, but that week, she seemed particularly alive. She smiled a lot normally, but that week, she began to wear a smile all the time. And though she played on her phone a lot at home, she stopped leaving it lying about. The clues were subtle, but to a scientist with an eye for anomalies, I caught it all, of course.
Friday afternoon I needed to get ready for an overnight trip to a conference that began early Saturday that I wouldn’t get back from till Sunday after our concluding breakfast.  This trip was for real. Denise was also getting ready — in the bathroom, her full make-up kit out, and a tight-looking new short dress hanging from her closet door. When I edged the bathroom door open on her, she tried to close it, sounding embarrassed and coy. It was open long enough for me to notice particularly sexy panties and bra, also new.
“You going out?”
“Oh yeah, forgot to tell you. Girls and me, we have to celebrate one of our friends”
“Who’s that?”
“You wouldn’t know her. I barely do, to be honest.” She sounded focused, like she was doing her eyes. 
“What did she do to get celebrated?”
“Engaged,” she moaned back to me, being so careful in her mirror. For who? Like I didn’t know. 
“That’s great. Where you all going?”
“I don’t know exactly. It’s up to others.”
“Who’s all going?”
“Not sure.”
“When you heading out?”
“Waiting for that info, probably sometime after you leave though.”
“Okay well text me when you know.”
“I’ll try, but it might be noisy.”
That was a strange thing to say about texting. I didn’t say phone me. “You’re going to a club?”
“Sher . . . “ she began, and pulled a very quick correction. “Sure thing, that’s the idea anyway.”
When I was ready to leave, she saw me off at the front door wearing her sweat pants and a loose hoody. “Let me know if you’re coming home early so I can maybe have something ready for you to eat,” she said.
I sent my regrets to the organizer – poor me, I suddenly caught a cold. I  crept back up the fire escape and slipped into my dark office. I was able to see her pass through the living room stripping her joggers and hoody off as she walked. Underneath was the special new underwear. When she came through again she was wearing the sexy new dress that was too short by several inches but looked extremely slutty.
Her phone buzzed and both her and I startled, me with a grim expression, her with a delighted one. I crawled over the floor to the bars again. That Sherman! I thought. But when I saw Denise enter the living room walking backward with outstretched arms smiling and cooing, it was not Sherman who was at the end of her fingers. It was some other guy I didn’t recognize. My heart pounded and my eyes popped out.
My wife purred against him and fell onto her knees in front of him. “Just a little kiss to keep you focused through dinner,” she grinned. She undid his pants and smiled and licked. She took him in her mouth and right there and then, ten feet below me, and she sucked him off. That feeling of paralysis filled my veins again and the loss of voice choked my throat. Who was this guy? What had she done?
Another man might have been outraged and another man might have been violent. A real man might be outraged that it was a different guy — she had become serial. A real man might be incensed how she lied, how she manipulated, how she planned it all out all week. But maybe even another, different man might have reflected that he opened his wife up for this, that he played no small role in what she had become.
But this man? None of that. All I could think about was how she took  every last bit of him when he came into her mouth and how she gagged on her knees in front of him, and came up proudly smiling to kiss him, having cleaned him and swallowed all that he shot into her. I felt lucky to be that wife’s husband.
I ate, I watched TV, and I had a few drinks. When I heard the front door below open again, I darted up to my dark loft office. Having had their night out, their dinner date and clubbing, they returned, she pulling him in, up the stairs, laughing, teasing, squealing. I got into position and readied myself for another boisterous evening on the sofa.
But Denise did not push her new man down onto the cushions. She didn’t make it up to the living room level at all. I heard them laugh and yelp and scream playfully, and then I heard their voices muffled behind the closed bedroom door.
I wasn’t angry that she was fucking a man in our bed. I was angry that I didn’t get to watch.




Betting on My Wife

Playful, angelic, and innocent, Staci stretched her legs out straight and pressed her palms together to trap them tightly between her thighs like she desperately needed to. She hung her head forward and shook her coffee-brown hair down over her face to obscure her calculating grin and her sideways-searching eyes.
She left the game on we were all watching but without the volume now and put on instead her favorite tracks, pounding out the Bluetooth. An open bottle of wine and two filled glasses stood on a tray perched in the middle of the black leather ottoman. She wore her tight blue jeans and her dark blue and bulky off-the-shoulder sweater, for now.
“Ummm,” she dragged the word out long and deeply, struggling to tug her nervously grinning lips straight. “I’m pretty sure that wouldn’t be a very good idea,” she conveyed with words, while her body conveyed in a different language that it definitely was at least an interesting idea.
It was impossible for her to see through the sheer curtains covering the French door leading into my darkened office even with the light out there dimmed — I know because I checked earlier. I was able to sit comfortably in my big man’s chair ensconced behind my big oak desk hidden in the shadows to secretly and silently watch in real time and in person my wife cheat with my closest friend.
Nate draped his arm behind her over the back of the couch. Nate, my old college bro with whom I bet everything back in the day, and who was now a heavy-hitting political aide at the capitol, so go figure.
“It’s your decision,” he shrugged at her, but he also pulled the knot in his tie lose and popped out the top button of his shirt. “Everybody has secrets, that’s all it would be. Your secret.”
“We’re honest with each other and besides, I’m a terrible liar.” She chuckled at herself and shook her head and rolled her eyes. “If Brady asks what we did, he’s going to know I’m hiding something.”
“Are you telling me you never kissed another man in all the time you’ve been married?” He shifted himself closer to her on the couch. Either she didn’t notice he was encroaching, or she didn’t mind.
“All the time I’ve been married!” she shook her head and puffed air out her nose. “Two years is all that time, now, is it?”
“Still, you never?”
I leaned forward over my desk and clasped my hands together turning my head slightly to tune my hearing. Well, Staci?
“Just the once,” she whispered, but just loud enough for me to hear. 
“What was that?”
“Just the once,” she turned toward him and I noticed for the first time her eyes were glassy, but not from crying. They were big and dilated — she was aroused, I know her. “Last week. With you.”
I nodded to myself knowingly, both amazed and appalled. They only knew each other through me after Nate had been over a few times at parties or to watch games we bet. But then they unexpectedly ran into each other at a charity fundraiser Staci was made to attend for her legal office where she’s a legal assistant. To hear her tell it when we drove back, they danced, they talked, and he “rescued” her from an otherwise dull and painful evening. There was no mention of kissing, of course.
“I’ll call Nate,” I suggested, when Staci and I were buying groceries for a Saturday bar-b-que.
“I don’t know,” she said, “really?”
I had secrets of my own and a Saturday bar-b-que was our plan, Nate and I. At the bar toward the end of the fundraiser, we both stared at Staci laughing and leaning over chattering with people at our table, when Nate said, “What would I give to have that to take home.”
“You can’t get with that in a hundred years,” I sneered at him.
He kept staring at her, though. “Is that a challenge?”
It was a joke, I knew that it was, but he put a dark and dangerous idea in my head that I should have ignored. “Care to make a book?” I said. I knew as soon as I said it I shouldn’t have, but with Nate, you don’t take things back without paying a price in shame.
He turned his head slowly toward me and frowned through a grin. “You want to bet me on that?” He drew his eyes out to their corners and settled them on vivacious Staci who was beaming over there.
I was already in, though, I couldn’t back out and keep face. “200 bucks says you can’t.” I held out my hand. I was reckless, I wasn’t thinking. It was like that with me and gambling. If I picked something stupid to bet, I doubled down on it.
“You want to bet me that I can’t get with your wife?”
We both looked back over at her. “I’ll even have you over and get out of the house, just to give you a fair fighting chance.” I closed my eyes and chastised myself. What the fuck, Brady? I thought in a scream.
We both turned back to stare down at the bar to think about it. He said, “And if I succeed. Is there going to be a problem going forward?” he said to his glass of whiskey.
“You’re not going to succeed, first off, but I swear, no consequences. It’ll be on me.” I didn’t know until that night in my dark office, of course, that they had already been making out somewhere hidden from me at the fundraiser before we even talked.
I watched my wife and my friend closely over the table where we talked and laughed and ate ribs on the back patio Saturday afternoon. Staci always did pay attention to Nate whenever he was over, but this time, she was gazing at him, when she wasn’t catching herself, that is, and glancing at me, and pulling back if she thought I noticed.
“I didn’t know you cared so much about sick children, Nate,” she leaned toward him with her chin propped on her fist and a crooked, challenging grin set on her face. She also didn’t go to the trouble, usually, of spending an hour in the bathroom with her makeup getting ready for when Nate was coming over, not like this time. She looked like she was ready for a night out, for a date, when he drove up.
He rolled his eyes over to me, sitting silently there on my side of the table taking it all in, biding my time for when I set my phone to automatically buzz me. “She doesn’t know yet that everyone there was trapped into going,” he laughed.
Staci slumped in her chair and crossed her arms over her chest. She crossed one knee over her other knee and dangled her sandal off her toes pointing in his direction. He reached down and seized her ankle in one hand and lifted her foot to his lap to tickle her sole with his other hand. Staci let it happen for several seconds, more startled than alarmed, before she gripped her arm rests, twisted in her seat and pulled her leg, meekly, back from his lap.
She looked at me as she settled her feet back down on the ground. “Stop it!” she said to him in a far too affectionate tone, before putting her eyes back on mine. But she couldn’t contain the eruption of another giggle. Nate was only planning his route. He already had my say-so that nothing that happened from the time he showed up till the time he left, whenever that would be, had any consequences with me. He was testing that promise right in front of me.
“Put your foot back here, I’m actually a great foot massager.”
“No thank you,” Staci kept glancing at me, but she was unable to ignore him.
“Seriously, no tickling. Unless you want me to.”
“As if,” she said. She reached her long leg and bare foot out to him tentatively. Her nails were freshly painted glossy brown. He turned his chair and settled her heel between his thighs and set about pressing his thumbs into her sole.
“Oh fuck,” Staci exhaled and she slumped in her chair and stretched her leg out further so that her toes clenched against his stomach. “That is good — you are good. Brady,” she said to me raising her eyebrows and facing me even with her eyes closed, “how come you never told me he was so good?”
Nate looked over at me and judged that things were unfolding excellently. I had to reluctantly agree, and silently, too. I didn’t think Staci would be so comfortable so quickly with him. “It was a private secret between him and me,” I joked to Staci. She laughed and pulled her foot slowly from his lap, but only to replace it with her other foot.
“Why don’t we go into the den,” I said, “game’s almost on.”
“Not yet,” Staci breathed, and she moaned as well.
Nate and I exchanged glances again. Even I was getting a boner, so I knew he was. Her heel was pressing and grinding into his crotch right in front of me.
We had two couches facing each other in our den. I grabbed one and Staci plopped down on the opposite one. Nate hesitated between them. “Fuck off, you’re not sitting with me.” Everyone laughed, but that got them on the same couch to start the festivities. I needed the game to get going so there was no thought about Nate leaving to go watch at home once I pretended to get the call from work.
At the end of the 1st, my phone finally buzzed. I took it out in an obvious fashion and held it up as though it was hard to read in the dim light. “Aw fuck,” I said, slipping it back into my pocket. I supervised a city engineering crew. “Main burst. My zone. Fuck me.” I stood up. “You guys keep watching, I have to go down and check it out. I’ll text when I know.”
“You’re leaving?” Staci appeared alarmed.
“What’s the matter, I’m not going to hurt you,” Nate joked.
She slapped at his leg looking at me. I thought it was more familiar than it ought to have been. “Not long, hopefully.”
“I’ll look after her,” Nate nodded seriously at me. He was a devil with the double entendres.
“That’s what I’m afraid of,” I said, pulling on my shoes.
Staci got up and walked me to the door. I had already unlocked the outside basement steps to allow me back into the workshop side of the basement, and from there, it was only through a two-way closet into my dark office and the other side of the covered French door. She hugged me and pressed her body to mine at the door. “Are you sure it’s okay if he stays?”
I didn’t quite know what the “it” was referring to but I kissed my wife goodbye. “You’ll be fine. You like him, right?”
“Yes,” she said. “But he’s,” she stalled.
“He’s what?”
She pressed the side of her face into my chest. “He’s disrespectful a little bit.”
“That’s just Nate,” I laughed. “Have a good time,” I said. “I’ll text.”
“He should go too, maybe, don’t you think?”
“I won’t be long,” I repeated. “And the game is already on, he’ll miss it.”
“I don’t think you should leave him alone with me though.”
“What can happen?” I shrugged feigning complete ignorance.
She fell against my chest and said nothing. I pushed her gently back and kissed her again. “It’ll be okay.”
“Are you sure?” She looked at me through the sides of her eyes.
“Have some drinks,” I said. “Relax, have fun.”
“If you say so,” she said, taking a deep breath and exhaling it out slowly. 
I drove out but only to park around the corner and walk back through the sides of the houses and down into the basement from outside. I crept carefully and silently through the workshop and the closet and came finally into my office. I’d already shut the curtains to hide myself better, checking that I could see through them well enough.
I eased myself into my chair and leaned back, clasping my hands together behind my head. I told myself I was only there to ensure that what Nate might claim occurred was true, to safeguard my bet. But the truth was, I was unsure about Staci. She wasn’t the cheating type, if there is a type. But then, she kissed him at that fundraiser, and didn’t tell me either. It was a bet with Nate, but it was also a test with Staci. Left alone, with the opportunity and the situation, even if it was unplanned by her and unanticipated, would she? I gave things about a half hour before I texted her. “Much bigger problem than they told me. Going to be stuck out here for the next 4 hours at least,” I wrote.
I looked up through the curtains. They were only watching the game studiously avoiding each other. Staci’s phone buzzed and she picked it up to look. “Oh poor you!” she wrote. “That sucks. Should Nate stay anyway you think?”
That was a fast turnaround I thought compared to her attitude about being left alone with Nate earlier. “Of course. Watch the game.”
“Okay!” she replied, and that was that. I was surprised by the curtness of it. She tossed her phone onto the side table and sank back deeply into the couch.
“That was Brady, he says he’s going to be gone for 4 hours minimum.”
“Aw man, that’s too bad,” he said, pretending he didn’t know that very message was coming. “What are we going to do?” he grinned at her.
My wife grinned back at him with her head resting deeply into the cushions behind her. She lifted her legs to rest on the ottoman. “Don’t you get any funny ideas,” she pursed her lips at him, but they curled up at the sides. “Anyway, do you want beer, or do you want wine, like me?”
“I want you,” he said.
Corny, I know, but she rolled her eyes and was flattered. She pushed up and stood facing down at him with her hands on her hips. “Beer? Or wine? Last chance.”
The answer seemed to contain more meaning than just a choice of beverage and Nate seemed to pick up on that too. He looked at her and answered in a tentative voice, “Wine?”
“Good choice,” she said, staring at him a few beats longer before turning and retreating to the bar in the den. She turned the lights down as she went, asking him but not waiting for an answer, “Is that going to be okay, or is too much for you to handle?” She was getting sassy.
She came back with a tray with a bottle and two glasses and set it on the ottoman. Nate wasted no time sitting up and pouring out two glasses. “The game’s boring, why don’t we turn the sound off,” she said, grabbing the remote before he could answer that as well. She put her phone on the speakers and cranked up her tunes. “Better?” she said, slinking back down deeply into the couch. She rolled her head to the side to face him and gave him the most softly innocent expression I’d ever seen.
“Only one thing missing,” he said.
“What’s that?” she spoke so softly and with such genuine concern it was like she’d never been seduced before. I was amazed at how rapidly she transitioned from good wife while I was out for just an hour, to flirting, eye-blinking and slinky wife when she learned I was out for four.
“A nice kiss with you like the other night.”
“Ummm,” she hesitated. She said that part about it not being a good idea.
“You already did it once, thought, right? Did anything go wrong then? Did you blurt it out to him?”
“No,” she twisted her lips over each other and squirmed her hands together between her legs like a different Staci was struggling to get out of her sleek and toned body.
Nate shifted closer to her on the couch ramping up the heat. “Just one. I loved it so much, I’ve been thinking about nothing since.”
“Oh come on,” she said, “you have women lined up every weekend through Christmas.” She smirked and shook her head.
“I don’t know what Brady tells you about me, but that’s not who I am.”
“Oh no?” She slapped his leg like before. “You didn’t waste any time with me at the fundraiser. And he was right on the other side of the door too!”
I cast my mind back to recollect. There were doors off the side of the hall down which there were other meeting rooms. I remember talking with people right beside the doors and being surprised by Staci when she came out suddenly. I didn’t even know there were doors right beside me until then. Several minutes later, Nate came out. I didn’t make anything of it at the time, I was paying attention to the conversation, but thinking back, that must have been where she and Nate made out.
“I was unable to resist, that’s different. And it was, if I recall, not just me.” He slipped his fingers into hers and grasped her hand.
She didn’t pull it away. She smirked and looked down. Nate pushed the hair away from her face. “One more, because one wasn’t enough.”
She turned to him and their faces nearly brushed against each other’s, he’d drifted so close to her. “It’s never going to be enough with a man like you, though, is it.”
“You already have us in bed smoking a cigarette and catching our breath.”
She laughed and turned away to hide her face. She turned back to him and looked at his eyes and his mouth. “Don’t be stupid,” she said so quietly it was intimate.
“Never,” he said, and he lifted her chin with his finger. This was it. He was making his move. What would my wife do, push him away, or what?
She exhaled, she dropped her eyes lightly closed, and she turned her face sideways up to his. He leaned in and their lips met and they did not come apart again for a long time. I watched Staci slowly withdraw her hands from between her legs where she had trapped them till then, keeping them safely at bay. She reached over to grip his right thigh with both hands as though taking an oar under control.
When he pulled away she followed him a few inches with her face, not done with the kiss. “This can’t go further, though,” she whispered.
“You control things,” he said. He knew what to say to them, he always did. He used his affability to get in their rooms and he used his unscrupulousness to get in their pants. He belonged in the political trade.
“I don’t feel so much in control, though,” she said, pulling her one leg up to fold under her and turning sideways toward him. She cradled his face in her hands. “You can’t tell Brady anything,” she spoke firmly and squarely at him.
“I keep secrets for a living,” he replied.
She shook her head and rolled her eyes. But she also pulled him with her fingers tickling the back of his neck and when he came to her again, she tilted her face and kissed him deeper than before.
That to me was Nate winning the bet. I should have arranged with him some marker like that, some measure of when I would consider it a done deal. But we left that out. I could have come out of the office, but then I’d be the weirdo, hiding in there and obviously spying. I could have texted her to say I was on my way home, the job was cancelled. I could have texted Nate and told him to leave, that he won, that he proved it — but that again brought an issue: I’d have to admit that I was at home watching. All I could do was watch.
“Let me close the curtains,” she said to him, and she went to the far side of the room and pulled them firmly and completely closed, checking for any cracks. She twisted around on her toes and clasped her wrist behind her back in her other hand. “I have something to confess,” she said to him from the other side of the room.
Nate watched her closely from the couch, letting his eyes travel up and down her body. “What is it?”
I leaned over my desk watching closely too, hanging on her answer.
She remained on the other side of the room framed by the pulled curtains in front of the patio door. “I’ve been thinking about you since that night too.” She looked down and away and bit her lip.
“Oh yeah,” he said.
“Yeah.” She exhaled and sharply and looked up at the ceiling with her eyes bugging out. “This is hard.”
“What is?”
“I got myself ready for you,” she said. “I was pretending things.”
“What do you mean?” I was glad he asked. I wanted dearly to know as well.
“Just,” she shook her head at her own nervousness. “Underneath.” She shook her long hair over her face again and grinned up at him. She took a couple of steps toward him. “I was imagining you.”
“Imagining me what?”
“Watching me dance,” she said so softly, I wasn’t sure I heard.
“Watching you dance?”
She nodded like she was in squirming pain and rolled her eyes all over the ceiling. She moved like her arms were tied against her will behind her back and she rolled her feet over top of one another. “Yes, and . . . “ she grinned but then looked seriously at him.
“And what?”
“Taking my clothes off,” she said. Her mouth dropped open and she licked her lips. “For you.”
“I’d like that,” he said. Of course he would. This was him winning a bet without even trying.
“You can’t tell Brady anything!”
“Of course not.”
“I mean it,” she said, finding in her hips the beginning of the beat.
“Seriously, I won’t,” he lied. Besides, he didn’t need to — I was leaning far over my desk watching it all.
“I’ll kill you if he finds out.”
“He’ll kill me too, so you’re all good.”
“No touching me either, okay?”
“No touching?”
“No. You get to look but that’s all.”
“Okay, deal.”
“You’re such a liar,” she said in a deep exhalation before turning around and beginning to shake her hips and sway them side to side. “No laughing,” she glanced over her shoulder at him.
“Of course not,” he said his eyes glued on her back. She crossed her arms over her front and took her sweater up and over her head, revealing the back of her lacy, black satin and shimmering bra. I exhaled enough to nearly pass out. I imagined it, but I never knew what it would feel like to see it in real time, in person. It was indescribable.
But it wasn’t anger, betrayal, or rage. It was only one thing, surprising as that sounds to admit. All I felt was turned on. “Holy fuck,” I murmured.
She undid the button and fly of her jeans and with an expression on her face as though she were in the privacy of her room, she peeled her tight jeans down her legs and lifted her feet one at a time to pull herself free of them. She folded them over and laid them on a small table over her sweater. She very slowly drew her eyes over the floor between them, and up to where he sat on the couch facing her, and finally up to his face.
“Do you like?” she asked with such sweet, soft innocence, I felt my whole bone structure evaporate inside me.
“I do,” Nate grinned as sideways as a thief.
“Good,” she said nearly inaudibly, and she reached her arms up over her head and began to sway her hips to the tunes and to dance for him.
She dragged her limp hands over her tight stomach and opened her bedroom eyes to him. “Are you sure you can handle it?”
“Handle it?”
“Not touching me?”
“If that’s what you say.”
She seemed to be lightly tickling her abdomen with her fingertips just along the line of the waist of her black panties as she stepped on her toes toward him. She moved between the ottoman and couch directly in front of him, nudging his legs wide open to stand between them. He slunk down in the couch and looked up at her.
“Take your shirt off,” she said, reaching up behind her head and flinging her hair out behind her. She dropped and rotated her shoulders and swayed her hips directly in front of him, leaning forward enough for her knees to press into the front of the couch cushion between his knees. She dragged her fingers up and between her breasts, and then down again to poke them just under the waist of her panties.
Nate frantically threw his tie away and tore his shirt off and leaned back into the couch. Staci began to thrust her hips forward and pull them back, jutting her chest at his face. She slowly pressed her knees further into the edge of the couch until her feet came off the floor and she wriggled as she danced on her knees, kneeling over his lap further and further up over him.
“Is this okay?” she whispered again, bending backward so her delicious stomach nearly brushed his face.
“I can live with it,” he said, and she laughed. She lowered herself until she was sitting on his lap and she reached around behind his neck and gripped a clump of his hair in her long, delicate fingers. She continued dancing on him even as her mouth, parted, serious, full, moved close to his.
“Remember, no touching,” she said, but her voice wavered. She leaned closer and kissed him as light as a breeze on his lips. Her breasts pushed into his shoulder. She undulated on him, rotating her hips in circles on him, pressing down and grinding him. Her arms fell into his lap between them and I heard the tell-tale tinkle of a belt being undone. She slid off him and began to tug at the bottom of his pants until he raised his hips, lifting himself on his elbows, until he was disrobed of them. She pulled at his underpants too, and he let her slip those off as well, before she nestled back onto the couch on her knees, and sat back down on his lap, now naked.
I couldn’t see between them but I knew — I could see both her arms rise and fall together between them, and slowly, too. She exhaled raggedly and turned her face this way and that before coming into him again and kissing him more passionately and longer.
“We can’t do this, you know,” she moaned more than spoke, but she went right back to his mouth with hers, and her arms moved faster and deeper between their bodies.
Nate knowingly said nothing and did nothing. He knew how to get a bird to eat out of his hand.
“Just a taste, maybe,” she said, pulling away from him. She pursed her lips and looked down between them to what she stroked in her hands. Her eyes were so big and her breath was so rapid, I thought she was going to pass out.
She wriggled on her knees until she melted down the front of the cushion onto the floor and then I could see: his cock was thick and hard and long in her hands. She caught her breath short and gleamed at his cock now an inch in front of her face. Her tongue, wide and pink, laid out her bottom lip and she seemed to be inhaling a gas her eyes shut so dreamily. She drew her glistening tongue up the underside of his shaft from his balls to his slit. She looked at him like she wanted to say something or hear him say something, but her shoulders shivered and her hips jerked and she dropped her lips over the top of his cock and pushed herself down over him, deeply and hard.
You think you’re going to rampage if you find your wife cheating, you think you’re going to kill and destroy. But it’s not like that. I tried to bring myself to rage, but I didn’t feel it. I was instead infused with my wife’s passion, swept away by her loss of control, and injected with her lust. When I heard her moan, muffled, with Nate’s cock deep in her throat, I felt it in my groin. When she pulled up and stroked his glistening wet cock against her gaping face, when she covered it with her hot, damp and rapid breath, I felt it in my cock.
She pushed herself up and then bent over I thought to kiss him, but she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and she wiggled them off her ass and down her thighs, curling them and twisting them as she struggled to pull her feet from them one at a time. Her chest heaved and her pelvis thrusted toward him as she slid herself, wet and shaking, over his lap one more time, this time as naked as him, below.
“We can’t” she breathed against his lips. “It’s wrong,” she groaned. “He’ll know,” she cried in a tiny voice, even as she raised herself over his hips and twisted to reach behind her, to grasp her fingers, long and stretched out, over the top of his straining cock. She gripped it and she drew the tip through the furrow of her soaking pussy.
“Don’t you ever tell,” she finally said, and she let go of his cock and sank her body down over him. I watched, mesmerized, as his cock, now gripped by her soft, engorged pussy lips, disappeared deeply inside her.
I sank back into my chair and watched through the thin curtains into the dimly lit den and to the couch where my wife rode my friend, where she began to bounce rapidly on him, where she threw her head back, tugged at the back of his neck, shoved her chest into his face, and cried out. It was an orgasm from so deeply inside her, she seemed to nearly lose consciousness. I opened my pants and tugged my cock out and jerked off watching my wife fuck my friend.
And fuck they did, hard fast and rough. I never knew she even knew how to go like that or would ever have wanted it like that. He threw her around, he pounded her doggy, bent over the back of the couch, on the floor, against the wall, on the counter in the kitchen, and every possible position on the couch. They laughed and teased and sucked and kissed through it all. It was truly an epic fuck.
The following Saturday, I told her we had a job that was going to be carried out overnight and into Sunday morning. “Going to be out all night,” I said to her. We hadn’t mentioned the previous Saturday all week.
“Aw,” she said, and nothing more.
Nate texted me an hour later. “Feel the need to tell you, bro,” he began.
“What’s up?”
“Your wife is inviting me over Saturday night.” We had settled earlier in the week, saying nothing about it.
I twirled the phone in my hand and thought about it long and hard. There was nothing during the week after they fucked to indicate she was going to leave me. There was nothing to indicate she wanted anything out of Nate more than a fuck. In fact, she was more affectionate and loving to me than usual. They say women are more emotional and men fuck for more physical reasons, but I’m not sure if it’s not the other way around, or at least the same for both. She seemed to get off on the physical release and showed no effect emotionally.
If I fell under the same opportunity and situation, with a girl anywhere as hot as my wife, I would be doing the same thing, and I wouldn’t want to leave Staci, I wouldn’t want anything different, it would have no effect on us unless she chose to make a big deal of it. Could I not see my wife was the same as me, as someone who had an opportunity and took it, and didn’t want anything to come of it, didn’t want it to mean anything, because it didn’t?
I stared at my phone. “Go for it,” I wrote Nate back. I wasn’t scheduled to work all night Saturday night. I planned to be in my office all night, in the dark. I needed to see it all over again . . . .
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