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Tempted by Her Fantasy

Katie was bashful and timid. I keep telling my wife she has to speak up, take what’s hers, and be more determined and clear about what she wants.
“But I don’t know what I want!” she protested, snuggling her face into my arm. I rested my hand on her lap on our way up to our favorite winter cabin getaway.
“Yes you do, but you just don’t admit it to yourself.” Everybody’s got desires, right?
“I don’t know,” she shook her head thoughtfully. “Maybe,” she trailed off, staring out the window at the majestic snow-blanketed vertical landscape rising up around us as we climbed the pass. A tiny grin curled the corners of her mouth.
Dylan was one of the young, new guys on my construction crew — he was maybe 22 years old. When Katie and I were pulling our bags out of my car, Dylan’s classic rusted white Chevy C10 pick-up came squeaking and groaning past on the quiet snow-covered road.
He stopped and rolled down his window. “Hey Gary!” he waved and smiled broadly.
“Oh hey, Dylan, I had no idea you came up here too,” I said coming over to his window.
“Up with friends, get some cross-country skiing in!”
“That’s great,” I said. “We got to have you over, you here all weekend?”
He was. Katie came out and wrapped her hands around my arm. “You never introduce me to your guys,” she said.
So I did. And then I got an idea. It was the way she lingered with her big brown eyes gazing at Dylan’s eyes, and the way he lit up too, grinning back at her. She was younger than me — 27 to my 34 — and Dylan was younger yet at 22.
When she turned and went back in, Dylan watched her back end. “Wife is hot,” he intoned privately. We got along like that — I didn’t mind he was eyeing up his bosses wife. I was flattered actually. I took it as a point of pride.
“Why don’t you come over tomorrow, we’ll bar b que outside for lunch.” We had a nice little deck with heaters. My mouth was making plans before my brain even knew about them. I’d already concocted a reason to suddenly have to go, after he arrived. My thinking was, I wanted Katie to enjoy having desires. I could tell she liked Dylan right away. Why not let her be alone with him in private for an afternoon? Then I could tease her about flirting with him and experiencing a bit of lust and sinful ideas.
“Sounds pretty good actually,” Dylan said. I had no problem encouraging him to take advantage of getting close to Katie.
“Just you alone, though,” I made sure he understood. “Don’t want to feed the whole army.”
“You got it.” He dropped the stick shift and his old beater truck rumbled and shuddered and rolled on up the road in its squeaking and groaning way.
I told Katie about the plan — or at least the part of it that got Dylan over.
“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” she asked. She seemed worried about something.
“What could be wrong with it?”
“I don’t know, just, do you think he wants to? Just him?”
“He jumped at the chance. I think he has the hots for you.”
“Stop it!” she turned away and reddened in the face.
“Hard-built young construction guy like that. I saw him looking at you.”
“Stop it!” she grinned and she pushed her face into my shirt. But she lifted it back a moment later. “Do you think?”
She was experiencing it, finally! “I could tell the way he looked at you.”
“How did he look at me, I didn’t see.”
I actually liked that she lied a bit there. She saw perfectly well. She just wanted me to describe it for her to relive it. “He couldn’t take his eyes off you,” I said. “And that grin? He was thinking lascivious things.”
“Get out,” she shook her head and rolled her eyes. But her cheeks stayed flushed.
Before he arrived, she spent an inordinate amount of time getting ready. She took particular care with her makeup and kept trying different outfits — all for just a guy on my crew coming over for lunch. She finally settled on tan tights, a large oversized black and white turtle neck sweater, and a cute red tam hat. It was her lipstick and eyes though that really sparkled: bright red lips and copper shaded eyes. She looked extremely hot.
When we heard his knock on the door, it was Katie who ran ahead of me to get it. That was unexpected. I thought she’d be hanging back behind me like usual. She wanted to show him everything in our little cabin. She showed him the back patio and the heaters and the mountain view. When she came in to get him and herself a drink, it was already like I wasn’t there. It was sort of what I wanted to happen, only it was happening faster and with much less of my cajoling than I thought it would take.
I cooked up a good lunch and we ate and talked and laughed. Katie was interested in where he grew up, if he had siblings, where he saw his future — she wouldn’t leave him alone for a minute. My plan was to fake getting a phone call and needing to go off — I was a volunteer firefighter in the area and always registered on weekends when I was up. I had a whole bunch of lines in mind for Katie when she protested and questioned and got worried and reticent. But she didn’t delay me a moment. All she said was, “don’t forget to text me when you’re coming back.” Then she added, “So I don’t worry.”
“Don’t forget to get a ride in Dylan’s truck,” I finger-shot her.
“You like old trucks?” Dylan grinned at her.
“I don’t know why,” she smiled and cast her face down. “Something about an old pickup truck, I don’t know, they just do something for me.”
I thought it was odd that she was able to tell Dylan about the strange truck fetish she had. She only was able to tell me under the greatest of embarrassment, squirming and squealing before she came out with it. But old pickup trucks somehow trigger her sexually. We roamed around neighborhoods one day looking for them, and it seemed Chevy C10s from the early 70s were particularly strong for her. In bed that night she admitted to me, after burying her face in my shoulder and curling up in a ball redder than a beet, that screwing in the back of said truck was in fact a strong secret fantasy of hers. I’d been looking for one ever since — before one rolled onto my job site.
I’d been eyeing Dylan and his truck since he first showed up at the work site wondering if I should try to deliver her fantasy to her door. Of course, not really — just the truck, the young construction guy (another thing she admitted to), to get her juices flowing, and then maybe she’d be open to talking more about things she desires, beginning sexually, I thought, before she found her way to admitting to everything else she wanted in life generally. I wanted her to become more demanding and assertive at work, socially, at home, in life. I began with the sexual thing thinking that would be where, like so much else, everything could start.
“I’d love to show you my truck! She’s my pride and joy.”
“You could take me for a spin?”
I looked sideways at her. She was already half way there.
“No problem!” Dylan said, of course. He looked at me where I was retreating through the door.
I shrugged. “No problem with me.”
“You sure?” he checked again.
“Seriously, if Katie wants it, Katie gets it, far as I’m concerned.”
He looked quizzically at me and Katie looked down with embarrassment.
“Anything?” he checked a third and final time.
Katie also looked at me questioningly.
“Anything,” I assured them both. Katie bit her lip and I caught her grin at Dylan, who grinned right back at her.
I backed out of the driveway past Dylan’s old truck and drove away unsure what I had agreed to. In my mind it was a ride in his truck, and for Katie, a chance to get all worked up by the truck and the worker guy, and then maybe she’d have enjoyed the experience of getting something she likes. That was all it was supposed to be. To imagine anything further — to imagine as I had begun to imagine following the curving roads out of the little cul de sac after that weird triple-checking with me, “Anything?”, “You sure?”, and the rest of it and with Katie too the way she looking — was impossible. Katie wouldn’t do anything even if I served it up to her with lights and whistles. And surely Dylan wouldn’t either, me being his boss.
I had a plan to circle around, park elsewhere and sneak back in to peek on them through the fence. I wanted to see if Katie could let herself go a little in privacy without me around. But I had to run back to my car. They were already getting up and going out front to his truck for that little “spin” she mentioned.
It’s not a busy neighborhood out there and I had to hang back so he wouldn’t notice me following them in his truck. But at the same time, I didn’t have to keep them in sight — there’s really only one road snaking through the forest and rocks. I might have been hanging back a good distance, but there was no mistaking where Katie was sitting — in the middle, up close to Dylan as he drove. That too gave me ambivalent feelings. I liked Katie taking charge, doing something she wanted to do without regard for what others might think, me included. At the same time, that was the kind of guy she recently admitted to me, with great distress, that she fantasized about, and she was riding in the kind of vehicle she already told me gives her the good kind of willies.
They got to the turn off I knew led to a majestic look-out at a private cul de sac not many people knew about, besides me and Katie. She must have been directing him. I knew a little turn-around half way where I could hide my car behind the road-side bushes and walk the rest of the way through the thin and big-trunked forest to the clearing where I calculated they’d be parking for a chance to look across into the vast valley and the opposite dramatic mountain ridge.
I was right, they’d stopped there, but I was wrong about finding them sitting there looking at the view. I darted from trunk to trunk getting closer and closer trying to make out what I was seeing. The sight was so unexpected it was as though my mind refused to perceive it. The reason it looked like one person in the front seat was because they were necking.
I backed myself against a tree and scowled out into the snowy forest landscape around me and tried to steady my nerves and stop my mind spinning. Surely not, I had to think. I peered around the bark again and bugged my eyes out trying to focus them. But what I’d seen the first time stood out. My wife was necking with a guy in my crew in the front seat of his old pickup truck. It was so complete a surprise that I didn’t have anything left in me to be angry or to rage or to feel betrayed about — all the things a man is supposed to feel when he catches his wife like that.
In truth, also, a part of me was cheering. She liked Dylan from the first moment she saw him and she loved his old truck. So what if she wanted to make out with a young construction guy in an old truck? Didn’t I want her to know herself better, to identify and label what she wanted, and to assert herself and take them? The fact she was able to do that, to even “cheat” on me behind my back, to find a way to take those things usually not allowed, was actually a good thing, I thought. I wanted her to be more self-centered. And it wasn’t really cheating, not if both she and Dylan asked me three times what I realized now they had actually been asking me. Did I not say anything goes? I just didn’t expect kissing to be part of that.
As I watched, thrilling to the scene of my wife taking what she wanted, I began to suspect there was a lot more I was in for in the unexpected department.
I was close enough to see them laughing and kissing and talking through the back window of his cab. I climbed to a small rise where I could more easily see down inside. She remained sitting beside him and he’d started touching her leg. Normally she’d be appalled and indignant, but not this time. She didn’t stop him touching her there, even when his hand slowly, but inexorably, travelled up, even under the edge of her long bulky sweater. She wasn’t dissuading him at all, in fact. The more he touched her, it seemed, the slightly wider her legs parted and slightly further back her head fell as they kept kissing.
Because it was just us three out there in the middle of the mountain ridge, and because I brought Dylan to her and controlled Dylan in the sense that I could just as easily take him out of the picture entirely, made it feel less like my wife was cheating on me and more like I was a puppeteer fully in control of a taboo idea. I began to warm to the thrill of myself exploring things normally unmentioned and not openly sought. I had in me for a long time, I had to admit to myself, peering through the trees, a tiny little urge of the cuckold in me. I’d always wondered what it was like to see your wife with another man. The idea had not alarmed me, it had in fact always secretly excited me. I never told my wife, and I hardly even told myself. But I knew it, watching her kiss Dylan like that: I liked it, I had to admit it, as long as I controlled it. Did it matter to me that my wife thought she was cheating on me? Not really — because I knew she wasn’t. I had already let things progress that far, after already telling them to do anything they wanted, leaving the alone, even agreeing to text her before heading back so she could make sure she wasn’t caught. I had been bugging her to do things she wanted to do without regard for what others think, including me. So now that she was doing exactly that, I hardly had grounds to oppose it.
I ducked and stopped my breathing when both their doors opened. But it was a false alarm — they shut them again. But no — the sliding window in the back of the cab opened and I watched Dylan struggle through head first, laughing squirming. Then I saw my young wife follow him out the window into the back box of the pickup. They saw the snow outside their doors and realized they couldn’t walk around outside to climb in the back. I began to suspect I was in for more than just seeing my wife kiss.
I had a good view of the box of his C10. He had blankets he pulled through from the cab. I grinned, actually. She didn’t spell it out, but my wife’s “thing” with pick-ups was probably something to do with making out in the back box. Isn’t that everybody’s fantasy?
It was a perfect day — the sun beat down from a crystal clear sharp blue sky and the temperature soared. We were still high enough up that nothing was wet or melting, but it was warm enough to not need coats. I saw my wife grin like a cat that ate the canary. I was wary, but I was happy for her. She was getting her fantasy — making out in the back of a truck. I was only a little concerned.
That concern however began to spike upward when, while they laid down kissing again, Dylan’s hand crept up further under her sweater and I could see him wrap it around her ass. I’d have thought Katie would have stopped him there. She did, in fact, push his hand away, but it was only, it turned out, to lift her hips and hook her thumbs in the waist of her tights and, squealing loud enough for me to hear, peel them down off her ass and over her legs and off. She tossed them through the window into the cab. Though she pulled her sweater down again, as soon as she laid back beside Dylan to neck some more, his hand went under her sweater and pushed it up. Now he was rubbing my wife’s ass on her black hipster panties. I was amazed, but I was also intrigued. It looked good, even if that was my wife being pawed by my worker.
It was weird to see her exposed like that outside when her sweater rode up to around her waist, revealing her nearly naked bottom half to the elements. It was also so stunning that I didn’t have the emotions for it. Angry wasn’t it. I kept trying to find the anger and it wasn’t there. Shock was, certainly surprise and also awe. But so was glee. I was happy for her. It was the most unexpected thing a husband could possibly feel when catching his wife playing around with another man. There aren’t words for what I felt.
Things took a turn for the darker though when Katie began tugging and fiddling with Dylan’s belt. I squinted but I was able to see clearly enough. She wanted his pants off too. This was the part where I could have and maybe should have texted her, or maybe even come down out of the forest and slapped the side of the truck. I could have made my way back to my car and drove up behind them pretending to just come across them, on the excuse of looking out over the valley for any columns of smoke. But I did none of those things and instead stood rooted to the spot hugging the tree and watching my wife undo the younger man’s pants, watching her peel them down his legs, and watching her fondle and caress the bulge beneath his shorts.
I was short of breath and my heart felt like it was going to pound out through my chest. I was appalled at myself for doing nothing about it, but I was also deliriously high watching my wife get off sexually. I tried to tell myself again that it was good, I was happy for her expressing her desires, but the fact was, it was all me. I was getting off on watching my wife become sexually active with another man. Spying on them without their knowledge only added to it — there was nothing in my mind about the aggrieved husband catching his wife fooling around with his worker. There was only the voyeuristic thrill of catching a wife cheating, and thrilling to it. I could feel her excitement in my own blood.
She laughed and squealed and I could even hear her moan she was so loud. Dylan’s hand snuck inside her panties. When he tugged her sweater up, she quickly looked around, determined the place was utterly safe (she knew it would be) and she sat up to pull her bulky sweater up and over her head. I was breathing hard and felt like I was going to pass out. She didn’t stop there. She reached behind herself and quickly unclasped her black bra, tossing all of it though the window of the cab. I couldn’t believe I was going to see possibly the whole thing.
They both laughed like two lovers without any care, rather than a wife and a worker committing sins in the open of a bright afternoon. She tugged at his shirt and he shed it quicker than she shed her sweater. She reached around him and, kissing him softly, she eased his shorts off. She stood up and let him watch her from behind as she bent over slowly and carefully to pull her panties down her ass and off her legs. She laid down again below the high sides of the box of his pick up on the luxury of blankets that he had spread out and, both of them completely naked in the warming winter sun, they embraced again, this time with their legs twisting around each other’s serpentine-like and their arms and hands wrapping around each others’ bodies. I was too amazed at my wife and the utterly other person she had become to have any other thoughts in my mind besides that I was the luckiest guy alive to live through her passion so deeply.
Dylan pushed her on to her back and though she offered token resistance, throwing her head side to side, covering her pussy with her hands and closing her drawn-up knees together to deny him, sort of, he pressed her and she opened like a clam. He kissed my wife’s bare chest, her small breasts, her tight and toned stomach, and when he went down further on her, I could hear her squeal, but she didn’t stop him anymore. He kissed the inside of her thighs and she opened further. When he went toward the apex of her body, I saw my wife push her long elegant fingers into his tight short thatch of black hair, twist her fingers in it, and shove him down so his mouth mashed into her pussy.
I actually thought she was going to pull him away. But no. I decided at that moment it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life.
Katie was always reserved in bed. She was reticent about me going down on her even though I knew she loved it. She would never ask for it. She certainly would never grab my head by the hair and shove me down. Normally she liked to be covered over her face and to make as little noise as possible in a completely darkened bedroom.
This time, she was naked to the blue sky above. She was crying out loud. And she was writhing and thrusting at him as he worked on her. She was experiencing something I didn’t know if she even had before and I could feel a tug of pride in me for the role I played in making it come about for her. Of course I didn’t have to feel threatened by the kid doing my wife. If there was any issues I was unhappy about, I need only have fired him. We lived in a small place. It would be nothing for me to put word around that nobody hire him back and he’d be gone from that entire corner of our state. Besides, Katie loved the lifestyle we afforded together.
It was when she began to grasp and reach at him that I began to wonder just how far this thing was going to go. How much was I going to be able to abide? How far would a husband of my liberal outlook and laissez faire attitude let his wife go? To me, it was all in the appearances. If no one knew about it, I hardly sensed a limit at all, the more she probed the outer limits of my tolerance.
When he twisted in response to her tapping and grabbing and when he crawled up over her, letting her reach down between them and seize his dangling hard cock and squeeze it, shivering, but not from cold, I felt it in my own body. It was her lust I could feel, he want, naked and aggressive. Katie’s body arched and her knees drew up and she clasped her ankles together behind his back. She was begging him, she was contorting beneath him, she was offering herself to him in the most intimate way possible. I could hear her high pitched breathy inhalations and her exhaled moans echoing through the trees and blanket and snow. The back of the truck was rusty but the blankets were clean and soft. It was snowy all around but the air was fresh and crisp and clean and clear. Ice formed on the window, but it was warm. It was so silent under the blankets of fresh snow. My wife tugged the construction worker’s head down to kiss him softly and with yearning, and she brought her hips up from the blankets so that his cock, rigid like steel and pointing straight down at her stomach, and touched herself to him.
I looked around. The cleaning in the winter forest with the classic old pickup truck, the beautiful couple in the box naked and thrusting at each other, the sounds they made, the purity of it all — nothing but body lust and sexual drive — made me gasp it was so overwhelming. I wanted the young buck to penetrate my wife. I wanted him to take her in every way. I wanted her to open up for him, to receive him, to thrust herself body and mind against him, to fuck him. I wanted her to.
I didn’t have long to wait. The young guy, he fell for her charms and he lowered her hips and when the head of his cock touched the lips of her pussy, she cried like something wild in the forest. I could see it go into her. And I watched her arch harder than bark curling off a log in a fire as he drove himself in one long slow push all the way until her hips bumped with his. When I saw her body jolt in the back of the truck, that’s when it hit me for real: my wife was fucking a man and I was watching it. I was not only watching it, I was loving it.
She rolled him over never breaking a kiss with him all the way until she pinned his wrists down under her hands and lowered her hips to his, capturing his cock again with her pussy lips, and driving herself down on him, smiling, her back lit up in sunshine, her pussy, I could see behind them, glistening in the sun she was so wet for him.
She curled and uncurled her spine and drove her hips at him increasingly hard. She sat back and reached around herself to caress his balls and he reached up and took her small breasts in his hands and squeezed her until she moaned and dropped her head back. The look of bliss on her face, with her eyes closed and her mouth wide open, is something I will never forget. It was like I could feel it too.
The young guy didn’t last much longer. I expected Katie to leap off when he began to buck uncontrollably under her, but she only grabbed onto him harder, and even though he lifted his whole body up, her included, she stayed on him, wrapping her arms and legs around neck around him. I was close enough to see the gush of his ejaculation all around her pussy.
When they finished and laid beside each other in the back of the truck catching their breath, I reluctantly turned away and made my way to my car ahead of them coming back down in his old truck. I let them take their time before I texted her that I was done and coming home. She might already have been home before I did.
That night, Katie made love to me with a vigor and energy and enthusiasm that was beyond what we’d ever done before. But the next morning, she was despondent. Finally, she told me she had something to tell me.
“I think I really need to tell you.”
But I didn’t want to hear it. I didn’t want to break the bubble — I was fine with with she did, I just didn’t know how to say it.
“You don’t have anything to apologize for,” I said, not letting her even say what she wanted to say.
“But I think you need to know.”
“Katie, no, I don’t. You’re a human being, you have a life too, a life separate from me.”
“But what happened . . . “ she tried again but I cut her off. I couldn’t let her expose the secret to the light of day.
“Keep it to yourself, have a secret, do things that only you know about.”
“But, but . . . “ she kept trying.
I laughed. “No, part of you being assertive and taking what you want is not having to atone for it, not having to explain yourself.”
“We . . . “ she tried again.
I would not let her tell me. “I don’t want to know,” I said. And then I said something else I didn’t know was coming out of my own mouth. “I’m actually going to go back down to our house after breakfast and I’m going to leave you up here all day and all night and come back for you tomorrow at exactly 12 noon.”
“What?” she was incredulous.
“I want you to experience being accountable to no one.” I had managed to fold the whole thing into this kick I had for her to learn assertiveness and independence. It was not lost on me that I had gotten her to text him to come over on her phone — in knew therefore she already had Dylan’s phone number. I needed her to, I was driving at the time. I wanted her to think I had forgotten so she could feel like she was plotting more in secret. She knew she didn’t have to ask me his number. And yet I was leaving her alone for a day and a night  even after watching what she did with him.
“You’re going to leave me here alone?”
“It will be good for you.” I knew she didn’t particularly relish the idea of being alone — she was never that kind of person. But this was a little test of mine. If she didn’t protest too much it could only be because she planned to not be so alone.
“Maybe you’re right,” she said. “It feels kind of exciting being alone up here.”
And that’s when I knew it. She was going to call him or text him as soon as I pulled out, I knew it. And I could hardly keep the grin off my face. It was like her own sexual excitement was filling my veins. I felt like a teen again.
“I’ll text when I’m coming back up.”
“You’re going to leave me all alone even over night?”
“Don’t you want a night sleeping alone up here?” I knew for sure she would not be alone. I knew she wouldn’t even get much sleep. She and Dylan would be fucking like mad the whole time. I just knew it. And I loved it. I wanted to hold her and tell her, “Get your brains fucked out!”
“Yeah,” she curled coyly around my arm. “But,” she said, “sort of not.”
“Whatever,” I said, ignoring what she was trying to tell me again in so many words.
“I might, I don’t know, maybe have a friend over?” We had a few friends that were occasionally around up there when we were, so her question was not flat out asking me if she could fuck Dylan all day and all night. It had the slightest bit of cover.
“You get to do what you want without my knowledge and without having to explain or ask permission.” I put it in terms of her getting a free night as part of her own development. We both were able to talk about her fucking Dylan without either of us mentioning fucking or Dylan.
“Maybe overnight?” she said in a tiny voice. She was getting close to spelling it out.
“Whatever,” I said, trying to walk away.
“Are you sure you’re sure about this?”
“I’m sure!” I laughed at her trying to reassure her that I was fine with it.
“You’re not concerned?”
“Not concerned.”
“You’re not  . . . “ she paused. “Mad at all?”
“Not mad.”
“No consequences?”
“None at all.” I could see her face flush and her eyes light up at the prospect of it. Being able to indulge her fantasy again without any consequences seemed like a dream come true to her.
But what I didn’t tell her, what I didn’t explain, was that she wasn’t the only one getting her fantasy. I was too. I knew what I was after watching from the forest that afternoon. And if she was going to get hers, I was going to get mine too. I left the side door unlocked. That would get me into the tiny laundry room. And I already checked. It would give me a clear line of sight to the big old couch in front of the big window.
I was a voyeur and a happy cuckold. It only worked for me if my wife didn’t know I was watching. The thrill was my wife thinking she was getting away with something. That thrill of illicit sex was what invaded my mind, and watching her think she was cheating on me with with young guy was almost more than I could take.
I left but I didn’t drive far. It was less than an hour before I saw his pick-up truck pull up the driveway. I gave it a little longer before I snuck in through the side. They were already on the couch together. And this time, I opened my pants. 




I let my wife date her old college flame

It might have been the old grade school’s nurse’s room, or maybe the counsellor’s room. Whatever it was, now it was one of the tiny bars throughout the old converted school-cum-top end hotel tucked quietly away in the suburban hills south of the city. As if that wasn’t enough to trigger old traumas, there sitting against the wall in the back of the dark, oak-lined space was that jerk I always felt clumsy and inadequate around at college, Max, now a hotshot sports commentator for one of the national networks, in town to do a game. And beside him, or rather, pressed against him, her long lazy curls of chestnut-brown hair flowing down his shoulders and chest as much as her own she was so all over him, was none other than Luci, my wife of three years.
We didn’t date in college so much as fell into a very deep friendship affair. I helped her through several failed relationships and by our late 20s and into our own careers — she became a community librarian, me, my own IT business — I think I was simply her last man standing. I never shook the feeling of having been her default choice.
I never liked Max — I didn’t trust him, for one thing, because he was so transparently all about himself and his ambitious future. But Luci certainly had something going for him. He was invited, not by me, to parties, and even went along with us on a camping trip once. Luci told me everything about the guys she had been dating. Every one of them except for Max. And all of her escapades ended with her calling them off and wanting to shed herself of more bad choices, except for, you guessed it, Max again. He called her off, not the other way around, and he shed her when he left town for brighter lights, transferring to a bigger college in more notorious sports city halfway through college.
I could see them from another tiny room across the hall, this one a cafe in what might have been the principal’s office. She rolled her head back and laughed with exaggeration, and she pulled and twirled strands of her hair in her long, elegant fingers. She sat half turned to him with her legs crossed wearing her thick tuque, her long grey, pink and Earth-tone scarf, a bulky thick white sweater and tight, strategically torn black tights with thick socks pulled up over them, and white boots with fur spilling out the top like foam over a cup of cappuccino. To see them there tucked into the corner and buried in the shadows, laughing more than talking, her hand impatiently tapping his leg to say the next thing, but staying on his leg, fingers scrunching, you’d think it was a date.
And I guess that’s what it was, if you can overlook the fact she asked her husband, me, if she could go to his hotel, if I could drive her there, and if I could not come inside, but go home and wait for her to call for me to pick her up. Only I didn’t go home, did I. No, I drove around, parked a block away, and came in myself to the weird and haunting building. I didn’t see her take it off, but I saw her slip her hand into her purse just before she got out of the car. Her wedding ring was gone.
I sipped my cappuccino and I stared like the creep I had become over the top of my cup at the appealing, well-dressed dating couple across the way.
“He needs to stay at smaller, quieter hotels or he gets besieged by fans!” Luci explained breathlessly to me as I tried to find where this strange hotel I never heard of actually was. I couldn’t believe it was in a residential neighborhood, but there  it was. She was doing her makeup the way she might if she were a single girl going on a date. I watched her out the corner of my eye through the cracked open bathroom door. Black lacy underwear, dark lined eyes, painted lips and nails — it was slightly over the top, perhaps.
“Just going to have a drink or two, right?” I checked with her
She leaned back and admired herself in the mirror, checking carefully every detail. “Maybe a movie, there’s a theatre in there too!” She was excited. I was not. “You don’t mind do you?”
I didn’t answer. Of course I minded, I minded since I first got courage together to talk to her.
“I’ll just take an Uber home — you shouldn’t wait up.” She leaned outside the door and spoke flatly. “Might be a late one.”
The guy was obviously an old flame though she never discussed him like that. She never talked to me about him, but it was clear, he was the one that got away, for her, just as she was almost the one that got away for me. I’d seen her get excited about things before, like plane trips or holiday events around the library, but for this night out with Max, she was rosy in the cheeks. She kept remarking about the incredible features of the odd hotel to the point I figured out she was trying to deflect me from guessing other reasons she was so overly excited and impatiently anticipating the night.
“You can come too,” she said, but in a tone you might use to invite someone to a funeral of a person they never knew. “But we’re just going to be catching up on old things,” she tilted her head. She knew I hated the guy.
“No worries,” I waved her off. “I have a lot of work tonight,” I said gesturing to my array of computer screens. I had programs to write.
“Okay,” she said cheerily, “but do you mind driving me there?”
“To the hotel?”
“You know I hate driving in winter, at night.” Plus it was hard to get Uber’s up in our area.
And so I did. Right to the front door of the place. “I can’t wait!” she kept saying all the way there. “It’s going to be so much fun!” she groaned with a grin like I shared in her secrets. She kept using the hotel as the stand-in for Max. “Babe, I’m very excited,” she said, leaning over the front seats and grabbing my thigh up high. “But don’t stay up for me, okay?” she repeated a second time. “I don’t want to think you’re out there worried about me. I’ll be in good hands,” she said. But then she must have realized her error. “The hotel is very safe,” she added with a nod. “They have very good security,” as though that might have been the source of my consternation.
They pressed up from the plush dark leather seats of the bench they sat beside each other on and came out to the dim lit hallway. I hid down behind my cup but I could hear them discussing with mirth and hilarity which way it might be to the theatre. When they decided which it was, they headed down the hall together, slowly. I came out too to watch. She had slipped her arm inside his and was walking hip-to-hip with him. She’d leaned her head against his shoulder. I was close enough to hear his famous dulcimer tone, and her excited laughter.
Why would a guy agree to let his wife of three years go out alone with a man who he knew to be an old and secret flame, the one that got away? Why would a guy sit there and silently watch as she pawed him, twirled her hair at him, laughed at everything he had to say, and pulled herself close against him? Why would he let that happen, even encourage her to go alone, even drive her, though he saw how she got ready for the man, how she dressed, how she made herself up, and how she grew so overly excited as the time and travel brought her closer to the object of her obvious affection? Why, why, why . . .
Being in IT, I go a lot of places in the online world. It pays to explore during waiting time new viruses or phishings that might be tagging along from places people secretly go. The research brings to my screen web pages about subjects I wouldn’t normally find myself staring at. And you don’t know, do you, what’s going to trigger your mind like a snippet of a melody that plants a song-worm all day or longer. Why does something unexpected and unheard of suddenly become an obsession you can’t shake out of your mind? How does an image or a concept, a taboo thing, a wrong idea, a bad experience, become a kink?
I happened across a web page where cuckolding was being discussed — the giving of one’s wife to another man, as a form of sexual pleasure for oneself. I fought it, I explored it in the hopes of using DIY exposure therapy to rid myself of it, and I gave in to it, too, I tried to normalize it, neutralize the obsession through making it as though normal.
Nothing worked. The thought of it boiled in my mind as Luci and I curled up together on the couch watching shows. It spun me like a pottery wheel when I drove to a call-out, and it blurred my vision when I drove home. I listened to the sounds of sex as though it was her. I watched videos that I obscured behind other windows as though I was spying on her.
And then, she came home and in the kitchen told me, in as nonchalant a tone as she could, which wasn’t very good, that Max, did I remember Max, Max the guy from back in college, almost forgot about him!
“He’s coming to town to do a game, isn’t that wonderful!”
“I see him sometimes on TV,” I had to admit.
“Oh do you? I didn’t know he was doing that.” She did, but she wanted to pretend she wasn’t paying attention all these years.
In my addled mind I made the calculation that if maybe it actually happened, if maybe she did go out with a guy on a date, I’d be healed of the obsession. And then, having checked the place out on one of my call-outs, I realized, I could easily spy on the whole thing. Sure, my cock stirred at the thought, a phenomenon I tried hard to ignore, just as I tried so hard to defeat the whole idea for weeks beforehand, jerking off, not jerking off, exposing myself to images and videos of it till I was sore in wrist and cock. But I reasoned that if I not only sent my wife on a date with a man but also watched it secretly, I could expose myself finally to the toxin and be rid of it.
There was no way I could have brought this up with Luci. To bring up a conversation the point of which would be to suggest she go out with some guy was absurd. To reveal to her I got off on the idea, that I was obsessed with it, was impossible. Sure, maybe someday when I understood it, when I concluded I was really feeling it and it wasn’t just some crazy song-worm driving me to crazy town, I could maybe talk to her about my kink. But I wasn’t in a space yet where I could even talk to myself about it, or understand it, so it was impossible to talk to her and make her understand.
When she came home to tell me Max popped up, I was containing my excitement just as much as she was. I was trying to show nonchalance every bit as much as she was trying to show it. When she suggested I drive her down to his hotel, I managed to look as accommodating as she managed to look to me, telling me for my own good not to bother waiting up for her. It was like manna from heaven, this gift that dropped in my lap. My wife wanted to go on a date with a man she liked, a man who wouldn’t be around the next day. It was so perfect it was hard for me to not jerk myself off to the point of breaking my cock. I was as spinny with anticipation as she was, both to get off on what I would see, but also, and more hopefully, to be cured of that nasty mind virus I picked up browsing the wrong virtual neighborhood.
I walked behind them by only about twenty feet tempting the fates to bust me. But they connived too. Luci and Max stopped at the concession like a couple in love, the way they held hands and giggled and bought one popcorn to share. The theatre was dim but the lights were still up enough to see. It was indeed a surreal environment through and through, which was perfect for the dreamscape my mind had made of the whole event. It was perfect in that it was like no place I’d ever been — cuckoldry was like that too, conceptually. I couldn’t believe I was sharing my wife with a man. I just didn’t know yet how far that was going to go.
The theatre wasn’t normal with seats. It instead used rows of big old antique couches, big old overstuffed living room chairs, and other unique and unusual furniture. Luci and her man Max found a sofa all to themselves and I slipped into a lone chair a little behind them, right against the back wall. It was a quiet night and not many people were there. Those who were planted themselves in the middle of the space far away from the sofa Luci and Max found. When Luci’s head popped up over the back of the couch to scan around behind her, I ducked quickly down to hide. As far as she could tell, they were alone in that whole corner of the theatre. The lights went down, the curtains danced apart, and I saw Luci, my wife, lean her head over to rest on Max’s shoulder. And Max’s arm pulled up and stretched out over the back of the sofa, and curled back down around the shoulders of Luci. My heart pounded and I had difficulty swallowing. The show began.
Luci’s head slipped further and further down.But then she leaned it sideways and I saw her smile at him, I saw her touch his face, and I watched her pull his head down to hers — and I sat there dumbfounded as she kissed him, long, deeply, and fully.
Until then, the concept was abstract to me. I was relishing her date with Max, but as a date, which to me for some reason, didn’t include anything other than talking and laughing together. I was confronted suddenly with the full force of what it was I had welcomed into our relationship. I wanted to slap my face, I wanted to scream. I had shown myself to be awfully slow-witted in the past, but this was surely my new high-water mark. What did I think a date was going to be? Alone at a hotel? A bar? A movie theatre?
My lungs emptied and my eyes dimmed. Max’s hand crept up her shoulder and neck and plunged into her luxury of hair. Luci’s hand cupped his cheek and felt his chin and pulled him and didn’t let him go, kissing him, smiling against him, murmuring who knew what up to him. My wife was making out with the guy, she was behaving sensually with him, she was becoming sexual in the back of the theatre on a couch in the supposed privacy of the back of the dark theatre.
Her head slipped from his face and I just ducked in time before she glanced over the back of their sofa again, and before her head slipped down below the top of the sofa. I watched without being able to breathe as Max’s arm dropped down too, though his hand stayed in her hair,. His own body slinked down in the sofa, and his head rolled back over the top edge. I could see slightly from the side that his eyes were closed and his mouth had fallen open. Neither of them, I realized, were watching the movie anymore.
I quietly, stealthily, crept forward onto the sofa directly behind theirs. I looked around. It would be so embarrassing to be caught by the staff creeping up on a couple like that. But I was crazy, I was not thinking clearly. If either of them looked  behind them again, I’d be caught dead to rights. It was not lost on me that I was more concerned about being caught as a voyeur on my own wife cheating with her college flame than she was about being busted for infidelity.
I poured my body down onto the floor and crawled like an animal, like something I didn’t recognize anymore, right up against the back of their sofa. I could hear something, but the movie was loud too. I could feel the sofa moving slightly. I held my breath and my body shook violently. I knew I shouldn’t be spying on a couple in the theatre like that, wife or no. I knew also I shouldn’t get up on my knees and peer over the top. That’s how dangerous the obsession was. I was infected with a concept and it took over my mind like a parasite. I could not stop myself from lifting up. I could not prevent myself from peering over. And when I did, and when I saw the back of my wife’s own head bobbing slowly in the man’s lap, I could not make myself turn away.
I tried to tell myself I should stare at it, I should choke on it, and maybe when I vomited at the sight of my wife going down on a guy, I might purge my system of the poison and be cured of the virus. But that’s not exactly what happened.
I held my breath and peered over the top again. I was looking over his shoulder. My wife’s hand, her pretty painted nails on her fingers spread out over his partially exposed stomach, scrunched and released the way she did on his leg in the bar. Now she did it not with impatience to talk, but with passion and lust to regulate her mouth and tongue as she consumed his cock.
She began to lick and kiss his dick and I ducked down again. I could hear my wife burble and murmur and laugh quietly. I could see her hair back up near his face as she kissed him. And then I heard nothing again and her hair went down. I crept around to the side of the couch now knowing the orientation of their bodies. I peaked over the arm of the couch and though I shook with either rage or excitement, or both, perhaps being the same thing — I didn’t know, the kink was new to me.
My wife was not in his lap. She was slinked down almost prone on the sofa. And she was kicking off her boots. She laughed lightly and raised her hips and slipped her tight black tights off her sweet round ass. And when I thought it was about sucking him, as if that wasn’t bad enough, my wife, a librarian by day, a soft-spoken lover of the outdoors and hot chocolate and cuddling on the couch with chick flicks, slipped her thumbs into the waist of her panties and slipped them over her legs and off her painted toes. She was stripped naked from her waist down. She tugged her long bulky sweater down over her body and I ducked. When I peered again, she was stroking his cock and leaning down and kissing it, sucking it, moaning on it.
Max’s hand wrapped around my wife’s ass and she didn’t slap him away or recoil. She let him. It was his now, at least for that night. She gave herself to him. She had planned it too, I could tell. The way she had been behaving ever since he popped up in town, the way she got ready, the way she arranged for me to be out of the picture. She knew what she was going to to. And I welcomed it. I wanted it. I got off on the idea. And now that it was actually happening, I was delirious with arousal.
She craned her neck and lifted her lips to his mouth and she stroked his cock. I could just see through the cushions that he was playing with her pussy. She gyrated and breathed hard in response, but she also shifted and curled to allow him more access to her. I could hardly breathe. I was dying or cumming, I couldn’t tell which it was.
I barely got below the arm of the sofa again before Luci looked around. She was planning something else, wasn’t she. The cushions depressed and I heard her laugh awkwardly and accidentally yelp. Then I saw the cushions moving rhythmically the way they do. I very slowly, very carefully, poked my head over the arm of the sofa. What I saw from the side two feet from my nose was like nothing I was prepared for.
It was beautiful and pornographic at the same time. Luci is a gorgeous woman. In her hat and scarf, she looked so hot. But her sweater was bunched up around her ribs because Max’s hands were up inside her sweater from behind. He was massaging her big, beautiful breasts under her sweater. Her stomach was bared, her tight, toned, soft and smooth stomach, highlighted golden in the dim glow of the movie screen. And she was bare over her hips and thighs and knees and calves too. To see her, dressed cutely still for winter, from the ribs up, and for fucking from her stomach down, nearly blew me apart.
And there was no mistaking that she was fucking Max. I should have known that it could happen, but I didn’t. The sound of it was what fascinated me, the slushy suction sound of her obviously very wet pussy pushing down and sucking up on his very erect cock. That she could fuck in a movie theatre was another fascinating element playing out in front of me for my consideration. And that she would do that with another man, that was genuinely a shock.
But it didn’t strike me as cheating by her. I pushed her into it. “You so liked him,” I teased her that day in our kitchen. We’d just made love and she was getting us post-coital snacks from the fridge in her panties and long sleeveless t-shirt, the one that hung so widely at her arms, her breasts were enticingly exposed on their sides to me, and she knew it, she loved showing off her body to me.
We’d also been having a couple of drinks, and she was not a regular drinker. It loosened her tongue. It was why she didn’t like it — she regretted things she’d said. “I did,” she grinned snapping a celery stick off in her mouth and poking me in my bare stomach with it.
“Did you ever fuck him?” We sometimes talked like that, when we were loose and teasing. We liked to shock each other with conversations that would be absurd for a married couple to have. We tried to outdo each other with how far we could take it before the other person would crack up and laugh too hard to be able to carry the ball further.
“Did I ever fuck him? Did I ever stop fucking him do you mean?” she turned her back to me to bend over and get something from the lower shelf, and wag her ass at me cheekily.
“Was he good? Big cock?”
“So much bigger than yours,” she turned around and stared at me with big brown eyes and a pouty face, “I had to try hard to concentrate on yours I could hardly feel it inside me.”
“That’s nice, that’s good,” I said, almost losing it. I almost laughed. She kept her face perfectly straight though. “He cum a lot?”
“Uh-huh, but so did I.” She bent over at 90-degrees at the counter as though to get a better look at her phone. She knew she was offering her ass up for a sweet spanking, or a good fucking. “Lots of times. In the same session. All night.”
“I see.” I was losing it.
“You know it’s funny,” she said without turning to look at me. Her breasts were round and dangling pendulously inside her loose falling top. “You know how I don’t swallow you when you try to cum in my mouth?”
That was true. She tried to get used to it, but she really couldn’t do it. We just laughed about it. I nodded. I was out of fuel on this one.
She stood up and faced me leaning on the counter. “He used to shoot his cum all over my face. He liked it, and you know what?” She hoisted herself to sit on the edge of the counter. She raised her eyebrows at me like I had to answer or she wouldn’t go on.
“What?” I was barely able to talk.
“That was only after I swallowed him and he was still cumming. I loved it.” She smiled as though reminiscing. “His cum would land here,” she said, pointing at her bottom lip, “and here,” she dragged her fingertip out along her cheek to her ear, “and all over here,” she smiled like she was reliving it, bringing all her fingertips down around her neck. “Sometimes,” she said, lifting her loose top off to sit on the counter in the kitchen topless but not even looking at me, “I liked to make him cum between my tits.” She squeezed them together. It was something she’d never done with me. She laughed. “Then he would shoot up and it hit me all over the place. I tried to catch him in my mouth. He tasted sooo good.”
She leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs and toyed with her pussy through the fabric of her shiny thong panties staring at me. “But most of all, I loved his cock pounding me in my pussy.”
“Did he cum inside you too?” We didn’t do that — not without a condom. We weren’t ready for kids.
She slipped her fingers under her panties and moved them over her pussy inside, gasping lightly and lidding her eyes halfway. “He did. I let him.”
“What?”
“Diaphragm.”
“But you . . . “
“Not then.”
“He got to cum inside you.”
She laid back and began to masturbate in front of me. “Uh-huh,” she was barely able to say. “I could hardly resist, he made me so crazy.”
I had the stirring, shivering realization she was maybe not making things up.
“And now he’s back in town.”
“Uh-huh, that he is,” she half-whispered and half-groaned.
“And you want to fuck him again don’t you.”
“Oh god, yes,” she was nearly breathless.
In the space we had created with this game, it was true that we could say things that were absurd, untrue, that were meant to tease and be laughed at, that would not count toward anything to be accountable for. Telling me she wanted to fuck him, though . . . was that her telling me she really wanted to fuck him? or was she playing the game to a previously unachieved level? Was she telling me she was going to fuck him? Is that what I was supposed to hear?
“You want to go have a date with him, and fuck his cock, just like old times, don’t you.”
“Fuck yes,” she cried out. She was madly rubbing herself. “I want to fuck him again so badly.”
I stepped over to her and took grasp of her hips. She pulled her knees up and flung her legs open. She writhed before me on the counter. I slipped her panties off and she gripped and thrust at her pussy. She was wetter than I’d ever seen her before. All that we had been teasing each other with in the kitchen that day, she was definitely getting off on. It wasn’t fake, it wasn’t funny. She was serious — and she wet and trembling.
But I was too. I was stiffer than I’d ever been. I was so aroused, my head was light and my legs were twitching. I shoved my cock in her so hard and so deep, her body jolted. She also cried out and thrashed on the end of my cock. I rammed her over and over again, and she twisted her head sideways, she gripped the edge of the counter, and she cried out his name. “Fuck me Max,” she screamed. “Fuck me hard Max,” she whimpered.
When I got close, she shoved me out of her, she closed her legs, and she squirmed out from under my body and stood behind me to reach around and stroke my cock the rest of the way so I shot onto the kitchen floor. “Showering,” she said, walking away.
She told me she fucked him, and she told me she was going to fuck him again. In bed later that same night, she kissed me and cuddled with me and with her hand on my chest and her hair on my pillow, she said to the show we were watching, “Would it be so bad though?”
“What you were saying earlier.”
“Uh-huh,” she said.
“I understand,” I told her. It’s what I always said to her when I had to pick up her pieces back in college after another guy left her betrayed or hurt.
I kept telling her to stop at least fucking guys on first dates, but she would kiss me like I was her brother and explain to me how she was built differently, how she couldn’t help it, that her body in some way commanded her to do it. That she had to do it, like she was driven by some internal urge.
“Well then maybe not so right away, like wait a date or two.”
She would crawl up over me and pin me down in a wrestling move. “Aw,” she would pretend sympathy. “Craig want’s to fuck Luci’s tight little pussy too, doesn’t he.”
She had told me — as her closest friend — that if she doesn’t fuck a guy by choice, she was at risk of fucking the first cock she could get her hands on. I said to her, giving away how I felt about her, “That could be me, right?”
She laughed. “That’s why you keep telling me to stop fucking them!” She thought she had me figured out. She leaned down and kissed my mouth. “Maybe someday, okay?” she said sweetly before throwing herself off me.
It was something she said to me a lot, and eventually it came true. “Maybe someday,” she said to me every time she went out on a date when we lived together our last couple of years at college. “Maybe someday,” she whispered to me in my own bedroom when she came home from dates with a guy and slipped into my room to crawl into my bed where I was pretending to sleep, to grip my cock and tell me she was closing my door and that I should put some music on “if you don’t want to hear it.” She would squeeze me. “But if you do,” she laughed and ran off to her man.
“You understand?” She was more delighted than she ought to have been at my ability to understand how she had, after all, fucked Max back in the day. In retrospect, I was misunderstanding. I realized, peering over the arm of the couch in the dark movie theatre as she turned on his lap and straddled him low in the cushions, and gripped his cock between her legs and under her hips, and aimed him below her, that she thought I was understanding about her wanting to fuck him again.
I told her it was okay. No wonder she was incredulous. No wonder she was so excited in front of me. I lifted myself higher. Her stomach and hips and legs, being bare below her sweater and scarf and hat was a vision that drove me crazy. The sound of her moaning and groaning on him, getting her fuck that she dreamed about so much, made me dizzy. The smell of her sex filled my nostrils. She rode him faster and harder and her breathing became fast and shallow. She threw her head back and pressed her chest into his face. He lifted her sweater up and bared her body and sank his face into her tits. She yelped. She squirmed. And when he grunted, she ground her hips down and fucked him harder.
I stepped around the couch and I touched her bare back. She couldn’t tell, his hands were all over her at the same time. I rubbed her back and I felt her contort and twist in the lap of Max, I felt her body as it thrusted in a full throttled fuck of her old boyfriend.
Not satisfied, not content to watch, I need to explore the full nastiness of the virus of the kink I had been infected with. I knelt on the floor directly behind her ass where it smacked into his thighs right in front of me. He couldn’t see me behind her. She couldn’t feel me, she was so lost in her fits of passion. I circled my finger hard around his cock. He thought it was her and he groaned in new heights of passion. I wet my finger in my mouth and I pushed it into her anus. She thought it was him and she cried out in deeper lust.
I squeezed his cock hard and I rammed her anus deeply. And in front of my face, with my tongue licking her anus, my wife shook and stiffened and orgasmed at the same time as he shot inside her, and both of their juices came gushing out of her pussy lips and down his shaft and balls, and over my chin.
I rolled away on the floor. I was in the couch in front of them before they even got off each other. They had no idea.
She came home to find me in bed hours later. It was like old times. She used to come into my bed in the place we shared, after the guy, whoever it was, left. She would cuddle with me and press her spent, naked body against mine, sometimes even with the residue of his cum still on her. She did the same that night.
Once I had a name for it, once I realized the depth of my obsession for it, and why, maybe, that I loved it so much that I no longer feared it. I no longer was threatened by it.
I kissed her neck as she drifted toward sleep. “You couldn’t help it, could you.”
She only shook her head no silently. And she reached behind to pull me closer and we both fell asleep like that. 




I gave her a cowboy

It was lucky for me the fire was roaring. The snaps and crackles covered the creaks and cracks I made on the loft floor that circled the huge central room below. A bona fide thick white polar bear rug, complete with face, spread out between the massive fireplace and one of the three huge, long overstuffed couches that my wife and the cowboy slouched deeply on.
What? Cowboy? No, not exactly a real cowboy, not anymore anyway, but an actor by the name of Adrian we brought up to the remote winter log cabin I scouted for the film my crew was shooting. He might have played a cowboy for longer than he actually was a real cowboy, but I don’t think Tamara was going to quibble. She was struggling to keep her hands to herself, capturing her palms between her knees pressed hard together with her feet up on the black leather ottoman.
My wife was still in her tight black tights, black turtle neck sweater, and snappy black tuxedo jacket, but she’d got her tall-heeled knee-boots off and had let her high-lighted caramel-brown hair cascade down. Adrian, meanwhile, was in a classic tan suede coat over a denim jacket, white t-shirt and loose-ripped jeans. He also wore a big cowboy hat. The wardrobe director had already been up and wanted him to try a few things on for alterations. My wife listened to him with seriousness, rolling her head to face him and nodding where it rested deep into the soft back cushions. But I could tell she wasn’t hearing a word and it made me grin. The plan was executed perfectly and the effect was spot-on. Was she going to thank me or what — that is, if she wasn’t too shy and embarrassed to admit to me that she was a little turned on.
The sun was already down, that’s what allowed me to come up the tiny trail from the driveway I crept into with my headlights off. The fresh powdery snow gleamed in the crystal moonlight and my clouds of breath nearly gave me away. I’d been up already and kept one of the keys for myself, after finding it worked on the back kitchen door as well. From there, I was able to sneak up the back thick-plank staircase to what must have been servant’s quarters back when the place was built in the 20s. I crept slowly to the railing, sliding in socks over the polished pine floor. Below me, Tamara had hid her face in her hands. She was grinning and looking shy. I loved it.
“You too,” the cowboy chuckled with a puff out his nose. He was answering my wife’s question about his biggest surprise when he moved from Montana to Hollywood. “A lot of women have cowboy fantasies,” he said.
“Well,” she peaked out through her fingers, “I mean, of course we do!” I seldom saw her that shy, but that’s because she was so careful about avoiding situations to be shy in. She might be, in my opinion, one of the hottest babes in pro sports in the city, but she settled nicely into the social media manager role for a reason. It meant she did her work digitally, not in real time. She looked at him and shook her head with a tight lip-curled grin. She was trying so hard to stop smiling. She broke down again, though, and pushed her long, silky hair up from her face and over her back trying to re-set her composure.
“What is it,” he genuinely seemed to be asking her.  “I mean, back in the day, I guess we were the only men around, that would explain the history, right?”
“Um,” she rolled her eyes and pulled her mouth hard to the side. “Might be that, might be a few other things.”
“We handle ourselves in the big outdoors?”
She laughed but she wasn’t taking her eyes off his face. I carefully lowered myself so I was squatting with just my eyes over the edge of the floor. It was dark upstairs, but I’d be the embarrassed one if she looked up. Tamara just laughed, unsure if the cowboy she found herself alone with by surprise was teasing her or was genuinely clueless.
“Could be your bodies, all strong and fit and stuff,” she tried hard to keep her mouth under control and to stop grinning so widely. I was taken aback, though, that she would skirt the line so close, mentioning bodies like that. She really was warming up, I nodded.
“Your body’s looking all strong and fit and stuff too,” he said. The devil, I thought.
“Well, you know, I wrestle calves and lasso steers in my day job,” she laughed and flexed her arm.
He draped his hand over the back of the couch behind her head where she kept slouching further down. She didn’t move it or move herself away. She didn’t seem to mind at all. I thought that was interesting. She was more comfortable alone with the guy than I thought she would be.
“What is your day job, anyway?”
“Reining in cowboys all day long,” she burst out laughing.
Adrian looked genuinely confused.
She shook her head. “Dumb football players post stupid tweets and I monitor them, I remove them, I edit them, and even hopefully, I shut them down completely and convince them to let me do it for them.”
“Cowboys.”
“Not like your kind of cowboy,” she said with a glint in her eye. “All the wild and untamed stuff, for sure, but none of the controlled and quiet and wise thing going on at all.”
“Controlled and quiet and wise, huh?”
She grinned at him. “Yeah,” she said. She kept holding his eyes with hers and it was starting to drive me crazy. “And gentle when it’s time to be, and strong and fearless when it’s time for that.”
“What time is it now?”
She shook her head and peered at him out the corner of her eyes and through the strands of her hair that had fallen over her face. “Time for my husband to come through that door, I believe.” She laughed and raised her eyebrows at him. I thought so too.
It was time for the next part of my plan. I carefully slid across the floor to the dark wall behind me and I pulled out my phone. I’d already written the text, I just needed to send it. “Bad news, babe,” it said. “Road up ahead had an accident, they’re saying go back to town and try again after midnight.”
“Oh my god,” I heard her say. She got it. “Cliff is stuck below! Some accident, he may not get up till after midnight.”
“Anyone hurt?”
“See?” she smiled warmly at him and fell back into the cushion. I craned my neck up to see down.
“See what?”
“I was thinking about how Cliff must be so bummed he can’t get up till late, and you were only thinking about the people in the accident.”
“Tough road to have an accident on,” he shrugged.
“Would you excuse me please?” she asked him with a tiny grin still a little stiff and formal with him. She chose to leave the room not by going around the ottoman, but by stepping over Adrian’s stretched-out legs. She grinned and puffed as she did so, making big grey eyes at him.
She darted up the huge wide curving staircase and I managed to roll through a barn door into one of the dark rooms in time. She already had our room picked out and it had a bathroom adjoining the dark room I found myself in. I scrambled as silently as I could to ensure she didn’t spot me, but where I ended up against the wall allowed me to see into the mirror of the bathroom.
That was interesting, I thought. She peed while texting me back, but she also applied a fresh coat of lipstick and studied herself, fluffing her hair and checking her body from different angles before she left. She gave herself one of those smug, self-satisfied and excited looks at herself, too..
“That’s too bad,” she wrote. “Let me know as soon as you can when you’re coming up,” she’d written. At the last second, she slipped her wedding ring off and flicked out the lights
“Did you miss me?” she said in a surprisingly light and intimate voice stepping slowly and high over Adrian’s legs again.
“Rest of the crew isn’t coming up till tomorrow morning, I think they said,” Adrian nodded at her.
“Yeah, no,” my wife said. “Looks like it’s just us all night.” She settled back down into the couch and I noticed she sat much closer to Adrian than before. And here I thought Adrian would have to work so much harder to earn his pay. “Warm enough?” she said to him.
I texted Adrian too. “All good,” was all it said — that was all it needed to say. I was enjoying watching Tamara loosen up. It was good for her — she was always so nervous and tight around strangers, especially men. It made her look professional in other people’s eyes, but she told me it only gave her anxiety.
“Should be me asking you that, if I was going to be the manly man.”
“Don’t worry, you’re manly enough,” she couldn’t stop grinning at him through strands of her loose hair. “Don’t forget, I’m around top-end athletes all the time. Believe me, you’re plenty man enough,” she laughed.
She was being far more provocative than I anticipated she would be. When I spoke to Adrian about the deal, I warned him she’d be hard to loosen up. I may have been wrong about that.
“But seriously, cowboys are her thing, I think she’s going to love it,” I told him. “Especially with the costume.”
“And you’re there the whole time?” he asked.
“I’ll make it up after you get there, but don’t worry, I know the back entrance. I have my own key too. You won’t notice me.”
“And we’re going to let things go up to the point until you text me and tell me to stop.”
“It’s a treat, it’s a present for her. Cowboys are her silly fantasy. I just want to open her up a bit and let her feel good and have some fun with it. Don’t worry, it won’t get physical. Nothing real will happen, I guarantee it.”
“And if it does?”
“It won’t, believe me. You don’t know Tamara.”
“But let’s just say . . . “
I was becoming annoyed with him. “Just take what comes, brother. She’s a fine-looking girl, you’re not going to mind, I guarantee that. You push things any way you want to, let her react or say what she feels like. I’ll have eyes on it the whole time, and when I think you’ve gone far enough, I’ll call you off.”
“So,” he continued checking. “Whatever goes on, you’re good with it. I keep going until you text me.”
“Until I text you.”
“Anything at all, it keeps going until I hear from you.”
“I assure you,” I said to Adrian. “Keep it going until I text you. But I swear, it isn’t going to be much. She would never actually do anything, there’s nothing either of us have to worry about.”
I peeked over the edge of the floor and peered down to the couch below. “Just because I can make a fire with a couple of sticks and some leaves and I can cook a meal with nothing but a spoon and plate?”
She smiled and caught her tongue between her teeth. “That’s part of it, yeah.” They kept each others’ gaze for a few long moments again. It was so quiet and dark, only the fire filled the massive dark room with sound and light. If it wasn’t my wife down there, I’d say it was an extremely romantic setting for two lovers, but that’s just the location scout in me.
What happened next was something I didn’t imagine ever would happen and I had no plan for it. Tamara suddenly leaned over and kissed Adrian on the mouth.
I pulled my phone out right away. It was earlier than I thought I would need to do anything — hell, I didn’t think I’d need to text Adrian at all — but that was definitely it. I did not want to see my wife embarrass herself any further. A kiss was the line — it was over the line, in fact. Time to call him back to the kennel. I guess the cabin, the snow, the fire, being alone with a cowboy in a costume — it was maybe too much for her to completely resist.
I swiped my phone. Nothing. I swiped again and again. I had just used it a few minutes earlier. I pressed the power button and that’s when I got the dreaded red-line battery icon. I meant to charge it in the car on the way up — I knew it was empty! I looked over the edge. Adrian looked nervous, as well he should. Neither of us expected my wife to take the lead, to push things further. I thought she’d enjoy being hit on by a real cowboy in her favorite kind of place for getting down — a winter log cabin, and this one was the nicest one she could have imagined, too. For that matter, Adrian was about the hottest cowboy she could have imagined as well. I did such a good job of setting her up for her fantasy guy in her fantasy location, I overlooked the possibility she wouldn’t be able to stop herself.
There seemed no way I could get Adrian’s attention without risking getting Tamara’s attention too, and if she were to spot me, if she were to know I was there the whole time watching, I might never be forgiven, especially as she’d already kissed him. Up to that point, before she did anything that could be considered really too far over the line, she could probably laugh at the setup with me. But getting caught kissing a guy? She’d blame me. There’d be nothing funny about it.
I didn’t want Adrian to know where I was because I didn’t want to risk him darting glances at me and giving me away to Tamara, so he didn’t know where to look for signals. But then, he’d have no reason to look for signals anyway, not with his phone in plain view, his blinking light setting on, the buzz on, everything ready for a sign from me. But his phone was silent after she kissed him. It remained silent too after she kissed him again, and even after a third kiss, this time a longer one ending with her chuckling in a pleased kind of surprise at herself, and both of them landing their hands to each other’s bodies.
With their faces close together, my wife said to him, “So now I get to say I’ve kissed a real live cowboy.” She watched her hands as she dragged her palms up his chest and snuck them under his suede coat to his shoulders. She eased his coat off his back. “You must be getting warm in this.”
“Little bit,” he said, leaning forward to let it fall down his arms. He turned away and she helped him, tugging at his sleeves and chuckling at how hard it was to pull it off, how heavy it was. He remained with his back to her as he readied to toss the coat to the other couch as my wife reached over his shoulders and lifted his open denim jacket up and back off his body as well. I could see Adrian pause and look down behind him to his phone on the table, registering on his consternated face that it remained silent and still. He wriggled his arms straight and back and Tamara eased the jacket down and off and tossed it, as he had, over to the other couch.
“Better?” she grinned and puffed at her own corny line.
He turned toward her in only his jeans and t-shirt. Tamara appeared to struggle to resist, but she exhaled with defeat spreading over her tilting face, and she grasped him under his arms and around to his shoulder blades, and she pulled him against her.
He pulled open her jacket and she shivered and shook her arms, suddenly desperate to be free of it. He pulled it down and off her arms and tossed it on top of the other clothes on the other couch. She was breathing hard suddenly and half laughing at herself but also half in serious-mission mode. She kissed him more sloppily and scrambled her fingers all over the bottom of his white t-shirt until she had it rolled up from his tight, washboard stomach and over his chest. Adrian took hold of her wrists. He paused her and he waited several seconds. His phone didn’t do anything because my phone was dead. He tugged his t-shirt off his body and tossed it aside.
Though panicking, I marveled at my wife. I thought she would enjoy time alone with a cowboy in a log cabin and have lots of laughs telling about it, maybe, if she was brave enough, about how it felt talking to him, sitting with him, maybe, at most, flirting with him. But she was so reticent about details of her fantasy I doubted she would even tell me that much. When my phone died and I was unable to tell Adrian where to draw the line, I still didn’t worry too much. He would push things, I thought, and eventually my wife would draw the line herself and stop him. I actually got excited, at first, not being able to control the man, not being able to pull him back from any edges they got to.
But that was before I understood that my wife had taken the keys from him and was about to start driving the bus herself. She leaned into his naked torso and spread her hands over his big chest and pushed him back into the couch. He flopped back slowly, but willingly, under her command. She also played an expression over her face I’d never seen before. My previously obsequious wife had become sexually aggressive. Something tripped in her. I put my phone away and not just because it was dead. My curiosity was piqued. Something was happening to me too.
Tamara stood up in front of Adrian where he slumped in the deeply welcoming couch. She was facing toward me down below the edge of the loft floor, and facing Adrian. I could see everything and she had no idea I was up there. I was deeply conflicted. I could have stopped things — I need only have stood up, I need only have said something. I could also have slipped away and gone back down the servants’ steps and out the back kitchen door, then around to the front door and come in. I could even have made a racket stomping boots or kicking snow off of them against the wall beside the door just to give them time to get decent again.
But I was stirred in a way I completely did not anticipate. I was frozen by the sight of my wife rising to such high sexual passion. She always played coy and gentle. She was always slow to the simmer and claimed to love the quiet cuddling as much as anything when we tucked in under the blankets at home. She was a tea and scrabble girl, or at least that was what she had always been in my experience with her.
I watched as she stood with her back to the fire and her face to Adrian and teasingly, grinning and biting the corner of her lip, reached under her long loose-knit sweater and began shifting her hips and wriggling her knees to pull down from inside her tight leggings. She pouted at him and jutted her chest out as she used her toes to pull the leggings down the rest of the way, baring her exquisite and long legs to him. She lifted the leggings up to her fingers behind her ass and tossed them with a chuckle over to the other clothes.
“Are you sure he isn’t coming up?”
She didn’t have to specify who she was talking about. Adrian pointed at his quiet phone. “Said not till after midnight.” His voice sounded scared. He stared at her with as much amazement as I had on my face.
“Are you able to keep secrets?” she said slowly and deliberately. She also licked her lips. She fiddled with the bottom edge of her sweater, pulling it up her legs further and further, slowly, teasingly. Her legs in the light of the fire were golden and toned. God she looked good. I had to slap my face: she looked fucking hot, but she was also stripping for the guy. My wife — she was getting naked with a cowboy. And I was forced to watch it. Well, not forced exactly . . . .
Adrian glanced at his phone one more time and swallowed hard. He wasn’t prepared for it any more than I was. “I keep secrets — the range is full of them.”
She rolled her head back and laughed gently. She looked at him and tilted her head and pulled her sweater up to reveal to him her low-hip black satin panties. He was going back into character and she appreciated it, I could tell. She was going to take full advantage of the fantasy I gave her, whatever that might entail.
She rolled her hands inside the sweater and pulled it up further. “I’ve always fantasized about cowboys,” she grinned at him like a little girl. “Especially cowboys in log cabins in winter.” Her mouth dropped open and she inhaled through a shiver that shook her spine and jutted her chest. “You’re not playing with me are you, Adrian?” She pulled the turtle neck up and over her head and tossed it onto the other couch. She fluffed her hair and spread it down, pulling the strands out and looking down at how they settled over her chest, over her perfect breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She dragged her hands over her breasts and down her sides, her fingers stubbing down her tight-toned stomach, her fists forming in front of her panties.
“Why don’t you take your jeans off?” she nearly whispered.
He looked at the phone again and seemed to calculate for a few seconds, to ponder. But then he raised his hips, undid his big belt, and wriggled out of his jeans, tossing them where everything else had gone.
Tamara smiled, bit on the end of her finger she hung from her lip, and stepped to the edge of the couch. She spread her legs around his knees and knelt on the soft cushions to either side of his thighs. Her body was a dream. Soft, smooth, fit and toned, she was only wearing a belly button piercing, a waistlet, tiny black panties, matte sand pink painted toenails and fingernails, her long, cascading caramel-brown hair, and her exquisitely made-up face, fresh lipstick and all.
She wrapped her arms around the back of his head and slid her body up his thighs until her breasts pushed into his neck.
“You can’t tell him anything,” she said.
“No,” he replied with his mouth kissing the soft flesh of her breasts. He knew I was witnessing it. But his phone didn’t peep.
“It’s just a little bit anyway,” she had trouble saying as she squirmed and torqued on top of him. She grabbed his wrist and plunged his hand palm first into her breast. She rolled her head back and gasped. “Just a little, okay?” she could barely talk.
Adrian rubbed her breasts and drew his hand down her back and around to her waist. Her spine curled and her chest pushed out against him. “What are you doing?” she said as though surprised. But he wasn’t doing anything. It was her — she had reached down his body, had rubbed with shaking hand the large and growing bulge under his shorts. “Don’t,” she said in a hoarse whisper, but she also pulled at the waist of his shorts with trembling fingers. She tugged at them like she was weak, like she was feeble, and he helped her, he raised his hips up with her on him, and he tugged his shorts off under his legs so they crumpled on the floor by his feet.
She yipped when he raised her. I knew why — it was like she was riding an unbroken stallion. It was perfect for her fantasy. I was unable to breathe and I was paralyzed the way one is in a dream. I could see everything — I could see my wife’s dancing, frantic fingers wrap around Adrian’s erection between their stomachs, and I could see her arch her back, inhale in a sharp gasp, and clench in her groin.
“Oh my god,” she whispered loudly to herself. She looked down and seemed to squeeze his cock as hard as she could and she looked up at him and dropped her head sideways and whimpered with a cry as though to say, “I can’t help it, I can’t stop it.”
He touched her abdomen with the back of his fingers and she snapped as though stabbed. “No don’t,” she shook her head rapidly, but she grasped his wrist in both her hands and pushed him further down her body. “You shouldn’t,” she nearly cried, but she pulled out the waist of her panties and pulled them up and over his hand. “Is he coming?” she let go of his hand and seemed to struggle with where to put her own hands, before flagging her fingers on her outstretched arms and grasping and releasing air. Finally, unable to stop herself, she plunged them down between them, she grabbed his cock with both fists, and she frantically stroked him up and down, falling against him hard and covering his mouth with hers in a sloppy, shaking kiss. “Fuck,” she breathed out.
I held the stanchions of the railing in my white-knuckled hands and pressed my cheeks to the wood and stared down below me. My body arched and thrust with hers. I squeezed the wood in time with her squeezing his hard cock. My body shivered like hers, neither of us from cold, I knew.
She pulled her face away from his and licked at his neck and chest, curling herself down his body. “Just a little bit,” she said. She moved off him and ducked her head down to his lap. She did not kiss and lick him there, she did not play with his skin there with her fingernails, lightly scratching and giggling and tickling. She didn’t touch her lips to the head of his cock and check on him, look for his eyes, and she didn’t blow cooling light air on him either. No, she only opened her mouth wide, laid her tongue out over her bottom lip, brought her lips around the whole of his cock, and drove her head down over him, taking him wholly into her mouth all the way down, emitting from deep in the muffled space within a guttural groan like someone being flayed open. I could see her freshly lipsticked lips wrap around his cock and slide, all wetted, down to the base.
She pulled up and off him and pumped his wet dick in her first. She was breathing like someone about to expire. Her body contorted like she was experiencing a slow-motion electrocution, and she panted with saliva and pre-cum dripping from her mouth. It was like nothing I’d ever seen. “Just a little,” she said again, and she pushed at his body, she tugged at his arm, and she made him lie down on the couch under her, but reversed to her. She carefully on trembling knee lifted her near leg over his chest and gingerly lowered her hips as though releasing a hydraulic lift until she covered his face with her panties.
She raised herself on her toes and hands, her legs and arms straight out. He knew what she wanted: he pulled at the waist of her panties and she dropped her knees one after the other until her panties came down, and she pulled up one foot for him to fit them over, then the other, for him to remove them from her body altogether. He dropped them all rolled and scrunched on top of where his shorts were already crumpled on the floor.
She lowered herself again, slowly, carefully. This time, as she covered his face with her bare pussy, she covered his cock with her wet lips. I stood up. It was far enough obviously. I tried to say something but my voice was stuck. I looked down at the bare back of my completely naked wife where it squirmed and undulated over the body of the cowboy actor, upside down. I could see his hands take control of her hips over his face and her pelvis rattle and shake against his mouth. I could see her gorgeous shimmering hair over her back, down her shoulders and over the cushions shake and wave as her head bobbed up and down between his thighs, and though I couldn’t see it, I knew it, I knew my wife was sucking off another man. And at the same time, that man was licking her up into a lather.
My voice was stuck, but not for want of trying to shout. It was stuck because I didn’t want to shout. I didn’t want things to stop as much as I wanted them to stop an hour ago. Was it because I sent the man up knowing my wife would arrive alone without me? Was it because I conceived the plan having learned from her, at great pains, that she had always had a cowboy fantasy? Was it because I rented the cabin for an extra day earlier than the crew needed it, with the deception in place to put her there in a cabin I knew she’d love, alone with the fantasy man she craved?
I knew she’d love the cabin. I knew she’d love the snowy night outside and the roaring fire in the huge fireplace. I knew she’d love the big old couches and the bear rug and the pine interior, the smell of it, the quietness of it, and the privacy of it, most of all. I made sure that she believed I was trapped and unable to come up for hours. I made sure no one else would be anywhere around. And I made sure that the cowboy was under my control. I would let him run with her, and when I had my laugh, when I thought my wife had had her fun, I would text him to stop it lest she do something she’d regret, like kiss him at most I thought, and embarrass herself. I was going to tell her I was up there the whole time. I would get to tease her about how she was all giggling and flirting with her dream cowboy fantasy. We would have a good laugh about it.
I could have stopped things at any time but I didn’t. When she kissed him, when she touched him, when she pulled his clothes off, and then tore hers away too, when she became sensual and passionate, when she became sexually aggressive with him and appeared to lose self-control from deep stirrings of lust, I realized something about myself. Nothing aroused me more than seeing my wife aroused so much and with another man. Being removed from it, being not involved and distracted with my own sexual lust, I was able to watch as though through a camera, like a third party at a pace removed. I was able to absorb the totality of my wife’s craven lust, and to revel in my own newly discovered sexual kink: I was a voyeur cuckold.
My wife pulled her face up from his lap with strings stretching from her mouth to his cock and pushed her hair back from her face and clenched her eyes facing the high dark ceiling. I crouched and moved back from the railing, nearly busted. Her mouth fell open and her hips shook. She passed her hands down hard into his thighs and she arched her back deeply. She mashed her pussy into his mouth and gasped, stopped breathing, and rattled violently to top of him.
She turned around and smirked and chuckled at him, lifting up her hips and pulling herself down his body. “You made me cum, you bad boy, I said just a little bit!” she breathed out hard. “I didn’t say you could do that!” she playfully scolded him. She was so out of breath and weak in her body, she could barely hold herself up over him. She shimmied down his body further and looked at him over her shoulder, pulling her hair around herself in a twisted-up rope. She rolled her lips into her mouth guiltily.
“Just a little this time, okay, can you control yourself at least?” she could hardly talk. “Just a touch,” she said, and she rolled her hips down. I could see, I could clearly make out her fingers wrapping around his cock again as she reached between their bodies. She held it up and she lowered her hips over it. “Don’t fuck me!” she warned him as sternly as she could, even as she brought her pussy down and let her soaking wet lips fold around the bulbous head of his yearning erection.
“Don’t move,” she exhaled more than spoke. She let go of his cock and held it in her pussy lips that covered him just halfway over his head. She gripped his ankles and turned around to see him again. “You probably love this don’t you,” she was breathing so hard she could barely stay up. Adrain stayed perfectly silent. I noticed him draw his eyes up over his head to the table, to his phone. It still remained perfectly still and quiet, of course. I opened my pants and gave myself freedom. I was losing my mind.
“Reverse cowgirl for my cowboy,” she moaned to him. “You better not move though,” she turned back and laid her face sideways on his shin. Her beautiful perfectly round ass stuck back into his face. “No fucking the ranch owners’ wife,” she exhaled with no voice as she lowered her hips and pushed her puffy glistening pussy lips down the length of his shaft all the way till she mashed her pelvis into his.
I lost my breath and my eyes nearly blacked out. I staggered and grasped the railing. I felt like I was going to topple over it, like I was going to fall onto them on the couch below me. Tamara began to buck her hips on him, curling her spine and uncurling on him, sucking him into her and pulling up on him, milking his hard cock with her yielding pussy. She groaned and arched and shook on him. She was full-on fucking him. And I was full-on hard, stroking myself watching.
Adrian was finally unleashed and seemed to have decided I wasn’t ever going to alert him. He pushed up from below my wife and she squealed and laughed and contorted around to look up at him with such longing and lust on her face, I nearly shot my load seeing it. He knelt behind her and she knew what was coming. She smiled like she craved it, she dropped her mouth open, and she wrapped her fists around the arm of the couch, ready for him.
He grabbed hold of her hips and he aimed his cock. She was frantic though. She was crying out already, and shaking, and she undulated her whole body before him. It was her hand that grabbed his cock between her legs, it was her hand that pulled it to her open pussy, and it was her body that shoved back to envelop his cock in her pussy.
But she had done her work and, inspired, the cowboy in him came out, and Adrian rammed himself into her so hard her body jolted. She pushed back with each of his thrusts, giving as good as she got, pushing into the arm of the couch, ramming him as hard as he rammed her. The sound of slushy fucking and flesh slapping filled the tall room and I began to lose it. My knees buckled and I stopped breathing. I could only keep one eye open.
They weren’t long for it below, either. Tamara began to screech and I could see her knuckles go white. She started to cry as though to the moon and her body trembled violently. Adrian was unable to sustain himself any longer and clenched his teeth and eyes and roared like a bear. The noise they made together, crying and groaning, covered up my own. His cock flipped out and his cum shot all over her back and hair. It covered up my own cum flying down from the railing above, onto the couch, onto my wife’s beautiful back, and even onto the cowboy. He didn’t notice, too much of his own and hers was already flying around.
I fell back and pushed myself against the dark wall behind me and nearly passed out. I could hear a few moments later Tamara giggling and murmuring. I peeked again and they had remained naked and entangled on the couch together, talking lightly, resting, and stroking each other. I crawled away, got down the stairs and out the door, and I made it back to my car where I flashed my lights and beeped my horn.
When I came in, Tamara was in the kitchen making a hot snack and Adrain was feeding the fire fresh logs. They had both got dressed. Everything was in order — except for her sweater. It was on inside out, the tag was visible behind her neck. I didn’t say anything. I chose not to notice.
“We good?” Adrian quietly murmured to me away from Tamara.
“We good,” I said not looking at him. I had a lot to think about. And maybe some new plans to make. 




Cucked on the Island

“It was so unexpected,” she said. “I didn’t see it coming,” she said.
My wife. I sat across from her on our stools at our counter, her with her glass of wine, me with my glass of whiskey, both of us with our jaws set and our eyes narrow.
“I knew he was flirting with me all week, okay? I knew, I mean, he was pretty obvious about it, but I didn’t know he meant it, I thought he was just kidding.”
I gripped the top edge of my heavy short glass and rotated it slowly around and around, grinding the hard cut corners into the smooth concrete slab, staring into the oddly undisturbed golden surface of the liquid within.
She had called from his car in the later afternoon of the previous day: this was the fact that my mind kept turning around and around like an old blanket a dog can’t get comfortable with. It was the chronological order of things that was what I was getting hung up on. I’m an architectural project manager — the order of actions is everything to me.
“It just doesn’t look possible,” she said then to me from what I believed was the front seat of his car, but I was taking her suspect word on that.
“Well did you go to the terminal and try?” I asked then.
“There’s a lot of cars already lined up, we can see them from across the bay.”
“You’re across the bay? You’re not in the village?”
“We were driving around the island, he wanted to show me some things.”
“And that’s the last ferry for sure?”
“The last one,” she said. “Till the morning, anyway.”
“And so after you called me,” I continued twisting the glass into the concrete like I was drilling for something, “You said you were going to check with the motel, that one by the wharf.”
“I did, but,” Tina looked down into her own silver-clear liquid already nearly emptied from her own glass.
“And what happened to that?”
“His place is across the bay, so . . . “
“That’s where you called me from, from his place?”
“From his car. Near his place.”
“His car near his place?”
“We weren’t there yet.”
“Still driving around.”
“We were parked.”
“And then what?”
“Well, his place was right there, so we decided to have dinner first and then he was going to drive me into the village to the motel after dinner.”
“He just happened to have dinner at his cabin?”
She pursed her lips and searched around the floor beneath her stool. “Cottage, but no, yeah, we drove back to the grocery.”
“So it was a plan to have dinner with him at his . . . cottage . . .  out there?”
“I wouldn’t say it was planned,” she replied in a tiny, deflated voice.
“And then what?”
“Dinner went a little late I guess, and you know what that island road is like at night. And the motel probably didn’t even have a room anyway, it never does in the season.”
“You never made it to the motel to check, did you,” I said, completing the picture myself.
She didn’t say anything. She only hung her head further and shook it “No.”
“So when you made out with him in his car, you already had dinner planned and a sleep over too?”
“It wasn’t like that.” She sighed and added, “quite.”
“When you phoned me, was that before or after you were making out with him?”
She made it appear on her face as though she needed to calculate, but I could tell she was stalling for a solution to the timing problem I had been dwelling on. It’s what all my contractors do when I catch them. But there was no solution. “It was after,” she finally said in an even tinier voice.
“So, to recap,” I sat back and nailed my eyes into the top of her head where it hung between her shoulders poking up like distressed tent poles. “You go driving around the far side of the island with him, you park and gaze at the view across the bay, you make out in his car . . . “
She interrupted me. “We went to his place first, like I told you, like we planned. He wanted to show me his style, he wanted to show me what he was looking for.” Tina had been very successful since certifying as a real estate agent a year earlier. She specialized in the “personal touch.”
“So you went to his place first.”
“It’s where I changed.”
“You changed clothes at that point?”
“He said the folks around there would notice someone dressed like I was, that it would be better to dress down, go a bit more incognito.” She had gone out that morning in a tight lapis-blue pencil skirt and light, thin white top — very office chic, very professional sexy.
“I didn’t know you brought a change of clothes.”
“We stopped at that store in the village.”
“That’s where the hat and the trainers and the shorts are from, is it?” She had come home the following morning in short white shorts, slip-on sneakers, and a pink satin halter.
“Yeah,” she said, still wearing them at our counter.
“So you decide to buy a change of clothes before you even go out there . . . “
“Well, he bought them, to get technical.”
“Okay, so, he buys you a change of clothes . . . “
“And shoes.”
“He buys you a change of clothes and shoes, he brings you out to his place where you change, you go parking somewhere and make out, and then decide to go back in town to buy groceries and go back to his place to make dinner, and then you stay overnight. Have I got that about right?”
“We bought the groceries when he bought me the clothes. And some wine too, I guess.”
“I see. So when you called me to tell me you missed the last ferry, you had already bought clothes for the next morning, got groceries and wine for a dinner you planned together, you got changed into more comfortable duds, and went out to a place to watch the sunset with him in his car where, surprisingly to you, unexpected things began to happen that you didn’t see coming at all, like him kissing you.”
She pulled her face into an awkward and crooked grimace. “I guess when you put it that way . . . “
“At what point did you check with the motel for rooms?”
She didn’t say anything.
“You never checked did you.”
She shrugged.
“The motel was never an option was it.”
She barely moved her head, but it was in a slow “No” slide, side to side, pouting lips, the whole guilty child thing all the way. 
“Nice place, was it?”
“Oh my god, Leo!” she suddenly beamed, enlivened by the chance to get off the topic of her duplicity. “You should see it, it’s incredible! No one would even know it’s there, it’s the most incredible cottage ever!”
“Big is it?”
“No, not big, just incredibly cozy, it’s an old 1930s craftsman cottage. Big huge beams down the whole ceiling.”
“Small place then. Like a one bedroom, say?”
She closed her eyes and hung her head sideways again. She pursed her lips and chewed the inside of her cheek. “Yeah,” she nodded reluctantly. “One bedroom.”
Two days before, we had been out for dinner at the Greek place and she asked me what I thought of her new famous client asking her to come with him to the island.
“He wants me to call him Sonny,” she said. “He’s a famous author and he doesn’t want anyone to know he’s looking for a place somewhere around here.”
“You can’t tell me who he is?”
“Sorry, honey, you’d recognize the name! It’s part of my contract with him!” She seemed genuinely excited with her new client, especially all the skullduggery he came with.
“And he wants to take you to the island?”
“Just for the afternoon. He has a place out there, he says, he wants to show me so I get an idea of his style and what he’s looking for around here.”
“He can’t just show you, he can’t just take pictures?”
“He says it’s a feel. I don’t know, honey, you know high-end clients, you deal with enough of them. I mean, if I find something for him, it’s going to be a very big payday for me.”
“Funny how he wants you and no one else.”
“You say that like you don’t think I’m up for it. I can find what he’s looking for better than anyone. I know him, I know this area, I know my buildings and codes, thanks to you— I just love his books!”
“What is he, like some ultra-rich dude too?”
“They’ve made a lot of movies from his books. He does extremely well. He has properties all over the place.”
“And now he wants to take you out to his property on the island.”
“Just to see it. To get a feel. A feel for it, a feel for him.”
“In his car.”
“Well it makes no sense both of us driving. You know the ferry.”
“You don’t need my permission,” I said.
“I know. But I want you to know. I want you to be okay with it.”
“Well you’re just going to go view a property with a client and come back, right?”
“That’s all. View his place.”
“So what do I have to be okay with?” I asked, genuinely perplexed. In retrospect it was me, I guess, who didn’t see it coming.
“Well, it’s not just any client, that’s why.” She rolled her eyes and grinned like I was supposed to understand implicitly.
“You’re attracted to him or something?”
She glanced left and right and leaned over the table low. “Not attracted!” she grinned. “But, a lot of women are, yes. I mean, he’s,” she paused on the cusp of his name. She made a face and a wilting gesture with her hand indicating it wasn’t just her who thought the guy was some kind of hot property.
“So you’re asking me if I’m okay with you going off for an afternoon with some guy who’s a rich and famous womanizer.”
“He’s not a womanizer, it’s just, the way he writes, and what he writes about, I mean, a lot of women would want to be in my shoes, let’s just say.”
“And you want my permission?”
“I want you to be okay with it.”
“With what exactly?”
“That I’m going to be riding around in a car with a guy a lot of women have severe crushes on.”
“Do you have a crush on him?”
“I wouldn’t call it a crush.” But she blushed.
“Well you’re not going to do anything, right?”
“No!” she barked right away and looked sideways with an eye-rolling grin. “As if! Anyway,” she cleared herself up and took a breath. “It’s all business. If it helps me find what he’s looking for, I get a stellar commission.”
We both silently twisted our glasses into the concrete counter the next day, the silence between us long and labored.
“It was a one-bedroom cottage then,” I finally recapped.
“It was.”
“You made out in the front of his car and then you went back to his cottage, made dinner, and stayed the night. Together? In his bed?”
She turned away and gulped and reddened deeply. But she didn’t answer.
“In his bed?”
She slowly turned back to me with eyes clenched shut and her teeth biting down hard on her lower lip. “Maybe?” she squeezed out.
I sipped my drink and pondered what I was really being told. “You slept with him.”
She took a long time to answer, but she didn’t deny it. “It was a one-time thing, a mistake.”
“Did it feel like a mistake at the time?”
“What do you mean?”
“Did you know it was a mistake when you were doing it?”
“You mean getting into bed with him?”
“Yeah, let’s start with that.”
“I guess?” she tried again to compress her answers, to try to crush them down to nothing.
“Well, you weren’t being fooled or something, you weren’t being tricked, right?”
“No!”
“So it wasn’t quite what someone would call a mistake, was it.”
“I guess if you put it that way, then technically no.”
“You chose to go to bed with him.”
“I guess. Yeah.” She glanced up at the wall and down at the counter. “Yes and no, I mean, it was a moment. If you knew who he was . . . ” 
“You did it because you wanted to. I’m just trying to get at the frame of mind here.” 
“You’re really wanting to drag it all out of me, is what you’re trying to do?”
“Well, you sat me down telling me you had something to tell me. I’m just making sure I am understanding it completely. Like where did things start, at the table eating dinner?”
“No,” she almost laughed but quickly staunched it. “On the couch after I guess.”
“On the couch. Okay, what happened there?”
“Well you really have to see it, it’s this incredible room, this big, huge old couch, and the huge window looks up the whole bay, it’s just breathtaking.”
“So you’re on the couch with him with your breath taken, and he what?”
“Why are you making me do this?”
“I want to know what happened.”
“He kissed me, okay?”
“Just like that, you’re going, Oh look at the bay, and he’s like, zooming in and kissing you.”
“Not like that, no.”
“Well like what then?”
“We were holding hands I guess and it just sort of got to there.”
“Holding hands on the couch. You’re talking, you’re marveling at the beams and the view.”
“Talking, we’re against each other, sort of leaning together. I mean, it’s that guy, the author, what was I supposed to do when he leaned over against me?”
“Just like in the car.”
“Just like in the car.”
“He leans over, he kisses you on the mouth.”
“Yeah.”
“You let him.”
“I guess I did, yeah.” 
“What did you do then?”
“Well it’s hard not to react.”
“Tell me what you did.”
“I kissed him back, didn’t I.” She raised her head to me in newfound defiance.
“And then what?”
“You want to hear where he put his hands? Where I put my hands?” She shook her head at me like I had become the issue.
“Yeah,” I called her bluff. “Tell me. All the details.”
“Fine! He put his hand on my leg. It felt good, too, not going to lie.”
“Where did you put your hand?”
“On his leg.”
“You’re kissing the whole time?”
“Yes. And he’s rubbing me.”
“Where’s he rubbing you?”
“On my breasts,” she said, looking down as though to relive the experience.
“Keep looking at me,” I said to her. “Where did he rub you?”
She raised her eyes to mine and she said, “All over here,” and she rubbed her own hand over her breasts, staring right into my eyes.
“Did that feel good too?”
“What do you think?”
“Did it?”
“Yes.”
“Tell me, say it.”
“You want me to spell it out for you?”
“Yes,”
“He rubbed me,” she said, rubbing her breasts in front of me again, “all over like this and it made me feel very excited.”
“Keep going.”
“You want it? Okay, fine. So he began to pull my top off next.”
“Keep going.”
“He pulled my top off and I liked it.”
“What were you doing?”
“I was rubbing him.”
“Where?”
“Here,” she said, cupping her hand over her crotch.
“You were rubbing his crotch?”
“Not inside his pants.”
“Not yet anyway, right?”
She looked down.
“Keep your eyes up and on mine. Not yet, right?”
“Not yet, no,” she agreed.
“Did you rub his cock later?”
She paused and then nodded very slightly.
“Say it.”
“I rubbed his cock later.”
We stared at each other a few moments silently.
She started again. “I took his cock in my mouth, too.”
“On the couch?”
“Yes. We kissed and he removed my bra so I opened his pants and stroked his cock. And I wanted to suck on him.”
“So you leaned over and sucked his cock?”
She bit her lip and nodded. I didn’t have to tell her to say it this time. “I leaned over into his lap and I took his cock into my mouth and I played with it, I licked it and stroked it. He was very hard.”
“So you were sucking on his cock, what, like all the way, or just kissing the tip?”
“All the way.”
“You liked doing that to him?”
“I did,” she answered, and for the first time, I noticed she was breathing harder and licking her lips.
“What was he doing, just sitting back?”
“No.”
“Tell me what he was doing.”
“He began to touch me.”
“Where?”
“Down below.”
“Inside?”
“He made me take my shorts off.”
“His shorts technically, I guess, right?”
She chucked and dipped her face to hide her grin.
“Panties?”
She shook her head.
“Panties? You have to say it.”
“He made me take those off too.”
“So just your bra?”
“Yes.”
“And how are you positioned on him?”
“How do you mean?”
“Are you on the floor, on your knees?”
“No no, I was on the couch, like crouching down on all fours sideways.”
“And you’re going down on him and he’s what, reaching over you and touching your pussy?”
“Uh huh.” Her breath was harder and shorter.
“You’re becoming wet right now telling me about it, aren’t you.”
“No,” she immediately answered. But a second later, she said, “Maybe a little.”
“You’re getting turned on telling me details about how this guy fucked you.”
“Don’t make it sound so harsh.”
“Is he moving his fingers inside you?”
“Uh huh.”
“Did he make you wet?”
“Uh huh.”
“Say it.”
“He moved his fingers into me, and, uh, he made me very wet.”
“You wanted to fuck him didn’t you.”
She closed her eyes. I silently bent over and peeked under the counter between us. Her hand was inside her shorts and I could see the fabric bulging and moving. She was touching herself while telling me what he did to her.
“Didn’t you,” I said, straightening back up.
“It was a moment, Leo, a one-time thing.”
“Did you take him to bed?”
“No, we started on the couch. We moved to the bed later.”
“You climbed onto him, didn’t you.”
She nodded.
“You lowered yourself onto his cock, didn’t you.”
She nodded again through sighs and gasps.
“Say it.”
“I fucked him on the couch.”
“Say the details.”
“I pushed him back and I climbed over his lap and I wrapped my hand around his cock and I raised my hips up and I guided the head of his cock into my pussy and I sank down on him and he filled my up so good and I began to bounce on him.”
“To fuck him, as you say.”
“To fuck him,” she was nearly crying.
“Fuck him good,” I said.
“Fucked him good,” she agreed.
“Open your shorts now,” I said to her.
“No,” she shook her head. But she didn’t retract her hand from inside.
I got off my stool and knelt on the floor in front of her stool. “Open your shorts,” I said again.
“Please no,” she said, but she also undid the button and I tugged at them till they came off her ass and down her legs. Her panties were wet-stained on the front.
“These too,” I said.
“No,” she said in a tiny voice, but she raised her hips and let me curl them down her legs and off her toes nonetheless.
“Did he use a condom?”
“He’s fixed.” She could not stop petting herself and both of us looked at her fingertip running around and around her engorged clitoris. She glistened she was so wet.
“So he came inside you?”
She didn’t answer, she couldn’t answer, she just exhaled and shivered like she was feeling it all over again. I kissed her wet lips and touched her with the tip of my tongue.
“What are you doing?” she whispered down to me, but she would have been unable to hear me answer even if I did. I pressed my tongue to her clit and she inhaled like she was stabbed and groaned in a long cry as I began to systematically lap her up.
I didn’t answer, though. I licked her until she stopped breathing, began vibrating, and then slumped all over the top of the stool. I held her drooping body up and turned her around to bend her over the counter and without even taking my pants off, I whipped out my cock and ploughed it into her from behind with a ferocity and a rage I had never known. The rest of the day and into the night, we played and romped and fucked like it was the first week we met all over again.
We had such a good night and a good week after, I’d forgotten the critical fact that my wife had cheated on me with a client, some famous nameless author. I didn’t know what got into me. Her telling me the details of how she got with the guy did something to me. I couldn’t think about my wife having cheated on me without my mind clouding over with black thoughts about how aroused I got seeing it in my mind.
“Sooo,” she began, both of us sitting again in our stools at the counter a week later. She let her fork dangle from her bottom lip and searched with her big soft eyes up and all around the ceiling with a little grin creeping out across her mouth.
“What?”
She shrugged. “Never mind, you’re never going to agree.”
“Just say it.”
“I can’t.”
“Spill it out.”
“You’re going to be mad.”
“Say it!” She had me laughing now too, she was being so ridiculous.
“It’s just,” she sighed, pushing her fork disinterestedly into her plate. “Sonny says he could really use my help on this thing Friday night.”
“This thing? Are we still trying to find a place he wants to buy?”
“Oh yeah, absolutely, and we’re getting closer I think. He wants me to go with him to an art show, an art gallery, I don’t know, some kind of art auction?”
“And he needs you?”
“He wants me to see the art.”
“He wants you to go with him to see some art.”
“It’s a charity thing. He might buy some pieces. He just wants my opinion on them, that’s all.”
“So you’re just going to tell him what you think about the art he wants to buy.”
“Yeah! That’s all it is.”
“Why would I have a problem with that?”
“I know right?” She leaned over and kissed me on the nose. “And dinner.”
“Wait, what?”
She shrugged. “Dinner first, and then the charity thing.”
“He’s taking you out to dinner too.”
“Yeah I guess.”
“Sounds kind of romantic now.”
“See? I knew you’d hate it.”
“I’m okay with it. Truly. It’s business, right?”
“Right! So then are you okay if I wear a dress that he bought for me?”
“He bought you a dress?”
“It’s gorgeous, but I have to wear something, it’s a big thing, everybody’s going to be there. He said he needs a plus 1.”
“You’re a plus 1 for him. A dinner, a show. An art auction, all dressed up. It sounds like a date.”
“It’s not a date-date, like that. But he’s picking me up in a limo.”
“I can’t stop you, can I.”
“Would you want to?”
I stared at the far wall a long time. I was supposed to want to stop my wife from going out with the same guy she had just cheated on me with the previous weekend. I was supposed to not want her to fuck him again. But the realization that my wife was cheating on me right in front of my face was occluded again by that black cloud that drifted into my thoughts, obscuring everything else: I could see her riding him, crying out, thumping up and down on him, and throwing her head back in an orgasm for the ages. How could I tell her I didn’t want her to go with the guy when I could barely stand up myself, my cock raged so hard?
“You have to tell me everything that happens after,” I said quietly and with shame.
She reached over and rubbed my thumb with her thumb, looking up into my crestfallen face with the sympathy a person shows someone who suffered some great loss. The silence between us was overloaded.
“Of course,” she finally said back in the matching low voice of someone who recognized the heavy, deep and dark subtext between us that had remained unspoken all week.
She began to get ready in the late afternoon on Friday. She spent at least two hours in the bathroom. When she came out, she was surprised I was sitting on the bed. Her hair was up with strands dangling down the side of her face. She looked made up for a wedding the way her eyes glowed and her lips glistened. She was wearing only a bra and panties.
“Those look new.”
She spun around on her toes. “Don’t they look good?” she tittered.
They did. Pale turquoise full cup satin bra and lo-rise hipster panties, both with delicate lace edges. She looked delectable.
“I don’t recognize them.”
She said something so quietly I didn’t hear.
“What was that?”
“Sonny bought them for me,” she said more clearly before slipping through the door to her closet.
“You told me he bought you a dress to wear, you didn’t say he also bought you underwear.”
“I might have forgot that part. We shopped together. He snuck into the change room to help me, too.”
When she stepped out of the closet, I was too stunned to pursue the point. She was super-hot in a tight black slinky thing with a slit up the side as high as possible.
“Help me with these?” she said in that small voice. She held up a pair of elegant peek-a-boo platforms studded with stones along the straps.
“You look incredible Tina,” I had to tell her.
“I feel pretty good too! It’s very exciting!”
She seemed to forget a moment about what she was excited about and who she was telling. “So what time do you think you’re getting back?”
“Really not sure,” she said checking herself in the mirror. She was perfect.
“Well how late does this thing go?”
“Sonny thought that since we were downtown already, we might go dancing after.”
“You’re going to go to a club?”
“We are downtown, right? I already told you I’ll tell you everything that happens, so what’s to worry about, right?” She stepped up and kissed me on the nose. She smelled like sex.
“He’s taking you to dinner in a limo, you’re wearing a dress and underwear he bought for you, you’re his plus 1 at some function, and then you’re going out clubbing with him after. I mean, how is this not a date, Tina?”
“I’m just having a little fun. Isn’t a girl allowed to have any fun?” She pouted at me playfully like she was planning a girls’ night out. But it was a date night out with a guy I didn’t even know.
“Well you’re coming home after the club, right?”
She just looked down.
“You’re not coming home?”
“You should see his hotel room. It’s incredible. There’s a hot tub in the room. On the balcony!”
“You already saw his hotel room?”
“Sort of. Just for a bit before we went to look at some properties the other day.”
“I didn’t know you were out with him again this week.”
“Yeah, uh-huh. Want me to tell you about that tomorrow too?” She was becoming bold with me. “It was hot,” she said in a breath close to my ear. “And I don’t just mean the water in the hot tub.” She squealed a little bit and licked my cheek with the tip of her tongue. She was becoming playful.
“You were in his hotel room.”
“Yes I was. A few times.” She stared at me until I looked away this time. She stepped close and cupped her palm over my crotch.
“You’re going back to his room later tonight too, aren’t you.”
She kept her eyes on mine as though to make sure I understood clearly. “I am. But I will tell you all about it. Is that going to be fine with you?” She slowly tightened her grip, squeezing my balls.
I felt my chest constrict and my legs become weak. “Do you think you’ll be coming home tonight at all?”
“No, I don’t think so,” she said more breathily. “I’ll try to call you or text you though, if I get a moment between things.” She rubbed my cock where it strained against the front of my jeans. She touched the tip of her tongue to the bottom of her top lip. She held her mouth open as a woman would who is about to swallow a cock.
“When were you planning on telling me you were going to be out overnight?”
“Later, on the phone. I didn’t think it would go over so well.” She looked down and squirmed her foot over to its ankle. There was a buzz on her phone and lights lit up our driveway. She pulled her hand from my cock. “I think he’s here. Wish me luck. I swear I’ll tell you all the details tomorrow,” she paused. “All of them, okay?” She pecked me on the cheek not waiting for my answer and patted the front of my pants and laughed and rushed out.
I watched her out the corner of the curtain I peeled back as she scurried over the driveway and climbed through the waiting open back door. I could hear her squeal when she climbed in, before I saw the tuxedoed arm of the guy reach out and shut the door behind her.
“I undressed for him in the hotel room,” she said. We were sitting at the counter again the next day, as promised. “But I left on my bra and panties, and the necklace and bracelets. And the anklet. And the belly necklace he gave me. And my shoes.”
“Where was he?”
“On the bed. And I climbed on the bed too. I knelt over his face and made him . . . “ she paused.
“Eat you out?”
“Yes. He did it through my panties. It was different.”
“And then?”
“And then, after he made me, you know . . . “
“He made you cum?”
“Yes. He always does. Several times.”
“Several times a night?”
“Several times a session. It’s not often at night — because . . . “
“Because of me.”
“Because of you, yes. I wasn’t sure how you’d be about me spending the night with him again.”
“You’ve been seeing him sometimes in the day?”
“Pretty much every day.”
“So he’s eating you out.”
“And then I sucked him. And then I, you know.”
“You fucked him?”
“I did.”
“You rode him?”
“Probably every position by the time he finished himself.”
“Inside you again?”
“Always inside me.”
She had been softly stroking my cock the whole time we were talking. When she said, “Always inside me,” she also kissed between my legs and took me gently into her mouth. She slowly bobbed on me and got so rhythmic on me, I came before I knew I was going to. She laughed and licked her hand and rushed off to the bathroom to wipe off her face and chest.
She came back and curled up in bed with me. “Next week, Wednesday I think, he would like to take me to New York with him. There’s a thing.”
“I don’t have a choice, do I.”
She tittered and stretched herself up to kiss me on the nose. “No you don’t,” she nearly squealed.
“There’s no thing, is there.”
“No, he just wants me in New York. He has a flat there too.”
“Of course he does. How’s the hunt going for the place around here, anyway?”
“Oh we found a place and closed on it a while ago.”
“How long in New York for?”
“Just three days.”
“Go then,” I said, waving my hand dismissively.
“Thank you for being so understanding. You’re the best husband ever!” she said and she fell asleep on my chest with a smile. 




My Wife was Played

I lifted my head as though my body was a silent, slow-motion elevator. I brought my eyes to level with the reflective top of the bar counter. Down two thickly carpeted steps in front of the bar was the small private lounge with the big black leather couch, coffee table, easy chairs, and big screens. Beyond the lounge was large, sliding glass windows, and beyond them was the hazy strobe-and-laser lit cavernous indoor stadium filled to capacity with the wild crowd rocking out to the famous band down on the middle of the floor belting out their hits.
You could feel the bass line as much as hear it. I lifted my eyes an inch higher. The couch gave a commanding view of the stage and the wild stadium crowd surrounding it on all sides and rising high into the rafters, without itself being visible, nestled in the dark and private luxury box high over everything below. It was exquisitely tasteful.
Dressed in commando boots and short black leather skirt with her new grey band t-shirt, was Brie, my wife, 31, a successful real estate agent out for her birthday present — her favorite band. She was on the couch and bopping her head and smiling painfully wide still caught dreamlike and disbelieving where she was and what she was doing. She looked sideways and grinned like someone filled with thoughts about getting away with absolutely everything tonight. Beside her was Johnny, my old college friend. I went into IT after our band broke up, but Johnny stayed with the music through thick and thin and now ran his own studio. He had come to know most of the big names on a first name basis just from traveling the same roads, and he was the connection that got me the top-end tickets in the private box for the biggest show that year.
Brie looked at him and laughed she was giddy from having so much unbelievable fun. She didn’t believe me when I said I scored tickets. She thought I was joking when I said they were for a luxury box. And when I told her last minute that I couldn’t make it, she looked like she was going to die.
“But no problem, babe,” I held her in my arms. “My friend Johnny got us these and he’s more than happy to take my place.”
“That old crazy friend of yours from college?”
She knew him as the source of all my most hilarious stories from misspent college days when he and I started up a local hit band. He was crazy, but he was also charming as hell with the ladies. He had that touch you could only admire when you know someone is from another league.
“He’s a great guy, you’ll love him,” I assured her. I knew she would love him because everybody loves Johnny. “Besides, he knows your band on a first name basis. He does a lot of production work for them — he has lots of stories to tell about them!”
She hemmed and hawed. She was normally a very shy and quiet lady who could turn on the professional charm for clients, but otherwise was not wildly outgoing. I finally convinced her to go with Johnny instead of me, but she was ambivalent about it. By the looks of things over the top of the bar counter in the very dark suite half way through the first set, she was warming up to Johnny very well.
“Justin says you know these guys personally?” She smiled at him and tapped her leg and swung her long hair around her face. They had to talk loud just to be heard.
“We hang out when they’re in town, sure — they like to cut tracks at my studio,” he nodded.
“That’s amazing!” she yelled. The music flowed so cleanly and clearly through the suite, it sounded like they were playing right in front of my wife and Johnny, like it was a personal show.
“You look like you want to dance,” he grinned to her and gestured to the floor in front of them.
“I don’t think so,” she smiled bashfully. She would never dance alone.
“Go on,” he nodded, “very private boxes, no one can see anything.” He put his own head down and grooved to the riff, shutting his eyes and getting into it.
Brie glanced at him and out to the stage below and back to him. She enjoyed watching him get into it. I could tell she wanted to dance, but she remained too nervous to try.
Johnny knew what to do. He got up, leaned through the open window checking out the wild bacchanalian scene spread out all around them below, and then began dancing on the spot. He turned around and I ducked. I crawled to the edge of the bar and peeked around the side.
“Come on, let’s dance!” he shouted.
Brie shook her head but smiled even more broadly, even more nervously. “I don’t know.”
“Come on!” he insisted, motioning with his hands and shutting his eyes and blissing out. He made himself look silly on purpose.
Brie pursed her lips and shrugged to herself. She pushed herself up and began to move on the spot right in front of where she had been sitting on the couch. She could dance really well, but alone? In a dark private space? With a virtual stranger? She was reticent.
Johnny smiled at her and turned around to face the window and the stadium and the brightly lit stage and carried right on dancing with himself in front of the window, ignoring her. It was just what she needed. She started to swing her head and her hips and in a minute she was dancing as wildly as him. She sat down and hurriedly peeled off her heavy boots and socks and got up to dance more wildly yet, now in her bare feet on the lush carpet.
“Yeah!” Johnny nodded at her and stepped back to keep dancing and to admire her.
Brie isn’t much for standing out, and being watched isn’t her favorite thing. But she let him watch her, even if she contained herself and blushed and grinned and covered her face with her hands and squealed. She was feeling free and good. It was perfect. It was what I wanted, what I planned it all for. I wanted her to have a night out of body.
“Yeah,” Johnny said again wildly nodding, and he moved over in front of her. He had a way with audiences like that back in the college band days too — he made everybody on the dance floor feel like they were rockstars with him on the stage. He let his eyes roam freely over her body, and rather than pull away or stop moving so much, as I expected her to, and as she always would do previously, instead this time she seemed to enjoy being watched. “Over here, look,” he shouted, and he put his hand around her waist and danced her to the big window. He placed her beside him facing out and showed her — nobody could see them up there. “You can do what you want,” he smiled evilly at her.
She snorted and looked at him when he closed his eyes again and danced like a mad man. I could tell it was working. He was making her believe.
He raised his hands high and snapped his fingers and jutted his hips at the massive crowd below. Brie laughed at him, but she also looked down too and scanned the huge crowd as though to check for herself that no one was able to see them up there. “It feels weird, seeing them all down there, and no one seeing us.”
“It feels liberating!” Johnny shouted back at her.
“Yeah,” she agreed. “I love it!” she blurted out at him and she smiled hard. I raised myself above the bar counter. If they came toward me, I had an easy escape inside the cupboard below the bar — I had already tested it. I was safe too, spying unseen on my wife as she spied unseen on 45,000 delirious fans.
Brie began to loosen up. She looked over at Johnny who was vibrating in a state of bliss and realized she could let herself go there too. She raised her arms over her head and began to swivel on her hips in front of the big open windows.
“Feels good, doesn’t it,” Johnny said close to her ear.
She only nodded and closed her eyes and smiled. She also began to move a lot more — and she bumped her hip with Johnny. He looked back at her to make sure it wasn’t an accident. It wasn’t and he bumped her back. She laughed and began to squat down and raise herself back up, turning her back to him and bumping him repeatedly.
I marveled at how she was letting loose. The music, the luxury box, the privacy of it in such a public space, it was all starting to get to her. Johnny slipped behind her and put his hands on her waist. She glanced at him as though to check that he was aware of what he was doing, but she didn’t push his hands off. Instead, she turned forward again and faced the crowd with Johnny dancing behind her, holding her, and bumping into her rhythmically.
My wife is not exhibitionist in any way. She’s also not a cheater. But we had been having conversations lately about social constrictions, about the lost freedoms of youth, and about sexuality — sexual expression.
“Imagine there was a place, like an island, or a time, like a leap day or something, where you could do what you wanted with absolutely no repercussions or having to explain yourself,” I said to her in bed one night after we’d had a particularly rambunctious session.
“I think of that too,” she said.
“We could give each other that,” I grinned.
We didn’t take the conversation any further that night. But seeds were planted. She raised her arms over her head and started squatting down with her dancing again, pushing her tight ass in that delicious black leather short skirt out and back against Johnny. He looked down and started to grip her hips and crash his hips lazily into her ass. She didn’t pull away and she didn’t act scandalized. She only twisted around to see him over her shoulder through her strands of wildly flying long hair, and to smile at him. She was enjoying herself. She even pressed back harder against his whole body. I was beginning to see that she could get like this, that she was getting like this.
I wanted her to have fun. I planned it all out so that her and I were going to the show until the last minute when I would pretend to get called out on an emergency IT job. It happened to me a lot, so it was no surprise to her. She was nervous about going alone, but I drove her to the show and assured her Johnny was a great guy.
“He’ll look after you,” I assured her.
“Isn’t he the guy that got you in so much trouble back in the day?” she grinned skeptically.
“He’s the nicest guy I know — he just likes having fun, that’s all.” I nodded. “Nothing is ever serious with Johnny. He’s like my outlet.”
She thought about it for a second before pulling her door open. We were parked right beside the stadium, adjacent to the private box special entrance. “What if he tries something?”
I laughed. But then I said, “Maybe this is a leap day.”
She paused half-way out the door. “What do you mean by that?”
“I want you to have fun at the show.”
She squinted at me with a grin. “Like fun, fun?”
“Whatever,” I laughed. “Go. No consequences!” I shouted as she shut the door. She looked over her shoulder at me as she entered the row of people going in. She had a thoughtful look on her face.
I got a text a little later, before the show started. “The luxury box is unreal — you didn’t tell me it was the top luxury box!”
“Johnny knows people,” I replied.
“He’s really nice — he’s looking after me very well.”
“Have a great show!”
“Are you sure about what you said?”she wrote.
Brie’s idea of letting loose was dancing.Maybe it was having an extra drink beyond the two she planned on. Perhaps it could even be at the most dancing with Johnny. I had no worries. I wanted her to have as much fun as she could generate. When I saw her dancing with him, laughing, even playing around flirtatiously with him, I smiled. I wanted her to get free, I wanted her to have some of that youth back again like we talked about, and not worry about getting caught or facing consequences. I only snuck back into the suite to witness it, to enjoy her freedom and re-captured youth vicariously through her. I wanted to feel what she felt when she was at her freest. I loved her — I wanted her to experience all that life offered.
I guess I didn’t really know what she was asking, though, when she asked if I was sure about what I said. I guess I didn’t really know my wife nearly as well as I thought I did. But what I also have to admit is, I didn’t know myself as well as I thought I did either. Because I would have thought that what happened next would be something I would stop, that it would be something I would get angry about, or at least, feel betrayed about. But instead, I was overcome with other feelings that were nothing like that.
The best I can describe it as, is that I achieved what I really wanted: I was feeling Brie’s feelings vicariously through her. All of them, as though I was directly wired to her. It was exhilarating as much as it was disorienting to stare at her, convinced that those strange feelings coursing through your body — and it really was the body way more than the mind — were really and truly those of Brie who I was staring at. It felt like an unexpected and unnerving sense of telepathy I was having with her.
But there was more. She began doing things that were unlike her and the look on her face was that of a person who had connected herself to someone else’s will the same way I had connected to her emotions. And it was my will she was connected to. Anything it seemed that I thought, in that way that thoughts are sometimes not controlled, seemed to translate instantly into her actions. Her expression was the same as mine: what is this strange trip I am on? We had switched bodies and minds, it seemed, and I had inherited the sensations of her body, while she entertained the thoughts and urges of my mind.
She puffed air out her nose in apparent disbelief at herself as she placed her own hands on her hips and spread her legs apart. She faced the crowed outside even as she began to rub her hands around her hips and then slowly, teasingly, lift the edge of her skirt up her legs. My controlling mind didn’t want it, but my uncontrolled mind kept pushing for more. I couldn’t stop myself. I caused her to lift her skirt higher up her thighs, even as Johnny’s hands moved from her waist down over her hips and onto her now exposed upper thighs. The music beat on and the delirium set in deeper.
She let him touch her. She moved her hands over top of his hands even as her hips swayed to the tunes and her head flowed side to side. She reached up and gripped the top of the open window frame and moved deliciously against Johnny. She rotated her hips and crashed and banged into him behind her. It was like she was becoming possessed by someone else, and I knew who that someone else was. It was me.
I was alarmed when Johnny unbuttoned the side button at the low hip of her black leather skirt and I was overcome with fear when he started to ease the tiny zipper down over her hip. But she only danced and swayed and rotated as though oblivious to what he was doing to her. But she did know. When her skirt was loose, she wriggled and she laughed and she shook until the skirt fell down her long legs and crumpled at the floor around her ankles.
She rolled her head over her shoulder and grinned devilishly at him. She was in only her t-shirt and white panties. She whipped her hair over her face and she looked down over his body and grimaced. She was expressing sexuality alright, she was oozing it. I had never seen her like this, but what was more powerful to me was what I felt. Every thrust of her hips I was jolted in mine, every grit of her teeth I felt my body shiver.
She backed up against him and reached around behind her ass. I didn’t need to see what she was doing, I could feel it. She was massaging the front of his pants where he had been rubbing himself hard against her ass. The loud, clear, beautiful and rhythmic music shook and stirred the place and the lights blinked and flowed through the spectrum across their bodies. The bass line was unrelenting and the vocals were invasive. When my wife’s hands crept up behind herself to push Johny’s t-shirt up his chest, I could feel it in my groin, the overpowering urges. When her nimble fingers deftly undid his jeans and when she turned around inside his hands to squat down in front of him, facing him, pulling his jeans down his body with hers, I could have screamed, I could have died.
But she didn’t relent. She didn’t stop. She pulled his shorts down too. She wiggled and swayed against him and though I couldn’t see well in the dark of the suite against the blasting lights of the stage, I knew she was doing things to him. Her hair moved in waves. Her hands wrapped around his ass and her fingernails dug into his flesh. My wife slowly rose against him, kissing his skin, flashing her silken hair against him and dragging the front of her body up along his skin. She stood up to him facing him and putting her back to the crowd. I wasn’t mad, I wasn’t betrayed, I wasn’t confused or hurt. I was only feeling what she was feeling. She filled me entirely with pure unadulterated lust.
My wife began to kiss him, hard and sloppy and urgently. She reached between their bodies and tugged her t-shirt up over her head. She tossed it aside and pressed her body, now only dressed in white bra and panties, against him. Still they danced, and still she swayed and rotated and swooned and blissed on him. He moved his hands all over her body. She didn’t care or worry or stop him in any way.
I was losing my mind in a very literal sense. I tried to remind myself in a distant, nearly silent voice, that this was not what I meant. I tried to hear like it was a voice across a vast plain my own voice telling me, a man is feeling up your nearly naked wife, she is touching him, she is sucking his cock, you are supposed to be angry, you are supposed to be hurt. But that voice drifted in and out as though a wind carried it away. The music came back and filled my mind instead. The ecstasy was too much and my knees buckled so bad I needed to lean over the bar counter. I was barely able to breathe.
Through the dark of the private luxury suite with the lasers and flashes and beams and floods in the background, the incessant and insistent beat, the psychic gas of a blissed-out full house, my wife pressing against Johnny, dancing on him, moving her body against his, I saw her reach behind her back and unclasp her bra. She continued to kiss him randomly, to push her body and dance against him, to let her hands roam everywhere she wanted them to, even as the straps of her bra fell down her arms. She pulled away and she smiled sweetly at him, both of them unable to talk anymore the music was so clear and clean and loud, and she squeezed her arms together and let her bra fall off.
Johnny squeezed my wife’s breasts and she grasped his hands under hers not to stop him but to encourage him, to squeeze him squeezing her. She spread her legs and raised herself on her toes and smashed her hips against his. I could see his huge erection between them, poking her stomach, rubbing between her legs. She was losing herself against him. When he tucked his thumbs into the waist of her panties, I thought no, but she thought yes. She stepped daintily out of them holding his back for her balance as he deftly slipped her panties off her feet.
She draped her arms around his neck and kissed him more passionately yet. They were both now completely naked. Standing against each other, she undulated, she squirmed, and she rolled her head back and grinned at him. She appeared on her face to be a million miles away. When he wrapped his arms around her waist, she rolled back so far she could see the stadium upside down and her long hair hung out the open window. Johnny held her strongly in his hands as she bent nearly ninety degrees away from him. He used his fingernails to stroke her body from her breasts down her stomach and to the top of her abdomen. Though he was so close to touching her there, Brie only spread her arms out to her sides as wide as she could.
It was like watching an alternate world through a hazy portal. Brie turned around looking like a sexual animal possessed with a wildness shot in her veins. She stepped on her toes and pressed her bending fingers into Johnny’s chest, pushing him backward in front of her. She shot her head forward so her hair snapped over her face. She grinned at him like a woman with ideas.
I’d known Johnny for years and I’d never seen him physically, mentally (in the field of sound and music at least), or emotionally, back-footed by anyone. I saw him stagger backward unprepared for what had been let loose inside my wife. Stepping toward him, pushing him, grinning maniacally and totally naked with the loud music, the lights, and the elation filling the place, my wife struck me with an awe to a degree that buckled my knees.
He backed up against the front edge of the couch and fell down backward onto it, slumped down, staring up nearly frightened looking. My wife, like an unleashed beast, used her fingers to balance herself on his shoulders and stepped up onto the edge of the couch between his parted knees. She reached for the back of the couch behind his head and she pulled her hair up out of her face to see down. She didn’t seem to need to ask him or to check on his feelings about it. She just bent her knees into the back cushions beside his shoulders and slowly brought her pelvis down to his face.
She curled her spine and jutted her abdomen. Johnny looked bested for the first time ever. He looked amazed, stunned. My wife looked boiling hot. She dragged her bare pussy up his face and down again, she rotated her hips and wiped her pussy across his mouth. She snickered and she grunted and she bent her knees further. She pushed her hands into his hair, gripped his head, and shoved herself against his mouth.
I could tell in the dim lighting looking slightly from the side that Johnny was eating my wife out. She threw her head back and she pushed her hand through her hair. With her other hand she cradled the back of his head and guided him against her. Whatever he was doing with his tongue — and I knew it was good from the memory of the moans he sent up from his bedroom whenever he had a visitor overnight back in college — made her shake and quake and curl and uncurl her body. She moaned loudly, loud enough I could hear her over the pounding tunes.
Brie was normally unrelaxed about being eaten out. She loved it, but she didn’t ask for it, she didn’t demand it. She was ashamed, I think, most of the time, or at least shy about it. With Johnny in the other world of the luxury suite, she was demandful, she was forceful, and when she began to pant and moan and whimper and cry in rhythm with the music, I knew what was coming.
She usually didn’t come at all, if truth be told. When she did come, it wasn’t quick and it usually took a few slow and light sessions to get there. Even then, conditions had to be nearly perfect — no distracting noises, no lights, no questions, to change to the pattern once it was found. She would slowly rise and then, if and when she crested, it was a long moment of breathlessness and clutching. Only then did a few of those experiences end with her crashing over and crying out and then smiling and curling around me for having got her there. It was hard for her to orgasm.
Not that day. It was neither long in coming nor slow in creeping up on her. It was fast and hard and loud and unmistakable. She grabbed his head of hair in both hands and like someone smashing a pumpkin with their thighs, and she rammed herself against his face. When she came, she hollered so loud I was sure those next door would hear her over the music even. She rattled so violently for a second I was sure she was having some sort of seizure. When she expended herself, she flopped down languidly half over him and half over the couch, all her limbs floating loosely like she was made of cloth.
She laid her legs over him messily and her hair covered her face. She bit her finger and she grinned and she moaned and she laughed. Never had I ever seen Brie appear so utterly sexually satisfied. Never had I seen any woman real or on film so satisfied looking in her body and her facial expression. It was enough to make me nearly fall apart. I had no jealousy. I only had joy from witnessing it, and ecstasy from experiencing it through her. I felt like I too had an orgasm of the most exquisite kind.
Still the music pounded. Still the lights swirled. My wife laid loosely over the couch playing with his erect cock in her feet. “Why don’t you want to fuck me?” she joked at him. When he looked over, she turned her body and raised herself on her knees, draping her arms over the arm of the couch and turning her head to see him over her shoulder. She wiggled her ass at him to invite him.
I gripped the edge of the bar counter. It was already far more than I was prepared for.  I didn’t mean for her to get totally naked with the guy — I couldn’t have imagined she ever would, she doesn’t even do that at home in a room that isn’t the bedroom, she would never, I thought, do that in a stadium luxury suite during a concert. I also never imagined there would be anything more than dancing together, maybe at the outside, a little necking. She’d laugh with embarrassment and shake her head and then maybe kiss once more.
But this? Getting totally naked? Sucking his cock? Pushing his face into her groin? Having an orgasm on his tongue? And now? Pushing her ass up and her chest down and wiggling her sopping, dripping pussy in his face, inviting him to fuck her from behind? I wiped my eyes I could not believe that was Brie, my Brie. What had I turned her into?
Johnny of course was under my instructions to “give my wife a good time.” I didn’t specify what “a good time” entailed, or more to the point, what he should not do. I didn’t worry — I didn’t think things would go anywhere that far. He looked at her and she smiled sweetly. He got up on his knees and a new song started up to the roar of approval of the tens of thousands within ear shot outside the open suite window. If I didn’t want my wife to fuck another man, now was my chance to step up, come around the bar, and cough, clap my hands, call her name, something to make things stop.
But I didn’t. Me? In my own mind? I was crying out loud, “No!” But it was as in a dream when you can’t find your voice. But that part of me was drowned out anyway. A different part, a part that was melded with my wife’s body, that felt her lust in its bones and experienced her lubrication, her quaking, her want, cried out just as loud, but it was all “Yes!”
Johnny placed his hands on my wife’s hips and she grinned up at him before turning her face to the couch arm and arching her back harder. My heart was palpitating and my throat was dry. My eyes were melting and my bones were becoming jelly. I could barely stand. I watched barely able to suck in a breath as my wife’s shoulder ducked down. I saw her long painted fingernails emerge from between her legs.
She grasped the head of his cock in her straight fingers and thumb and pushed down the length of his shaft. She waved her ass with the beat of the music. She spread her legs further and arched her ass up higher. I could see her pussy wet and hanging. She curled her fingers around his cock and stroked him where he rose behind her. I was breathless, my mouth hung open, and blood fell from my head. I gripped the counter and my knees fell away over my rubber ankles.
When she steered the head of his cock to the lips of her pussy, I could feel it. She drew him all over herself. It was sloppy and messy. She gaped open and his cock arched hard like curved steel. I saw her face from the side. Her eyes were lightly closed, her head was pulled back, and her mouth was loosely hung open. Her expression alone was pornographic. My nostrils filled with the smell of her sex. She moved her body back a bit and captured the head of his cock with the lips of her pussy. Johnny rolled his head back and gripped the skin of her hips harder. She let go of his cock, wrapped both hands with white knuckles around the arm of the couch, and she pressed her body backward against him.
My lungs drained and my eyes shut. My wife pushed against the arm of the couch and ground her hips backward hard into his. Over the pounding music I could hear Brie cry out. Johnny’s head rolled further back and I could hear him shout “Fuck!” to the low ceiling. Brie stretched her arms out in front of her and shook her head downward. She began to rock against him, pushing and pulling and pushing and pulling, absorbing his enormous cock inside her pussy over and over again. When he began to retune the energy, to start pumping himself against her ass in time with her own rhythm, the feet of the couch rubbed the carpet below he jolted her body hard with his hips smashing her ass.
It was Brie who changed positions, pulling her legs up and laughing and squealing and completely loving her night off from herself. She pushed him — there was no talking, the music was too loud. He sat up and she delicately brought her knees down on either side of his hips with her back facing him. She tucked her feet into the cushions and she reached down and gripped his ankles where they stretched out over the coffee table. She rotated her ass in his face again and she turned toward the crowd out the window.
As one of her most favorite songs began to float through the suite windows, she groaned loud enough for half of them to hear. She found his cock with her pussy and sank herself down onto him reverse cowgirl style. It didn’t take long. She began to buck on him with force and abandon. She moved fast and jerkily. I could hear her cry out and I could see Johnny’s cum gush from deep inside her pussy. Still she fucked him until her whole body seized and she shot up and curved back and together they squeezed her breasts.
She laughed sitting beside him on the couch with her panties back on. They came together to the kitchenette and I stole into the cupboard. I could hear them kiss and fondle and laugh and then I could see through the gap in the doors I was hiding behind, her feet dangling. She was sitting on the counter directly over my head. And then I saw Johny’s legs between her feet. I could hear the sound. They were fucking again, right over me.
I picked her up at the place we agreed when the show was over, when she called me to get her.
“Good time?” I asked when she bounded into the car.
She looked at me sheepishly with a very nasty grin.
“What?”
“You know what!” she smirked.
“Tell me.”
“I will. Everything. But I have a feeling you already kind of know.”
She didn’t know how just much I already really did know. But when my birthday came around, she asked me if maybe she could have her girlfriend over.
“She’s a lot like your friend Johnny,” she grinned. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pushed her mouth against my ear. “But I’m not going anywhere all night long.” She bit me and she squealed and darted away, laughing at my confused expression. 




My Wife’s Fantasy is My Own Brother

I pressed my shoulder blades hard into the wall of the old staircase and crossed over my feet like a skater silently down each threadbare step of my parent’s old house stealthily as a burglar. I turned my head completely sideways so my cheek skidded on the cold yellowed paint. When I got to the corner, I inhaled deeply and held my breath.
They were on the couch, our old, huge, lumpy, and tired couch, the one Brent and I grew up on watching Saturday morning cartoons. Now he was 36 and single again, and I was 32, as was my wife, Ash. She was tittering nervously and not doing a very good job of hiding how aroused he made her feel — had always made her, as I had learned. She was certainly dressed for him though, I was sure of that. She took forever to get ready in the morning before settling on an oversized sand-tone off-one-shoulder sweater that came over her hands, a white floral camisole visible beneath, severely torn and tight jeans, and casual white weekend tennis shoes. She was the model of exquisite casual chic, always looking just pulled together, but perfectly so.
She wore her coffee-brown hair up but left strands falling down around her face. Her lips and nails were both painted matte flesh tone pink. Want to know why I think she was thinking about Brent when we were getting ready that morning? She did her eyes in dark, thick liner with copper shadow. She made her face up like a bride, a bride on her way to a very different kind of consummation.
She told me during one of our rare bare-our-souls nights after a few glasses of sparkling white that she always “had the hots” for my brother. She also told me she always wanted to do it in my old bedroom that we shared back in the day. She said in that bedroom with me, but I believe she was thinking of him. She scrunched down and stretched her sweater over her pulled-up knees and grinned like she was unable to stop imagining it, too.
“I always wondered,” she squealed, her face flooding with red. “I was interested in him before I knew you,” she told me. “He was older, but you were in my class, so I got to know you to get close to him. But then,” she said, straightening, leaning over me on her hands and knees and kissing me, pushing her leg over my lap and lowering herself over me, taking me inside her deeply and slowly on the couch already wetter than a hot tub, “I fell in love with you instead” she groaned under her breath against my ear. “Didn’t I,” she gasped when she lifted back up.
“You better not,” she said to him now, slapping at his hand where he was tucking a strand of her hair behind her ear from where he sat beside her.
“How do you even know what I was thinking?” He played innocent as usual.
She looked at him and leaned away with a deep frown. “How do I know what you’re thinking?” She squinted at him and shook her head. “What did you say your name was again?”
“Maybe I’ve changed,” he said.
“Don’t think so, but nice try.” She tucked her hands, clasped together, between her knees. They sat down to take a break after coming back with the fixings for a bar-b-que that evening.
“Oh my god, the old couch is still here!” she said when they traipsed together through the living room to the kitchen weighed down with their shopping. The food was still on the counter, she just had to jump on the old couch and feel how it felt one more time. “Yep,” she said, “I think I even remember this lump!” she laughed.
“Is that when you were on your back with Doug going at you?”
“Don’t be so crude,” she rolled her eyes. “But maybe,” she smirked.
“I think you guys did it a lot right here, didn’t you.”
“Not saying,” she crossed her arms over her chest and draped one leg over the other. “A girl never tells, don’t you know that by now?” She smiled over her bare shoulder at him and half-lidded her eyes and caught the tip of her tongue between her teeth.
“Let’s just say I wasn’t actually guessing.” He nodded knowingly.
“What are you implying?” She gave him a drop-mouth look of scandal.
“Just, I don’t have to think, I know.”
“And just how would an older brother know what a younger brother might or might not be doing on the living room couch in a supposedly empty house?”
“Give you one guess.”
“No-one was home, I ought to know!” she squealed nervously and mock-punched his shoulder. “You lie!”
“You think no one was home,” he nodded at her with his eyebrows raised.
“You lie!”
“Right here,” he said, tapping the couch cushion between them.
“So you like to imagine, I’m sure.”
“You got me there, I also imagined it. A lot of times. Only not with him banging your luscious body.”
“Oh no?” she turned on her mock innocent charm again. “Who then?” she asked, but her voice cracked.
“One guess.”
“I don’t like guessing.”
“I hardly think you really need to.”
“You did not, you’re just teasing me now.”
“I would never tease you like that. Scout’s honor, I did.”
She looked at him and shook her head like she had enough of him and his lies. “Maybe you’re not the only one, okay?”
Brent recoiled. “Ohhh. Do tell.”
“I’ve said too much already,” she laughed, but it was forced.
“Tell me,” he said with a big smirk.
“Nuh-uh.”
He reached to her arm and took her wrist in both of his hands like he was ready to give her a snakebite.
“You don’t scare me,” she grinned at him.
“You tell me and I tell you.”
“Okay, so what if we did?”
“Right here?”
“Right here, yes,” she bit her lip. “Why not?”
“Him on top or you on top?”
“That’s a little personal don’t you think? Anyway, if you watched, you would know.”
“Just seeing how honest you’re going to be.”
“What about?”
“Did you imagine doing it with me on the couch?”
She kicked her leg rapidly and bit on her tongue. He still held her wrist, and she allowed him. “Always with the one-track mind.”
“Did you?” he turned half away from her and made to start twisting the skin of her arm.
“What do you think?”
“You did.”
“And did you watch me do it with Doug?”
“What do you think?” he said back to her.
“You did,” she breathed more than said and then cleared her throat — she wasn’t intending to sound so intimate.
“Did you want it to be you I was riding that hard on the couch?” She was good at teasing him back, I thought.
“Not on the couch,” he said.
She puffed air out her nose disbelievingly and looked away, rolling her eyes. “I guess I’m supposed to ask you where now.”
“Up in our bedroom,” he said.
She grinned and bit her tongue and held back what she was going to say. Her foot began to dangle rapidly all over again and her face reddened. “How long did Doug say he was going to be out with your mom and dad?” she laughed. It was meant to sound like a rhetorical question.
“All afternoon. At least till 5.”
“Anyway,” she said, “we should put the food away.”
“On my bed up there.”
“Is that right,” she stated flatly.
“You on top.”
“Uh-huh? And you have discussed this with Doug I presume?”
“What do you think?”
“Is it still the same up there?” I thought it was interesting that she was asking about it. She wasn’t flatly denying him with the vigor I imagined she would. And she also had us, didn’t she, asking him if he discussed it all with me. Brent did well to let that pass unnoticed.
“Who knows, maybe we should go look.”
“Nice try.”
“What’s the harm in looking? You spent a lot of time up there too.”
“Yeah, but we never did it up there.”
“How come?” he said, pushing up to his feet and extending his hand down to her.
She reached for his hand casually, as though without thinking. “This couch was always so hard to get out of!” she groaned and laughed.
“Especially when you’re all shagged out.”
“Stop it,” she said in a quiet voice standing up beside him. “Let’s go put food away.”
“Then we go up and look?”
She sighed and heaved her shoulders. “Do you promise not to touch?” They kept holding hands. I could see her thumb rub the back of his hand, and not slowly or lightly either.
“What happens in the bedroom . . . . “ he said and she laughed a little too hard I thought.
“Put stuff away first, or someone’s going to be asking questions,” she said in a near whisper.
I peaked further around the corner and saw him helping her, handing her things, laughing with her, and even hip-checking her. Ash was enjoying herself a lot.
When they turned to the hallway and the stairs halfway down the wall, I slipped quietly back up.
“Just for a bit then,” she said to Brent.
I stopped at the top before slipping around because I didn’t hear anything for a few moments. I craned my neck and tuned my hearing hard. There was the sound of wet lip-smacking and nothing else for a whole minute.
Finally, I heard Ash whisper, “I said no touching!” But also I heard her giggle.
“It’s not, it’s just kissing.”
“As if,” she said. Then they went silent again, except for those wet sounds.
“I dreamed of that a long time,” I finally heard his voice.
“Me too,” I heard her say so slightly in such a deep breathy whisper, I wasn’t completely sure. “And that is definitely touching.”
“You’re not stopping me though.”
“I expect you to stop yourself.”
“Do you though?”
I saw the shadows of their bodies hit the lower steps and I pulled back from the top and tip-toed to our old bedroom door. On the right wall was a half-size door and behind that was a sloping triangular unfinished crawlspace beneath the roof. You had to be careful about the nail ends poking through between the rafters from the shingles above.
I gently eased the door closed kneeling on two old paperbacks and I carefully released the knob to let it rotate back. But I left it open a half-inch. The light was off inside and there was no way to see — I had already tested that.
Brent and Ash came into the bedroom together, still holding hands.
She gasped in a whisper. “Oh my god, it’s exactly the same.”
“Just like it was, isn’t it,” Brent said.
She let go of his hand and skipped over to my old bed and flopped down on her back on it. Brent sat on the edge and began to lift his legs up. “No!” she squealed with alarm. She laughed nervously again.
“What’s the matter? No touching, I promise.”
“Not here,” she shook her head.
“You don’t have to whisper, nobody’s home.”
“I’ll whisper if I want to!” she grinned at him.
“I thought you wanted to.”
“Not here.”
“What? Where?”
“Over there,” she said so softly neither Brent nor I seemed to hear her. “Your bed,” she clarified. He looked at her and she curled her lips in between her teeth with guilt filling her veins.
“My bed?”
“Just to lie down. Just for a moment. And don’t you try anything.”
“You know me, I wouldn’t do anything.”
“That’s the problem, I know you too well.”
Brent crossed the floor and laid down on his bed with his arms crossed on the lone pillow and his head resting on his arms.
Ash stood at the side of his bed looking down at him.
“Climb aboard,” he said, “we’ll be cursing at an altitude of 35,000 feet . . . “
“Stop it,” she huffed.
“What’s the matter?”
“I’m married to your brother is the matter,” she bulged her eyes out at him.
“Everybody has secrets. Are you telling me there aren’t any secrets at all you keep from him?”
“Nothing like this,” she said, but she also sat on the edge.
“Nothing is going to happen,”
“Yeah right,” she spun around and looked down at his body stretched out so languidly on the bed, his heels hung over the bottom edge. “Barely fits you anymore.”
“Come lay beside me,” he said. He placed his hand on her back.
“No, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”
“Just for a minute.”
“And a minute will turn to ten and ten to 30 and then you’re going to start kissing me again.”
“I think you kissed me down there.”
“Oh you think so, do you?” she shook her head at him accusingly as she lifted her legs up and dropped down sideways onto the bed. Her head came down onto his elbow. He adjusted and she ended up with her face lying on his chest. Her hand at first fluttered without knowing where to go, before landing like a fallen leaf across his stomach.
“You promise to never say a word?”
“About what?”
She arched her back and stretched her neck to bring her mouth up to his and she kissed him again, longer than even in the hallway. She finally pulled away from him and nestled her head again into his chest. “That,” she said perfunctorily.
“Well if we’re going to be keeping secrets, might as well make it something worthy of being kept secret.”
“See? You’re never going to be satisfied.”
“Just saying,” he smirked.
“I know what you want.”
“What’s that?”
“Yeah right, like I’m going to say it.”
“What do you want? Let's start with that then.”
She huffed and rocked her head on his chest. “To go downstairs, have a nice drink, wait for Doug and think clean thoughts.”
He snickered and she rolled over so her face came up against the side of his. “What?” she grinned.
“Think clean thoughts, as if that’s even possible.”
“Oh come on,” she said. “You can resist can’t you?” Then she did something that made me push my face nearly through the crack in the tiny half door. She pushed her hand from his stomach down over his abdomen and over the lump in his pants that she cupped gently.
“There’s that other old lump you remember,” he said.
She laughed and squeezed him. “Thinking nasty thoughts are we?”
“About the Queen, my mother, and war and pestilence.”
“Ew,” she said. She also stretched her neck up and kissed him again, longer yet. Finally, she came off of him. “Don’t get any dumb ideas, but I’m dying in the heat up here, do they have the heater on full blast all the time?” She sat up and reached over the front of her body and pulled the bottom of her sweater half up before stopping.
“You can handle this right?”
“Scout’s honor,” he said.
“That’s what I was afraid of. Anyway, apparently, it's nothing you haven’t seen before, so,” she said, and she pulled the sweater the rest of the way up over her head before leaning carefully back down in her blinding white camisole.
“I’m sure your jeans are feeling too tight too, aren’t they.”
“Shush you.”
“Do you know how many nights I laid in this bed thinking of how to get your pants off?”
She laughed. She also moved her hand off his groin, but only, I was amazed to notice, to push up his sweater to reveal his stomach, still an impressively ridged six-pack, and then slipping the tips of her fingers under the waist of his jeans.
“If you are able to restrain yourself, maybe I can help you with that.” She slipped her hand further inside his pants. My heart was pounding and my gut twisted. I could see in the slanting late afternoon sunlight the crotch of my brother’s pants bounding and stretching. She was massaging him under his jeans.
“We might have to tie me down.”
“You’d just love that, wouldn’t you,” she said. She rolled onto her back tight beside him and lifted her hips from the bed. She undid the buckle and began twisting and contorting to work her jeans off her wriggling hips. She kicked and stretched until, inside out completely, they finally fell from her feet at the base of my brother’s bed.
She rolled on her side against him dressed in only her white floral lace camisole. “You know,” she said to him, kissing him between words, “a girl can start to feel awfully lonely if she’s the only one exposed to the elements.” She laughed when he jerked up and frantically tore his sweater off his head and tugged his jeans off his legs.
She covered her face with her hands and squealed. My brother used his knee to press her legs slightly apart and he lowered himself on his elbows and knees over top of where she laid on his pillow.
“No!” she cried out, but she was also smiling deeply and blushing. My brother reached down between them and grasped the waist of his boxers and, balancing himself over top of her, he tugged those down his legs too, and used his toes to push them the rest of the way off.
Ash squealed again. “No we can’t!” she cried. He leaned over her and kissed her. She turned her face away from him one way and the other. “This is wrong.” But she also spread her legs wider for him the lower he came. When he held her face still with his hand firmly on her chin, she moaned her resistance but she also lifted her legs, at first tentatively, but then fully, and she settled her hips widely and brought her heels down into the small of his back and locked her ankles together, pressing my brother’s fully raging erection into the thin light fabric she was left wearing over her pussy.
“Promise me,” I could hear her whisper close into his ear where she held his head over her own face.
“I promise,” he said to her, and she sighed, she gasped, and she moaned. I watched as my wife’s back arched under my brother, and as she pressed her hand down between their close bodies, and undid the tiny snap in the crotch of her camisole. He remained on his elbows and knees, lifting up just enough for her to tug and struggle until she pulled her camisole up her body and over her head and off. She spread her hair under her head in a fan over the pillow.
“Be gentle?” she whispered up to his face closely hovering over hers.
“You too,” he said, and she squealed with laughter, she lifted her chest up to him, and she exhaled in a low, guttural groan. I pushed my face out the crack of the door a few feet away. I saw the face of my wife thrash over the pillow, I saw her smile deeply with her eyes closed, and I heard her inhale sharply and in slight pain, as though she were being ever so slowly stabbed.
“There’s the weekend coming up,” Brent said, rolling his tongue in his cheek and lifting his eyes at me sideways.
“This is fucked,” I shook my head looking down hard at the bar. The game flashed all around us on 18 different screens and the place was filled with guys cheering and yelling.
“I’m down with it, you decide,” he said, sucking back his beer and turning the game above us.
I watched another minute before taking my bottle, staring at it, and then clinking it against his. “The weekend.”
I told him about what Ash told me — how she crushed on him and only hooked up with me at first to get closer to him. He laughed. “Too young for me.”
“Too young then,” I shrugged. “Means less now.”
We both drank. “Fucking fantasies, eh?” he said. “Harmless. Usually.”
“Usually,” I agreed. “But you probably have to live them out to finally be done with them, or at least finding out how real they are.”
“Can you imagine if your sweet little Ash one day said, ‘Doug buddy, pal, free pass. Any fantasy, any girl, one night. No consequences, free pass.’ Would you take it?”
“Of course I’d take it,” I laughed hard.
“Fucking A, right?”
“In a second,” I say. “That what happened to you and Claire?” Claire was his wife. He didn’t mind joking about his divorce, he usually started it.
“Maybe if she did, we might have worked it out.”
“Would you have given her the free pass?”
He thought about it seriously for a long while. “That’s a good question,” he turned to me. “What about you? Would you give Ash her fantasy?”
“As fucking if, after I just told you you’re one of her fantasies.”
He laughed but he stopped. “One? What’s her other fantasy?”
“You won’t believe it.”
“Try me.”
“Our old bedroom.”
“No shit.”
“Shit you not.”
“Dude,” he said. “This is getting a little too close for comfort. She fantasizes about me, and about our bedroom. She say which bed?”
“No,” I said, running the same thought through my head. If anyone had a fantasy that could be delivered, it was her. My brother was in town for a week. We were going up to our old parents’ house on the weekend. The room was intact, apparently set up the same way we left it.
“If it was you, would you want her to let you have it?”
“What do you mean?”
“Say she had a sister, say you had the hots for her all the way back. Say you jerked off all the time about having her in the same bedroom. Then imagine she sets you up.”
“She’d never talk about it, she has a hard enough time mentioning it. I can’t imagine talking to her about it for real.”
“Yeah nobody could do that. But who says you have to talk to her about it? I mean,” he sucked back his beer, “kind of spoiler isn’t it, if you have to discuss it? I’m going to guess that a big part of the fantasy, the part that makes it a fantasy, is that it’s illicit. It’s
secret. I mean, who has a fantasy that includes discussing with their spouse all the arrangements?”
“You want her to think she’s getting away with it.”
“Well isn’t that part of the thrill? If you have a fantasy to rob a bank, you’re not going to enjoy it that much if you go in and they’re all welcoming you and smiling and offering the money trays to you and calling you Mr. Bank Robber and shit.”
I had to give it to him, that was a pretty good point. The whole thrill of a fantasy is the secret of it, the getting away with it. “There is that,” I nod at the game. “And I guess if she’s going to do it with someone, at least I know you.”
“You know me.”
“And you’re leaving town in a few days for the other coast.”
“Not going to be around.”
“And it isn’t cheating really if I’m the one opening the door.”
“It isn’t is it.” We looked at each other trying to wrap our minds around it at the same time. “If you go to shoot a guy and the gun pops blanks, you can’t be charged with murder, can you?”
“I’m not even sure it's attempted murder, if you don’t have real bullets.”
“Even if you thought you did?”
“I’m no legal expert, but if you couldn’t possibly have shot the guy, it doesn’t matter what you wanted to do or thought you were doing.”
“So you’re saying that even if she goes upstairs with you, it’s not cheating, because I know about it, I okayed it, it was even my idea?”
“You could even watch.”
“I might have to.”
“Why not?” he said. “That’ll make us even.”
I looked at him and screwed up my face.
I inhaled deeply and opened the door more to see better. I could see my brother's cock dangling above my wife’s hips. I could see his hands pet her chest and her back rise up under his touch. And I could see her smile and see my brother’s face, also smiling. And I smiled too.
Ash pushed him off but only to roll him over in place and worm her naked body over his. “I can’t believe I’m actually in your bed.”
“I think the more important point is we’re in it together.”
“Obviously,” she said, softly and intimately to him. She leaned her face down to his and gently kissed him.
Brent reached up with both hands and tangled his fingers into her hair. “Always wanted to tug this crazy mop.”
“Get out,” she said shyly. She reached down between their bodies and I could see from the open door her fingers wrap around his huge erection between her legs. “You never even noticed me.”
“Are you kidding?” They kissed and smiled and touched all over. “I had to get out of the house when you came over, it was driving me crazy.”
“That was only because you watched me and Doug on the couch, you perv,” she laughed. She stroked his cock. I could tell, she was going to do it. My wife was going to fuck my brother. For the first time since we talked about it two days earlier in the bar, it seemed finally real. It was going to actually happen, and I was feeling things I was not expecting to feel.
Had I just happened across my wife naked in bed with her brother-in-law, there is no question, I’d be violent. It would at least be cause to end things. But context is everything. Knowing the guy was one thing — and I knew Brent. He was an honorable guy if a bit of a rake at times. He would never do it if it wasn’t agreed with me beforehand.
And watching it, besides being pretty hot to see, made me feel that I was in control like a director at a filming. It felt like I could open the door, come out, call “Cut!” any time and just take her out of there and home. Knowing it could meant I didn’t have to do it. She pulled on his cock, she laughed and squealed, and she squirmed on him. I think she was thinking the same thing: This thing I dreamed of, it could actually happen, it might be happening now. It’s my fantasy.
And how did I feel watching my wife about to cheat on me, or at least believe that she was? I didn’t feel bad. I didn’t feel anything about it, any more than you would watching your spouse masturbate. Or catching them watching a movie with a favorite star. It wasn’t like she conceived of an idea, set things up to get me out of the house, made secret plans, and snuck off. I did all that — all the elements of cheating were on me. If she was about to lower her hips down and take my brother’s cock inside her, I’m the one who made it happen, I got her to that point.
I set the plan, I got me out of the house, or supposedly anyway, I’m the one that found a partner for her, I conceived the idea to start with. All she was doing was following through on my plan. And it must be pointed out, I said to myself, watching her draw the tip of his cock against her clearly glistening pussy lips. I used my knowledge of her confessed fantasy to put her in a position she would have a hard time resisting. I conceived it, I planned it, I designed it specifically to be her deepest, most secretly held fantasy, and I delivered her to the man. Having controlled all of it up to the point she was about to fuck him, I was in total control when she let go, when she allowed her pussy lips to slip around the top of his cock, when she gasped and exhaled and groaned from deep inside herself, and when she slammed her hips down onto his.
There was no cheating involved outside of my wife’s head, and it was only in there falsely, like a movie, a novel. She might have thought she was but she was guilty of nothing because I knew she wasn’t. I stood gasping myself at the bewitching beauty of it. Ashly raised herself up over him, she locked her elbows and let her hair fall down around her face, and she twerked her hips and raised her pussy up his shaft and down on him, making that distinct sucking-slapping sound with him. It was incredible, it was awesome, and it was gratifying. I watched my wife laugh and sway and buck on her fantasy man in her fantasy bed in her fantasy location, and I felt fulfilled, I felt satisfied.
Ash pressed her hands into his chest and rammed herself on him. Brent reached up and squeezed her breasts and she threw her head back and closed her eyes and cried out loud. Anything else than a full-on thrill, and I’d be disappointed. It worked. I got her there, I got Brent there, I got them on the couch together in our empty house, and I stood back and hoped she would take her chances and that he’d take my permission. With every cry, with every surprised inhalation, and with every heaving of her body down onto his, I felt what she was feeling.
She really got into it. She lowered her face and kissed him. She got on her elbows and mashed her big breasts into his chest. She curled and uncurled her spine and I could see, I could smell, his cock, full and hard, wet with her juice, penetrate her to the hilt. It was raw and real and good. I retreated into the shadow in the dark space but left the door open enough to see and I pulled my own cock out. Watching my wife, hearing her, so deeply aroused, so sexually high, I was unable to restrain myself and I began to fist pump myself watching her body milk his body.
And when she began to inhale in short, sharp, high-pitched inhalations, when she stopped breathing and clenched her eyes, I stopped jerking myself but it was too late. Her pleasure filled me from within too strongly and though I tried to hold back, I squirted against the wall and all over the floor. I heard my wife crying out loud at the same time. When I was able to look again, I saw her still moving on top of Brent, but his cum rushed from her pussy where it still grasped his cock deep inside.
She lead him to the bathroom to clean up and I made my escape. I went back to my car parked around the corner and gave it a few more minutes before texting her.
“Heading back,” I wrote her.
It took her some time but she finally texted me back. “We’ll get the bar-b-que on.”
I couldn’t resist. “You and Brent have an okay afternoon?”
“It was good,” she said. I bet it was good!
I wanted her to keep that as a secret, to enjoy the thrill of it, to think she got away with living her fantasy, and I never brought it up. Brent checked in the next day.
“You okay with that still?”
“All’s good,” I wrote him.
“Cause something came up . . . “ he kept on.
I tilted my head and frowned looking at my phone. Down the couch sitting sideways with her feet up in my lap, Ash was busy on her phone, like any other ordinary evening at home.
“What’s that?”
There was a long time before he replied. When he did, I lifted my eyes surreptitiously to Ash’s face. She was smiling, she was engrossed in her phone, and she was oblivious to me, other than in how she held her phone so I wouldn’t see her screen.
“Your wife just wrote me. She was going on about how good it was.”
“Okay,” I said. I was fine with that. That was good — the fantasy turned out to be real, not some disappointment.
“There’s more,” he wrote.
“Spill it buddy,” I replied.
“She’s asking when I’m going to be back in town. She says, hopefully soon.”
“Funny,” I said. “You’re passing through again next week aren’t you?”
“I am.”
I pondered things before he wrote again.
“Waiting for your direction on what I tell her.”
I looked at her again. She was watching the show holding her phone like she was waiting for something. She glanced at me and we held each other’s gaze for a few seconds before she smiled at me and turned back to the show.
“Tell her,” I said, “that you’re in town next week.” I paused. “And tell her I said you could stay here.”
“Dude, you don’t have the room.”
“Funny that,” I said. “Mom and dad need me up at their place to help with the RV shed. I’ll probably have to spend the night, too” I wrote.
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