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My wife cheats, and I let her




“I

 ’m having a friend over tonight,” my wife Joanne announced as we scraped up the last of dinner from our plates.

I paused as though her hands were at that moment the most interesting objects I’d seen. “Okay.” It was an unusual statement.

“I’d rather you not be in here. Can you go to the coach house?” She fixed me directly with a sharp stare.

“What’s going on Joanne?” I let go my fork and meshed my fingers together in front of me.

She pulled her jaw down crookedly to the side and seemed to be deciding how exactly to put it. “It’s my ex.”

I stared at the top of her head silently. “I didn’t know you had an ex.”

She gave me a wincing smile. “He’s not an ex-ex. He’s an old boyfriend.” She nodded as though that explained that.

“Alright,” I finally said. “And why do I need to be in the coach house?”

She stared at me again but with half squinted eyes as though she was determining my readiness for a surprise. She slowly pulled the fork from her tightly pursed lips. “Because,” she raised her eyebrows, “I’m probably going to fuck him.”

Where the mind goes when it’s given something utterly incongruous is an undefined area of blur on an otherwise mostly sharply defined map. There are areas clearly marked “hazardous,” others known to be “happy,” and still more usually in the Southern Hemisphere clearly demarcated as “angry.” Where she sent me with that blunt statement has unchartered territory. I had no idea what to do with it. So I laughed. Uproariously.

“Jo, baby, you almost had me there!” I stabbed my fork toward her.

But she didn’t crack a curl.

“You’re . . . you’re serious?” She kept staring enough it rattled my nerves. “What the fuck, Jo.”

“Would you rather I pretend I’m going out to a girls night or something and secretly meet him in a hotel room and fuck him there and lie to you about it?”

I was as unprepared for the content of her speech as I was for her presentation. She wasn’t mad at me, she wasn’t in the mode of jealously or revenge or anger or depression. She was in the mode of an alternate personality, and unlike the TV shows about it, I didn’t know this other person and she showed no evidence before of hosting it.

“Joanne, what’s going on?”

“What’s going on is, an old boyfriend showed up on my feed, wanted to meet and indicated he missed fucking me. I told him I felt similarly. I know I’m going to fuck him one way or another and since I don’t like to keep secrets from you, I’m letting you know up front what’s going to be happening.”

“Are you having me on?” I smiled and shook my head. “You’re having me on, Jo.” She kept staring at me deadpan. “Is this some kind of test? Are you checking to see how I’d react?” She didn’t show anything. “Did you read something that said to try this little experiment?”

“I will text you when he leaves. If he leaves.” She got up and brought plates to the dishwasher as though that was that and we were moving on.

“I don’t get it, it’s not funny, Joanne.”

“Brent, I’m not joking, I’m not testing you. I didn’t want to be one of those wives who sleeps around behind her husband’s back cheating on him and humiliating him and dragging him down with suspicion and jealousy. I’m saving us all that. I’m putting it all up front and on the table. We can skip all the detective work and fighting and spying and shit. An old boyfriend is coming over. I want to see him again. I’ll likely want to fuck him and I know for sure he wants to fuck me. I don’t know where it goes from there. I am asking you to give me some space and hang out in the coach house until I let you know you can come back in the house. Since it’s going to happen anyway, how would you like it? All the secrecy and lying and shit, or like this, where you know what you’re getting, you know what is going on, you don’t have to peek and spy and install cameras and wonder and worry.”

“Why are doing this to me?”

“It’s not about you, Brent. I’m not doing anything to you, I’m doing something for me.”

“You’ve obviously thought this all through. You’ve given this a lot of consideration. You sound rehearsed.”

“Yes I have given this a lot of thought. And I didn’t want to ask you — that would be unfair, that would be putting the decision, the responsibility, on you. I wouldn’t do that to you. I bear the responsibility — you don’t even have to feel like you let me. I’m not letting you let me. That’s why I sound like this. It’s out of your control completely. That’s so you don’t have to carry any burden of having let something happen that might be very painful to you. You’re not letting it happen. I’m forcing it on you. You have no choice — that’s by design so you don’t regret any choice. Do you understand? I’m doing you a very big favor.”

“How do you turn fucking an old boyfriend into a favor you’re doing me?” I glared back at her with a tightly pulled face.

She softened and reached to take both my hands in her hands. “Honey,” she bit her lip. “Honestly, I knew I was going to want to have one last time with him. I always knew if I ever heard from him again, I would. I know how I feel. I wanted to spare you the pain I know this would cause you and I thought hard about what kind of pain it would be. I didn’t want you to feel suspicion or betrayal or to think I was lying. But that was what was going to happen, unless I tell you like this.”

“You’re asking me if you can go fuck an old boyfriend?”

She held my hands with her outstretched arms and let her head tilt to the side and curved her eyebrows with sympathy. “No, honey. I’m not asking you either. Would you want that on you? That you were asked to agree and chose to let me?”

“You’re asking me to go to the coach house so you can fuck your old boyfriend in peace?”

She inhaled and looked sideways down at the floor like this was turning out to be harder than she expected. As though such a thing would be like asking to borrow a car. “I’m not asking you to get out, I’m telling you. There is nothing that is happening here tonight that is in any way shape for form your choice. I’m trying to make this as easy on you as I can, Brent.”

We must have stared at each other for ten straight minutes. Finally, I sighed and rolled my eyes. “I guess, fine, I guess,” I said, because what was I going to say? She had a point. And if she wanted to do it behind my back, she would be successful at that. I was out of town often enough to allow her any number of affairs.

She rose on her tip toes and squealed. “Really?!!” She kicked a leg up. “You’re going to be fine with it? For realz?”

I looked away and back at her and away again. Though I could not believe what I was agreeing to, I agreed to it. “I’ll be fine with it,” I said in a tinier voice than I wanted.

“You’re the best!” she said, stepping up into me so hard I nearly fell over backward. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me hard on the cheek. “I love you so much! I knew you’d understand.”

“I’m not saying I like it,” I said.

“I know baby. I know it’s hard.” She turned on her toes and clasped my hands in hers behind her back and pulled me to the stairs. “Come help me decide what to wear.”

I followed her up again struck weak by questions so new I had no way to begin understanding how to answer them. Like, is a husband supposed to help a wife dress for  an old boyfriend? “I think you can figure that out yourself, babe,” I said indicating as much reluctance and discomfort as I could convey in my voice.

She stopped half way up the stairs and turned so that her chin pressed into my forehead and her breasts pushed into my neck. “Doesn’t poopsy bear want to dress me for my date?”

I breathed in the aroma of her chest. “It just doesn’t feel right,” I tried to bring the tone back to one of seriousness.

She stepped away from me. “If you’re going to be obstructionist and all pouty about it, I’m hardly going to be able to enjoy myself.” She shook her head at me. “It hardly works for me if I know you’re out there in the coach house being all angry.”

My mind was truly blanking out.

“If it’s going to happen,” she said as quiet as a whisper, “it might was well be enjoyable. And it is going to happen.” She crossed her arms over her chest.

“But you’re asking me to dress you for him,” I protested.

“Not dress me, just help me pick things out. I’m nervous!” She turned and dragged me up the stairs again. “And I need your advice on makeup too,” she called over her shoulder. “Come on! He’s going to be here soon!”

Once upstairs, she said to me, “It’s informal, we’re going out to dinner, so sort of dressy, but we’re ending up back here,” she put her index finger to her lips as though it were a challenging riddle. “You pick a few ideas out while I’m showering.” She dropped her clothes in a path across the floor and disappeared behind the bathroom door like an elf flying through the verdant forest. “I’m so excited!” she shrieked from inside.

The situation was absurd. Nonetheless, I fingered through the outfits on the hangers in her closet. One mind was repeating “This is fucked.,” while the other one was all “Hmm, dinner out, but informal . . . and ending up at home . . . hmm.”

I had three things picked out and spread on the bed for her consideration when she called from the bathroom. “Honey, can you help, this is so hard!”

I nudged the door open with my toe. She was sitting on the toilet seat with a lady’s shaver and her legs wide open. Foam covered her entire pubic area. I ascertained what she was doing and slowly lifted my eyes up her fresh nude body to her waiting face. “Would you?” she squeezed out.

“You can’t ask me to do that,” I said.

“I can’t do it myself,” she said all matter-of-factly. “Can you put your ego aside for just a minute and help your best friend out here?” She held the shaver out to me.

“What you’re asking me to do is too much,” I stated flatly.

“See?” She nodded with certainty at me.

“See what?”

“This is why I didn’t ask you anything earlier, I told you. I had to tell you. Because asking you makes you take on the weight of choosing to. So now I’m going to tell you. Get down on your knees, get over here, and shave my fucking goddamned pussy now!” She threw the shaver at me.

I picked it up and looked at her.

She spread her legs with her hands pressing her thighs and said, “Now Brent, and you better do a good job.”

“Fuck,” I said.

She giggled and looked down at her own pussy. I got down on my knees. She patted my head and said, “There’s a good Brent, see, you can do it.” I began to shave my wife’s pussy for her date with her old boyfriend. “Do a good job,” she moaned quietly staring at my slowly moving hand between her legs. “He might be taking a close up view down there.”

“Do you mind,” I said, stopping and looking up.

She sniggered and said, “C’mon,” in a whisper. “You’re doing great.”

When we finished she came out to the bedroom to see what I picked out. She stared at the bed. “Where’s the underwear?”

“I picked out your dresses,” I explained.

“You left out the most important parts!” She laughed at me and slapped the back of my head. “Yeah, a dress of some kind, but I did say, we’re ending up back here. I think you can tell the dress isn’t lasting long,” she rolled her eyes and puffed air out her nose like I was so slow on the uptake.

“I’m doing my makeup, so find things for me to wear for him under the dress too — don’t you know anything?” She went back in the bathroom. “The special stuff is all in the tiny dresser in the closet, not the big one. The small one.”

I didn’t know there was a small dresser in there, but I found it.

“Oh!” she called out from the bathroom. “I bought some new things too, they’re in a bag beside the dresser. Let me know if those might be enticing for him!” She giggled and turned on music in the bathroom.

I pulled out lacy red things and black things. No panties and bras among them. “I don’t think this stuff goes on under a dress,” I shouted from the closet.

“Other bag, other side,” she cried back. “That stuff is for later in the night — oh!” She seemed to remember something else too. “You should take a toiletry bag to the coach house — like an overnight pack.”

I stared at the bathroom door from inside the closet holding one particularly sexy night thing in my hands.

“You didn’t say he was staying the night.”

She leaned out the bathroom door with a big evil grin. “I know!” her voice wavered with excitement. “I just thought of it now. I mean, what if, you know, it goes like that? And he wants to?”

She stared at me with her big pretty innocent eyes like it was a real and pertinent question. And I had to admit, what if? I guess I’d rather have my stuff out there than sit out there without it and not getting her “coast is clear” text all night.

“Babe,” I said to her, now in the doorway of the bathroom watching her back as she busied herself close in the mirror. “Do you want him to?”

She turned around with her hair in a towel and her bare breasts touching my chest. “Yes?” she nearly whispered. She bit her lip. “Is that bad?”

“Yes it’s bad!” I shouted.

She stared at my mouth with her eyes all big. “Am I a bad girl?”

“Fuck, Jo,” I shook my head. “This isn’t funny.”

“Poor baby,” she said, shaking her head back at me. “You better keep your windows closed out there. He causes me to make a lot of noise, you know what I mean?” She smiled guiltily.

I was sick of it and went downstairs. She came down about 40 minutes later. I was hoping it was to apologize, to say she was calling the whole thing off. Instead, she entered the den looking incredible. I’d never seen her like that and I marveled at her.

“What do you think?” she said nervously.

I was going to say, “Sick,” or “Fucking pissed,” or “I’m leaving you.” But instead, I said, “You look hella good.”

She squealed and scampered to me in her tall sexy heels and leaned over to nearly kiss me, but not quite. “We’re meeting at the restaurant,” she said. “You have to drive me.”

“Fuck me,” I moaned.

“Look,” she said, “I came up with a great idea. Why don’t you pretend to be an Uber. I’ll text you when we’re ready to go, and that way you can feel all good about yourself, you can see him, you can relax I’m not being kidnapped or murdered or something! And you can drive us here and then . . . “ she laughed to herself a couple of titters. “ . . . get lost!”

“You want me to drive you here from the restaurant too!?”

“You don’t have to,” she replied with haughtiness. “We could always take a hotel room downtown.”

“On my credit card,” I retorted.

She laughed. “Of course!”

“Just don’t peek in the rear view mirror like some perv!” she slapped my ass. “Get your shoes on, I don’t want to keep Rick waiting.”

It was the first time she mentioned his name. I tried to slap her back but she stopped me and pulled her ass out of the way of my hand. “Hey, hey,” she was seriously cross. “No touching the merchandise. That’s for Rick.”

“What the fuck am I doing?” I muttered to myself.

“What was that, darling?” she asked innocently, knowing full well what I said. She poked around her tiny purse.

“Nothing,” I replied.

“Didn’t think so,” she fixed me with a nod. “Now drive.”

All the way down the highway into downtown, Joanne as a bundle of nerves like a girl on prom night. “Settle down,” I said.

“I’m so . . . “ she stopped herself.

“So what?” I pressed her.

“No,” she shook her head barely able to control herself.

“So. What.” I demanded she finish the sentence.

“You don’t want to know,” she said coy and quietly.

“Don’t want to know what?” I was becoming annoyed.

“Not going to say,” she said with embarrassment.

“You’re so . . . “ I started her again.

She sighed and looked out her side window. “Don’t!” she smiled.

“I don’t even know what I’m not supposed to do,” I pleaded with her. “You’re so what?”

She mumbled something into her hand I didn’t hear.

“Try again,” I said.

“Horny!” she said grimacing through clenched teeth.

“You had to tell me that?”

“You asked!” she cried out. “I tried to not tell you!”

“You could have made something up,” I said.

“I had to change my panties at home already once,” she explained. She reached up inside the high hem of her dress and pulled out her hand and held her fingers to my nose as I drove her. “See?” she stated. “I’m all wet again.”

“You don’t have to tell me that.”

“It’s liberating, don’t you think?”

“For you, maybe.”

“You can turn around and I’ll tell him to come get me and book a hotel room. And I might lose my phone too. Is that what you want instead?”

We didn’t talk the rest of the way. I fumed but she began texting and laughing whenever a text came in. She wiggled in her seat and kicked her legs and squealed. She held the phone up against the front window and took a sexy selfie and sent it and laughed more.

When I pulled in front of the restaurant she got out and leaned back in through the passenger window. “How do I look?” she asked.

“Very very hot,” I said. Because she did.

She moaned high and widened her eyes. “Don’t forget, when I text you, we don’t know each other. And don’t wait too far away.”

I didn’t realize she expected me to go sit somewhere while she dined with her old boyfriend.

“And don’t say or do anything no matter what you see going on in the back seat, mister! No perving on me!”

“You’re my wife, Jo!” I felt I needed to restate plainly.

She leaned back through the window. “Babe, this is a big night for me. It’s important to me. Can you please just this once? Let me have this?”

I shook my head.

She squealed and blew me a kiss and said, “You’re the bestest ever!” And she turned and walked into the restaurant, waving her fingers in a tiny flutter behind her knowing I was watching her fine receding ass.

I sat in a parking lot for nearly two hours. I considered driving home, packing a suitcase, and finding a motel. I thought about going home, packing her a suitcase and leaving it by the door. I imagined going home and dragging everything of hers out to the front yard, or even to the curb. But I sat there playing on my phone instead.

I was startled when it buzzed in my hand.

“Almost ready here. He’s every bit as charming as when I was last with him. I wish you could meet him properly!”

I started my car.

“Okay, this is me ordering an Uber. So get over here!”

I pulled up as she ordered me to. Rick opened the back door to my car and Joanne piled in to the seat behind me. Rick got in on the other side.

“Do you have the address, driver?” Joanne said to me in a serious, business tone.

“Yeah, I got it,” I said.

“Can you bluetooth to my phone please? I want to play some music,” she said.

My screen already had the accept button up.

“Loud too,” she said, laughing. I peeked in the mirror. Rick’s hand was on her bare thigh. I pulled away and entered the street. I heard her voice under the music say, “Come here you!” I peeked again. She was tugging at Rick’s shirt collar.

By the time we got to the highway, she was necking fully with him. Through the music I could hear her little laughs and even some moans. The lights grew further apart in the dark space between cities and only the passing lights of the highway every two seconds gave me an image of the back seat. I had to press my back into my seat to lift myself higher to see down through the mirror further. They were slouching in the back. And then I couldn’t see anything. A few moments later, he popped up and threw his head back against the seat rest. But she didn’t reappear.

I drove on gripping the steering wheel harder. The whole situation was beyond crazy. I could hear Joanne’s voice from lower in the back seat saying things I couldn’t make out, but in a teasing tone and interspersed with laughter and loud moans. Finally her shape reappeared in the sliding, occasional lights. I could see the back of her head and her shoulders and bare back revealed by her slinky black dress. I pressed myself till my head brushed the ceiling of the car and saw down far enough to see my wife was straddling her ex-boyfriend in the back seat of my car with her legs fully exposed and his hands all over her skin. They were kissing passionately the whole way.

I got to our home and stopped but it was as though neither of them noticed. I got out and came around to open the back door. That was when Joanne realized she was already at home. I saw inside. Her dress was hiked around her waist and her panties were ground into his crotch. The light in the back was on and I could notice her panties were wet. She didn’t cover herself or even care I was watching. She dragged Rick out with her and hugged him as she guided him to our front door. When they went inside, she turned briefly to smile full of excitement at me, to wave at me, and to give me thumbs up, before shutting the door and locking it.

I thought it was ridiculous to try to carry the ruse further and remove me car from my own driveway in case he pondered why the Uber from the previous night was parked there. He wouldn’t even remember. I huffed and puffed and made my way down the side of the house toward the coach house in the back. I plopped down in the couch in there and looked around. It was a pretty nice place we had fixed up. I thought again we ought to try renting it. My phone buzzed. It was Joanne.

“Oh my god,” she wrote.

I was tempted to not reply.

“What?”

“His cock — it’s even bigger than I remembered!”

“Not necessary info,” I wrote back. I was appalled.

“Writing you from the bathroom,” she texted.

“I don’t care,” I wrote back.

“He’s going to hurt me!” she wrote.

“TMI”

“It’s just . . . “

She did it to me again. “It’s just what, J?”

“Nothing.”

“Just what J?”

“I guess I got used to yours. It’s going to hurt when he puts it in me. What should I do?”

I was pondering what to say when she wrote again. “You really do need to keep your windows closed!”

“That’s not nice, J!” I wrote.

“He’s calling me, got to go!” she replied.

“Joanne?” I wrote. She didn’t text back.

I tried to distract myself with games or with shows. But across the lawn I could see the patio door and the light on behind it. She didn’t bother to shut the curtains to the den. I clenched my eyes and tried to stop myself. But instead I turned off all the coach house lights and crept out across the dark backyard.

I snuck up to the patio doors. It was easy to see inside. Joanne was in her underwear. She was right, of course. She looked awesome in the tiny things she bought for him. I saw the back of her head, her beautiful wavy dirty blonde hair, undulating between his outstretched legs, and her gorgeous back, her tight, round ass in her perfect black panties, and her long thighs. She was reaching up and stroking his chest. She was clearly sucking him off.

She climbed up and leaned over him with her hands on the back of the couch to either side of his head. I could see Rick’s hands unhitch the back of her bra, and I watched her shake it free from her body and drape it over the arm of the sofa. I could see his hands hold and squeeze her bare breasts. That’s when I realized the patio door was open a crack. I could hear her moan. She loved having her breasts massaged. Rick would have known that too. He would know it made her soak below.

He stood up and picked her up and wrapped her legs around his waist and they made out like that for a few minutes before he dropped her down roughly on the couch below him and stripped his clothes off. She spread her legs and rubbed her hand over the pussy I shaved for her and smiled and moaned approvingly. He leaned over my wife and she slid her head back and up eagerly to kiss him and pull him to her.

His cock was indeed enormous. She wrapped her hand around it and pulled, desperate, it seemed, to get it in her despite her earlier fears of it. He yanked her by the ankles so she was now nearly laying on the couch. He got down on his knees, the gentleman, and he lifted her legs over his shoulders. I’ve heard my wife moan and groan in pleasure before, of course, and I’ve heard her orgasm, both real and fake. What I heard coming through the crack in the patio door was something else again, a whole other level. It wasn’t fake and it was nothing like what I’d ever heard before. She was in some kind of ecstasy when Rick went down on her. She was wild, she was lost to him, she was out of her mind. And she orgasmed twice with him eating her out — both times, with those long, surprised sounding, nearly fainting types of orgasms.

She was already worn out when he stood up and clutched her ankles to his chest and raised her body off the couch and upside down. Her ex-boyfriend entered my wife, hard, deep, and relentlessly. She cried and screamed and yelped with each of his monstrous thrusts.

When he dropped her, she wasted no time struggling and fighting with him to get him under her, and to straddle his cock, and shove that thing hard into her again. I watched my wife ride Rick with her ass in fast motion and his hands all over her neck and mouth and face and tits.

He rolled her over and hauled up her ass in front of him where he kneeled on the couch and she scrunched down the better to offer up her ass to him, her back arching in a nearly impossible curve. He rammed her so hard the couch jolted forward across the floor. I watched my wife’s face hard against the couch cushion jolted with each of his drives, eyes clenched, mouth open, fingers grabbing the fabric and twisting it to death.

Rick erupted into her and she let him, his come gushing out of her bare bald pussy and running down her thighs and all over her ass. She laughed when she recovers and she danced across the floor to get to the bathroom. She must have left her phone in there because a moment later, my phone buzzed.

“I’m broken,” she wrote.

I couldn’t respond.

“He shattered me.”

“I could hear,” I told her.

She didn’t seem to care. “I think he learned a few things the last couple of years, and he was already very good before.”

“TMI again,” I said.

“I could die and I’d be fine,” she said.

“Okay,” I replied, not engaging.

“You’re staying out there tonight, I can tell you that,” she wrote. “He’s not allowed to leave tonight.” She finished that text with three heart emojis.

She came back in the den and lead him out by the hand down the hall and up the stairs. I let myself into the patio door and examined the scene of the action. She didn’t seem to care that Rick’s come was all over the couch. Or that her panties and bra were all over the floor. I found her shoes where she kicked them off in the hall. Her dress was actually hung on the doorknob of the front door.

I leaned around the corner to the stairs and could hear the shower running. I could also hear whoops and laughs. I went back to the living room with a sponge and tried my best to soak up Rick’s come before it ruined the couch. I also found a hanger in the front closet for her nice new dress and hung her new panties and bra on that too — though they clearly needed to be washed.

I also folded up Rick’s clothes because I didn’t want to see them and I thought it would be petty to destroy them, or just bunch them up in a pile on the floor. I pulled the coffee table back into place where her legs kicked it when she was sucking him off, and I replace the cushions that flew to the floor when he was ramming my wife’s pussy too hard.

I could hear movement upstairs and hid but they were only going back into our master bedroom. I could hear the sounds of them bedding down and talking and murmuring. The worst part was when I heard nothing at all for long spells, broken only by sudden shrieks or laughs. Finally there was no sound, but just as I imagined they must be asleep, I heard the unmistakable drone of my wife’s sexual moaning. It was deep, long, and repeating.

I knew she didn’t want me to and I knew I didn’t want to see, really, but I crept up the stairs anyways. I nudged my head into the partly open bedroom door. Rick was on top of Joanne. Where earlier he pilloried her like a Viking berserker, now he grinded into her slowly and gently. I saw my wife’s fingers, her nails pretty and painted, dig into his shoulders. I saw her legs part and then instinctively almost raise and wrap around his back to lock their ankles together there. Her hands rubbed his back that rose and fell into her. It sounded like she was sobbing, but it was really her catching her breath and inhaling sharply with each of his slow, long pushes into her.

If it wasn’t my wife I was watching being fucked so good and hard in my bed, the scene would have been beautiful. But who am I kidding? It was beautiful. I knew that I had never made my wife feel like she was feeling tonight. I knew I had never made love to her that good.

I closed the door and just listened. That was almost worse. The sound of her coming with him downstairs was mind blowing. But the sound now, in our bed, brought to another climax slowly and thoroughly, was otherworldly. It was like her first orgasm, the way she reacted to him.

I went to the coach house when they finished. Mid-morning she texted me. “Oh. My. God.”

“I’m here,” I assured her, in case she thought I might have left for good.

“We’re going out for breakfast.”

“Okay,”  I said.

“Can you please just a little favor again?”

“What is it?”

“No,” she wrote, “I ask too much.”

“Just ask,” I said.

“Can you drive us, pretty please?”

I stared at my phone.

“Just to the Blue Angel, not far!” she wrote, as though the distance was the issue.

“Fuck,” I replied. She knew I would.

I came back home to wait while they ate. I went up to our bedroom. It was a mess. I examined the bedsheets. His come or hers, who knew, was all over. I rolled my eyes and changed the sheets. I went into the bedroom. Another mess. I got fresh towels out.

When she texted, I went to the car. She texted again. “We’re going to shop around a little. Rick is going to stay a bit. You have time though to get some things out to the coach house right?”

“What the fuck” I wrote.

“It’s just overnight again. Maybe two more days — and nights.”

As I stared at that, she wrote again. “Rick says you should maybe be ready for a week, in case that’s what happens. I guess he knew you were my husband the whole time!”

I bit my cheek and pondered my choices. She wrote again. “Crazy, isn’t it? He’s a nut. He also says he saw you watching from outside the patio door. Naughty naughty!”

“This can’t stand,” I wrote her.

“I’ll text you when we’re ready for you,” was her reply.

“I’m not going to take this,” I said.

“Be sure you have what you need before we get back. Love you.”

I resolved to leave, of course. The whole situation was totally wrong. But I also didn’t want to find a motel and I realized that the coach house would be fine until I figured out how to settle everything. I grabbed all that I really needed and moved out to the backyard.

She texted me finally. “We’re ready!”

It was not the time to make my stand — that would come later when I was good and ready. I went to pick them up. Rick just patted me on the shoulder and steered my wife into my back seat with him.

They laughed and talked and kissed till we got home. I went down the side of the house and Joanne and Rick went in the front door. I was sitting on the couch in the coach house and plotting my next move when my phone buzzed.

“You’re such a darling man! You changed our sheets! Love you!”

I squinted and gritted my teeth. She wrote again. “Rick thanks you for taking care of his clothes too. Such a gentleman!”

I honestly couldn’t tell if she meant me or him. She wrote again. “Rick wants to watch the game. Do you mind if he has a couple of your beers?”

“Whatever,” I wrote back. Obviously my beer was not going to be the mountain I was prepared to die on.

“I might suck him off during the game, or let him fuck me from behind,” she wrote again, “so don’t come looking if you don’t want to be reminded!!”

I was steaming. She wrote again, though. “I thought I could never fuck again after he destroyed my pussy last night. But tee hee I think I’m ready for him again!”

I came across the lawn in the afternoon light back to the patio door. The game was on. My wife was on the floor on her elbows and knees. Her ex-boyfriend was holding her by her hips and driving himself into her deeply. My wife’s eyes opened and she saw me staring at the patio doors. She waved her hand at me to say go, and she closed her eyes and opened her mouth and bellowed out with an orgasmic moan.

That was two months ago. I’m still plotting my next move — figuring out what to do about it all. I don’t think he’s leaving anytime soon. And Joanne just texted me. “We’re ready for breakfast, text us when it’s on the table.” I pulled out a fresh apron and cracked four eggs.




I set my wife up to cheat




T

 he architectural firm I work at is so conservative, only spouses can attend office parties — no girlfriends or boyfriends allowed. Tamara and I finally got married in April, and in May, a retirement party came up for one of our senior partners.

We build spectacular public buildings — city halls, libraries, legislatures. Doug, the founding partner hanging up his pencils, entertained prime ministers and presidents around the world on his magnificent yacht. He had had four or five wives, hung out with Bono and Jagger, and bankrolled Blue Day’s early career. When he entered a room, the effect was akin to someone flipping on a static sphere surrounding the building — you just knew an Immortal had descended among you.

Tamara and I had been together for three years before making it official. To say she anticipated one of the firm’s famous parties would be a gross understatement. Finally being able to attend one of these legendary events with me was a perk of getting married to me. She began getting ready for it a month before, buying a new dress and shoes, making hair, makeup, pedicure and manicure appointments, and making brow and waxing stops too. Her self-preparations fell only slightly short of her approach to her wedding day. 

When we first hooked up, my friends only lightly taunted me about Tamara being totally out of my league, because she so obviously was. Even my own family was doubtful Tamara and I were for real. They’d squint at her and wonder “Why?” She loved learning new makeup techniques and was always finding new hair styles and colors to try. She had about 200 pairs of shoes and easily that number of dresses and outfits. Getting ready for nights out took her hours of careful study. People who didn’t know us assumed I must be some eccentric billionaire — why else would a tall SI supermodel be hanging off my short, pudgy arm and whispering and laughing privately in my cauliflower ear?

The truth was, she didn’t know the effect she had on men. She thought all women were watched the way they watched her — crashing into poles on the sidewalk, spilling coffee down their shirts, or just flat-out slack-jawed staring. I got over how oblivious she was. I got used to waking up and going to bed with a supermodel with a fun, innocent personality.

For the retirement yacht party, she selected a one-shoulder navy-blue flowing-chiffon cocktail party dress that showed glimpses of her super long legs, and silver-strap half-heel sandals. She was already a few leagues above me. For the party, she was elite level. The wives of the stars that came to these affairs were often elite level — the kind of women that make rock stars write songs about them after one sighting. I felt trepidation about bringing her in that condition. Would I be upstaging the type of men that were buddy-buddy with Doug — bringing a more stunning wife than the mistresses of French presidents and the young trophies of the 11-figure net worth set?

Being nervous, Tamara hung onto my arm so tightly it was as though her head grew from my shoulder. She marveled at who she spotted as we slowly strolled around deck after deck of the super-yacht. Meanwhile, she was unaware that those same celebs and money-bags were giving her equally long eyeballs right back.

We found a standing table near the dance floor to make our base camp and I went to fetch us flutes of champagne. When I told her it was crates of minimum $1,000 bottles of Dom Perignon piled up behind the bar, her eyes widened and her mouth curled. She took the tiniest sip — until she saw me drain my glass in a gulp and laughed with nervous excitement. This glimpse I gave her into the upper stratosphere was a revelation.

We were leaning on the table and conferring closely about who we could spot on the dance floor. Imagine Dragons were live on the stage. I was showing Tamara pics on my phone to prove it when one of the top-ten paid athletes in the world slipped his face between mine and Tamara’s and asked both of us, “Would anyone mind if I danced one dance with the most beautiful woman at this party?”

Tamara, bless her heart, immediately scanned around to see who he meant. She didn’t know who the guy was and looked at me with a screwed up face when I looked at her speechless. “Holy fuck,” I said looking at the guy one foot away from me. He was such a gentleman though, he patted my shoulder, said “I’ll look after you, bud,” — which came to mean a signed photo his assistant delivered later — and gracefully lead my bewildered new bride backward stepping out onto the middle of the lit up floor.

She relaxed once she got out there — dancing is natural for her and she’s captivating to watch — and soon there was a surge of men stepping closer to the edge and leering at her. I stood back and marveled at all the gaping faces. Even all the hottest women in the world you ever laid eyes on were checking Tamara out head to toe and back again. It didn’t help things that she was so unaware, when she threw her head back in a natural, full belly laugh at something the hall of famer said to her, everyone around me smiled in automatic psychological sympathy. She’d entranced the room.

From the loft deck around the perimeter of the dance floor, I caught sight of the man of the hour himself, the retiring founding partner Doug. Surrounded by a retinue of stars, he stood at the edge and glared down on one spot that he held like a laser beam honed in on a target. And when I followed the line of his gaze, it fell on my own Tamara. I saw him lift his head to an aide not taking his armor-piercing gaze off her glowing shoulders and the exposed mounds of the top of her breasts. The aide whispered in his ear and his eyes scanned from the dance floor directly in a line to my table and then to me.

I took a big breath and felt relieved when he retreated back inside the rooms of apparently another party for another level of guest up there. But a few moments later, that aide was beside me.

“Mr. Barrington would like to invite you and your wife to his private bar to welcome you,” he said to me full of stiff formality.

“Us?” I asked, incredulous.

“This is your wife’s first Firm party, is it not?” he questioned me.

Before I answered, he slipped what appeared to be an electronic hotel room key card into my hand.

“That’s for the elevator,” he intoned, tilting his head in a direction I followed to see it over to the side.

“When?” I asked.

The guy smiled as though he were used to dealing with simpletons. He seemed to consider how to put it before simply saying, “When you can.”

When Tamara came back to our table, she was flush with embarrassment. “We should go,” she moaned in my ear.

“We’re invited upstairs,” I replied.

“I’m not comfortable,” she curled her brows up at me.

“What happened?”

“Probably nothing.”

“Probably?”

She breathed in and pressed her palm to her chest to steady her nerves. “The man propositioned me I think,” she stated flatly.

I looked back out onto the dance floor and back at her worried eyes. “Do you know who that is?”

“What’s it matter who it is,” she groaned through clenched teeth like I didn’t understand.

“What did he say?” I asked, doing my best to demonstrate sympathy.

“He got my phone number,” she groaned again, looking left and right to cover the secret.

“He got your phone number? How he get that?”

“He tricked me!” she exclaimed like a hurt kitten.

I shot my head back and studied her doubtfully.

She explained. “It was a magic trick he said he could show me. But he got it all wrong and I thought it was funny because he was so sure he got it right, so we went through each digit of my number and he kept shaking his head like he couldn’t believe how it didn’t work, until I gave him my whole number.”

“How do you know?”

She pulled her phone out of her purse and showed me a text he sent: “Maybe later,” it said.

On the one hand, I was steamed — he tricked my wife and wrote her a cryptic text! On the other hand, he was one of the most recognizable athletes in the world and he texted my Tamara. I tried to join her level of outrage, but I might have looked starstruck instead staring at her phone.

“You should say something back,” I suggested.

She looked at me like I didn’t understand English and shoved the phone back in her purse annoyed as much at me as at the lascivious superstar.

“We could go upstairs,” I suggested, waving the private elevator card under her nose.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“The owner of the yacht invited us up to his private bar because it’s your first party with the firm.”

“What’s upstairs?” she asked me doubtfully.

“Search me,” I said. “I’ve been on this yacht three times,” I told her. “I never even noticed the elevator before.” I smiled devilishly and tilted my head in the elevator’s direction.

Tamara pursed her lips and a tiny curl formed at the corners of her mouth.

“It’s a little exciting, isn’t it, to be hit on by guys like that?” I said.

She tried to keep a smile from spreading on her mouth. “Don’t you get angry at them?”

“I can’t blame them,” I said to her, finishing up my champagne — it didn’t hit the table before a server swept it silently from my hand.

She darted her eyes left and right and blushed again. “Don’t leave my side again,” she commanded, clutching my hand in hers. We walked together toward the elevator. My heart actually pounded and I couldn’t imagine what hers was doing. I glance up to the mezzanine and caught sight of Doug just departing the edge and back out of sight. He’d been watching again.

On the elevator, Tamara looked at me and said, “I think you’re more excited than me going up.”

“How excited are you?” I asked her.

She nearly broke down and had to grab my shoulder to keep from collapsing. “Very,” she groaned in my ear sexy as hell. She leaned hard against me and nibbled my ear lobe with her precious matte red lips. “I’m also horny as hell if you must know,” she groaned in a low voice.

The doors swept open and she quickly righted herself. We were facing immediately Doug in his full countenance standing right up against the other side of the elevator doors. He had his arm around the waist of Tamara before either of us could even adjust our eyes to the different level of light and when I tried to follow her off the elevator, I was immediately plunged into a world seemingly entirely composed of incredibly beautiful young women. Tamara shot a glance over her shoulder as she was swept away from me but had disappeared before I could escape the soft, undulating enclosure of barely dressed women’s bodies surrounding me.

I was delivered to the bar and kept company there with bevy of girls that clouded my mind like some sort of opiate. Not too many minutes later, Doug swept into my field of vision through a parting of the curtain of girls and brought my wife forward to me as though on a platter.

“Simon,” he intoned my name that sounded like it was being heralded by a god above. “You never mentioned your bride was the most beautiful creature on the planet,” he chuckled like he and I were maybe friends.

Tamara, clutched to his side by his arm around her waist, held to her little purse like a lifeline and looked at me with her eyes bugging out. But then he turned her to him and asked her a question as though he had done extensive research: he asked her opinion on a political book not even released to the public yet, which he had obviously already read. That was her area. She was an editor at one of the top political publishers, and the competitor to the one that published the book he mentioned.

It wasn’t long before they were cozied up on a round bench seat at a table that looked down on the band and the dance floor, opposite me, and fully engaged in what I knew she was impressed with — an intelligent, informed conversation with a super-charming older man. She laughed at his jokes and tapped his hand on the table in front of her — a hand that drew some of the most iconic modern buildings in the world. And each time she threw her head back he looked over at me, measuring, weighing, calculating.

She wasn’t flirting with him, but it sure looked like she was, right in front of her underserving new husband. Doug certainly thought she was. At one point, she stopped suddenly in mid laugh, sat up straight and looked like an electric bolt passed through her. I could tell by the subtle movements of both their shoulders that he had probably clutched her bare thigh under the table and she was deftly removing his touch from her body without her husband noticing.

Later, all three of us circulated to the bar. Doug chuckled at my wife’s astonishment at all the Dom Perignon she told him we spotted down below, and wanted her to sample of taste of something a bottle of which exceeded the value of the entire stock at that bar below. He helped her lift the tiny glass to her pretty lips with his hand on her exposed back. I saw her glance over the rim of the glass at me checking if I noticed his hand on her back and I feigned ignorance. But I noted that, believing I didn’t notice, she no longer moved away from his touch or pushed him off. She moaned and curled her lips together and touched the tip of her tongue to her top lip when her mouth parted in a way that would be banned on television, except she had no idea how that looked to Doug, who watched the precious liquid disappear down my wife’s eager throat.

“That was good,” she nearly whispered to him.

I kept my eyes up but I could see in my peripheral vision that Doug’s hand had slid down her back and was now ranging over the flare of her gorgeous ass. She didn’t stop him. She only grinned at him with her sideways look, biting her tongue between her perfect rows of teeth. When he gestured with the bottle to refill her glass, she scrunched her eyes, raised her shoulders, and landed her pretty elegant hand on his elbow, touching it to encourage him to pour.

“And they say the Tristan Island Scarlet can’t be tamed,” Doug seemed to say to me without taking his eyes off my wife as she tipped another glass to her grinning lips.

She surreptitiously lifted his hand from her ass when she turned back to me but he only slipped his other arm around her waist. She faced me standing there no longer resisting the man’s touch, but seemingly even leaning back into him. We held each other’s gaze and something was being communicated between us. Whatever it was, it was no longer “save me.” Tamara was enjoying something.

“You must return soon,” he said to her. “But lose the driver,” he said straight to her face, holding her gaze steadily with is for a full count of three seconds before laughing out loud, turning to me and slapping my shoulder. “Just having you on, Simon,” he said. “Where are my manners, you could say,” he chuckled at himself.

He then pressed us both together, said “Goodnight,” and added to me in a confidential tone, “I’ll be in touch.”

On the way home, Tamara rode quietly a long time as though in contemplation of the revealing evening. Finally she said, “Did it bother you that he was feeling my up the whole time?”

“Yeah, of course,” I said.

“But you didn’t do anything about it,” she pointed out.

“Well Tam, that’s Doug Barrington!” I turned to her as though nothing needed to be said.

“He wasn’t able to stop touching me all over,” she shook her head with disgust, but I noted a hint of ingenuousness.

“I gotta say, I can hardly blame him, I mean, look at you,” I said, gesturing to her body reclined in the seat beside me.

“Simon!” she protested, pulling the slit of her dress closed over her exposed leg.

I pulled the chiffon free from her light grip and re-exposed her leg as we hit the highway. “He got to feel your ass,” I said. I’m sure she blushed but it was too dark to see. I did hear her puff air out her nose. “But he didn’t get to touch here,” I said, circling my fingertips toward the inside of her thigh.

“Simon!” she protested again, scanning out the side window. She again tried to close her dress, but she didn’t push my hand out. I drew circles on her inner thigh that moved closer by degrees toward the top.

“Simon!” she whispered again, but this time she exhaled hard.

“He didn’t get close to here either,” I said, edging my finger tip to the lace of her panties.

“What are you doing?” Tamara said in faux innocence. She had reached down her side to find the electric control to recline her seat back. She tried to do it secretly but she jolted back and bit her lip and chuckled like someone busted. “Stop it!” she moaned lightly, but her legs nonetheless parted if slightly.

“I’ll bet he’s thinking right now of this,” I said, touching as lightly as air the top of her panties.

“Simon!” she exhaled. “You shouldn’t,” she whispered. Her legs trembled but opened like a flower bud. Her cool, elegant hand gripped my wrist but she didn’t pull me away.

I slipped a finger under her panties. She sucked air sharply through her clenched teeth and shut her eyes. “He was imagining touching you here, you know,” I said.

“You don’t know that,” her voice quavered. Both her hands gripped around my wrist. I gently squeezed my two fingers together trapping the lips of her pussy between. She gasped. “Do you think?” she breathed.

“I think he wanted badly to do this,” I said, flying down the highway at 80. I touched her lips. She was sopping wet.

She giggled. “Sorry,” she whispered.

“Maybe he will dream tonight of putting his tongue here,” I said, slipping one fingertip between her lips.

“How can you say that,” she moaned. “I’m your wife.” She pressed and pulled my wrist, steering my fingertip where she wanted it between her legs. “What was I supposed to do?”

I entered her pussy and she inhaled and made a tiny whimper. “You mean when he licked you inside here?”

“Simon,” I could barely hear her. “What are you doing?” She pushed my wrist and drove my fingers into her deeper. Her eyes opened and her face, sideways on the seat facing me, looked like sexuality blossoming. “Can we stop somewhere?”

“We’re not far,” I said, plunging into her.

“I don’t think I can make it,” she said, raising her ass off the seat and sliding her panties off her legs.

I took the very next exit and made a couple of turns to find the back side of a gas station to hide between parked trailers of trucks. I no sooner put the SUV in park than Tamara threw her arm over me, found my seat recliner, and pushed me down far. She pulled her dress up and threw her leg over my lap and straddled me. She reached between us and undid my belt and pants.

“Why were you talking about Mr. Barrington touching me like that?” she said.

“Were you thinking it too?” I replied.

“No!” she squealed. She opened my pants and brought my cock out in her hand. “Not exactly,” she moaned quieter, stroking me.

“Not exactly?” I repeated. She squealed again and leaned hard forward to bury her face in my shoulder.

She sat back up having regained her serious face. “How do you know that’s what he was thinking?” She calmly stroked me, lightly bringing her palm over the head of my full erection.

“Every guy on the boat was thinking that, what are you, kidding?”

She squealed again and hid her face sideways and bit her bottom lip. She stroked me slowly. “Do you think?”

“Yes,” I assured her.

“I don’t know what do to when men do that,” she said, tilting her head to the side. She poured her body slowly like molasses down my lap till her knees reached the floor of the car in front of my seat — she deftly pushed the button to slide my seat all the way rearward at the same time. She closed her eyes and moaned when her lips parted around the head of my cock and her tongue swirled around it inside her warm, wet mouth.

“You can play with it,” I said, sucking in, watching her gorgeous hair bob in my lap.

She lifted herself off my cock. “What do you mean? It’s not nice to tease, I thought,” she groaned and pushed her tightly held lips over my cock and slid them down slowly to the base. Her tongue flashed the way she does up and down and side to side over the bottom of my cock deep inside her mouth. I gripped the stick shift and door handle. My hips raised up from the car seat and held my breath.

“If they’re going to hit you up, they open the door. You’re free to give it right back to them,” I could barely squeeze out as she lifted up and pushed down on me so slow and tight.

She looked up and held my cock in her hand right in front of her pretty, made-up face. “Do you want to come in or in there?” she asked sweetly and quietly, glancing with her eye direction down to between her legs.

“Mouth,” I could barely breath.

“Me too,” she whispered, taking me in her with enthusiastic vigor. She pumped with her tight little fist and squeezed with her tight lips and moaned like it was her about to come. She held her head still and sucked as I shot hard and long in her enveloping mouth. She waited until I had completely subsided before carefully lifting her mouth off me, licking to keep from spilling. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled up at me. “Was that good, honey?”

I couldn’t talk. Of course it was.

A week or so later, I had news for her — unexpected news, happy and suspicious at the same time. “Honey!” I called coming in the front door. I had been given a sweet promotion and the rest of the day off. Tamara works at home in an office we built on the lower level. But she came down from upstairs, though it was mid-day. She also seemed flushed.

She pushed her hair away from her face — it was messed. “What was that, babe?” Her voice was oddly nervous.

“I just got a big promotion! Out of the blue!”

“Oh wow!” she said. It sounded put on for some reason.

I began pulling my shoes off.

“No!” she burst out. “Let’s go right now and celebrate! Drinks!”

“We have drinks at home,” I pointed into the den. The couch in there was in disarray. A cushion was on the floor.

“Let’s get out — we never get out!”

“Let me change out of my suit at least!”

“Let’s not waste time!” She pushed me back out the front door. When we got to the car, as soon as I started it, she said, “Oh! I forgot my phone! Wait here, just a minute, don’t come in.”

I watched her flee back into the house. She came back out a few moments later not carrying her phone. “Phone?” I said when she opened the door.

“In my pocket the whole time! Such a dunce!” She climbed in, leaned over the seat and kissed my cheek.

When we came back home, I noticed the cushion was back on the couch and things were tidied. Possibly, I thought, she did that when she came back looking for her phone. But that would still be odd.

A few days later, Doug himself phoned me. “How about a little celebration for your new promotion, Simon,” he stated like it wasn’t a question.

“That would be very generous of you, Mr. Barrington,” I knew to say.

“Just you and Tamara and a few friends, let’s say,” he stated. I had in mind a few of the other seniors partners. I began to suspect I was being groomed for one of the partnerships. Everyone knew there was at least one vacant position.

I told Tamara. “I don’t know, Simon!” she was immediately nervous. “After what happened last time.”

“What happened last time? Nothing you didn’t control.”

“You call that control? His hands were all over me.”

“But not where my hands go.”

She bugged her eyes out and rolled them and blushed. “Stop it!” she moaned. “It’s like you want to see me treated like that.”

“I don’t think it hurts anyone,” I shrugged.

“How about it hurts you! You’re my husband,” she shook her face at me in disbelief.

“I’m only getting promotions, too.”

She pursed her lips and crossed her arms. “When is this little party of his?”

“Friday,” I said.

“Friday!?” She screamed and ran up the stairs. Three days was hardly enough time to prepare.

We ended up sharing her laptop screen shopping for a new dress to buy. We looked at so many slinky, sexy things, my eyes were swimming. “Do you think he’d like this one?” she moaned doubtfully resting her chin on her palm.

“If you don’t do it up quite so much in front,” I said.

“It’s like you want him to do something,” she replied nonchalantly. I didn’t respond. “Or this one,” she said, showing me a dress that didn’t do up in front but showed the chest down to the navel.

“Depends what’s underneath,” I said.

She clicked through to a page she had already opened to underwear choices. She scrolled a few pages. “This one’s nice,” she suggested, stopping at a pink pair of low-hip thong panties. I gazed. She thought something but I didn’t know what. She scrolled a bit more and stopped at black cheeky panties. She squinted and twisted her head a touch sideways. “These look like more his style,” she intoned.

I drifted my eyes into their corners to not give away that I was looking at her. But she caught me anyway. “You started this,” she said. She clicked the fave button for the panties.

I moved the mouse up and clicked to the bra page.

“I don’t think the dress calls for a bra,” she said quietly.

“But maybe buy one anyway,” I said. “Never know when a girl might need one.”

“What are you doing to me?” she said, gazing at several styles of half cups.

“It’s good to be prepared,” I said, stopping at a bra I liked.

“Prepared for what?” she said, clicking on an enlarged view.

“More parties on that yacht of his, for starters.”

She glowed and bit her lip and blushed. “You want me to buy things for when we go there?”

I reached between her legs suddenly, and pushed my hand under her panties. She didn’t stop me, she didn’t even act surprised. I found her soaking wet. She looked at me guiltily and said, “I can’t help it.”

I pushed my finger inside her and she gasped. “Can’t help what?”

“She stretched up and arched her back. “It excited me,” she said.

“What part,” I touched her clit and she jolted like she was electrified.

“Dancing with the soccer player was nice,” she cooed.

“I thought you were going to say talking with Mr. Barrington.”

“That too,” she nearly cried out.

“I bet you masturbated thinking about him,” I teased her.

“Simon! How can you talk like that?” She squirmed on the end of my finger and grasped my wrist again.

“I could see how turned on you were,” I told her.

She murmured and giggled. “I couldn’t help it,” she moaned.

“What was it that turned you on?” I prodded further.

“I don’t know,” she exhaled.

I entered her with two fingers. Her pussy sloshed and she cried my name out in a whisper.

“Do you wish it was him doing this right now?”

“Stop that,” she whispered. Her breathing grew short and rapid. She shut her eyes.

“What does it feel like?” I asked her, thinking of how my fingers felt inside her. But she took the question in a totally different place.

“It feels like freedom,” she moaned, pushing my arm so my fingers moved in and out of her deeper. “I guess it felt like I was losing my inhibitions.”

I got down on the floor and pulled her panties down her legs. I pressed her knees apart and she readily let me, with a giggle, but not opening her eyes. She left a finger dangling on her lip and smiled.

“I almost felt like losing control, like giving in,” she said, pushing her fingers into my hair as I took her pussy, wet as my mouth, in my lips. “I felt like there was a moment there, when we were just staring at each other, like I was about to submit.”

I lifted my face from her wet pussy. “Submit to what?”

“To that loss of control,” she squeezed out. She inhaled sharply and called my name and her hips began to push forward into my face. “To lust,” she added. She sucked in a sharp short breath and held it for several seconds. I sucked on her clit and she cried out long and deep, flooding my face and chin with her juice, before collapsing over onto me.

Later, in bed, she turned to me on our pillows. “It felt good, Simon.”

I smiled.

She realized I was misunderstanding what she was referring to. “It felt good at that party.”

“You liked that, didn’t you.”

“But if you weren’t there, Simon . . . ” she said.

“What?” I asked.

She bit her bottom lip and touched my face with her fingers. “I don’t know.”

We studied each other’s faces. She spoke again. “I don’t know what would have happened.”

We arrived at the dock on time. Doug greeted us and seemed to ignore Tamara as he talked with me about the firm, about its community responsibilities and other meandering, pointless-sounding blandishments. I could see Tamara was growing anxious and frustrated. But Doug wouldn’t even look at her let alone ask her anything.

There were a few other couples there. A string quartet played. Wine as expensive as cars was poured liberally by the staff. The other men, senior partners of the firm, talked about buildings and prizes and contracts. Their wives gabbed. Servers poured more and pretty young things floated around, helping with whatever they could, or just being around like beautiful walking talking paintings. I was swooning and fading. I looked up and around the table and through the room to the pool and the quartet on the other side and the stars of the night sky behind them. I didn’t see Tamara anywhere, nor Doug.

We all went into another room and cigars were brought out as well as snifters of cognac. All the ladies went somewhere else for massages, apparently. The men and I laughed and guffawed and told horrible jokes. I felt like I was being inducted into a secret society. I lost track of how long I hadn’t seen Tamara. Whenever I looked about myself as though wondering, one or another of the men started a new conversation with me. I decided she must be with the other women getting massaged.

At some point, everyone seemed to know except me the evening was drawing to a close. I followed them out to the main rooms. All the wives were there too, looking relaxed, smiling, appearing as though stoned. Just as I was about to ask, the elevator door opened and Doug emerged leading Tamara beside him with an arm around her waist. She looked down at the floor in front of her as she walked toward me. But when she drew up close, she raised her face and looked at me square on with such directness I was taken aback.

She fixed me with her deadly eyes and said, “Ready then?” She smiled curtly at me and took my elbow to guide me, to start me walking in the direction of shore. I began as though about to ask but she cut me off before my voice started with a short, sharp, “Uh uh.”

Two weeks later, she told me there was a party she was invited to, and that I could come too, if I wanted. “Who?” I screwed up my face.

“You’re favorite hall of famer,” she nodded once and pressed me on my nose as she passed into the kitchen.

“My favorite?” I wasn’t connecting.

She stopped and twisted on her hips with her hands held out with exasperation. “Really?” she shook her head.

Then it came to me. The pro athlete at the first yacht party. “Him!?”

“Him,” she turned away and sauntered on.

“How the?”

“He got my number, I told you.”

“You’re not going, are you?”

“I’m definitely going.” She smiled devilishly at me. It’s a look I’d never seen before. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

“Yeah right,” I said.

It was a huge birthday party full of all sorts of famous pros from every league. I was knocked on my heals. There was another guy there who looked as stunned as me and we found each other and shared notes. We finally admitted to each other that neither of us belonged there — our wives had been invited. And we both admitted to each other that it was the most awesome thing that ever happened in our lives. We spotted so many of the most famous dudes ever.

I realized long into his and my conversation that I lost track of Tamara. I recalled her saying she was going to the bathroom some time before. When I turned to see her off, she was twisting away from me and I recalled then, thinking about it again, that it was the athlete from the yacht who was in front of her, and that he was leading her by the hand.

I went to the bathroom but it was clear. I asked someone there, a server, where other bathrooms there were. She pointed upstairs. I went up through throngs of big people. At the door, a huge bouncer stood with his arms crossed. I asked if I could use it. He just smiled a big mean confident smile and didn’t even bother to nod. The question was ridiculous apparently.

I hung around for two hours down the hall from the bathroom. It was incredible to me that someone could be in there for that long, let alone need a bodyguard — and that the bodyguard wasn’t concerned that his boss was taking a long time in the bathroom. But something told me there was no need to go looking for Tamara.

Finally, I saw the guard notice his phone buzz and he seemed to read it and text something back. He looked up and down the hallway and then tapped the door. It opened and that same star athlete stepped out, and behind him followed, in tiny steps, coy and light, was Tamara.

She noticed me instantly but did not even turn away or hide her face. The athlete didn’t notice me but walked right past me close enough to brush slightly against me. He trailed one arm behind his back and on the end of his fingers was both of Tamara’s hands as she allowed herself to be lead. She smiled slightly at me as she was pulled passed me. Her expression was one of utter contentedness.

I peered into the unguarded bathroom. It was massive, elegant, and flickering in the light of a hundred candles. It wasn’t a bathroom so much as a spa retreat. There was a large recliner. On it were pure white sheets and pillows, all messed up.

I turned to see the receding back of my wife. I came after her. I finally caught up when the athlete had lead her into the kitchen. Piles of people were in there too. He had brought her to the fridge and brought out plates of cheeses and other things.

He turned to me. “Hey bud,” he said. “That’s quite the yacht you’re friend has out in the harbor.”

I nodded and looked at Tamara. She bit food and smiled and looked down. The man’s arm was around her waist. He pulled on her and she stepped back and into his chest against which she seemed to relax and roll. She looked at me with half lidded eyes and sighed.

He talked with me about the yacht more and all the while Tamara leaned against him and his hand petted and stroked the side of her torso.

About two weeks later, I caught her trying to hide texts on her phone from me. I suspected she was setting something up. I made up a story about needing to fly out of town for two days. It was a ruse. I snuck back into the house after telling her my exact, fake, itinerary.

It was less than two hours later I heard a car pull up. I paced around the unfinished part of the basement craning my neck and looking for places to hear. It was the athlete again. I was able to find a place by a hole in the floor that, when I stood on a couch downstairs, I could get my ear close enough to hear the conversation in our den.

I heard her laugh and then say, “It’s enhanced I think, knowing I could be caught.”

“You’re a risk taker like me,” he laughed with her.

“I loved it when I knew he was outside the door, why is that?”

“If you were played pro sports you wouldn’t have to ask that,” he said to her.

There were long stretches when there was nothing being said. I wondered what was happening, until I heard her moan and giggle.

She spoke again. “You don’t mind that I was with that Barrington guy?” She laughed lightly.

“Baby, you a player, I know that. No constraints, no claims. If there anything I don’t like, I’m going to tell you, but so far, I ain’t complaining. Are you?”

I heard her squeal “No!” and then a lot of moans followed. I heard her gasp and I heard her suck in short sharp bursts of breath.

When I heard her start to cry out in high pitches ever higher and shorter I didn’t have to crane my neck anymore — I could sit on the couch and plainly hear what was going on above me. If there was any doubt, I heard the back of the couch up there first hit the wall then begin pound against the wall. I heard Tamara cry out in a way I never heard her before.

I almost fell asleep before I was stirred by them talking above me again. “Should I leave him?” she asked him plainly.

“No, no, never,” he said. He went on. “I’m not a man you want to spend time with, we know that, yes?”

I could only imagine she nodded.

“What makes this more than just having sex?” he asked her.

“You’re very good,” she tittered.

“I’m okay,” he laughed back. “But that only goes so far. What you love is the cheating. You dig the risk of getting caught. It’s that distraction — when I am fucking you, your mind is all apart, thinking about your husband, and then also frantic and worried about getting caught. Is that true?”

She must have nodded. She was silent up there.

“Knowing he is out of town and can’t catch you right now, tell me, it won’t hurt me, I get enough, but tell me, was it as fun as at the party?”

I heard her laugh a little.

“Because there is no chance of getting caught.”

“You want to get caught?”

“No no,” he said. Does the base runner want to get caught stealing home?” He laughed. “Of course not. Does he try to steal home anyway? Of course he does, every chance he gets. Why? Why does he?”

She’s not a sports fan, she must have just shook her head.

“This is why he plays the game, gives his life to it. It sets up the possibility of getting away with something. If he wanted home base so bad, he can just go to a baseball store and buy as many as he wants. He can fill his house with home base pads. But no — it is that one, the one he cannot have, that he must try to steal. It is no different than any other. Except for the fact it is the one that happens to be not allowed to him. That’s what the game is to him. That’s why you don’t leave your husband. Getting caught cheating is what makes it so fucking hot with me.”

It wasn’t long before I heard pounding on the den floor and the sweet sound of my wife, crying out of lust  and utter satisfaction. I could here by wife orgasm directly above my head.

A month later, Tamara and I were having dinner. She invited me to a restaurant I didn’t know. “Doug brought me here once,” she said matter-of-factly.

I squinted.

“Speaking of whom,” she said, biting a disk of bread. “He would like to take me away for a weekend.”

“A weekend?” I was stunned.

“Just a weekend,” she smirked.

“Where?”

“Paris.”

I stared at her but she met my stare right back. “Why?” I said.

She didn’t break her stare. “You know why,” she stated in low tone. Where before she was demure and coy and shy, she was now confident, powerful, and totally in control. The way she stared at me, it was clear she was telling me, not asking me.

“No,” I said.

She grinned briefly and snapped the bread off with her teeth. “It’s just a business trip. I’m consulting on a new book. I’ll be back Monday noon he says.”

“No,” I said again.

“Too late,” she nearly whispered with a smile. “I think you woke me up.”




I gave my wife to a better man




A

 s soon as November blows away and December drifts in, it seems the whole calendar fills up with Christmas parties. For most 27-year-old midwestern women watching the days grow short out their office window, invites would trigger excitement and anticipation.

Not so Isabelle. Getting married to 33-year-old Cole two years earlier was more a relief than a celebration — it meant she didn’t have to meet men, make small talk, or risk danger with strangers. “Now we don’t have to date anybody anymore!” she kissed her new husband on the nose barely able to keep her feet on the ground. Her biggest excitement was the end to uncertainty.

That’s weird, because one would think “quiet reserved and withdrawn” would be traits automatically disqualifying someone from such a people-person position as real estate. But what Isabelle lacked in conviviality she more than made up for in maturity and trustworthiness. Clients weren’t pumped to see her — they were reassured. Plus, being numbers-smart, she was a whip when it came to explaining finance options to wavering couples.

It didn’t hurt that she had a toned and taut body sculpted by angels, and a heart-shaped face — with deep coal eyes — that paralyzed the unprepared. The way she curled her top lip down when she explained softly and deeply, the way her long, elegant fingers — each nail painted mauve — deliberately and gracefully slid papers around and beneath each other on the table, and the way her skirt, light and satiny, slipped unawares up her thigh when she sat legs crossed lightly bouncing a foot or slowly spiraling an ankle, made both sides of a prospective couple feel there were hints of possibilities being cagily revealed. They’d both look around furtively in the cafe or their own living room, so much did Isabelle’s recitation of the financial math sound uncomfortably like candle-lit pillow talk. The young woman oozed syrupy sexuality as a matter of being. She was just being discreet.

The real estate office annual Christmas party was one invite she could not jam out of. The charismatic and powerful Brad made it a point not only of noting who didn’t make it — for any reason — he also used the affair to present the bonus cheques, which he made a big deal over presenting. As well he should — his were the most generous anyone offered in the whole city. In exchange, he expected unadulterated loyalty.

Brad was a man of mystery as much as a man of suspiciously large net worth. One had the impression owning the largest real estate outfit in town was more a hobby for him, like the way a billionaire might pick up a baseball team for amusement. The competition was approached with deadly seriousness, but he never got stressed by it, even if the day called for a firing. He had a reputation as the hardest working man in real estate, even though, if pressed, no one could recall ever seeing him doing actual work. He carried himself like an immortal, someone to whom the usual mundane rules of life did not apply. He had piercing blue eyes that made people — women especially — feel suddenly naked in front of him, and not always uncomfortably so. He was one of those naturally uber-powerful men. Even if he were a plumber fresh to the bar from a job, he’d enter commanding  attention all around without saying a word.

“I can’t miss this one,” Isabelle shook her head at Cole over the counter they picked at their Chinese dinner at. But nor did she want to. Brad made her feel things she didn’t  have names for, things she wouldn’t tell Cole in a million years. She maintained the facade of reluctant socializer for this one date on the calendar, but she was a liar and if Cole saw the corners of her mouth curl up when she looked down into her plate, he’d suspect as much.

Cole was her safe harbor through the turbulent night of dating, the parting of the sky and the lifting of the roiling clouds. He managed an IT department at the local head office of a major bank. What Isabelle lacked in ease of conversation and jocular humor around large groups of people, Cole more than made up for with his easy-going spirit. Throw Cole in a room with 30 total strangers, like the upcoming office Christmas party, and he’d have them all laughing and sharing embarrassing high school moments and trying to get him another drink in half an hour. Isabelle was fascinated by his skill set. She admired Cole and his quick connecting mind. He knew how to fix anything and told stories like a master.

In the car on the way to the big affair at Brad’s estate mansion, Isabelle brought Cole’s hand — she’d been clutching it in both of hers the whole way —  to her mouth to kiss. “I’m so glad I have you,” she looked over at him sweetly.

Cole puffed air out his nose and smiled back at her briefly before returning his gaze to the light snow-streaked scene he powered his SUV through. “I’m the lucky one,” he said to the window. He got to watch her get ready for the party under the guise of assessing her choices for her. Isabelle had a deeply-stocked closet with any number of stunning dresses and outfits. You could say dressing up, complete with top-end, salon-trained makeup and more chains and earrings and bracelets and rings than could be counted, was Isabelle’s hobby.

Cole set his jaw trying to tame his erection in the car just recalling her getting dressed for this night. Isabelle didn’t know she was the sexiest living thing most men would ever encounter in their lives. “Deadly” would be the right kind of term that could describe her, Cole thought to himself. He looked over at her again because she kept her eyes on him, staring at him, yearning for him, it seemed. She bit her lip and blushed and dropper her face down when he caught her staring.

“What?” she asked full of self-consciousness, smiling with guilt.

“What were you just thinking?” Cole prodded her.

“Nothing!”

“Nothing? You sure?” He grinned.

She squeezed his hand tight and took a long moment to answer, finally murmuring, “You know . . . “

Cole smiled with self-satisfaction. “Could always turn this rig around,” he said.

Isabelle giggled and blushed more. “We could,” she grinned, “but we can’t.” They drove on a few more moments. “We do have later though,” she said casually out the window.

“We do have later,” he agreed.

She squealed and kissed his hand again, and then feeling like a bad girl with “proclivities,” she sucked one of his fingers between her lips and into her mouth. It made her head fall back and her eyes close to swirl her tongue around his deeply entrapped finger, and a moan involuntarily squeaked out of her throat. She pulled his finger free from her lips and exhaled with her face flush and her chest heaving.

“A little preview, husband of mine,” she said, feeling dirty as fuck.

Brad had been around in his 33 years. He knew his wife’s light-as-a-feather teasing was for her heart-pounding seduction, and he played it up from his end to encourage her and not laugh. Besides, there was something nasty about her innocence that made him grit his teeth in anticipation of having at her roughly on the pristine white sheets she always insisted on making bed with prior to “a session” as she called it. Her apparent surprise at how much she loved sex, once things had gotten to it, made it feel to Cole like he was taking a virgin to bed each time. She was exciting because of her inhibitions, because she took a lot of coaxing.

The place was massive. Cars were parked around the long, circular driveway. It was lit up like some ancient Egyptian ceremony. More as a lark for his guests entertainment, Brad had even hired bouncers in tuxedos to check invites at the twenty-foot high re-purposed church doors. The first thing you noticed inside was the massive fountain — something Isabelle recalled he’d shown pictures of that he’d “found at an auction” in Italy.

People mingled everywhere and servers wove through them with flutes of champagne and trays of oysters and lobster and crab and salmon. Brad appeared pulling himself away from a small crowd he’d been entertaining with some adventure story from Russia involving police to come over in three big strides full of magnanimity to clap Cole on the back and smile broadly at Isabelle. “This must be that Cole you talk about so lovingly all the time,” he said directly meeting Isabelle’s pretty eyes. She looked down and away.

“Aw, come on, Isabelle, let a man have his candy, you know what you do to me,” he said to her as her husband held his hand around her waist. She looked back up and everyone — that being Brad and Cole — could see beneath her strands of black hair that swept her face, that she was blushing particularly red.

“Can’t be easy letting one like her leave the house alone,” he slapped Cole on the shoulder.

“You got it,” Cole fired his finger-thumb gun back at him.

Brad didn’t notice. Instead, he wrapped his arm around Isabelle’s waist right on top of Cole’s until he retracted his, and he spun her as one would lead a close dance, and said “Come see the pool down below I had installed. Eastern European style — columns all around, painted ceiling, you’ve got a Romanian background don’t you?”

Isabelle didn’t fight it but allowed her body to be spirited away. She glanced over her shoulder and darted her eyebrows up her forehead and motioned for Cole to come along as well with her big eyes.

“Too afraid to be alone with me?” Brad chuckled, noticing without seeing that she beckoned her husband. “I get it, nerves,” he said looking down past his shoulder at Isabella, looking back up at him and biting her lip red as a rose. He said it to Cole. “Help yourself to the kitchen, Cole, you might find a couple golfers in there.” He chuckled. He said to Isabelle in a hushed tone, “Couple of names he’s going to recognize, I’m sure.”

Isabella looked over her shoulder again just in time to catch the backside of Cole disappearing through a doorway that took him down a hall to the kitchen.

Brad pulled her closer to his side. “You make a man think religious thoughts, Isabelle,” he said to her low, almost like a growl.

“What kind of thoughts?” she asked, truly innocently, but in a way that a woman would if she wanted to play along and take things down the darker winding path in the forest.

Brad’s hand wandered up and down over her waist. “I’d get arrested if I spoke them,” he said.

She searched with her eyes to the sides and down and up the other side trying to parse his meaning. “I’m pretty sure your secrets are safe with me,” she said, recalling his tales of daring in Brazilian slums, Hong Kong dens, or Moroccan  soukes.

He brought her to the pool deck and stopped. “You tempt me, Isabelle,” he as much said to himself as to her. The huge pool room was magnificent. She gazed around unable to believe her eyes. “It’s a copy, of course, modelled on a famous Romanian pool the old Soviet apparatchiks used to favor,” he said to her roaming his eyes around the ceilings with her.

“Appara-who?” she blinked and escaped his arm to face him square on.

“Just like that,” he said, letting his arms fall to his sides.

“What?” Isabelle heard her voice echo in the private chamber.

“Turn around for me, would you?”

She giggled and thought he was joking. But Brad nodded and looked serious. So she did.

“You’re like nothing a man has seen before,” he said to her softly as though amazed.

She covered her mouth and giggled and shook her head. “You’re too much,” she said to him.

“You remind me of a character in a novel right now,” he said extending one hand that she instinctively took in hers, and he twirled her the way a lead would a dance partner. He gathered her in and before she knew it, she had fallen back into his accepting hand in what was for her a completely accidental but, she realized, beautifully graceful, dip. She realized he did it to her, when she focused her eyes on his face in perfect position directly above hers. She was so swept, she nearly accidentally finished the move with as natural a kiss as it felt like she could give him right then.

He read her mind and smiled and pulled her up and spun her away just as effortlessly as he spun her in to him. At that moment, Cole appeared in the massive archway. “My friend Cole,” Brad bellowed out. “I was just saying to your extremely pretty wife how the two of you really must accept my invitation to come by sometime this winter and swim in my pool!”

“That would be cool,” Cole replied, trying with his darting eyes to gather in what he happened across. Isabelle though was giving nothing away. She gathered her hair in one hand at her neck and looked down and away from him coy as anything.

Brad came heartily up to him, patted his shoulder again, and walked him back out of the pool room with his hand guiding his shoulder. His other hand also guided the shoulder of Cole’s demure wife. Only without Cole seeing, Brad’s hand slipped down form her shoulder, moved like water down her back, and gripped her perfect round ass just about tight enough to make her flinch and go “mrrmph!”

She spun a half turn and bugged her eyes out at Brad but he taught her in a quarter second how to play these things, not giving her any attention but instead re-engaging with her husband. “Tell me Cole, where did you meet such a rare specimen?”

“Huh?” Cole said.

“You’re pretty wife,” he clarified. He continued lightly touching his wife’s ass. The skullduggery made her gulp. Ironically, had the affront occurred in the office or in private, Isabelle would have had no hesitation slapping his hand away and taking him down with a stare. But because her husband was but two feet away, there was in a sense a safety net thrown over the whole event. She didn’t have to wonder where it might lead — it obviously had to be capped at surreptitious feeling, and was there really, she thought, such harm in that? Having Cole present while she was being molested — the word she would use for what Brad’s wondering hand was doing on and all around her ass — made it seem somehow “fun.” She wondered if that was what Cole meant when he told her she ought to have more “fun” when they get out to parties. She didn’t move ahead of Brad’s hand. She slowed her gait and pushed slightly out with her ass back into his palm. She could be a bad girl too! She looked past Brad’s spying eyes to her husband talking, even while she bumped sideways into Brad the whole way they walked. The more her body touched and bumped against his, the more she wanted. Brad’s fingers pushed between her cheeks.

In the car on the way home late into the night, Isabelle sighed enough times Cole finally asked her, “What’s wrong honey?”

“It’s nothing,” she stared out her window at distant glowing lights. “Probably.”

“Something happen at the party?” Cole looked over at her slumped in her seat. He wasn’t completely oblivious.

She bit her lip and pulled his hand to her chest and ducked her face down to kiss the knuckles. “A little thing happened,” she murmured.

Cole rested his other wrist over the crest of his steering wheel and thrust his jaw out offset to one side. “Little thing?” He smirked.

“Brad was being a pig.” She looked back at Cole with big sorrowful puppy dog eyes.

“What do you mean?”

“He tried to kiss me,” she said. “I  mean it’s a party, I know stuff like that happens, and he was drinking.”

“So were you,” Cole pointed out.

“I didn’t kiss him back!” she pushed his hand away.

“You sure?” Cole smiled at her and raised his eyebrows.

Isabelle grew confused and rubbed her forehead with the thumb and finger. “I’m not sure, no,” she murmured.

Cole drove on in silence.

“I tried to stop,” she bit the corner of her lip.

“It’s hard to all the time, isn’t it, though.” Cole nodded, staring straight ahead.

Isabelle scanned out her window wondering where Cole was taking this. But it was hard not to be honest. “It is,” she whispered.

“Mm?”

She cleared her throat and forced it out louder, “It is.”

Cole pulled his hand gently from her tight grip and placed it with intention on her bare thigh where her dress had fallen up. He curled it around to the inside and slowly slid up till his fingers wedged between her legs.

“What are you doing?” she began to smile. She also felt her own legs involuntarily part slightly — not for the first time that night.

“Is this the part that makes it hardest to stop?” His mouth hung open and his eyes shot to their sides.

Isabelle shivered and sucked in air. “Cole, stop,” she said, her body squirming in her car seat.

“Is that how you said it to Brad too?”

She breathed out making an unintentional moan. “How did you know?”

Cole hadn’t known beyond a suspicion, but now he did. “Did he stop?” He pressed tighter between her legs and she slumped down further, and spread her legs a tiny bit more.

“No,” she nearly whimpered.

When Cole found her panties, and found them damp on the front, he puffed air out his nose knowingly. “Did he touch you here?”

Isabelle glared out the windows but no one was anywhere out there to see what was going on in there, and certainly not what was going on in her mind and her body. “Yes,” she closed her eyes and inhaled with her mouth dropping open wide.

Cole circled his finger around little circles on the front of her damp satiny panties. Her body followed as though magnetized. “When you were down by his pool?”

She sucked air through her teeth and emitted a tiny cry. “No,” she squeezed out.

Cole looked over at her. Her body was nearly prone in her seat, squirming and twisting under his touch. Both her hands wrapped around his wrist but she wasn’t pushing him away. She was tightening her grip, keeping him there, touching her, circling on her. “Somewhere else?” He was confused. He found them alone by the pool, but wasn’t aware they were alone some other time.

“Balcony upstairs,” she murmured. She reached over with one hand and touched Cole’s face and pushed hair back. She opened her legs wider for him. And she lifted her hips off the seat and reached under her ass. She wiggled and shifted, hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, and shimmied them down her thighs, over her delicate knees pressed together, and down her shins where she carefully, slowly, lifted one spike heel shoe out of them at time. She pressed the button and eased her car seat all the way back and poked her baby finger into her mouth and bit it. “Am I a bad girl?” she cooed to her husband.

“It wasn’t cold outside?”

She pulled her dress hem up her legs slowly revealing herself to him. “That’s the most pressing question about what I just told you?” she showed him the very bottom of her pussy lips. “It’s heated. Very heated,” she repeated breathily.

“That so,” Cole said, wrapping his hand around her thigh again. She continued biting her little finger and closed her eyes. “Did you take your panties off for him too?”

“Of course not,” she barely managed to speak, low and hoarse. “What do you take me for?” She spread her legs wider.

Cole barely touched his fingertip to her lips and felt her flooding wet. “Did you spread your legs for him?” Cole probed further.

“You were right outside the door,” she said by way of explanation.

“Was I?”

“The bedroom door,” she breathed. Her hips rotated and pushed up, trying to capture his touch.

“Is that why you stopped him?” Cole pressed his finger and it slipped between her wet lips.

“It’s why I let him,” she exhaled. Cole entered her and she sucked air rapidly.

“Because I was right there?”

“Why do men do that?” She gripped his wrist in both her hands again and rotated her hips so his finger fell deeper inside her.

“Try to feel you up?”

“When your husband is right outside the door, you can even hear him talking and laughing.”

“You could hear me?”

“Uh huh,” she said, gasping as his finger pulled out and circled around her enflamed clit.

“I dunno, maybe some women are just so hot they can’t stop themselves,” Cole looked over and down at his wife. He’d never seen her like this. It was not like her in the least to be squirming and panting laid out on the front seat of a car with her dress up around her chest.

“Can’t they control themselves? There’d be so much trouble,” she whispered. She could barely talk.

“Maybe the desire and the lust is just too much to control,” Cole rubbed the top of her clit.

“Baby,” she purred. “You’re going to make me go,” she smiled sheepishly. “Stop,” she exhaled, but she tightened her grip on his wrist. With all her writhing, her dress had ridden up over her chest so her whole body from breasts to knees was splayed out for his gaze. Under the passing yellow highway lights, it looked magnificent to him.

“Did you ask him to stop?”

She sucked air short and sharp in tighter bursts. It grew difficult to concentrate. “I did.”

“And did he?”

“He did.”

“Did you want him to?”

She was too far gone to think. She was just a reacting body now with no mind. “No,” she said without thinking.

“Did you want him to take off your panties?”

She thrashed in the car seat and her trembling hand reached frantically for Cole’s fly. “Yes,” she nearly cried out.

Cole undid his pants and parted them and her shaking fingers snaked inside his underwear and she moaned when she gripped her delicate palm around his shaft. “Did you touch him here?”

“No,” she breathed. “Not with my hand,” she elaborated.

“How,” he said, pulling his pants wider apart.

“I pressed against him,” she whispered. She wrapped her hand tight and drew her thumb over the head of his cock. It was already large and hard.

“With your ass?” Cole’s mouth dropped open and he tried to concentrate on the highway.

“Yes,” she panted.

“Did you want to touch him like you’re touching me?”

She nodded unable to talk. Her body shook and her legs tightened.

“What?” he insisted.

She cried in a whimper. “Yes.”

“What else did you want to do?” Cole said.

His wife immediately popped up from her seat, pulled her dress roughly over her head so she was only in her high-end bra and panties and shoes and jewelry and she knelt in her seat, leaned over the console, and hungrily wrapped her lips around Cole’s stiff shaft.

Cole slid his hand over his wife’s undulating back and over her round ass poking up to the window and found his way back between her damp legs. She moved for him to ease his reach and she moaned loudly and muffled as she pushed her matte red lips down over his shaft and took his cock inside her mouth. She pumped on him with a wildness he’d never known existed in her.

Cole focused on the road and pushed his hand into her hair spread all over his lap. “You wanted to do this to him, did you?”

She lifted her mouth from his cock and strings of her saliva stretched out between her lips and his head. “No,” she moaned, “I meant to you.” She smirked privately and went down on her husband again, this time until he shot inside her.

Two weeks later, when the office shut down for the holiday break, Brad followed through on his offer. “Tomorrow afternoon,” he nodded at Isabelle in the office. “I’m having some associates over for a mid-winter pool party. Bring your husband.”

“That sounds fantastic!” Isabelle squealed.

When Cole and Isabelle arrived, there were not extra cars in the looping driveway. Brad answered his enormous door himself — even the pretend-butler and bouncers were absent. “The others couldn’t make it,” Brad shrugged. “Too bad, you would have enjoyed them,” he said to Cole, taking Isabelle by the waist and guiding her inside. “Football types,” he said, dropping a couple of hall-of-fame names. He smiled down at Isabelle who looked up at him with a smile. “No matter, though,” Brad let his hand drop down over the top of her ass. “All the better to get to know you.” He seemed to say it almost privately to Isabelle.

Cole’s phone then chirped. “Uh oh,” he said.

Brad and Isabelle stopped in the hall toward the pool and waited while he dealt with the call. Brad’s hand, behind Isabelle’s back, slid over her ass and he massaged her gently. She didn’t pull away — she pressed back subtly into it, keeping her innocent wide eyes on her husband distracted on his phone.

“Nothing for it,” he shook his head. “Emergency. System is all offline.”

“You have to go? Now?” Isabelle pouted even while Brad’s hand clenched her ass.

“You stay, I’ll go look after this. Maybe not too long — like two hours, maybe?”

“Don’t take too long,” Isabelle said with no hesitation in her voice about staying.

“Take your time,” Brad added.

“Are you sure that’s alright if she stays?” Cole pointed at Brad. “You going to be okay honey?”

They both answered him at the same time and laughed together. “Go!”

“Alright then,” he said, turning to head back out the front door. “I won’t be too long.”

“That’s okay,” Brad nodded again, his hand the whole time running lightly over Isabelle’s ass.

When the door closed, she cleared her throat and finally pulled away from him. “Shall we?” she smiled with her eyes popping out. She sauntered toward the pool.

“Change room is first door on the left,” Brad said.

“Do we really need those?” she replied, stopping by a poolside lounger and reaching to her neck to begin undoing the buttons of her top.

Brad leaned with his hands in his pockets against a pillar and watched her. She took her time, only slightly blushing and biting her lip. “Aren’t you going to join me?” she murmured softly to him.

He began to undo his belt and loosen his jeans. She followed suit, stepping up to lean against him for balance pulling her own jeans off her feet. She lifted herself on to her tip toes and licked his lips before giggling like a nymph and dancing away lightly on her feet before stopping to unhook her bra, let it slip down her arms, and then peel her panties off her ass.

“Last one in’s a rotten egg!” she laughed, leaping into the warm, enveloping water. Brad stripped and dove gracefully and powerfully into the water.

She laughed and splashed him when he broke the surface. When he reached to grab her she pulled away and swam to other side. He swam strongly toward her and she skittered away again, laughing and splashing. But he caught her by the ankle and she screamed and yelped and turned and twisted until he reeled her in.

She settled in against him under the water and her legs wrapped up around his waist as his hands slipped around her ass. Her face settled down to his level and she was unable to not kiss him fully and completely.

He carried her over to the edge of the pool necking with her all the way. He set her up onto the edge and urged her legs over his shoulders. She leaned back on her palms. “Whatever do you think you’re doing, Mister?”

“Something I’ve been meaning to do a long time,” he said, leaning over her stomach and kissing her skin there.

“Mm-hm?” she said. She gasped when he brought his mouth to the top of her pubic area. “You think you can just do that to me?”

“I do,” he said in a low, deep tone. He kissed her thigh just where it creases to her pelvis.

She inhaled sharply. “But Mr. Brad, I am a married woman.” She leaned back and spread her legs apart.

“Whose husband left you here alone with me,” he said, kissing and tonguing with the tip of his tongue the sides of her freshly shaved and perfumed (he noted) pussy.

“He did do that, didn’t he.” Her fingers pushed into his hair.

Brad used his two fingers to part her dampening pussy lips. She was hot as an element. She gasped and inhaled when he kissed her pussy lips as though it was her mouth. He lifted his face from between her legs and touched her clit with his thumb.  “He even said when he’d be back.”

“I think he gave us two hours,” she giggled. She stopped and moaned deeply when his tongue pressed on her lips and slid up. “Brad,” she moaned.

He parted her lips with this two fingers and slipped his tongue between her lips, pushing up until he reached her hardening clit. She circled around it and brought his lips down to suck it.

“Brad,” she moaned outlaid again, losing her strength and collapsing down to lay on her back with her legs up and parted over Brad’s shoulders. He circled her clit and edged his finger inside her. She heaved and clutched at his wrist. He kissed and circled her and plunged deeper into her. Her breathing grew shorter and she began to whimper rhythmically in ever higher tones. She gripped the hair on his head and her body began to tremble. “Stop,” she whispered.

He shook his head.

“You’re going to make me go,” she cried in a whisper, her muscled in her limbs tightening and releasing. Her breathing grew shorter and sharper. “Brad please!”

He only pressed her legs wider and nibbled his lips on her hard clit.

“It’s embarrassing,” she moaned, gripping his hair tightly in her fingers and twisting. He would not relent and her hips rose off the pool deck and pushed up to his face. “Please,” she barely whispered.

Still he circled her clit with his tongue and pressed his fingers in and out of her. Her hips began to buck. “Oh god,” she cried out. She bit down and turned her head sideways. “No!” she cried out. She exhaled deeply and cried out loudly in a high pitch as though taken completely by surprise by her body.

When she subsided, she giggled and covered her face and pulled her legs up and rolled to her side, hiding her naked body as best she could. “You knew that would happen, didn’t you,” she smiled sheepishly at him.

“Of course,” he said. “I wanted to.”

“But why,” she asked honestly.

He came out of the pool and helped her up, and together, naked, they walked to the enormous loungers. He flicked a switch and laid down on his back. Immediately, warmth as though from the sun covered her skin. “It’s set to mimic the sun of the Mayan Peninsula,” he said with a grin.

It basked her in warmth. “I suppose you think I’m going to return you the favor now,” she said, standing over him.

“Do you want to?” he said to her.  She didn’t answer but neither did she move. He opened his eyes and looked up at her. “Take me to bed,” she said. “If we’re going to do this, I want it to be the best.”

He took her hand in his and, grabbing two large, fluffy towels from the pile and throwing one around the shoulders of each of them, he led her to the stairs and up to the bedroom. Inside the door, she stopped, turned, let the towel drift from her shoulders, and she wrapped her elegant fingers lightly around the back of his neck. “Kiss me,” she said.

He carried her as he had in the pool to the edge of the bed and as he dropped her slowly down, they stayed together so that he ended up over top of her as he head sank into the pillows. She arched her back under him and her small breasts poked up into his chest. She squirmed and hid her face.

“What’s wrong?” he said, nudging her hand from her eyes.

“No,” she squealed in a whisper. She was blushing again.

“Tell me,” he said, kissing the back of her hand where it covered her face.

“I’m just . . . “ she bit her lip and looked sideways.

“Just?”

“Very horny,” she got out before squealing again and hiding her face. But she slowly pulled her hand away and watched his eyes and mouth above her face. “You make me want to,” she said in a very low voice.

“Want to what?” he smiled.

“You know!” she moaned. She pressed her hips up and writhed. Her hands drew down his back and she tried to pull his ass down toward her.

“Then say it,” he said. The tip of his cock, erect and thick, dangled just above her pussy, her legs spreading out under him.

“I can’t,” she said.

He touched his cock to her lips. She moaned and writhed. “Give it to me,” she whispered demandingly.

“Say it,” he teased her.

Her chest heaved and her hips bucked. “Do me,” she said.

“Uh uh,” he smiled. The tip of his cock touched and pressed her lips. But when she brought her hips up, he retracted.

“Fuck me,” she whispered too quietly to hear.

“What?”

Her breathing drew faster and deeper. “Fuck me,” she said loudly and clearly.

“Fuck me, Brad,” he corrected her.

She wrapped her legs around his waist and locked her ankles before lifting herself up and reaching at the same time between his legs to capture his huge stiff cock. She forced the head of it into her swollen lips though he strained to escape her, and she looked him in the eyes and said, “Fuck me, Brad.”

He pushed down and sank his cock between her grasping, slippery lips, and in one stroke, their bodies met and he sank deeply inside her. “Oh my god,” she cried out. She moaned like someone stabbed and bucked up against him. He pulled out and pushed back in and she cried out. He began to pound into her faster and harder, the sounds of their bodies smacking filling the room. She didn’t last long before she began to shake and flail and buck against him, and finally to stop breathing before crying out in a long low tone. His come gushed from inside her pussy.

They were still in the shower playing and kissing and sucking and licking when the doorbell chimed. “Oh my god, we lost track of time!” she shrieked.

They both laughed, trying to hush each other, to the pool to whip their clothes back on. Brad answered the door as Isabelle came around the corner into the lobby still combing her hair with her fingers.

“Finally got it done,” said Cole.

“I’m ready to go,” replied Isabelle.

“Glad you could visit,” said Brad. Everyone seemed to forget that the invite to swim was extended to Cole as well. It seemed natural that he only came back to pick her up.

In the car, he reached under her dress again. She didn’t respond — she seemed tired. “You have a good time?”

She lolled her head over toward him on the seat rest. “Uh-huh,” she replied languidly. He reached under her dress and did not find her wearing her panties anymore. “Whoops,” she smiled at him as uncaring as anything. “Swimming I guess,” she offered as explanation. Only he already put their day bag in the trunk and noted that her bathing suit was still folded and dry.

A few weeks later was the annual awards ceremony. Isabelle won for Seller of the Year. As she shook hands and took congratulations out front from the well-wishers filing out, Brad stepped up beside her and put his arm around her waist. “I have champagne in the back,” he said, nodding toward a waiting limousine.

“That’s alright,” Cole said, standing on the other side of Isabelle. “I drove.” He took a few steps away and paused when Isabelle didn’t follow him. Brad didn’t let her go, but pulled subtly at her waist. Isabelle shrugged slightly and looked at Cole with her head falling to the side. Brad stepped back one step and she stepped with him. Cole took a few more steps toward is car.

“I’m just gonna . . . “ Isabelle said to him. “Brad turned her and she turned with him toward the limo. Cole watched as Brad helped her climb in before him, and then climb in after her. As the limo pulled away he could see through the small back window light from inside, and silhouetted shapes of their two heads. He could see them come together.

The next morning around 11, Cole heard car doors outside. By the time he got to the front, Isabelle was already coming in and the car was already gone. “Well,” he said to her as she passed by him. She was wearing new clothes.

“Where did the new threads come from?”

“He ordered them delivered,” she said. She went straight up the stairs. He followed her. She got out a suitcase and started packing.

“What’s going on,” he asked her.

“Little trip,” she responded. “Congratulatory trip,” she said.

“With him?” he asked.

She stopped and nodded.

“Where to?”

“Paris,” she replied.

“He’s taking you to Paris,” Cole clarified.

She looked at him with sympathy. “That’s going to be okay with you, isn’t it?”

“Is this you asking me?” he was incredulous.

She paused a moment. “I guess more like me telling you.”

“Why, Isabelle?” he asked.

She looked at her husband. “Do you really want the details? You knew I was in the bedroom with him when you were right outside the door. I know you didn’t have an emergency call that day we went over. You let me get into his limo — you didn’t even try. Do you really want to know what he does to me?”

Cole’s chest heaved and his heart palpitated. He knew the obvious answer was so certainly “no” that an answer wasn’t even expected or needed. He shocked himself, even, when he said barely audibly, “Yes.”

“I know you do, Cole,” she continued folding her delicates — her very best night clothes. “But for now, you’re going to have to just imagine it.” She smiled at him curtly.

He began speaking but his voice caught and he tried again. “When will you be coming back?”

“When he’s done with me,” she replied without hesitation. “Till next time anyway.” She smiled to herself.

“What do you do with him?” he squeezed out in a tiny voice.

“Oh, you know,” she replied.




Once a cheater, always a hotwife




I

 had to close an eye to focus on the time on my phone. 2:17 AM. I went to bed alone two hours earlier. Noelle said she was coming up too “in a minute,” and that she’d just see Jacques to the door. But still her side of the bed was empty, cold, and undisturbed. My immediate reaction was worry.

I felt my way down the hallway and took the stairs slow and carefully — I was still half asleep. None of the lights were on. I peered into the den. Nobody there. On a whim, I went to the front window in my office and peered out. That was strange: Jacques car was still there. I put my face up to the glass and squinted. There was movement inside his car.

I went to the front door, opened it, and flicked on the porch light. I had no idea what was going on — was he having a heart attack? As soon as the light went on, Noelle looked out the passenger window at me looking shocked. I also saw a lot of movement like people putting on things. Noelle came out still straightening herself and patting down her hair.

“Hey Rob,” she said and she chuckled like a guilty person.

“What’s going on? It’s almost 2:30.”

“We were just talking,” she quickly replied. “He had to talk to me about something.”

Jacques got out of the car and said from the side by his door, “Hey Rob, just going.”

I waved but I was confused. Noelle took me by the arm and started pushing me back inside. “It’s nothing. He had to talk about a problem. We didn’t want to wake you.”

We went to bed and I almost forgot about it. A week later, he was over again. Jacques was “an old friend,” a name I always heard attached to just about all Noelle’s old college stories. By the sounds of things, I had always suspected there was a tad more than mere friendship involved, but whenever I probed with Noelle, she dismissed me and shook her head laughing like nothing could be more ridiculous than the idea of her and Jacques.

And yet, private message to her account came three weeks earlier from Jacques and she had been climbing the walls with anticipation ever since. She didn’t even tell me who it was at first, it took me prodding her till she admitted an old friend was coming to town, and finally, that it was this Jacques.

I would have ignored things except she began to show serious signals that this was not any ordinary old friend. First thing was the new packages arriving from online shopping. I made the terrible mistake of opening one of her packages and pulled out a long slinky shimmering red thing full of thin straps that she snatched out of my hands with a beet red face.

More packages arrived that I left alone. She started putting on a lot more make-up too — after spending hours in the bathroom playing instructional Youtubes. She’d come out and ask me, holding her face up close to me, “Does this look nice or is it too much?”

“For who?” I asked.

She only laughed and retreated back into the bathroom. She showed me some of the things she ordered, but only to get my opinion, not for my benefit. A new set of panties and bra arrived that she modelled for me, but very dispassionately. It was clearly a design, all black and red and full of bows, that was meant to be seen and enjoyed by a partner, but the way she showed it to me, it felt like my opinion was just one consideration. Then she came home with her hair done. I could not deny that she looked incredibly hot. But when I told her, she only said, “Thank you,” as though I were a colleague.

The afternoon this Jacque got to town, she was acting like a wolf in a kennel the way she paced and breathed. We were having him over for dinner. We’d had lots of people over for dinner — we did it as a habit. But never did I see Noelle act the way she acted on this afternoon. She was usually confident in hers and my ability to put on a nice dinner and have the right music and wine and so forth. But on this occasion, she was changing the music every five minutes, couldn’t decide on dessert, and changed clothes a million times. When there was a knock at our door, I thought she was going to pee herself.

When Jacques came in, she was overly effusive about introducing me and kept repeating that I was her husband. But much as she mentioned me, her eyes did not stray from this Jacques. I could understand why. He was tall, fit, had a square jaw, and an easy going manner that nobody could not like. He treated me as much like an old friend as he treated Noelle. The difference was, I responded in kind while Noelle was wetting herself every time he looked and smiled at her. I knew she blushed sometimes when nervous and singled out. Over our dinner at home, she was poking her top lip with her tongue, she was vibrating in her chair, and she was looking down and blushing like she was being flayed open alive.

We went to the den to enjoy some cognac after the meal and settled into the couches and relaxed and talked. I noted that Jacques watched Noelle closely every time she got up to refresh drinks or change the music, and I also noted that got up a lot. Finally, around midnight, I tried to wrap things up saying it was time for my bed. Noelle agreed and said she would say goodnight to Jacques and be up. Only she wasn’t.

Now he was over again. I gathered that he was living in a hotel and was in town for “longer than expected” and needed to “pick” Noelle’s brain over a project he was working on. “Oh, confidential, you understand. Can’t divulge.” Jacques was a lawyer, but not a court lawyer. He did mysterious research work for companies of some kind. Noelle had done a degree in anthropology. There were implications that some research project required her expertise, though what it could possibly be, I had no inkling.

“We’re just going to work in the den,” Noelle said, “if you’re okay with that?” she ended with a question, which I understood to mean that I wasn’t invited.

“Yeah no problem,” I said, busying myself cleaning up the kitchen. She took the extraordinary step of closing the den door that had probably not been closed since we moved in. Just as she brought it closed, she peeped out and said, “It’s for your safety — he says. Nobody can hear, best that you don’t, he says,” she smiled sheepishly and shrugged. She snapped the handled closed.

I brought my laptop to the kitchen and watched a show at the counter. Noelle came out and, closing the door tight behind her before I could see in, asked if I knew where the cognac was. It was an odd question because it was exactly where she’d put it last time we had it out. But there was something in her voice that made it seem as though she came for something else and covered that up by making up a question about cognac on the spot.

It’s in the cabinet over by the fridge,” I said.

“Oh yeah,” she said, laughing at herself and she raised her eyebrows.

“You might need glasses,” I said when she reached the door.

She stopped as though struck by the thought and then caught herself, said, “Of course!” and took them from me when I handed them to her. She slipped back inside the door awkwardly ensuring I wasn’t to see anything inside. I did notice though that the lights were way down, which struck me as odd for two people engaged in research work.

She back out a little later. “Oh!” she said stopping in her tracks. “You’re still up,” she said.

“Watching shows,” I pointed at my laptop.

“You should probably call it a night,” she nodded to me.

“Why’s that?”

“Oh, we’re going to be a bit longer here, got a lot to get through.”

“Maybe I can help,” I offered.

She laughed in a blurt as though what I said was patently absurd. She caught herself and said, “That would be nice, but we can’t, it’s got to be private.”

I nodded.

“But really, don’t wait up, we’ll get done some time.”

“I don’t mind,” I said.

“No really,” she said, “I’d like it better if you weren’t out here.”

I looked at her a long time. She smiled and tiptoed to me and kissed the tip of my nose. She whispered, “Really, it would be better. Okay?”

“When do you think you’ll be coming up?” I asked.

She shook her head like that was the biggest mystery in the universe. “No way to know!” she shrugged in a big exaggerated “search me!” motion.

I went to bed.

It was hard to fall asleep and I rolled and rolled and finally checked the time. It was almost 2 in the morning and she wasn’t up yet. I crept down the stairs. I could see in the dark kitchen that the door to the den was still closed and that dim light came from under it. I snuck down the hallway and checked the driveway. Jacques car was still there — and this time, no one was inside.

I went back to the other side of the kitchen. I wasn’t the type to listen through a door. But I could hear light music playing, and no voices. I paused and listened hard. The silence was pierced by a brief shriek and a couple giggles. I heard then the low murmuring of two voices trying to be very quiet. I crept closer to the den door. Whatever they were talking about, it was evidently funny. Their conversation was excited and punctuated by stifled giggles. I leaned over the counter and tried to focus on what I could pick up but I couldn’t hear any words. Just when I got closer to the door, the talking and laughing stopped. I made ready to dash on tip toes back through the kitchen and up the stairs if I heard anything coming across the den floor toward the door. But there was no sound at all.

This went on for several minutes. I grew feverish with curiosity. I drew closer and closer to the back of the closed door. Then I heard what could have been a sigh. It was single and it was high pitched and more breath than voice. After a few minutes I even began to doubt that I heard anything at all and thought I should just go back up to bed. But then I heard it again — and a second one right after. Still there was no talking, just light music, and now repeated high-pitched breath-filled sighs.

I pondered what I was hearing. I looked at the sliver of light coming under the door and decided there would be nothing to see if a person were to try and look. But still, the sound of someone — and if I knew my wife’s sounds that someone was my wife — breathing hard and faster was unmistakable. Just when I thought I was hearing something in the music, I heard a toned moan. This was followed by a male voice and Noelle’s giggle.

They began talking again and then I heard shuffling. Before I knew it, the shuffling turned into steps across the carpet and I dashed as fast and light as I could through the kitchen and round the wall and onto the stairs. I heard the den door open and both of Jacques’ and Noelle’s low murmuring voices. I crept up the steps as quietly as I could. I heard them giggling and I heard Noelle creak on the lower steps — she didn’t know how to go around the step that creaked. I dashed into the bedroom and under the blankets. She crept into the door and I shut my eyes almost all the way. She didn’t come in as I thought she was doing, but only stared a long time through the open door.

I also didn’t hear the car start and leave. After a few moments, the bedroom door was closed — we hardly ever closed it — and I could hear Noelle creeping down the stairs again. I got up and crept down the hallway myself. I could hear them talking in low whispers in the kitchen. I slipped down the steps to the bottom and listened. Again, I could not make out the words, but I could hear muffled giggles and then light, small smacking sounds. I was wondering if maybe they were getting some food out. But then I heard a moan — a moan that was definitely Noelle’s. I knew it was dark at the staircase and that if I was careful, I could crouch down new the floor and peek without being seen.

What I saw blew me away: Noelle was cradling Jacques elbows in her hands. They were pressed together. And their faces were swarming each other’s — they were kissing. I watched as Noelle stepped backward and pulled Jacques with her through the den door, and I saw her close it with her foot. I waited a few moments then went back to the den door myself and listened. Again there was talking, but again it stopped and then a few moments later, there was that sound of kissing again. This was followed by the breathing sounds that occasionally rose in urgency into slightly voiced moans and sighs.

I went to bed. I don’t mind saying though that I jerked off. I hated it, but the thought of my wife playing around with Jacques, no matter how much I hated it, made me erect as hell. I had to jerk off just to get to sleep. I wasn’t sure but it seemed to me the bedroom door was opened again and she peeked at me again too but then withdrew and closed it. I glanced at the clock. It was 3:30.

She was in bed when I got up at 5:30 for work. When I got home that afternoon, Jacques car was already in the driveway. I didn’t know he was coming back again. I came in to the kitchen. Jacques was in my apron cooking something incredible smelling at the stove. Noelle came to me all full of hugs and kisses to say, “Isn’t it wonderful? Jacques is going to share some of his cooking with us! He takes courses in Paris!”

Is that so, I muttered. I opened the fridge to get a beer but couldn’t see it for all the items in the way. “What the hell?” I said.

“Oh, Jacques and me went shopping today. Sorry, you’re beer is here,” she said, pointing to the warming cans on the floor beside the fridge. “He showed me so much about food to buy and how to buy it!”

“Oh that’s really interesting,” I said.

“We’ve been making, what is it Jacques? What do you call it?”

“Cotelletes d’agneau au romarin avec pimentons et menthe,” he said with flair.

He held a spoon up for me to taste and indeed it was incredible. “That’s pretty good,” I said. Noelle swooned like she’d been impaled. I knew her enough to know when she was acting horny, and she was pretty much dripping as far as I could tell. She also patted his waist as he busied himself over the stove and then she couldn’t help herself but patted his ass too. She didn’t know that I saw because me face was down at my phone. But she blushed again.

“This part of the research too?” I said.

Jacques turned around and smiled like a devil at me and said, “Oh, en garde!” and he laughed deep and heartily.

“Just enjoying getting caught up with an old friend, honey,” Noelle explained, even though I hadn’t asked that.

After eating, which was in fact the best meal ever, we retired to the den again and I sat in the middle of the couch and wondered whether things had happened there.

“Oh hey,” honey, Noelle began. “You know how we have the spare suite downstairs?”

When we bought the place, it was purpose built with a b’n’b ready to go on the lower floor. It was a nice place — it opened French door style onto the pool patio. I looked at Noelle and nodded.

“Jacques is paying the hotel downtown anyway, it’s all expensed for him, he could just as easily pay us, I mean, why not, right?”

I had a lot of reasons why not, none of which I could figure out how to say without crassly putting my eavesdropping out on the table.

“If it’s trouble, no worries,” Jacques assured me with a firm nod.

Noelle patted his thigh and said to him, “I don’t see why not, do you see why not?” looking at me. But I noticed that after patting him there, her hand stayed there, resting on his thigh. I looked at her and though she probably wasn’t aware, I saw in the corner of my sight her thumb and finger twist in the fabric of Jacques pants. She really wanted him to stay.

“How long?” I said, knowing as soon as I said it, I opened the door.

“No saying,” Jacques said. “Big project, I am consultant, so, they hire me until they are done with me.” He laughed and I was so disarmed by his charm, I nodded without thinking. Noelle spun around and threw her arms around Jacques neck and hugged him sitting on the couch tightly and cooed against him. She even shrieked. It was like a young girl who thinks she fooled an grownup into agreeing to her nefarious plan.

I said, “When do you want to start?”

Jacques and Noelle both laughed. I wasn’t in on the joke until I saw in the corner by the stairs down a large black bag. He had already brought his things.

“Just going to get him settled,” Noelle said, and she and Jacques went down. He went as though he was already familiar with the way. About 30 minutes later, Noelle came back up and sat watching a show but not without taking her eyes off her phone for a second texting away like a kid.

I said I was going to bed and she said she was too, but that she would just “go down and check on our guest, make sure he’s okay and has everything.”

I said, “I’m sure he’s find.”

She looked at me and tilted her head. She said, “I know. Just going to . . .” and she trailed off. “Just going to see him,” she said. She put it like she was telling me something that I might already know. I shook my head and waved my hand in dismissal and slogged upstairs. I could hear the door closing and the stairs down creaking.

I stayed up reading about an hour. My suspicions were killing me and I couldn’t fall asleep. I crept out the bedroom and down the stairs. There was no sign of her. I went to top of the stairs to the lower level. Like the den door, I could see light escaping from underneath. I carefully went down. At the door to the suite I cocked my head and listened. There were no voices, just quiet music again. I went crazy with suspicion.

I crept back upstairs and slipped out the den patio door. There was a small set of steps to the pool patio and lots of shrubs in pots everywhere that obscured the shadows. I skulked around until I could see the French doors into the suite. The curtains were parted at the bottom a couple of inches. I looked around. It was private enough. But I didn’t feel good at all about crawling on my hands and knees on my own pool patio sneaking up to a window to peak at my wife.

I am not sure if am glad I did or if I wish I didn’t. The curtains in the French door were parted about three inches on the bottom half. When I could down to my hands and knees I could see nearly the whole living room inside, including the couch. I moved up closer and pressed my face close to the glass. What I saw made my gut empty and my head spin. Noelle, though dressed, was straddling Jacques lap and tugging on his tie and they were both laughing lightly. Jacques hands were on her bared thighs where her skirt had hiked up nearly to her waist. She tugged again on his tie and leaned down to kiss him. But it wasn’t a kiss of friends. It was long and serious. And Jacques hands crept up her thighs to places he shouldn’t have been going — and where Noelle should have stopped him. But instead I saw her press her body more tightly against him. She rose up and shoved her breasts into his face. I watched him pull at the bottom of her blouse and she collapsed her shoulders and let him lift it off her. Underneath she was wearing one of her new and expensive bras that she checked with me. Yes, I had told her it was the hottest of anything she had recently bought. She smiled with excitement and I thought it was odd I never saw her in it after that. I now saw why. Jacques was marveling at it too, and handling it in his hands. She pressed herself harder against him by arching her back when he rubbed her breasts. She seemed stimulated.

I sat back on the ground and pulled my knees up to my chest and rocked. A man was clearly having his way with my wife inside my own house. Those sounds I heard earlier from the den could only have been one thing. Even the scene in the car that I had interrupted now, in retrospect, was as I had most feared. I pulled myself up still sitting on the cement closer to the door again and could easily see inside sitting and watching. For the next two hours I saw my wife stand and undress for Jacques, I saw her undress him too, and I saw him take her from behind leaned over the back of the couch, I saw him pound her into the cushions between her upthrust legs, and I saw her ride him both facing him and turned facing away. I saw two lovers fuck each other in every imaginable way. When he flagged, I saw her eagerly go down on him to suck him back up to full mast. When she tired, I saw him go down between her legs and out on the patio I could hear her poor attempts to stifle her howls when she orgasmed. I saw her fuck him hard and deep and I could even see when he came inside her and his come gush from between her legs.

One evening a few days after he moved in, we were again hanging out in the den after another fabulous meal. Noelle went to get drinks and when she came back, Jacques playfully grabbed her by the waist and she whooped and hollered when he nearly made her spill. But he wrapped his arm around her waist and though she made a feeble show of struggling against him, she let herself fall down into his lap. He turned his attention to the screen as did Noelle, even though she was still held awkwardly by him half on his lap. I was on the other large couch where she earlier had been sitting. He said, “Look!” when something interesting came on the screen — we were watching nature docs — and she squirmed to twist herself around to see better, but she didn’t get off his lap. His hand supported her at her waist. She turned and seemed to nestle comfortably into his embrace.

I was trying to both look away and stare uncomfortably at what I was seeing. Granted the lights were low but Noelle, my wife, was letting herself be held in his lap and wasn’t struggling to get back to where she belonged, beside me. Jacques had come up after showering and was wearing a robe. I had assumed he had on something under that too. Noelle was also in a robe. She had showered herself and liked wearing robes around  — but only when she and I were home. I said something but she said, “oh it’s only Jacques, really now!”

Now she giggled in his lap and his hand slowly and softly dragged up and down where the robe had fallen from her thigh. I cleared my throat but I was ignored. “Look, look!” Jacques said emphatically, and she protested with a laugh that she was looking, but I peeked and could see that he was pulling a silly trick and slipping his hand inside the top of her robe. The shadows were obscuring and I could really only see when a daytime scene came on the screen showering the room in light, but it appears his hand was inside her top rubbing her breast. Noelle had been struggling but stopped. She seemed now to be rolling in his lap and covering his hand with her robe to hide it, not remove it.

I offered to get drink refills and they both accepted but didn’t shift. I went out to the bar and by the time I came back in, Noelle had twisted and contorted around so that she was facing Jacques and he was leaning over so that they were, as near as I could see in the dark, kissing. We had had quite a few drinks each by then. When I approached and slammed down the glasses on the table she only half rose from his face as though in a daze. She picked a glass up and tipped it not to her lips but to his, and she spilled it on his chest and laughed and said, “sorry baby!” and then proceeded to lick it off his bared skin.

I sat down and pondered what to do. Noelle didn’t stop licking his chest even after surely all the spilled drink was lapped up. His hand also didn’t stop rubbing her inside her top. In fact, his other hand began sliding inside her robe too further down. I was appalled and alarmed but Noelle didn’t seem to notice or care. Her robe began to fall from her shoulders. I looked away with embarrassment and wanted to shout or scream but I also wasn’t sure what was really going on and I didn’t want to necessarily stop things then and there.

“Honey,” she said, rolling her head over to face me upside down. Jacques held her nearly naked body against his. “Do you think it’s time for bed yet?”

“I do,” I said in protest.

She only bit her lip and made no move to get off Jacques’ lap. Jacques must have touched her someplace because she cooed and leapt and pretended to slap him and giggled. She said again, “Honey, probably time for bed, don’t you think?”

I said, “I do think, yes.” I was trying to tell her that it was time for her to go to bed too, but she didn’t seem to understand.

“I don’t think you want to stay down here,” she said in a breathy voice and I saw her eyes close. Just then the screen lit up and I could see that her robe had completely fallen to the floor and that my wife was fully naked sprawled in the lap of the man and that his hand was over her pussy and moving rhythmically.

“Are you coming up with me?” I said firmly.

She took a long time to answer before she sighed and chirped when he pushed a finger into her. She said, “I think I’m going to be sleeping downstairs tonight honey.” Her breasts were fully visible standing up against the screen light. Her nipples were erect and Jacques was rubbing them. I saw her elbows fidget and she laughed and pretended to be frustrated until I saw her squirm and then grab his dick that became visible below her.

“I think you should come upstairs with me now.” I was trying to be firm.

“I think Noelle is going to be with me tonight, buddy,” Jacques said. She squirmed some more and brought herself up so that she was sitting in his lap facing him. She cradled his head and stroked his hair and leaned in to kiss him.

She moaned inside their kiss before pulling away and flopping her head over toward me. She bit her lip and said, “Honey, I’m really sorry, but,” and she didn’t finish because he had leaned forward to suck and bite her breast. She squealed and pleaded for him to stop but also cradled his head against her chest. “I’m sorry, honey,” she said again before moaning against Jacques and pressing her body harder against his.

Jacques stood up and Noelle clung to him, wrapping her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck. She whooped again and buried her face in his neck.

“Noelle,” I said. I stood up and blocked Jacques’ path. I reached out and tried to pull her arm off his neck.

She leaned back still hanging from him and with her head upside down under my face, hanging naked from Jacques also naked body, she said, “I’ll put music on so you don’t hear too much.”

“Noelle!” I said again. But she had buried her face in his neck again and he took my wife downstairs and closed the door.

I paced and banged my head in the doorjamb. I tried to think but my head swam with images and sounds. I realized that not all of it was in my head. I could hear my wife downstairs having wild sex with her “old friend.” I went down to put a stop to it, to make my stand. I flung the door open and stood and stared. On the kitchen counter right inside the door my wife was naked on the edge and Jacques’ ass, close enough to bump into me, was pounding between her spread out and up-stretched legs.

With each thrust of his hard, slick cock, she cried out as though cut. She clenched her eyes and reached out to grab Jacques waist but instead caught my hand where I was about to pull the man out of my wife’s cunt. She squeezed my hand so hard I thought she was going to break a finger. I had never seen her so far gone with sexual passion. She wouldn’t let my finger go. It occurred to me she might not know I had come in and she might think she was squeezing his finger. Her nails dug into my skin. Her whole body jolted with his hard fucking.

Jacques noticed me holding my wife’s hand and also saw that my cock was out and was erect. I had opened my pants when I was came down the stairs. I had been jerking myself at the doorway watching Jacques slay my wife. He laughed at me and pulled his huge cock, all wet and slimy with my wife’s cunt juice, out and he said, “Go for it buddy,” and he laughed a hearty laugh.

I was confused but Jacques pressed me in the small of my back till my cock touched my wife’s engorged and sopping wet slit. She opened her eyes and noticed me and she closed her legs and covered her pussy with her hand. “No!” she said.

“But he is your husband!” Jacques laughed.

She turned to her side and clamped her legs tight. “No!” she repeated and she laughed. Jacques pressed her legs until she relented and she opened finally in front of me and bit the side of her finger. I had never seen her look so sexy and hot as she did then and there, spread on the counter panting in heat with her pussy glistening. She lowered her knees and Jacques aimed my cock into her lips. I entered her and found her enflamed she was so hot inside. But fuck her as hard as I could, she only looked at Jacques with sympathy on her face and bit her lip at him.

He pulled he aside and readied himself again in front of her. Without even touching her, she transformed again into a squirming squealing beast. When he entered her, she arched off the counter and grabbed at anything she could reach. She seemed orgasmic with Jacques inside her. He barely moved against her and she became moaning and crying. He pulled out and her whole body groped for him. He entered her again and she sighed and gasped like it was a first time.

I went and collapsed on the couch. Jacques fucked her and made her orgasm. They laughed and raided the fridge and fed each other food and drink. They knew I was there the whole time. When they were satiated, she lead Jacques through to the bedroom. She looked over her shoulder at me as she passed through the doorway and said, “Going to be probably pretty noisy down here, if you want to go up instead.”

About ten minutes later Jacques came out still naked and he sat beside me. He had his wallet out. He said, “She don’t like it too much with you here, how about some fuck off money to go find a hotel or something?” He peeled off a thousand dollars and held it out for me. I started at the cash and looked back at him. He said, “Seriously, buddy. She’s fucking hot and ready, need you to get lost.” He peeled off another thousand.

I texted from the hotel the next day around noon. I said, “Can I come, can we talk?”

It took a long time for her to answer. She wrote, “Me and Jacques will be out. Need you to hire movers and take what you want. Jacques says no matter the cost. He says he’s got you covered.”

I wrote back and said, “We need to talk Noelle!”

The next message I got back said, “This is Jacques. How about you tell me your account number at your bank. If you come and get what you want out of here by 8 tonight, there’ll be a cool 2 million buddy waiting for you. That’s for the house, contents, whatever, and Noelle too. Think about it.”

I knew he made a lot of money, he owned some French online thing and 2 million for him was a hundred bucks to most other people. But I also couldn’t stare down the meaning of 2 million for me. I went through it in my mind. My half of the house would be half a million — minus half the mortgage. I already lost Noelle, it was just not a long-established fact in my mind yet. Contents? What did I need with anything there with 2 mil in my pocket? I thought about fighting him. I thought about arguing with her. I thought about making it all as difficult as I could for the cheater and her rich and powerful boyfriend. But then another text came. “3 million buddy. That’s pretty good get lost money.”

I texted back. “I’ll take it.” I pulled out my card and texted him my account info. I tried to cry when I sat at the nearby bar checking my account online every few moments, but I couldn’t find the tears. Every time I thought of losing Noelle, all I could think of was how she gripped my finger in orgasmic flight with Jacques cock pounding into her. All my feelings lifted away though when I saw finally the account pop up with more digits than I’d ever seen. I stared a long time at it: “3,017,254.”

“Holy shit,” I muttered and I swallowed. I texted back. “Got it.”

A moment later, Noelle texted me. “He came back for me like he said he would. It was always going to happen. He already owned me. You played it right to take his money — it was going to happen whether you did or not.”

I stared at that and then back at my account because I still couldn’t believe it. Another text came. “Thank you for everything honey. Bye.”

I didn’t say “bye” back but I did down my drink and leave the bar, and the city, with a smile on my face.
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