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My friend took my wife at a wedding

“Who kissed who first?” I said. My wife Ashley and my friend Don both looked away from each other sitting at opposite ends of the wicker couch. I sat in the big chair facing the empty middle between them directly across the silent, slowly licking flame in the middle of the fire-pit table.
The late summer sun was setting to our sides and the city lights were coming on all around us below the hill our tall townhouse sat atop of. They’d spent most of the day driving back together from the wedding after a night in the hotel.
“Who,” I repeated.
My wife exhaled and her shoulders collapsed around her chest. She was still in her pristine white button up shirt, sleeves folded up to her elbows, untucked tails hanging long over her schoolgirl pleated black-and-white plaid skirt that only came half-way down her thighs. Her loose and half-wild coffee-brown waves of hair hung lightly over her shoulders and loose strands obscured her face.
She jutted her jaw sideways, widened her gaze to the corner of our cozy and dim rooftop deck, and let her eyes flicker half-closed. “I did,” she finally said in a voice as tiny as a guilty mouse.
Don finally raised his face to me square on. “She’s covering for me. I did it — it’s all my fault,” he stated firmly, and he nodded once to punctuate his point.
“Maybe you just went at each other at the same time?” I suggested with an exaggerated shrug of my shoulders and an even bigger frown of my mouth. “I get it.”
Ashley rolled her head and drew her eyes from the far corner of the deck, over the fire between us, and to the floor where Don’s feet rolled over each other and twisted inward. She chuckled and snorted and rolled her head back and dabbed her finger in the corner of her eye.
“It just happened, okay?” she said to the blackening sky above us. She lowered her face to mine and I could see in the light of the fire her glassy eyes finding my eyes. “It was a wedding, it was a party, we were dancing, it was late, everybody was feeling stuff . . . “ she trailed off and shrugged at me. “We just started and I guess we couldn’t stop.” She pursed her lips and curled her eyebrows at me.
“Where did you first kiss?” I said.
She groaned and huffed up to the sky.
“Tell me — I just want to know, entertain me,” I said.
They both simultaneously exhaled through puffed-out cheeks.
“Dude, I am so sorry,” Don said. “It was obviously a huge mistake. This is painful for us, having to tell you the details.”
I slowly rolled my face toward his. “Listen,” I said. “I’m glad you told me, truthfully. You could have lied and hidden it, but you told me about it.”
“Of course, babe,” Ashley dropped her head sideways to her shoulder and reached with her fingers grasping at me, but still a few feet away from my hands. “We decided we should tell you as soon as we got back.”
“I just want to understand,” I said. “I want to see how it occurred. So just . . . “ I shrugged. “ . . . let me ask details, I want to see it.”
“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” Don said.
I turned to him. “Where did you first kiss?” I repeated in words slow and spaced out to let him know that this was how it was going to go.
“On the dance floor, okay?” Ashley huffed.
I picked up my phone. “What was the song?” I said.
“It was a slow dance,” she shrugged.
“What was the song?” I repeated.
“Leave the Door Open,” she said. “Bruno Mars. It’s good,” her voice trailed off.
I found it and started it and set my phone down on the fire-pit table. “So your dancing, you said?”
“Dude,” Don chuckled and he hung his head and swooped it side to side. “Don’t.”
“Here,” I gestured to the open area by the railing of our deck. “Show and tell,” I said.
“Why do you want us to show you?” Ashley said.
“I have to see how it happened, don’t I. Words are not enough,” I said.
“Are you serious now or are you just trying to torture us?” Don said.
“I want you to get up and dance to the song, and show me how the first kiss happened. I think you owe me that,” I said.
Ashley and Don looked at each other over the empty middle of the couch between them and they both snorted and grinned with defeat.
“Come on then,” she shrugged at him with one shoulder and she got up and stood forlornly in the empty space by the railing.
“Bad idea,” Don mumbled to himself and he got up and stood in front of Ashley. The song played on.
“Okay, so you’re at a wedding on a dance floor standing perfectly still with your shoulders down in the middle of everyone else slow dancing, is that what I’m supposed to see here?”
They both looked at me.
“Be like you were — how you were holding each other,” I said. “It’s a slow dance, so you’re holding each other, right?”
Ashley pursed her lips and looked at Don and snorted. She stepped up to him and placed a hand on his waist and he brought his hand to her waist.
“Show me!” I grinned in a forced voice. “First rule of all storytelling — show, don’t tell!” I snorted.
Ashley shrugged at Don and Don rolled his eyes. She raised her arms and dropped them around his shoulders and neck and pulled him in close to her. He slipped his hands around her waist, around her back, and finally, slid them down around her ass.
“Standing still like that?” I said.
“No, obviously,” Ashley said to me while facing Don with their faces only inches apart. She began to sway to the music and Don picked up the rhythm with her. They pulled their bodies closer together so no space remained any further, and my wife tightened her arms around his neck. He rubbed her ass — he massaged it.
“We danced like this,” she said to me with her face an inch from Don’s. “He was grabbing my ass, but no one could see because it was darker and crowded on the floor,” she said.
“We were staring at each other and grinning, too,” Don said also to me, but also staring closely into Ashley’s eyes.
“When we checked into the hotel,” she said, “there’d been a mixup and they only had us in one room instead of two rooms.”
“So you were already alone together in the hotel room when you were getting ready?” I said and I sipped my whiskey.
They continued to slow dance and rub together. “It was awkward,” she said. With her eyes wide on Don’s eyes, she said, “But there always was a level of awkwardness between us, you already know that.”
“You always tease each other, I know,” I said. “It was entertaining for me, tell the truth,” I said. “Watching my wife and my best friend flirt right in front of me.”
Ashley twisted around to me. “We weren’t flirting!” she said. “It was just one of those instant chemistry things.”
“Swear to god,” Don said over her shoulder. “I would never, you know that!”
“But you did,” I shrugged.
He exhaled with deep defeat. “Things just sort of got the better of us,” he said.
“That’s what I want to understand,” I said. “Show me how the first kiss came about.”
It was Don’s friend who I didn’t know who was getting married, and Don didn’t have a girlfriend to bring and had been feeling like a loner lately, like he’d never get a girlfriend again. He turned to Ashley that time we ate and drank at PJ’s. “When I was with Cici, I had nothing but chicks hitting on me, then the moment she’s gone, fucking crickets.” He shrugged at her.
“Of course, you dummy!” she said beside him on the bench at the long table. “Guy’s with girls look better — if you aren’t with a girl, we start wondering why? What’s wrong with you?” she said, and she tittered at him and tossed the end of a french fry at his face.
He ignored it and turned to me on the other side of the table. “This wedding is going to be a disaster, I know it, why don’t you come with me, bro!” he groaned at me.
It was Ashley who had the idea first. “I can go with you!” she chirped with excitement. “That way, other girls see you with a girl, they’ll be all over you again!” She clapped she was so happy with her idea.
“I can’t go,” I answered him, ignoring Ashley’s idea. “I’m married — and you want me to go to a wedding packed with bridesmaids?”
“I’m married too,” my wife stuck her tongue out at me. “Let me go with Don!” she said. “Get him out of his funk, he’s such a downer lately!” She hip checked him on the bench. I didn’t see it, but he must have pinched her under the table because she cried out and flinched and looked hard at him with squinting eyes. He flinched too — she’d returned the favour under the table and out of my sight. “Anyway, I’ll get him a good girl, you’ll see.” She turned to him and grinned sideways. “Get you back up in that saddle,” she said to him slyly.
That’s how the trip was decided.
“Song’s going to end,” I said, leaning back in my chair and watching Don and Ashley slow dance in the night lit only by the low fire.
“You want us to do it in front of you?” Ashley said.
“I want to see exactly how it all went down,” I nodded.
She inhaled long and slowly and let it out even more slowly. Finally she said, with her lips now nearly touching his lips, and her hips projecting forward and pressing into his hips, “We just sort of looked at each other,” she said, and her hand played up into the hair on the back of his head. “We’d laughed a lot in the car on the way up and then being alone in the hotel room taking turns getting ready in the bathroom,” she went on, her voice softening, her grin widening, “it didn’t seem wrong,” she murmured. Her eyes fluttered closed, her head tilted slightly, and her chin projected forward. They brought their lips together and kissed.
Briefly.
“That short?” I said.
“It was longer,” Ashley said.
“Show me.”
“It’s a bad idea,” she said, but her head was tilting again, her eyes were fluttering again, and her voice was softer and quieter still.
I didn’t say anything. She brought her lips to his again and this time, they necked. Her fingers twirled and tugged in his hair and his hands squeezed and released her ass cheeks. They ground their pelvises together.
Finally they came apart.
“It was something like that,” she said to me over her shoulder, but they didn’t let go of each other.
“So one long kiss on the dance floor — just the one?”
“We sort of made out,” Don said. “Kind of for the whole song,” he shrugged.
“And then what?” I said.
“There was a couch along the walls, in the dark. There were couches all along the whole wall,” she said.
“And you went to a couch when the song ended?” I said, sipping my whiskey a bit more.
“Uh-huh,” Ashley said.
“So keep showing me,” I said. “You’re making out for the whole song, Don said, and then, when the song is over, who leads who to the couch?” I said.
But neither of them answered. They were kissing again, necking in front of me, swaying tightly together. When the song ended, I let it play on to the next random song. My wife snorted through a grin at Don and took his hand off her ass behind her, but only to wrap her hand around it and lead him, behind her at the end of her outstretched arm, toward the couch on the deck, pretending it was the couch along the wall at the wedding reception.
She sat in the middle and pulled him down beside her. When he slowly eased into the couch cushions, my wife only half turned her face to me. “So, it was nice, kissing him,” she said. “People were necking all over the place, so we started again, on the couch,” she shrugged. She twisted toward him and dug her hand into his inner thigh. He turned to her and they began to kiss heavily in front of me.
“Just kissed?” I said.
“We weren’t going to do anything in front of people!” my wife protested.
“So at what point did you go back upstairs to the room?” I said.
“Before the next song ended,” Don blurted out. I was surprised. I didn’t expect it to have happened so quickly.
“Who got up and pulled the other out the hall?” I said.
“Don did,” my wife said in a high-pitched gasp. “It was hot,” she added.
“Hot like, you don’t mean just the air?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” was all she was able to say.
I was no longer thinking straight. My wife was clearly becoming aroused all over again right in front of me. She was re-enacting the night of sin in more ways than one.
And I couldn’t fight off the feeling of arousal I was having myself watching her flush, hearing her voice catch. Even Don was losing his earlier reticence. I glanced at him and saw the way he was dilating at my wife. It didn’t make me mad, it made me thrill to know that my wife was the object of another man’s overwhelming desire. It made me involuntarily smile.
My wife caught it. “Do you want us to show you how?” she said.
Don looked at her with narrowed eyes but his protests were far weaker than they’d earlier been. “There was the elevator,” he smirked at her.
My wife tittered and ducked her face and hid her grin behind her hand. When she got control of herself she looked back up at me. “Don wouldn’t leave me alone on the elevator,” she said as though ruefully.
He gasped with alarm and widened his eyes at me. “If we’re going to lay it all out here,” he said, tugging his eyes in their corners away from my wife with a grin and looking at me, “your wife was just as much to blame for the elevator incident as me!”
“The little landing half way down the stairs there,” I said, gesturing to the way back inside from our rooftop, “that’s about the size of an elevator,” I said.
“Maybe not,” my wife said.
“Let’s!” I said with a clap of my hands and I stood up.
“Seriously, no,” Don said.
I ignored him. “So you got up and pulled Ashley behind you off the couch and to the elevator,” I said with a nod.
He inhaled deeply and shut his eyes tightly.
“Just do it,” my wife said with resignation. But she accidentally bit her lips at him too. I caught it. Her eyes widened and she looked away.
Don groaned like he was in pain, but he pushed himself up from the couch and extended his hand down to Ashley to take. She grinned at him and let him pull her up. They walked with their bodies tightly together to the top of the stairs, and went down together brushing the walls of the narrow passage to the landing half way where the stairs turned.
I sat down on the top stair and looked down on them like I was a security camera up in the corner of the elevator.
“So as soon as the doors closed,” my wife said to me, facing him, wrapping her hands around his waist, “he started it.”
“You started it!” he said through a grinning grimace.
Her shoulders heaved and she chuckled. She turned to me to her side and above her on the steps. “We both did, I guess?” she shrugged.
I sipped my drink by way of telling her to show me, don’t tell me.
They murmured close together at each other. They were arguing below the level I could hear. Finally my wife shrugged at him. “Just do what he says,” I could hear her till him. “He’ll make us stop if he doesn’t want to see.”
She was right. I had that power, this time at least. “I can stop you anytime,” I nodded down to them.
“See?” she said to him.
“Jesus, dude,” he said up to me.
“Just do it then,” she said.
“Fuck,” he sighed at her.
She snatched his wrist and pulled his hand to her breast and pushed it against herself. “Do it!” she groaned at him with clenched teeth, but also with a grin.
I sipped.
Don began to massage my wife’s chest, moving back and forth between her breasts. They began to kiss again and my wife murmured and chuckled and pushed him against the wall, pressing her body against his. He slid his hand down her ribs and stomach and flicked his fingers at the bottom of her shirt to find his way up under it, and back over her bra.
My wife pushed against him harder and bent at her waist and hips and turned her hands upside down and forward and slipped her fingers under the waist of his jeans. And then she cooed at him, she laughed gutturally, and she poured her body down the front of his body until she came to her knees. She glanced up at me but didn’t pause with her busy fingers. His fly came open and she fished around inside his pants.
“Are you sure you want this?” she turned to me again.
“I can stop you whenever I want to stop you,” I said.
She pulled his cock out and I shut my eyes for a long blink and swallowed hard. I opened my eyes and exhaled with control through my tightly-held lips. She looked at me again and I only nodded. She tilted her head back, she parted her lips, and she laid her tongue out to press it flat against the underside of his cock that she pushed up against his stomach. When her tongue crossed over the ridge and travelled up the underside of the head of his cock, he sank back against the wall and gingerly laid his hands on her head and pushed his fingers through her hair. She opened her mouth and took the head of his cock inside her mouth, before she leaned on her knees into him, and his cock slid through her tight lips and disappeared deep into her mouth until the back of her extended throat bulged with him.
She pumped herself back up on his cock and wrapped her hand around it too, and pushed down again. She pulled off and strings of saliva stretched from her mouth to the head of his cock, now glistening with her saliva. She turned to me. “So, the doors opened at the floor below ours and there was another couple there just standing and staring,” she said.
“What did you do?” I said.
“What could I do,” she shrugged. She slowly stroked his cock against the side of her face talking to me. “I just kept going,” she said.
I nudged my face at her. I didn’t have to say “show me” anymore. She fell back down on his cock and the moan I heard muffled from within her throat was not part of the re-enactment, I knew, but the result of what she was feeling then and there on the landing of our stairs.
“It was pretty funny,” Don said to me. He looked at me even as his fingers tangled in my wife’s hair and his hands pushed and pulled at her head. Even as his erection emerged wet and shiny from my wife’s mouth, and drove back down to her throat far enough her lips kissed his pubic bone.
I drank. It was no longer about two busted people explaining their crimes. I was the one hiding things now: my erection, for one. My mind was clouded with contradicting emotions. But one rode over the rest of them: I was aroused beyond words.
My wife got up and turned to me and held his hand. She bit her lip. “So we got to our floor,” she said.
“And then the room,” I nodded.
“And then the room,” she agreed after a moment.
“The door, though, first,” Don looked at her askance and nodded.
She looked up at me. “There was the door, first,” she corrected herself.
“The outside?” I said.
“The outside, and then the inside,” she said with a tiny shrug and another nip of her lip.
“Let’s move to the bedroom,” I said.
“Okay,” my wife said, dragging the word out doubtfully.
She tugged Don by the hand. “Come on,” she said with a smile over her shoulder to him. She glanced at me. She knew it wasn’t anymore just about explaining what happened. She knew what I was feeling just as much as I could tell what she was feeling. It was new territory for us, but we both seemed willing to explore it together.
She dragged Don down the hallway and quickly shut our bedroom door in front of her when she got there. I emerged at the end of the hallway and stood with my feet spread and my shoulders squared. I had snatched the bottle as we passed the end of the kitchen counter and poured a refill for myself and set the bottle down again. I sipped the fresh liquid and swirled it around my mouth.
Don pushed my wife against the closed door and started tugging at her shirt tails. She laughed and raised her arms over her head. He pulled her shirt up so her sleeves rolled inside out and it flowed over her head until her hair fell back down over her now-bare shoulders and chest. He didn’t stop there. He forcefully turned her around and pushed her body into the door face first. He undid the button at the side of her skirt and pulled the zipper down. My wife squealed and wriggled her hips until her skirt fell down around her ankles. She was wearing tight, smooth, and pure white satin panties and bra.
He pushed himself against her and she bent at her waist, spread her legs wide, and arched her back to push her ass out into his pelvis. Hard.
His cock was still out, still wet from her mouth, and still erect. They imitated a grinding hard fuck against the door. My wife moaned and hung her head down and let her hair cascade below her. Don seized her by her hips and pulled her against him and bounced his hips into her ass still inside her panties.
She lifted her face to mine nearly totally obscured by her messy hair. “People came out of their door,” she said full of breath. “But he wouldn’t stop,” she gasped at me and shut her eyes.
Finally she opened the door and they tumbled inside. She leaned her face out and curled her pointer finger at me. “Come on,” she said. “Hurry.”
I exhaled through puffed cheeks and sauntered down the hallway to our bedroom. She pulled me inside and shoved me backward and shut the door behind her. She steered Don with both her hands around his wrists and leaned her back against the back of the shut door. She kept her dark eyes on mine as she pulled his arms until he buckled his knees and she pushed down on the tops of his shoulders. He reluctantly went down on his knees in front of her. She dropped her mouth open still staring at me, and she pulled the leg hole of her panties aside to expose her pussy to both of us. She pushed her fingers into the hair on the back of his head, clutched his scalp, and jerked her hips forward.
She drove her crotch into his face and arched her back, rolled her head back into the door until she faced the ceiling, and she exhaled with a deep, low groan. She lifted a foot and planted the sole onto the back of his shoulder and rocked her hips in a rotating motion against his face.
I heard the sloshy sound of his mouth moving against her bared pussy. She was wet. Her moans were real. They were doing it again, it wasn’t just a reenactment for them either. I felt like I left my body, like I was a remote camera, a spy, an unseen voyeur. My wife wasn’t looking at me anymore and my friend wasn’t checking over his shoulder, either. Whatever had happened the night before, it was happening all over again, and it was just as real.
My wife began to gasp in higher and higher pitches and her legs shook. Her fingers curled hard in his hair and her mouth dropped open in silent screams. Don remained at his post relentlessly licking my wife. She climaxed like that, banging the back of her head into the door and pulling his hair nearly out of his head.
She recovered with light laughter and yanked him to our white bed. She pushed him backward until his legs caught on the edge and he fell backward under her as she followed him down onto the mattress. She yanked and tore at his t-shirt and laughed at herself she pulled it up and off him frantically. And then he pulled her down by the shoulders until her hands landed beside his head on her outstretched arms. She knelt onto the bed between his legs and they stared at each other.
I had my phone in my hand and I lifted it to my face and took a picture of my wife and friend on the bed like that without them knowing. That’s the picture on the cover. I proceeded to take many more that night.
My wife leaned down to him and they kissed again. He edged the shoulders straps of her bra down her arms and she lifted one hand and the other to let her bra fall down the front of her body. She kissed his neck, his chest, and then she slid further down his body and kissed his obliques and his abs, and she ran her tongue along the top edge of his jeans, and she laughed.
He jostled under her until he was completely on the bed and she squealed and shrieked as she rode like a ride on top of him. She sat on his thighs and tugged and tore at the button of his jeans with the same loose frustration she tore his t-shirt off, and she spread his pants open before pushing back to land on her feet on the floor. She stepped back and giggled and pulled his pants so they rolled inside out down his legs and came off his feet.
She didn’t stop there. She laughed and heaved up her shoulders and covered her mouth with one hand as she twisted the toes of one foot into the top of her other foot and bent her knees together. She hooked a finger into the waist of his underwear and glanced at me.
“Keep going?” she said in a quiet voice.
“Did you keep going last night?” I said.
She rolled her eyes and bit her lip and grinned up at the corner of the ceiling, and then she pulled at his underwear and he lifted his hips for her.
“I guess,” she said. She crawled back up on the bed to straddle his body with her knees and she crouched down and murmured quietly to him below the level I could hear her.
They smiled and shrugged at each other. He ran his hands down her bare back, over the straps of her bra still wrapped around her waist, and further down, over the waist of her panties.
“No!” she cooed to him privately, and she buried her shy face down in the crook of his neck.
He pushed his fingers down under the fabric of her panties and she squealed with her mouth muffled against his neck. He pusher her panties half-way down her ass and she yelped and reached to hook her fingers in the band and try, without much effort, to pull them back up. She squirmed against him with all her body and bit his ear. “Stop!” she whispered harshly against him.
But he pushed more and she kicked her legs behind her and buried her face further down into his neck. “No!” she squealed louder but she also tittered deeply into his shoulder. He pushed them further still and they stretched between her thighs. “Stop it!” she murmured but it was through a wide grin. He lifted his leg behind her and hooked his toe in the band of her panties and pushed. They slid down between her knees. She moaned against him and wriggled her body and clamped her legs tightly together. “He can see!” I heard her voice groan in his ear.
Don rolled his face sideways and our eyes met. Or at least, they met through the phone, his on the lens, mine on the screen on the other side. He kept staring at me through my phone as he pushed her panties with his toes down her shins and over her feet, and they dropped on our bedroom floor.
My wife squealed and pulled her legs tight and her elbows in to her ribs and she made as though trying to hide under his body. She was naked except for her bra around her waist. And he was naked completely. He hugged her and her elbow slowly came up as her hand travelled as though surreptitiously down his chest, over his ribs, down his stomach, and over his hips. She pushed it between their bodies and rolled slightly to the side to let her hand move between them.
I leaned back against the wall and caught my breath and blinked my eyes hard. My wife gave enough space between their bodies to gently stroke his cock. They kissed like that, Don stroking her hair and back and ass, my wife murmuring and tittering with her face against his neck and ear, stroking him against her stomach.
He turned his face to her and said something in her ear and she squirmed and turned her face away from him and squealed. “Stop it!” she laughed and she raised her face enough to catch a glimpse of me and check what I was doing through her strands of hair all over her face.
“He thinks you want us to do everything,” she said in a disapproving tone.
“He’s right,” I said to her.
She blushed and rolled her eyes and jutted her chin sideways. Her arm continued to move out and in. She was still stroking his cock. “Like we did last night you mean?” she said.
“Like last night,” I nodded.
She pursed her lips and stared at me. “It was hard to stop,” she said.
“I know,” I shrugged at her. “Hard to stop now, too, isn’t it,” I said.
She exhaled and chuckled deeply. “Yes!” she said as though deeply relieved that I understood.
“Then don’t try,” I said. I didn’t yet need to reveal the effect it was having on me.
She knelt up and sat on his thighs. She shook her head back and cleared her face of her hair and wrapped both hands around his erection where it rose magnificently from between her thighs that spread over his lap and she looked over her shoulder at me. Her thumb rode over the head of his cock and she rubbed him before plunging her hands together back down his shaft.
“He made me cum last night,” she said staring directly in my eyes. “When I rode him.” She was challenging me. She was testing me, checking to see how much I could take.
“Are you afraid he’ll make you cum again in front of me?” I said. I wanted her to know — I saw her challenge and raised her.
She dropped her head sideways and rolled her eyes at the wall and curled her bottom lip between her teeth. “Kinda,” she said and she shrugged and exhaled. Her body shivered.
“Do you want to ride him again?”
She nodded frantically at me instantly.
“But you’re afraid you’re going to cum?” I said.
She nearly cried out. “Yes!” she said in a shaking voice.
“You’re very wet for him aren’t you Ashley,” I said to her.
She curled in her back and clamped her eyes tightly shut. Her head fell back and her breathing drew short and jagged. “I am,” she squeezed out in a weak voice.
“Do you want his cock inside you?” I said.
She couldn’t talk, she only rolled her head to me and through glassy eyes, she nodded at me frantically.
“Then fuck him,” I said.
She knelt up on her flexing thighs and arched her back so her stomach curved out forward. He reached up and clasped her projecting breasts in his hands and her body trembled violently. She twisted and reached to find with grasping fingers his cock behind and below her between her legs. She moaned and cried and stroked his cock under the apex of her legs and bit her lip when she brought her face sideways to me again.
“Are you sure?” she whispered to me.
I didn’t have time to answer before her body shook and her knees spread on the sheets. Her hips lowered and the head of his cock, aimed with her hand straight up, poked into the cleft of her glistening pussy lips. She dropped her head forward and fell onto her straight arms as her hands came down on his chest. She curled her spine and her hips rolled forward. His long, thick cock slid between her puffy, soaking lips until it was gone — their thighs crashed and she gasped at the headboard.
He slapped her ass on both cheeks and she squealed and chuckled and pulled up from him, revealing to my eyes the shaft of his cock shiny with her juice. She plunged back down on him and he held her waist and drew his hands over her ribs and over her bare breasts. She sat back and pushed his hands harder into her chest and began to bounce on him. She lolled her head sideways and brought her eyes to mine.
I gasped to see her face. She was fucking my friend in front of me and she was on the cusp of losing control. He brought his hands down her body, over her stomach, and onto her thighs that rose and fell on his. He touched his thumb to her soaking clit and she inhaled sharply, her body shook like an earthquake, and she lost all strength and collapsed into a crouch over his body.
She began laughing. I knew the laugh — she always had it directly after she climaxed.
He rolled her over and she shrieked and laughed some more. She shot her legs straight up to the ceiling and opened them wide to him. He put himself between her legs and she guided his cock into her pussy. He pummelled her into the bed and she moaned and cried for him. There was no more checking with me, there was no more consciousness of me, there was no more restraint at all. I stood back and out of the way as Don fucked my wife from behind, sideways, and against the headboard, and when he got the idea, he manhandled her squealing body around on top of himself and they engaged in a session of 69 that was too loud for the neighbours.
My wife got on her elbows and knees and wagged her ass enticingly up at him and sucked on her thumb. She wasn’t  seeing me anymore. He knelt behind her and took her hips in his hands and pushed his cock into her pussy from behind and she bellowed and laughed and groaned and swore.
His neck muscles strained and his thighs hardened. He yanked on her hips so hard their bodies slapped with a clap that rang through the condo. At the last second my wife pulled away from him, scooted under him on her heels and hands, and opened her mouth to him, smiling, wagging her tongue, enticing him to finish himself off between her lips.
He landed on his hands and knees and looked down under his body as he fucked my wife’s mouth like a madly humping dog. She cried with her voice muffled by his cock. I fell on my knees onto the floor and I watched my friend’s generous cum gush from my wife’s lips. She couldn’t swallow it all, and it ran from her mouth down her chin and over her neck and chest. She squeezed his cock and made him shoot on her tits and she licked his head like a popsicle.
When they recovered, she lead him by the hand to the bathroom, not acknowledging me at all. I heard the shower come on and I heard them murmur, laugh and moan together. Shortly, the door opened and my wife’s face appeared tightly in the crack. “Clothes,” she said, and her hand came out and her fingers grasped.
I gathered up his clothes and fed them to her hand through the narrow crack in the door. When the door was finally opened, he was completely dressed and she was in her bathrobe.
My wife raised herself on her toes, held his face in her hands, and kissed him lightly on his lips. “See you soon, okay?” she said, and she tittered and pushed him to urge him out.
He half waved at me and looked down with shame and cleared his throat and went out the door. “Talk later, right?” he said.
I nodded.
We heard the front door close and we brought our eyes back to each other. About three beats passed, before I grabbed my wife, tore her robe off, threw her down below me on the bed, and proceeded to fuck her more ferociously than I ever had before.
Two weeks later, I came into the bathroom behind her. She was in black underwear, lacy this time. She was leaning with her hips in the edge of the counter and she was carefully lining her eyes darkly. She came back from the mirror and looked at me. “You like?” she asked me. Her make up was phenomenal.
“You look crazy good,” I said.
She turned back to the mirror. “So I’ll text you when we’re leaving the club, okay?” she said.
“Uh-huh,” I said.
“You don’t have to hide, you know,” she said, turning to me and wrapping her hands around my waist to pull my hips against hers. She had freshly painted red fingernails.
“It’s too weird otherwise,” I shrugged.
“Up to you,” she said. “Your fantasy, right?” she smiled. She held up her short black dress against her body. “Won’t this be cute for Donny?” she tilted her head sideways and smiled at me.
“Uh-huh,” I said.
“Do me up,” she said, climbing into it and lifting her hair off her shoulders to turn her back to me and let me do up the zipper.
She turned around and pressed her body against mine. The scent of cedar and musk filled my nose. She fluttered her eyes at me and kissed my bottom lip. “And don’t worry if you think he’s breaking me or wearing me out, okay?” she said and she lifted herself on the toes of her high heel shoes. She turned my head and nibbled my ear. She whispered,  “You can have me after he’s done, would you like that?” She tittered and didn’t wait for my reply.
She stood back and held my hands in hers making a bridge between us with our arms. “But maybe only in the morning, because he wants to try sleeping over, is that going to be okay?” She tilted her head to the side.
“Where am I sleeping?” I said.
She shrugged. “The couch is pretty comfy, right?” she said. “Only maybe put something on,” she looked maliciously sideways at me. “In case he makes me kinda noisy, right?” she said in a sheepish voice and with a tight crooked grin. 




That one night on the deck at the cottage on the lake

We were sitting in the deck chairs, me, my wife Cheri, and my longest friend, Frankie, up at his place — a massive, old and classic luxury cottage on the lake he took over from his parents. The surface of the lake was like glass, the sky was on fire, and the air was cooling. Chill tunes were droning, the flames licked silently up the sides of the pit, and we all just got fresh, cold beers. I was slouching in my chair thinking, It doesn’t get any better, does it?
“It’s so not fair,” Cheri said, piercing the quiet. She rolled her lazy head over the back of her tall chair to shake her head and roll her eyes at me.
The conversation had gone from how incredible the cottage was, to what parties it must have seen over its days and decades, to specific times me and Frankie hosted our own crazy parties there back during college summers.
“Just a bunch of sex, drinking, and loud music, I have no doubt,” Cheri said, squinting her eyes with exaggerated judgement at Frankie.
“What can I say?” he shrugged and snorted back at her. “I mean, yeah, pretty much,” he said, and he leaned forward and looked past my wife to me in my chair on her other side. “Right Justin?” he said, grinning.
I didn’t open my eyes. I just twisted my hands tighter around my can of beer resting on my stomach. “Way to drag me into that with my wife right here,” I said.
“What’s not fair about it, anyway?” Frankie asked her, still leaning forward and grasping his ankles to stretch himself out.
“You guys had all the fun and I never got to have any,” she pouted with exaggeration, and a tiny grin.
“Aw poor girl,” he said, and he snorted and reached over and rubbed the back of her neck sympathetically. “Why didn’t you get no fun?”
“Because she wasn’t left alone to go feral like you and I were,” I snorted from my chair. “Because she had standards and self-respect and shit like that you and I had to look up in the dictionary to find out what they were,” I chuckled.
“It’s about the choices that we make, isn’t it,” my wife said, reaching over the arm of her chair to scrunch and release her fist where it landed on my bare thigh.
“The choices in every moment . . . ” Frankie blurted out too loud, and he rocked back into his seat and stared up at the darkening sky. “. . . make a new time-line that branches off, and what we could have done differently becomes a whole different universe. Every time.”
“He’s just high,” I murmured to Cheri loud enough for Frankie to hear. “Do not engage.”
He snorted and his shoulders danced up and down.
“Do you really think that’s true, though?” Cheri said to him. “That there’s a whole other ‘you’ every time you choose to do one thing and not another thing?”
“Or choose not to do something,” he said. “Choosing not to react, even, is a choice, and that becomes a different life, too,” he said, still staring up into the darkening abyss.
“It’s weird to think, though . . . ” Cheri said, leaning as far back in her chair as Frankie was, slumped down with legs stretched far enough out to rest her heels on the round table where the fire silently flickered in the middle. “. . . that there are whole other Cheri’s living their lives out, having done things differently here or there from what I did.”
“Whole different Frankies and whole different Justin’s too . . . ” Frankie said. “. . . but maybe even sitting around the same fire on the same deck on the back of the same cottage, but yet profoundly different,” he said, and he smiled and rolled his head over to Cheri.
She smiled back at him — I only know because I’d opened my eyes and looked over for no reason.
“I’m telling you, don’t start with him, he gets high like this and next thing you know it’s three in the morning and you’re wondering where your asshole is.”
They both snorted.
“What about you, Justin?” Frankie called over. “What’s the different Justin doing right at this moment out here on this very deck?”
I played ball. I had too. We always challenged each other, tested each other. We went back a long way, and most of the trip up was filled with laughs. “Did I do something, or did I not do something, or did I not react?” I said. “What are we talking about?”
Cheri was quick with a tight, half grin up one side of her face. “Say you did something!” she said in a low voice.
“No,” Frankie snorted. “You,” he said, nudging my wife’s leg with his foot, “did something,” he said to Cheri. “Aren’t you the one that was just saying you never did things in this life?” He chuckled. “No, Justin in the other life doesn’t react to something, that’s his Wizard of Oz brain thing — because he’s always over-reacting to everything in this life.”
I rolled my face over to Cheri. “He calls taking an active interest in the future of the planet over-reacting to everything, just so you know.” I rolled my head back to watch a satellite silently cross the sky high up there. “You Frankie,” I said to the sky, “you don’t do anything in this other life, cause you’re always getting into trouble doing shit in this life.”
He snorted and chuckled. “That’s pretty good actually,” he said. “I have to not do something that I normally would do, your wife has to do something she normally wouldn’t do, and you have to not react the way you react to every god-dammed thing.” He drained his beer can back into his mouth and we all paused in silence contemplating the lake and the cosmos reflected in it. “We should come up with one event in which we all have to try out our new and different roles,” he said. “What one thing could it be?”
It was Cheri who answered, surprisingly. “Well, we have booze, and we have tunes, so maybe that leaves just the one thing, right?”
It took both Frankie and me about three beats to put together what she was saying, and we both got it at the same time, both of us slowly leaning forward and looking over at her between us. 
Cheri burst out laughing and stamped her bare feet in the deck and bent over and buried her face in her hands. “You guys are so slow!” she squealed.
Frankie leaned over to find me on the other side of her where she was still killing herself laughing at her own humour. “You picked a live one to marry, Justin. I like her. I think we can work with that,” he grinned at me.“
“No,” I said, plainly and firmly. “Don’t think so.”
“Is that you reacting already, big guy?” he said and he snorted.
“Oh my god,” Cheri looked to her left and right at me and Frankie, staring each other down like some spaghetti western stand-off. “I was just joking!”
“There’s a good boy,” I nodded at Frankie with mock-menace on my face. “Doing nothing — yeah? Noth-thing!” I said with emphasis. “Can you manage that?”
“Okay,” he shrugged. “I am doing nothing, I’m down with that, and you’re not reacting, and . . . “ he trailed off and drew his eyes slowly from mine to Cheri’s, as did mine.
“Oh my god, what?” she shrieked again and she wriggled her legs and covered her face with her cupped hands.
“I’m not allowed to do anything,” Frankie said to her, “so I’m covered here,” he chuckled.  “And your husband over there isn’t going to react in any way,” he nodded in my direction with his eyes still on hers. “That leaves you — and you have to do something.”
“No thank you!” she said in a nervous, sing-song voice, and she inhaled, squeezed her shoulders and knees in, and clasped her hands over her kneecaps. She made herself out to be very interested in the furthest visible end of the ink-black lake.
“Everybody’s already doing their role, except for you,” Frankie said. “You said you wanted to do the kind of shit him and I got up to, so, this is what it was — wall to wall gaming each other. You’re either in or you’re out.”
“Justin,” she said, rolling her head over to me and dropping her mouth open as though he was a shock to her. “Please tell your friend ‘no,’ please and thank you.”
“I’m not reacting,” I said. If there was one thing more important than protecting my own wife, it was not losing a challenge to my old friend.
“You said it yourself,” Frankie said to her with a wide grin. “What did you say? Loud music, drinking, and se . . . “
She spun around and flared her eyes at him to cut him off. “. . . I said what, now?”
He snorted. “You said it wasn’t fair,” he recovered well, “that him and I got to have all the fun and you never got to have any.”
“Oh my god,” she said, “It’s like you can’t even tell when it’s all just talk.”
“Now’s your chance,” he said, ignoring her. “Like you said, we got the music, we got the beers . . . “ he trailed off grinning even wider.
She suddenly tittered but squelched it. She leaned her face down and looked through her hair at me. “And seriously, you too, as if you’re just going to sit there and say nothing, yeah right!” she chuckled.
“Different time-line,” I shrugged. “Different Justin. This one doesn’t react,” I said. “That’s the game, you heard the man.”
“See?” Frankie grinned. “You, my friend, you can do anything — you can do whatever it is you want to do, or anything you seem to think we were doing, or that you wished you could have done, but couldn’t, till now, and it’s all up to you. Different Cheri . . . ” he looked over at her and they held gazes for a few beats. “. . . for one night,” he nodded. Still looking at her, he said, past her and to me, “Right Justin?”
“What’s that?” I said. “Too many coulds and couldn’ts and woulds and wouldn’ts in there,” I said.
Still he stared at her and still she retuned the gaze, if out the side of her eyes and over their tops and through the fallen strands of hair fallen over her down-turned face. She grinned slightly, too.
“For one night,” he repeated. “For just tonight. We’re different people — you don’t react, I don’t do anything, and Cheri does what she never got to do before — which is whatever she wants to do. Deal?” We looked at each other. It was like the old days — it was shaping up the same way all our craziest shit ever got started. A game, rules made up on the spot, a challenge, and a challenge accepted.
“But what is it?” I said. “What does Cheri do?” I said.
He looked at her but he said to me, “Whatever she wants to do, like I said. Whatever she feels like doing.  I don’t do anything and you don’t say anything about what she does. It’s perfect.”
Cheri blushed and looked down. “It sounds dangerous,” she said. “I don’t think we should do this anymore.”
“But all we’re talking about is what you want to do,” he said to her. “What could be so dangerous about that — if it’s only what you want?”
She looked at me and flared her eyes as though she were becoming increasingly uncomfortable. 
I shrugged one shoulder at her. “It’s only what you want to do, Bae” I said to her. “Fair’s fair,” I said, “right?” I tapped her thigh to reassure her. “It’s what Frankie and I have been doing all our lives — up here at least,” I said. “This is goofing around on a professional tryout contract — you’re with two veterans here, and we’re in our home arena. This is what it was like — this is what we did. Stupid shit, just like this.”
She snorted.
“I don’t believe that you’re going to just sit there and not say anything,” she said.
“But he must say nothing,” Frankie said.
She spun quickly around to him. “Well I still don’t believe he’s just going to sit there and not react,” she glared at him. But there was a tiny smile pulling up just at the corners of her mouth. 
“Not react to what, Cheri?” I said.
She lifted her face and turned back to me and stared at my eyes hard. “Do you promise?” she said.
I chuckled and shrugged and gestured with my hands out. “Promise what?” I laughed.
“Just for tonight?” she said, pushing herself up from her chair. “Just for this one night?”
“I don’t know what I”m supposed to be agreeing to here,” I chuckled again. I had an idea I knew what she might have been talking about, but I wanted her to say it. I wasn’t worried. What Cheri thinks of as “going crazy” is what anybody else would call “just getting started.”
She pushed up out of her chair and stepped over to me and bent over me with her hands planted on the arms of my chair. “Are you going to allow me to be a different woman who makes different choices  than she normally would for just this one night?” she said in nearly a whisper down to me.
“What do you have in mind?” I said. I was pressing her to say it.
“I think you can guess,” she whispered, pursing her lips. She blushed again.
I might have had a twinkling idea, but Frankie was still oblivious. She told me before that she liked him. She thought he was cute, that he was handsome, that he was a “really, really nice guy.”
“Okay, okay,” I said back then. “I get the idea.”
She laughed and hugged me. “Don’t you like the fact your young, new wife likes your best friend?”
“It’s better than the alternative, I guess,” I said.
“Come on, Justin,” Frankie called over. “Since when do you or I ever say ‘no’ to a challenge? You’re reacting again. Stop reacting! Let her play the game!”
I glanced at him and back at my wife. He didn’t know I was trying to get my wife to say something like she never does. But he was also right. I do react too much. And my wife was right too — she always made safe, conservative choices. But it was summer, it was the cottage, it was just us three. If there was any time where it was safe for her to be a different person for one night, this night would surely be it.
“Alright, fine!” I finally shouted to the dark sky. “Game on!”
Frankie clapped his hands.
“But you can’t do anything!” I shouted at him. We both grinned at each other. We really did like our stupid challenges and rules. Plus, I didn’t fully trust the fucker.
Cheri pushed up from my chair and twister her hair in a cord and pulled it over her shoulder. “I still don’t believe you,” she said with a tiny grin through her downcast face.
“Well you’ll just have to test me then, won’t you,” I shrugged with a grin. “That’s how the game is played — it’s all a test.” I grinned at her. “That’s how we play it — you keep pushing things further and further till the other person taps out.”
She stepped backward away from me until she was in front of Frankie’s chair.
“You’re going to say something,” she said coyly. “I know you!” she taunted me with a coy smile.
“But you haven’t even done anything!” I laughed. “And you don’t know how competitive I truly am, especially with this motherfucker. If I vow to not say anything, you’re not going to hear shit from me. Guaranteed.”
“Are you sure you won’t say anything?” she repeated again. She stepped closer to Frankie’s chair. She nudged his knees apart with her calves until he let them spread, and she stepped between them.
“I don’t know if I can promise to not do anything,” Frankie said with a wide grin as he began to vaguely cotton on to the idea she might have had in mind.
“Shut up,” my wife quickly spun to him and grinned and whispered.
“Asshole,” I grinned at him.
“You have to promise me,” my wife said to me, and she bit her lip and pulled a strand of her hair through her lips. Her hand stretched down, and her long, stretched fingers touched his knee in front of her legs.
“Okay fine, I promise I won’t say anything,” I said.
“No reaction?”
“No reaction,” I agreed with a nod.
“And you, mister,” she said over her shoulder and down to Frankie. “You do not! . . . ” she glared “ . . . do anything!”
She smiled and rolled her eyes and then she stuck her ass out behind her body and sat gingerly down on his thigh. She was wearing a blue floral patterned sleeveless t-shirt and blue and pink striped drawstring cotton shorts that looked more like bed wear than outside deck wear even if it was nighttime. Frankie was in one of his beaters and pin-stripped dress shorts like some 1950s station wagon dude on vacation.
“Are you going to be a good boy?” she said to me.
I nodded this time — and I motioned like I was twisting a key to lock my mouth shut, and I tossed the key over my shoulder and away.
My wife chuckled but kept her eyes on mine even as she bent low in her back and tucked her finger under Frankie’s chin to lift his face to her face. “Now don’t you do anything,” she said softly to him. “Or this is over.” She glared at him sternly. He widened his eyes and stiffened his spine. She ducked her face further down to his and lightly, quickly, kissed him on the mouth.
She kept her palm cupped over his jaw and cheek when she came back up to look at me. “Good boy,” she grinned, and she ducked her face down again and wrapped her arms around his neck and proceeded to make out with him in his chair right in front of me.
Frankie kept his hands on the arms of his chairs, but I saw him grip the edge tightly. I dropped my mouth open and gasped, but I also refrained from saying anything. I thought Cheri was going to tease him, maybe kiss him the one time just to get at me, maybe push herself up against him, that sort of innocence that she usually thinks is so over-the-top and risqué.
But the smooch went on a lot longer than I was prepared for. I guess she really did know how to play the game — she was testing me far harder than I was expecting to be tested by her.
She finally came up from his face with her arms still draped around the back of his neck and with her legs still dangling between his where she sat on his lap. “Good boy,” she said again, in a softer voice.
I saw malicious intent cross her face and a grin and widened eyes. She stepped up from his lap and turned to face him, keeping her head twisted around to watch me over her shoulder. She bent over to urge his legs together in front of her and she stepped her own legs around outside his. And then she knelt on his chair at his hips and pulled herself up his lap.
She wrapped her fingers together behind his neck and poked her shoulders up high as she dropped her head down low, and straddling him like that right in front of me, she began to kiss him even more intensively than before. I saw her rotate her hips and curl her spine in and out. It was slow and it was gentle, but my wife was grinding my friend.
I rubbed my mouth and drank a long pull of beer and puffed a hard breath out my mouth.
Cheri tittered and rolled over and collapsed into the back of Frankie’s chair beside him to face me with her head leaning back into his shoulder.
“I knew you wouldn’t be able to handle it,” she said in a soft, intimate voice.
“I can handle it,” I said, and I shrugged and drank another swig.
Cheri laughed out loud as though nothing could be more hilarious. “Your friend is doing good though,” she said to me with glowing, wide eyes. “He’s not doing anything, is he,” she said, reaching up beside and behind her head to tickle the underside of his chin without looking. “Do you think he can last though?” she said.
She glared at me with a grin as she shifted her legs where they draped haphazardly across his lap and she reached her hand to push her palm into the top of his thigh where she began to slowly draw it heavily up. She could play the game far better than either of us thought she would.
She chuckled and squealed quietly. “Look at you, saying nothing,” she smiled widely, even as her hand pulled up higher, and her wrist, I could tell without looking directly, was touching his groin. “He’s still not doing anything,” she said to me. “Should I take it further?” she said, and she bit the very tip of her tongue between her rows of gleaming, grinning teeth.
I was sworn to say nothing. I shrugged and half lidded my eyes. But I did catch Frankie’s eyes behind Cheri’s. It might have been the only time I’d ever seen him look uncertain and even scared.
Cheri bit her bottom lip and chuckled and pulled her elbow up and bumped his chin and giggled. She moved her hand over the front of his shorts and slowly, darkly, lifted her eyes over the deck between us and up my reclining body, and finally to my eyes.
I listened to the music. I sipped my beer. I enjoyed the flicker of the flame and the cool night air settling in a haze over the lake. In front of me, though I wouldn’t look directly at it, my wife’s hand slowly and deliberately squeezed and released, squeezed and released the obvious and growing lump inside the front of my friend’s pants.
“Aren’t you going to say anything?” she murmured to me in a low guttural tone and she tried her best to staunch the shiver that coursed through her body and the inhalation she sucked through her clenching teeth.
I swirled my beer can from the grappling hooks of my fingers and uncrossed and recrossed my legs. “I don’t lose, I told you that,” I said in an even quieter murmur than the one in which she spoke.
She puffed a shot of breath out her nose. “I don’t suppose I look a look like what you think your wife is supposed to look like right now, do I,” she said. She curled her lips in and reached with her other hand to pull the front of Frankie’s shorts up by the waist, and she pushed her other hand, sliding it slowly, down against his abdomen and under his shorts that she held up.
I poured my beer back in my throat and turned to the long, glassy lake and the black forests on its banks all the way to the horizon still hanging on to the last of the red in the furthest distance. “I guess it’s true what Frankie said,” I said.
She snorted and readjusted herself, pressing her head back harder into his chest and settling her body more tightly beside his. He remained as still as Lincoln in the Memorial, grasping the arms of his chair with his neck flaring he was holding himself so still.
“What’s that honey?” she said emphasizing the innocence in her voice. I didn’t look down but I could see his shorts lump up and move with her hand under them.
“We can be different people in different timelines,” I said.
“I told you I liked him,” she said looking directly into my eyes. “He turns me on,” she struggled to contain her wide grin. “In this timeline too.”
I remained non-reactive.
“In fact,” she said, “do you know what I want to do more than anything right now?”
I sipped my beer and inhaled deeply and held it before letting it out slowly as a big balloon. “What’s that, dear?” I said.
I could see in his crotch her hand moving up and down over him under his shorts. “I want to suck your friend off. What do you think about that?” She grinned like an evil troll.
“Is that you the old Cheri talking, or the new Cheri talking, or is that just Cheri trying to make me say something to stop you so I lose?” I tipped my beer again at my mouth and struggled hard not to grin myself. I had her there, didn’t I.
“This girl used to do a thing or two herself, before we got together, you know,” she said, her elbow pumping back into Frankie’s chest over and over, though he showed no annoyance. “Do I have to prove it to you?” she said with a tiny shake of her head.
“I’m not even supposed to be saying anything, remember?” I said.
“Then I guess you won’t mind if,” she said, and she smirked as she rolled herself over on top of Frankie. She stretched her neck and kissed his lips and murmured something to him before she tittered. She let her body slide down the front of his body, kissing his chest and stomach as she went. She landed softly on her knees on the deck and lifted her elbows. I couldn’t see, but she was working her hands in his lap. I heard the tell-tale tinkle of a belt being undone, and the buzz of a zipper being pulled down.
She turned again tightly over her shoulder and stared at my through her mid-back length straw blonde hair. I could see her elbows where they rested on his lap and her forearm as it pushed up and down. I knew she was stroking his bare cock in her hand. If there was any doubt, Frankie helped lay it to rest when he rolled his head back, groaned, and shut his eyes.
“You better say something to stop me,” she said as softly as the night breeze to me. She waited, slowly and gently pumping him in her fist, as though I was going to lose.
I don’t lose, and I smirked at her to let her know that.
She turned back toward Frankie’s abdomen and I watched from behind as she rose higher on her knees, her shoulders poked up high and round, and her head of blonde hair dropped deeply below them. In time with her forearm, I watched her head rise and fall, and the curtain of blonde hair down her back shimmer with waves of exactly perfect motion and frequency.
How did we get here, I wondered. I was watching Cheri, my shy and quiet wife, the girl who moaned about not having any fun growing up, go down on my oldest friend, right in front of me at night on his deck at the cottage on the lake. And I was the one smirking like I won something, because I wasn’t saying anything about it  . . . .
Cheri stood up and whispered something close into Frankie’s ear and she gazed over her shoulder at me with a grin, biting her lip. She twisted her arms around each other and clasped her fingers tightly together in a double fist she pressed against her teeth. She pressed her slightly bent knees together and covered one foot with her other foot, and twisted back and forth on her hips.
“Do you want to say something?” she murmured at a volume just above the quiet music.
I only swallowed and rubbed my thumbs against the edge of the arms of my chair.
“Are you sure?” she said, lowering her head so her hair fell over her face. She tugged the tail of the lace that tied in a bow at the front of her drawstring shorts. Her eyes were big and her lips moved around each other like she was sucking a candy. The knot came out.
“Oops,” she whispered. She collapsed her shoulders around her chest and and pushed her elbows together against her ribs. Her light cotton striped shorts descended like a cloud from her hips and crumpled lightly around her ankles. She tittered as she lifted one pointed foot and then the other out of the legs of her shorts. She was wearing white low-hip panties.
She turned toward Frankie and beckoned him with her fingers to stand up, which he did, but not before glaring at me through large, alarmed eyes. I gave him a nod.
My wife stepped up against him and dropped her arms over his shoulders and pushed her hips into his hips. She made him dance with her and she giggled. Then her elbows poked out at her sides and her hands pushed between their waists. She was working on something. His shorts then fell down his legs the same way hers had fallen earlier. But she didn’t stop there. She rubbed her hands all over his back under his shirt and then all over his ass, before she tucked her fingers under the edge of his underwear.
She glanced at me over her shoulder but not for longer than a moment before she pushed his shorts over his ass and they fell down his legs to his feet. She laughed nervously and pushed his shirt up until he raised his arms over his head and she tugged and laughed and pulled it off his arms and dropped it on the deck on top of his shorts. My friend was completely naked.
Cheri turned around to face me and she reached both arms down and behind her thighs to clasp the back of his legs and pull him against her own back harder. She danced like that, facing me, grinding her ass against him behind her.
“You did say it could be anything I wanted to do, right?” she asked, turning her face partly away and raising her eyebrows up her forehead. “That I get to be someone I’m really  not for one night?” she said in a quieter voice. “Right?” she nearly whispered.
She reached further behind her and found his two wrists. She pulled his arms out in front of her. She dragged his hands down to her exposed hips and stomach and she laughed and bent over and covered her face with one hand, curling her toes and clenching her stomach, before she regained her control and staunched her eruption of the giggles.
She formed his fingers into hooks and dragged them up her torso where they caught the bottom edge of her top. Frankie wasn’t helping her but he wasn’t in any way resisting her either. Wherever she moved his body, his hips, or his hands, he let her. She pulled his arms up and his fingers stayed curled under her top until it came up and exposed my wife’s breasts to the chilling night air.
Cheri laughed more and curled over again but she straightened up and lifted her arms over her head. Frankie pulled her top off her body and tossed it behind him onto the chair. She pulled his arms around her body again, and slid her hands up his forearms until she took his hands by their backs in her hands, and she pushed them over the front of her bare breasts, and she pressed him against herself and rolled her head back into his neck and shoulder and gasped.
I exhaled with a sharply jagged breath and clamped the edge of the arm of my chair hard enough to snap it off. To say my wife had truly become a different person would be a wild understatement. Being nearly naked outside, even in the privacy of that cottage on the lake at night, was beyond anything she’d even attempted. To be pressing herself against a man that wasn’t me: that was simply not in her behaviour. That he was naked — that she had stripped him naked — was bordering on the mind-blowing.
But to see her pull his hands over her nakedness, to hear her gasp in front of me, to watch her dance slowly against him, grinding on him — she was truly being someone she absolutely had never been before.
Was this inside her all along? I had no inkling of it. There was not a single hint in our few years of marriage of anything like it in her. I was shocked. But I was also intrigued. If she did have this inside her all along, was it a good thing to let it out? I darted my gaze left and right and rubbed the arm of the chair. We agreed for her to try doing something she had never done before, to be someone she had never been. We agreed she could do whatever she wanted to do without Frankie doing anything and without me saying anything. And we agreed it was to be for one night — this night only.
Something special seemed to be unfolding in front of me. My wife might have been just as surprised as I was about what she was doing, what she was becoming, if I knew her at all. It seemed safe. It seemed contained in time and space. And if she had this in her, I couldn’t shake the feeling: why shouldn’t she get a chance to play it out? Why shouldn’t everyone have a chance to go out to their true inner boundaries, at least once in while, at least in a safe place. It wasn’t cheating — I was right there, nodding my ascent to every further move.
My wife pulled my friend’s hands down from her breasts and pressed them against her ribs and then her stomach. She inhaled sharply and shivered and hid her face behind her hair from me. But her eyes shone from under her blonde curtain and her grin spread widely over her face. She pushed his fingers, one by one, under the waist of her panties.
When he pulled his hands around to her hips, she curled her waist in tight against him behind her and bent at her knees pressed close together. She dropped her head back and reached up and over herself to clutch her fingers into the hair on the back of his head and she tugged on him hard enough to make him gasp. He pushed her panties an inch or so down her hips.
She danced against him with her ass grinding his hips and her arms up and over behind his head, and her bare chest sticking out in the light of the night, her whole naked body glowing golden in front of me. She clenched her teeth and inhaled noisily over her tongue pressed hard against the back of her teeth, and Frankie pushed her panties further down, until they feel to her knees.
She shut her eyes but her mouth curled up in a smile. She tittered and spun around to press the front of her body against his body and to duck her head down and hide her face in his neck. I heard her voice.
“I’m embarrassed,” she said in a tiny, nervous voice, but it wasn’t to me, it was too Frankie she said it. She lifted one knee up against his bare hip and then her other, and her panties floated down her calves and she lifted one pointed foot and then the other out of the legs. Both my wife and my friend were completely naked, pressing the front of their bodies together as though hiding themselves from me.
She turned an dropped her head and glanced at me through her hair. She trailed her arm behind her and clasped her hand around his hand. She tugged him behind her through the patio door and into the massive, high ceilinged main room with the huge fireplace, the old rugs over the grooved wood floor, and the big old couch in the middle of the room.
“You stay out here,” she said to me in a tiny voice. I spun around in my chair. The entire wall was floor to ceiling windows. There were curtains, but she didn’t close them. She lead my friend to the couch, kissed him long and luxuriously in front of it, and when she pushed his chest in front of her and made him stumble a step backward and fall down onto the couch. She glanced up toward the window behind it, saw me outside, twisted around and looking back inside. She didn’t want me in there, but she didn’t mind me watching from out there. I got half up and pulled my chair against my ass and turned around to sit comfortably facing the windows inside and the couch — and my wife and friend on it.
She grinned at me before she looked down at Frankie sitting in front of her below her with his hands reaching out and rubbing her sides, roaming up over her shoulders, and back down over her breasts, her nipples springing back up as his fingers passed over them hard. When she lifted one knee to the edge of the couch, he helped her balance by wrapping his hands firmly around the sides of her waist, and she held onto the top of his head as she wavered onto her knee and lifted her other knee up onto the edge of the couch, both of them sinking into the cushions to either side of his thighs.
She tussled the hair on the top of his head and arched her back and knelt up straight, facing him, so that her breasts mashed into his face. She glanced over his head and out the window and grinned to herself, seeing me glaring back through the window from the deck outside. She wriggled on her knees and pulled her body up closer against his.
I sipped my beer and tried to regulate my breathing. I shook like a shiver but I wasn’t cold.
I could see through the windows as my wife, with one hand tickling the back of Frankie’s neck, her other elbow poked out sideways and her hand fell down between their bodies. It moved rhythmically. She ducked down and kissed him, she laughed, and she murmured to him. He said something back, because she rolled her head back and laughed.
And then she walked on her knees further up his lap, she raised herself high, and looked down between her shoulders low, and her other hand pulled out from between their bodies and joined her first hand wrapped around his neck. Her whole body sank down, and her head fell back, her mouth fell open to the ceiling, and her eyes shut. I could hear her high-pitched, piercing gasp even out on the deck.
My wife’s body rose and fell on my friend’s body under her. Her cries and moans and gasps and groans filled the enormous room. His hands roamed freely all over her naked body. They talked while they fucked — her and I never did that. They laughed, even, and teased each other. They fucked madly and beautifully.
He rolled her off him and she whooped and laughed and squealed. I lost sight of her below the back of the couch, until one of her knees came up and her calf and foot hooked over the back of the couch. I saw my friend’s body move down and then his ass poke up. I saw her other knee rise up over his other hip and her leg cross over his back and her heel dig down into his ass. The cushions along the back of the couch began to bounce in a rhythmic fashion. His ass poked up and down into the front of the couch below him. And my wife’s toes curled. I could hear the slap, the slosh, and the cries and gasps and moans and laughs.
I stayed in my chair and I forced myself to keep my eyes open, to watch, to study my wife. This was her, too — a different personality that had always been inside her and that, as far as I knew, she had never been able to let out. If that was true, was I a bad man for letting my wife and friend fuck? Or was I a good husband for letting my wife explore herself, find out about her inner lives, and discover a way to express herself she’d never been able to before?
They laughed and rolled and shrieked. My wife’s head and shoulders and body poked up over the back of the couch but she wasn’t checking over her shoulder for me anymore. She was looking down at Frankie on his back under her. I saw her shoulders poke up like she was straightening her arms with her hands planted in his chest, and I saw her back curl like a wave travelling down a beach, and I saw her head drop down and her hair fall over her face. Her cries were louder. The couch bounced harder and faster.
Still I sat and stared. Even when Frankie manhandled her, rolled her and held her and made her shriek, I stayed in my chair and said nothing. I could see the top of her back and her ass poking up even as her shoulders and chest and head sank down. She was on her elbows and knees, and Frankie was kneeling behind her. I saw her fingers grasp at the curve of the arm of the couch and I saw her hair fall over the arm and then her head poke out and lay sideways on it, facing me behind the couch and out the window.
He knelt behind her and seized her hips in his hands and pounded himself into her. Her eyes opened directly onto my eyes, even as her body and head were jolted by each of his thrusts into her from behind. We stared into each other’s gaze until her mouth dropped open, her eyes clamped shut, and her fingers dug into the arms of the couch.
Her orgasm was powerful and long and deep. And a moment later, I saw Frankie clench his eyes, throw his head back, and flex in his shoulders and biceps as he tugged her harder and grasped her tighter. The couch skidded on the floor he threw himself against her ass so hard.
I pulled my chair against my ass and turned myself around to the lake again. They came out a while later, both dressed again. My wife brought a fresh beer for herself and for me, and she cuddled against me and squeezed into my chair with me. Frankie quietly fell back into his chair and downed half of his cold beer. We all stared out silently at the still lake.
I was the one to break the ice. “Frankie lost, I say,” pouring my can back in my mouth.
My wife snorted and turned her face away shyly tucking it into my neck. “What do you mean?” she murmured coyly into my neck with wide, sheepish grin.
“Well you certainly did something you normally don’t do,” I said. She squirmed more and squealed and tried to climb through the back of my chair.
“Stop it!” she whispered in my ear and she pinched my skin. “It’s embarrassing!”
I ignored her. “And I said nothing, isn’t that true, honey?” I said, stroking the hair down the back of her head. She just pushed herself harder into my neck and coiled her body up harder and squealed little chirps into my skin.
“But Frankie,” I said, nodding at him. He slowly turned his eyes to me. “You were hardly sitting there doing nothing,” I said.
“Oh, fuck man,” he shook his head and looked at me with alarm. “What was I supposed to do? You saw what she was doing to me?”
Cheri squealed and bit my ear. “Oh my god!” she cried in a near whisper against my neck.
Frankie appeared truly alarmed. I took the joke far enough.
“Relax, bro,” I smiled at him and we both leaned forward to touch our beer cans together. Cheri hung from me like a sloth. “Everybody gets a blue participation ribbon this time,” I said.
“Well,” he said, getting up and stretching. He drained the remainder of his beer. “I think that’s about enough for one night — I’m going to hit the hay.”
I just nodded at him.
Cheri pulled her face from out of my neck and squirmed against my body to poke her hand out and waved at him with her fingers. “See ya, Frankie,” she said in a tiny little voice. She watched him go up the stairs to the loft and down the hallway up there to his room.
Cheri and I got up and lingered on the deck and kissed. “Are you really okay?” she said to me in a tiny murmur.
“If you are, then I am. I think you liked that, didn’t you,” I grinned down at her.
She spun away from me and covered her face with her hand. “Maybe,” she said in a tiny voice.
We got ready for bed together and held hands crossing the bedroom floor to our bed. We kissed more and hugged. But something was off with her.
“What’s the matter?” I said.
“Nothing,” she smiled from deep in her pillow up at me.
“Something is, I can tell.”
She squealed and covered her face in both her hands. “I don’t want to say!” she winced.
I pulled her hands from her face but she kicked and shrieked and curled up with her knees pulling up to her chin.
“Just tell me,” I said with a grin. I was confused.
“You won’t like it,” she said.
“Try me — I’ve let a lot of things go tonight,” I chuckled.
“See?”
“See what?”
“I told you you wouldn’t like it.”
“Give me a chance, tell me what you want at least.”
She stared up at me moving her gaze from one of my eyes to the other as though measuring me. Finally she spoke.
“Well, when we said for one night only, what’s defined as ‘one night’?” she said.
I frowned and retracted my chin to my chest. “I don’t get you,” I said.
She rolled toward me and buried her face in her pillow and squealed into it. I saw her blush. She rolled back but still held the pillow up to her eyes hiding her mouth. I heard her voice but could’t tell what her words were.
“Then come down,” she said without removing the pillow.
I lowered the side of my head into the pillow over her mouth and pressed my ear down into it.
She said, through the pillow, “Am I still on my one night of being that other girl?” she said.
“Why are you asking that?” I said. Then it hit me. “Did you want to go to his room tonight?”
I asked it more as a joke than as anything real. But she kicked and squealed and laughed and turned tightly into me.
“Maybe!” she said into my shoulder.
“You should go, then,” I said. I wasn’t sure if I meant it or if I agreed that ‘one night’ included overnight. I said it more as a test: is that what she was trying to tell me she wanted to do?
I guess it was. Because she immediately shot up, pulled her sexy night robe on, and disappeared out our bedroom door. A few moments later, I heard her laughter and shrieking coming from his room down the hall. I heard murmurs, chuckles, laughter and questions, and then nothing at all. A few minutes later, I heard it again: my wife’s high-pitched, repeating gasps. And then the slow, lugubrious bump of his bed against the wall. And then her inevitable cries.
I was woken up at around 3:30 by more of it. And then again at about 8 in the morning. I shook my head and thought, that’s the long definition of ‘night’ that we were going with, I guess.
I made breakfast and coffee and hung out on the deck and finally they came down, together. We sat around the counter on stools and ate and drank and talked and laughed. When Frankie said something, Cheri burst out laughing and she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. They looked like girlfriend and boyfriend. But when I cleared the plates, she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me to thank me, and we looked like husband and wife.
We hung out on the couch talking and reading and resting up before a paddle out on the lake, and at one point, Cheri crawled up over Frankie’s reclining body and made out with him, with me on the other end of the couch. But she also laughed and pushed him away and turned around to crawl up over my body and make out with me the same way.
When we walked down to the dock to get the canoes out, she held hands with both of us. And when we got out to the middle of the lake and drifted, she gave me head, and then turned around and gave Frankie head. She swallowed both of us. She’d never been so passionate. She just tittered and smiled the whole time.
That night, she rode me in bed and fluffed her hair up and cried out louder than she’d ever before. And when I finished in her, she laughed, she cleaned herself, and waved good bye to me, checking without words if I wanted the bedroom door left open or closed. Minutes later, I heard her crying the same way, down the hall in his room.
The rest of the weekend we spent mostly naked around the cottage, and Cheri went back and forth between the two men, sometimes in front of the other, sometimes shy and wanting privacy in one or another room. We were all thoroughly spent on the way home.
But that’s how it started. At home, everything was back to normal, except for Cheri being quite a bit happier and more excitable, and me, to be honest, pretty happy too. When Frankie said he was going up and we could come too if we wanted, we all knew what it meant: my wife was going to be fucked silly by both of us all weekend again.
It’s what happened every time that year. And why not? My wife had a lot of missed fun to make up for . . . . 




The happy cuckold gets to watch on his friend’s boat

My wife Holly leaned back against my friend Leon’s chest and looked up at me with sparkling bright eyes. He was leaning against the mast of his sailboat sitting on top of the cabin. I was high up in the prow ropes looking down on them to take their picture. We all had flutes of champagne because it was Holly’s and my third anniversary, or close enough to it.
She wore her roll-sleeved white lace shirt, unbuttoned tails tied at her waist, and her aquamarine shorts. He was in his shorts and a t-shirt, everyone barefoot. We were out for a little jaunt around the bay on Leon’s boat for a Sunday afternoon.
Holly wrapped her arm under and around Leon’s bare thigh, and draped her hand back over his knee. She seemed intent to show her wedding ring to me and my camera.
“Closer,” I said, with a grin.
Leon rolled his head back and guffawed. “Buddy,” he laughed, “you really think that’s a good idea?”
“I’m telling you, I know my wife,” I nodded back at him paternalistically and snapped more shots. “Wrap your arm around her — if it’s really a date, let’s make it look real.”
My wife laughed nervously and Leon dropped his arm over her shoulder so his hand landed on her hip. I saw the pink-painted fingernails of her ring hand imperceptibly scrunch and release against the skin on the inside of his knee.
“I don’t know if it’s such a good idea anymore, either,” my wife said, and she sat up and laughed and cupped her hand over her eyes to see up to me against the sky above them.
“Proving my point,” I snorted, and I climbed down and sat on the side of the boat with my legs dangling over the edge. I hung my arms through the ropes and looked down into the clear green water, taking some more art shots.
“Proving nothing really, though,” Leon said.
I twisted around and looked back up at them still sitting together behind me. “She stopped you, already,” I pointed out with a grin.
“She just said it wasn’t a good idea. That doesn’t sound exactly like someone stopping anything to me,” he said.
“You guys are both crazy,” my wife said, and she puffed air out her nose and grinned back over her shoulder at Leon behind her. “Talking about me like I’m not even here.”
“Did you stop him or not?” I asked her directly. “Seems if him and I are crazy, then you’re right in there with us.”
She stared back at me longer than an answer should have taken. “This was supposed to be everybody being totally honest about things, right?” she finally said.
“Oh-oh,” Leon rolled back and snickered. He accidentally bumped the back of his head hard on the aluminum mast and cried out and reached behind to rub it.
My wife instinctively went to him and cradled his head in her arms and leaned over the top of his head to look for damage between his hairs. She hugged his head to her chest, said, “Poor man,” and kissed his head.
“What’s the honest answer?” I said when the crisis passed.
“Leaning against him, being close to him, pretending we’re on a date, pretending you’re not here, yeah,” my wife shrugged and shook her head. “It feels like a different life. Obviously,” she said. She also leaned back against him and rested her head into his shoulder again.
“Nostalgia for unlived lives,” Leon said. That’s what he called it when we were talking about life choices we’d made. We were having lunch earlier, on the stern of the boat.
He wasn’t married. Both of us met Holly at the same party, and she often joked with me — and him — that it was a toss-up for her. She didn’t know the half of it.
“I liked you both equally,” she shook her head. “I’m not going to lie about that. He’s your best friend — of course I liked him, you like him!” she said.
“But do you experience nostalgia about the choice not taken, the life not lived?” I said. “That’s the question, right?” We poured champagne and shared the food around.
“Don’t you?” she squinted and she shook her head at me. “I mean, every choice you make, engineering and not sciences, water department and not academia,” she shrugged. “You always wonder about what life would have been like if you went that way and not this.”
“I wonder, yeah,” I said. “That’s not what Leon is saying though.”
“Pretty much!” he protested, jutting his jaw out and leaning his head back to keep the food in his mouth.
Holly leaned back on the chair with her arms draped loosely over the sides, her legs crossed and one foot dangling, swinging. She turned her head slowly to Leon. “What was Leon saying?” she smiled at him.
“That we like to imagine ourselves in lives not lived, that’s all,” he said.
“He thinks,” I said, gnawing on a chicken bone, “your curiosity about a certain choice not made would get the better of you,” I said to my wife, but grinning at my friend. “That’s what he said when you were down below decks a moment ago.”
He laughed and looked out at the bay toward the horizon. “Such bullshit,” he said, and he looked back at me and shook his head and chuckled with his shoulders poking up.
My wife snickered too. “Are we really talking about that particular choice again?” she grinned at me.
“He believes that if I weren’t here, and if it was just you and him out on the boat today, that that curiosity would get the better of you,” I said.
She turned back to Leon. “I would never cheat on my husband,” she stated with flat-lining certainty. “But he is here, isn’t he,” she grinned at him. She could tease right back.
“So if we had a date and he was here, would your curiosity get the better of you then?” he said to her. “Cause it wouldn’t be cheating then, would it.”
“I’ve told my husband many times,” she smiled cooly at him. “I liked you. It was a close call,” she smiled broadly. “It could just as easily have been you and not him, we all know that,” she said, and she stuck her tongue out at him. “But he called first, didn’t he?” she smiled.
He ignored her teasing. “The only reason people don’t literally go back to these things to relive those un-lived lives, or to explore their nostalgia for the choices they didn’t make, is just rules,” he said. “Half the economy is people exploring their nostalgia, their old music, their old stories, their old friends, going back to that vacation place, whatever.” He dangled his leg over his knee facing my wife. “But, in this case, at least, it would be cheating, and that’s why it’s not done.”
My wife smiled and poked her straight finger against her tooth. “But we just established that since my husband is here, it wouldn’t be cheating. I don’t know what it would be . . . ” she ducked half over and laughed into her lap before recovering and resuming her relaxed pose with care, leaning back in her chair. “ . . . but it wouldn’t be cheating.”
“He says you wouldn’t do anything,” Leon jutted his chin at me. “No matter what it’s called. That you don’t imagine other life choices.”
“All I’m saying,” I tried to correct him, pointing at him with my finger lifted from my champagne glass, “is nostalgia is not the overpowering force you seem to think it is,” I nodded at him.
“And what do you say?” my wife kept grinning at him, kept poking her finger at her tooth, kept swinging her free leg toward him.
“I say nostalgia makes people do all sorts of things,” he said. “It’s the key driver of almost everything they do.”
“Is this because Rene beat you to the punch and asked me out before you did?” she said, grinning at him. “He got the date with me before you got it?” she chuckled. “Were you too slow?”
Leon and I stared at each other. I felt overcome to finally tell my wife how it really went down, but this time Leon beat me to it.
“We rock-paper-scissored for it,” he said. “I wasn’t too slow, I just lost.”
My wife slowly swivelled her head around to me. “You never told me that part!” she smiled at me with squinting eyes. “I’m your’s because of a best of two-out-of-three?”
I shrugged. “He went paper, I went scissors,” I said with a sheepish grin spreading over my face.
“I had rock behind my back, too — I switched up as we were throwing,” he said, and he chuckled.
She puffed air out her nose and shook her head. “Boys, boys, boys,” she murmured with a studious grin down to the floor of the well. “And on that decision, paper over rock, I ended up on a date with him and not you?” she said to Leon.
“You saying you would have gone out with me if it was me who called you?” he said.
We had played the game when she went to the bathroom at that party way back when. We’d been sitting on the couch, her between us, laughing and drinking and flirting. It really did feel like equal chances, and it was the only way him and I could settle who was going to ask her out.
“Of course, silly,” she said to him. “Rene already knows — I kid him about almost choosing you all the time,” she laughed to herself. “But I never knew the choice wasn’t mine.” She kicked his shin with her swinging foot. “So maybe it’s you who suffers nostalgia for choices not made,” she said to him.
“Of course I do,” he shrugged. “Look at you. Fucking hottie right there,” he said, letting his eyes flow up and down over my wife’s body. “The perfect wife. And totally loyal too!” he rolled back and laughed at the clear blue sky. “Just my luck!”
“Aww poor thing,” my wife said, and she leaned forward enough to tap his thigh sympathetically. “But that’s nice of you to say.”
“It’s the date you never got,” I grinned at him and crossed my arms behind my head and smirked. "All this talk about nostalgia.”
“And it could just as easily have been me sitting here looking good with Holly on my knee, and you sitting there wondering what could have been,” he said.
“It was just one date,” she said to him. “Long way between that and marrying the guy!” she laughed.
“The butterfly wing flap that starts a revolution,” he said, also crossing his arms behind his head and leaning back, facing me with the same grin I was giving him.
“Well,” I said to him, “if it’s just that one little date that you’ve been moaning about losing all this time . . . “ I shrugged and chuckled.
“Too late now, obviously,” he said.
“But is that what all this is about? You just want to have that date you never got?” my wife said, but she wasn’t snickering anymore. “All your nostalgia talk? It’s just you being sorry you didn’t win the date with me?” She grinned at him.
He turned to her. “It’s got you wondering now too, though, don’t it,” he said. “Now you know the truth — you didn’t marry the bolder, quicker, more assertive choice of the two of us, you only married the guy who won a game of pure chance.”
“I say it’s up to my husband,” she shrugged at him and turned to me and leaned far back in her chair. “Do you want to let me have that date with him, just to see how it goes?”
“Just to see what?” I laughed.
“Well, if I recall,” she said, “the date you got with me went pretty good for you,” she grinned in a conspiring way. “Maybe Leon’s right and if he got the date, it would have gone exactly the same way, with the same result,” she said, holding up the back of her ring hand to me and twirling her ring around her finger with her thumb. She smirked.
I chuckled and raised my eyebrows. “That’s an understatement,” I said. “It did more than go pretty good for me.”
“What made you let him take you like that?” Leon said to her. He was staring at me with a sideways grin.
She slowly rotated her face around to him with a wide grin. “Like what?” she said, teasing him.
We all chuckled. “Okay,” I said, “maybe this has gone far enough.”
“You’re afraid things might happen if you let me date your wife?” he said with a challenging grin up one side of his face.
“I’m not afraid,” I said. “I know my wife. And though she may also wonder what might have been, she’s not going to act it out. Nostalgia isn’t as powerful as you think.” 
“Only one way to know for sure, though,” he said. He was chuckling, too.
I turned to Holly. “Tell him,” I said.
“Tell him what?” she answered me instantly and innocently. “When I went out with you on that first date, I had no idea where I’d end up that night,” she said. “I was not actually like that. It just happened.” She turned her hands up and shrugged and flared her eyes privately at me. She knew she was egging me on, teasing me in front of my friend.
“So you’re saying it might just as likely happen here too?” I glinted at her. “If we say this is a date?”
She glinted right back at me with a tiny grin. “I’m saying, a girl never really knows. She just lets things unfold as they will. She either lets it happen or not, she’s has no idea beforehand. It’s not the same with boys — you guys are all about intention. You plan, you thrust,” she said, scrunching up her nose. “A girl is all about the moment, being open, receptive.” She bit her lip and slightly parted her legs at me and squealed lightly.
“I don’t mind,” I shrugged, and turned away to the bay and the distant line of land. “He’s my best friend. It’s great that my wife and friend like each other. It’s marvellous.”
“And if things were to happen?” he said.
“Let’s put it this way,” I nodded back at him. “Go ahead, have a date, here today, on your boat. I’m here, but I’ll be behind my camera. Pretend I’m not here. It’s not cheating that way. Have your nostalgia. Enjoy the date you never got with Holly. And Holly can enjoy the date she never got with you, too.” I nodded. “I can handle it.”
My wife turned to me and hid her grin behind the back of her hand and leaned over to me, barely able to ask me her question without laughing. “Rene!” she finally said. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”
“He’s right, though,” I murmured back to her. “It could have been him that won you that day. So why not?”
She widened her eyes at me. “Because what if it turns into a date-date!?” she said. She squeezed her hand into my knee nearly painfully.
“Do you want it to?” I said to her.
She rolled her eyes and exhaled with exasperation. “If you want me to have a date with him, I’m going to go into it the same way I got into it on my date with you,” she said. “Open ended, not planned, not sure where it goes. Are you prepared for that?” She reached past my leg and squeezed my hand. “I’m going to treat it like a real date if you’re going to tell us to have a date.”
“You seem actually pretty excited about this,” I smirked at her.
She rubbed my hand with her thumb pressing down hard into my skin. “Well, it is kinda fun, yeah!” she giggled. “Nostalgia, right? I mean, he let you date me, didn’t he? So you’re just returning the favour, right?”
“What are we actually talking about, here, Holly?” I said.
“We’re just playing,” she shrugged. “Let’s all pretend today is about Leon showing rock instead of paper that day,” she laughed turning to Leon. “It’s just a date,” she shook her head at him. “Right?”
“You’re okay with that?” he said.
“I guess you are,” I smirked at him. I turned back to my wife. “Just for today, right?”
“Just for today,” she shrugged. “The date he never got.” She turned and laughed nervously facing Leon. “Are you ready for that? The date you’ve been dreaming of all this time?”
“This is kinda fucked,” I grinned at him. “You know that, right?” I said. 
He snorted back. “It was fucked from the moment we decided to play rock-paper-scissors to get her number in the first place,” he laughed back at me.
“I just don’t know how far we’re letting this go here,” I said.
My wife leaned forward and beckoned Leon to lean forward too, so that we were all close over the foot well on the back of the boat, like we needed to make sure no one else could hear, even though we were out in the middle of the bay alone rocking gently on his boat.
“How about this,” my wife said, and she leaned over with her eyes still on mine, and she kissed Leon on the chin. “We just start like it’s a real date. If anything starts happening that you’re not comfortable with,” she nodded sharply at me, “you get to say ‘Stop.’ And so we stop.”
Leon turned to her. “So you’re saying I get to do things with you until he says stop?”
“Until I say ‘Stop!’ you mean!” she slapped his thigh, but she also leaned to rest her arm over his leg. She lifted her eyes up to me. “Until either of us say ‘Stop,’” she said, “right?”
“And the point is, again?” I said.
“He gets to have the date he never got,” she said, drawing little circles with her fingernails on the inside of his thigh. “And I get to live out my enduring nostalgia for the other choice, the life not lived, which is every woman’s dream, I assure you,” she smiled and she lifted her face to his again and kissed his jaw. “He’s right about that, you should listen to him. More men need to understand that.”
She curled her lips in between her teeth. “And you get to be Leon today and feel what it’s felt like for him this whole time,” she giggled at me and heaved her shoulders up.
“How is that actually equal?” I said. “I don’t seem to get anything good here.”
“Fine,” Holly said. “Then why don’t you boys settle this the old way: Rock-paper-scissors, again. If you win, there’s no date, it’s a nice day on Leon’s boat, we hang out and laugh and eat. But if he wins, then it’s like it was the last time: he gets the date with me.”
The way she grinned and smirked and shook her head slightly on her neck, teasing me, challenging me, I could tell how badly she wanted it. It was becoming fun for her.
“That’s actually fair-sounding,” Leon laughed.
I studied his face through narrowed eyes. It still didn’t seem equal: the best outcome for me was nothing at all. And yet — my wife was dangling her leg and pumping it up and down, her eyes were flaring widely. She couldn’t get the smile to stop creeping up all over her face.
“Come on,” my wife said, poking her foot and toe up at my leg and prodding me. “It’s just us out here, take a chance!” She bit on her finger. She really wanted it. It was intoxicating to see my wife become overwhelmed with flirtatious excitement like that. She never could hide much.
“Fine!” I said. “But I get to photograph and video record the whole thing.”
My wife chuckled. “Why do you want to do that, honey?” she said. She knew the answer — she was teasing me again. 
“Fuck off,” I grinned back at her.
She rolled her head up to Leon’s where she rested it against his chest. “Did you know your old friend Rene is a died-in-the-wool voyeur?” she tittered.
“Did not know that,” he said, nodding thoughtfully back at me.
“So what?” I shouted. “Everyone’s got secrets.” I leaned forward and put my hand behind my back. “So let’s go, then, game on!” I snorted.
Leon urged my wife off his chest and back into her chair and put his arm behind his back.
As these things always go, it came down to the third throw. “Don’t lose me, honey!” my wife shrieked with her hands over her face and she jumped up and down. For old time’s sake, I threw scissors. But this time, Leon threw a rock. Holly squealed. “Oh my god! Where should we start!?” she cried out.
I had given Leon the old three-blink secret message when one of us wanted to throw a game for some reason, and he caught it. Holly didn’t notice.
It was me who suggested the top of the cabin, with their champagne, and me up in the prow ropes to get an overhead picture to start things.
Holly tittered and looked at me with lingering eyes in their corners as she slowly rolled over against the front of Leon’s body, and stretched her neck and jutted her face in order to kiss him on the mouth, and not with just a peck either.
She twisted around to find me. “Is this the start of the date then?” she said.
“I’m not even here,” I shrugged.
“Just remember,” she said, “say ‘Stop’ if you have to.”
“Come here a sec,” I said to her. To Leon, I said, “Just one last check-in, hold your horses.”
He put up his hands — he understood.
I spoke privately with Holly on the side of the boat. “Do you really want to do this, then?”
She kissed me on the mouth. “Truth?” she asked.
“Always,” I said.
“It’s very exciting,” she said. But then she narrowed her eyes and grinned hard at me. “For you too, though, isn’t it? . . . “ she said.
“Probably the only legal way I’d ever get to watch people,” I snorted.
“So just stop it when it’s too much, okay?” she said. “Otherwise, I’m going to pretend you’re not here, okay?” She kissed me. “And I’m going to pretend we’re not married, either, okay?” she added. She worked her ring off her finger and dropped it into my hand. “Keep that safe for me, okay?” she snorted lightly, and she turned away from me and walked down the side of the boat to find Leon where was at the stern tidying things up from lunch.
“Can I help?” she chirped happily to him, and picked up plates to follow him down the three ladder steps into the narrow cabin below.
I shook my head and chuckled and drifted in my mind staring off into the horizon. Minutes or more passed before I came back-to, and realized my wife and friend hadn’t come back up yet. It was just one of those sun-addled days with idle conversations and too much champagne, but I had even forgotten the whole decision we’d agreed on.
I got up and walked down the side of the boat and bent far over to look through one of the small round windows into the cabin below to see what happened to everybody. I nearly rapped my knuckles on the glass when I saw them, but then stopped, suddenly remembering what I agreed to.
My wife was standing and leaning against the edge of the galley table. Her legs were straight, sticking out half way over the floor, her feet spread widely. Between her legs was standing Leon. His arms were around her waist, and her hands dangled over his shoulders. His hips were slowly, rhythmically, bouncing either off the edge of the table, or off my wife’s own hips. They were talking quietly, laughing, snickering, and teasing, in between light little kisses on the lips.
My wife’s hands drew down his back which was facing me. Her fingers squeezed at his sides and he contorted a bit from her tickling, and she laughed, she kissed him more solidly, and she grabbed him hard in the ass and pulled him against her. His hands moved up her sides and over her ribs to hold her by the sides of her chest, the heels of his palms even touching the side bulges of her breasts. He moved his hands over the front of her shirt and began at the top button. My wife only tittered and smiled and kissed him. Even when he went to the second and then the third button. There were only four.
I stood back up and grabbed the ropes down the side of the boat and steadied myself. I stared into the distance again and squinted. It was what I was told was going to happen, and yet, to see it, I was unprepared. I thought it would be like the time I saw the neighbours in a nearby condo window who forgot to close their blinds. That was far away, it was silent, it was dark, and they weren’t remotely known to me. This was three feet away, it was broad daylight, and I could hear everything in the quiet of the still bay. And it was my wife and my friend.
I thought a date would be sitting together, talking, laughing, sharing champagne, and maybe a kiss. Maybe flirting. Maybe sitting together too close. I kept imagining my wife glancing at me the whole time trying to remind herself to pretend I wasn’t there, but smiling with excitement at me all the same.
I don’t know how long I was staring at the horizon before, but it wasn’t more than ten minutes. And already, they were necking, they were pressing bodies together, and he was undressing her.
I inhaled and puffed my cheeks and steadied my heart rate. I kept telling myself, we all agreed, it’s just fun, it’s just for the day. I got down on my hands and knees to avoid the risk of falling again, and I edged my face forward over the window again.
My wife was turned around and she was sticking her arms out behind her and laughing as Leon pulled her shirtsleeves inside out down her arms. When it came off, she turned again. His t-shirt was already off. I watched the pink-painted fingers of my wife move up and down over his back. And his hands slide over her back, her waist, and up her stomach and ribs. I inhaled and held my breath. There was no scrunching away, there was no turning away, there wasn’t even any flinching at the wrongness of it: when he ran his hands over the front of the cups of her bra, she only smiled more widely, and seemed even to press her body forward into his hands.
She began to sway side to side against him while he massaged her breasts through her bra. I told myself, this is fine, this is expected, we’re all consenting adults. But her elbows came up and her hands pushed between their abdomens. Her fingers appeared busy, and then her hands came out, she pulled them around the back of his neck, and I saw his shorts go limp and slide down his legs.
Leon pushed his fingers down inside her shorts behind her and gripped her ass inside. She squealed and yelped and twisted around, but did not try to get away. She was pretending to be in distress, pretending to try to stop him, pretending to kick at him — but succeeding only in turning around again to assist him working her shorts down over her ass and down her thighs. I heard her say in a shriek, “No!” but it was a delighted, squealing shriek. She even shook her legs and hips to make her shorts fall the rest of the way down her legs and off her feet, though she was pretending to get away from him. She was in white panties that matched her white bra. She was laughing a lot.
She stepped backward and pulled him by the hand to make him follow her into the bedroom tucked under the foredeck. They stood at the foot of the double bed and necked again, until I saw my wife’s hands slide under his shorts and over his ass. They came down his legs with her, as she bent her knees and poured her body down the front of his. She made them both twist on the spot and she pushed him by the chest and made him fall down on his back onto the bed in front of her. He used his heels to push himself further up the bed, and my wife, her back to me where I craned to see through the window, knelt on the edge of the bed high above him, and she dragged the backs of her fingers over the tops of his feet and up over the front of his shins and knees.
I spun around and wiped my head of sweat and made myself breathe because I’d forgotten to. I looked around — it seemed vulgar, it seemed obscene for them to be doing what they were doing with the windows uncovered in the daylight, or for me, to be crawling around peeking through the windows to watch them. But I reminded myself: we not only agreed for them to date, but also for me to watch. They knew I was there. They were pretending not to see me to give me my thrill too. But it didn’t seem like my wife or my friend needed to try very hard to forget I was there or existed at all.
I moved to the smaller windows closer to the front, windows that looked into the bedroom. The light beaming down on them was flooding through the large circular window directly above the bed, a window that opened. I swam over the top of the cabin and pulled myself up to the edge of the window. It was open a bit, but I carefully unscrewed the brass fitting and opened it all the way, and I pulled my face over it.
Directly below me by only about three feet, I saw my wife’s beautiful caramel-blonde hair curled in loose waves that morning, sway and wash rhythmically up and back over my friend’s stomach and thighs. I knew he was naked under her hair and face. And I knew what she was doing to him with her mouth.
His hands reached down her back and he flicked open the clasps of her bra and she laughed, she sat up on her knees, and she shook her shoulders to make the thin satin straps fall down her arms. She let the cups fall from her chest, and she tossed her bra aside without care, and dropped at her waist over his lap and seemed to move on him with even greater vigour and enthusiasm. There was no hesitation at all. There was no reticence.
He suddenly rolled both of them over and I ducked to hide, but I soon peered my eyes over the edge of the big hole above them again. My wife now laid on her back, her head back nearly backward, hair fanned out over his pillows, her arms stretched out to her sides. Her fingers twisted in the white sheets so hard, she pulled them up from their tight tuck under the mattress. Her back was arching and her chest rose and sank from heavy breathing. Her stomach muscles clenched and released, and her thighs spread wide, her knees, pulled up, flopped down to the bed.
Leon’s hands roamed over her stomach and bare breasts, he rolled her nipples in his fingers, and he touched her mouth and she sucked and kissed them frantically. She raised her feet and planted them flat down on his lower back and ass. Between her legs, Leon’s head moved side to side and up and down. Her panties were lying on the floor over the foot of the bed.
I could hear my wife’s short, sharp, breath and I could see her chest catch. She soon began emitting high-pitched gasping cries — short and tight like they escaped her, as though she was embarrassed to make so much noise, and I know that she is. But Leon pushed her past caring. She began to cry out without concern, her cycles of short sharp inhalations rising ever higher in pitch. He wasn’t letting her release, but he wasn’t letting her down either.
She strained throughout her body and stopped breathing. She rose on the top of her head so far, she faced the front, and her whole body, straight as a plank, lifted off the bed from her heels to her shoulders. She slowly as a clock and silently as a meadow, twisted half sideways, before she pounded her fists into the mattress and belowed from the depths of her lungs. Soon she was curling up and hitting him playfully and laughing at his teasing her about her orgasm.
They kissed and rolled and laughed and murmured and her hand moved between his legs where she tugged on his cock. I sank nearly through the hole directly above them, the sun bearing down on the back of my neck, the boat gently rocking, but not from the waves — it was from them.
My wife smiled her perfect smile and bolted upright. She pushed him down and gently threw her leg over his lap and knelt over him with her hands landing around his shoulders. They talked and laughed some more and my wife waved her hips up and down and side to side over him. He curled his spine up and pushed his hips up under her and she squealed as though trying to get away. His cock poked at her between her legs and she laughed and shrieked, “No!”
He seized her by the waist and she pretended to struggle against him, and she shouted, “No!” again with a delighted squeal. But he held her by her hips, stopped her from squirming, and though the shrieked and squealed more, and laughed, he penetrated her from below. I could see from my angle the head of Leon’s cock push against the lips of Holly’s pussy. They glistened — she was ready for him. She held him down and shrieked again but he thrusted up and this time, his cock filled her and she cried out and collapsed onto him.
His hands wrapped around the back of her ass and he pounded up into her hard enough to make her voice — crying and moaning — quaver with his jolts. But it soon wasn’t my friend fucking my wife, as much as it was my wife fucking my friend, and forcefully. She laughed too, when she wasn’t groaning loudly.
He rolled her on her back under him and her feet shot up to the ceiling which she hit with her heels, and she pressed herself tightly down into the bed with her feet pressing into the ceiling inches from the edge of the window I gaped down through. Her fingers wrapped around his shoulders and her nails dug into his skin. Her hair flowed in waves over the pillows and bed. Her cries were loud. She came again, like that, pummelled by him into the bed.
I rolled over on my back and stared up at the sky. I fell asleep — that damned champagne! — and I woke up to a different crying sound. I looked down through the hole but they weren’t there. That’s when I saw on the stern of the boat my wife riding Leon on the bench seat at the very back.
I stepped down off the side of the boat and into the well where Leon’s feet also rested. I sat in a chair and my wife twisted around and reached for my hand with her arm outstretched behind her. She clasped my hand in hers, and with Leon holding her by the waist and her hips bouncing in his lap, the sound of cock splashing in her sopping pussy filling the air, she nearly cried at me with deep dark eyes, and said, “It’s sooo good!” and she bit her lip.
Leon pushed her around but she was more than willing to be pushed around. He bent her over the big chrome wheel at the stern and she spread her legs widely for him and raised herself on her toes. He seized her by the hips, both of them facing backward toward the distant shore, and he entered her from behind. The smacking was loud. I leaned down to see his cock ramming into her pussy, and my timing was perfect. I saw him clench in all his muscles and roll his head back, and I saw gobs of his cum gush out of my wife’s pussy. She came a third time from his excitement.
She went below deck to find tissues to wipe up and came back up to throw Leon his swim trunks — she was already in her bikini. She sat down beside me and hooked her hands over my shoulder and rested her chin on the back of her hand with her mouth close to my ear.
“Did you like that, baby?” she said, and she laughed low and gutturally.
I turned to her. “Did you?” I said.
She ducked her head down and squealed. “Yeah!” she said in a tiny voice.
“Time to take it in, I guess,” Leon said, and he began to hoist up the sail. We carried supplies back up the dock to our cars and loaded the coolers back into our trunks. We all leaned on the doors of our cars facing each other fidgeting with our keys, awkwardly saying nothing.
“So, next Sunday?” Leon said.
My wife spun to me with wide eyes and a wider smile. She tugged on the sleeve of my shirt. “Yeah?” she said up to me.
“I guess,” I shrugged.
In the car driving home, Holly said, “It’s just Sundays,” and she shrugged. “Just on the boat? Or if the weather isn’t good . . . “
“What, his place?” I said looking over at her.
She pulled herself out of the shoulder belt and knelt up on her car seat to lean in close to me as I drove. “So now you’re a husband whose wife is having an affair, aren’t you,” she said, and she inhaled in a short, sharp gasp against my ear. “With your best friend,” she groaned and reached around to squeeze my cock through my pants. “Only . . . ” she whispered and she undid my fly and fished my cock out in her cool hand. “. . . you get to say when and where, and you always,” she breathed the word out hard, “get to watch,” she said, and she dropped her head into my lap and took me deeply in her mouth and swirled her tongue around my cock with loudly moaning enthusiasm.
She didn’t stop until she lifted her face, laughing, and cupped her hand under her chin to catch my cum bubbling and running from her lips, and she searched the glove box for more tissue to wipe cum from herself.
“It’s not so bad, is it?” she said with a cute smile.
And I had to tell her — I couldn’t deny it — I was just as excited as she was about it all. “It’s fucking hot,” I grinned at her. 




He got with my wife on a couch at a party

“You couldn’t take it!” my friend Daryl said, snorting and shaking his head.
My wife, sitting on the other side of me on the overstuffed couch in the huge living room of the big old house dropped her smile wide open and flared her bright eyes up at me. “Is that a challenge?” she said up to me, and her shoulders poking up as she snorted.
We were sitting in the middle of a massive house party. The floor bumped under my feet the music was so deep and pounding.
“He always loses,” I grinned back at her where she nuzzled my shoulder and slumped lower in the couch. I had my arm around her back. We all had to shout, there were so many people. All we could see was a forest of legs.
“Ten seconds!” he said. “Ten dollars!”
I slowly swivelled my head around to him. The money wasn’t important, the principle was. “You’re basically just offering to pay me to kiss my wife,” I sneered at him.
“You won’t make it to ten seconds, guaranteed!” he sneered right back.
Jo snickered and tapped my thigh with her fingers. “Just take it then,” she said to me.
I turned to her. “What, you’re willing to do that with him just for the money?”
She straightened up against me and smiled devilishly up at me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pushed her fingers into the hair on the back of my head and put her forehead against my forehead. “If it makes my man a winner, I’ll do anything!” she said, emphasizing the last word with exhaled breath and flickering-shut eyes. She moaned when she pressed her lips to mine.
She pulled off me and stared at my mouth. “Easy money, right?” she said. Then she twisted my head and pushed her lips against my ear. “Ask for a hundred,” she whispered.
I turned back to Daryl. “She says a hundred,” I shrugged at him. Daryl made a ton of money. It was just numbers to him, “Just a way to keep score,” he always said. He held out his hand with a lascivious grin up one side of his face.
I looked down and considered it. My wife’s hand scrunched in my upper thigh and her fingernails scratched deeply into the denim of my jeans. I snatched his hand and we shook.
My wife puffed air out her nose and widened her eyes up at mine, before she pulled her gaze past me to Daryl on my other side.
“Come on, then,” she said to him with a wide excited smile, and she got onto her hands and knees, planted her palms into my thigh, and stretched her body out over my lap. She dipped her back down, pointed her ass up, and lifted her face to Daryl with her eyes closed lightly. She circled her lips and parted her mouth, and waited for him.
“Timer please,” he said, not taking his eyes off my wife’s patient and pretty face. He looked down at her, petted her hair, and cupped his hands around the back of her neck.
Jo tittered at his touch, dropped her hips and ribs down over my lap and pushed her arms straight to lift her face higher to him. She tittered privately as she rubbed her hips side to side over the top of my thighs.
I grew uncomfortable with the idea, but it was too late to back out — it would cost me a hundred for starters, but even worse, I’d lose. To Daryl. Again.
I brought my phone out and showed him the timer set to 10 seconds with my thumb hovering over the start button.
He just grinned. I pressed it.
Below my chin and directly in front of my chest, my friend Daryl and my wife Jo began to kiss. I raised my eyes and popped them out and laid my arms down both ends of the top of the couch, it was so awkward. I looked around but no one was noticing what was going on under them over the couch. I pulled in my chin and looked down again. He was cupping his palm around the side of my wife’s jaw and one of her hands had spread over the top of his upper thigh where her fist scrunched and her fingers curled.
I glanced at the timer. It was only at five seconds. I shut my eyes and my jaw dropped wider open. My wife had squirmed her body over my lap to reach Daryl better and had moved both hands onto his thigh high up near his abdomen. She was pushing her face into his. Even with the music and laughing and shouting all around us, I could hear her moans.
“Time!” I said, but neither of them heard me. I tapped my wife on her bare shoulder. She was wearing a low-back, black imitation-leather dress with thin straps over the shoulders. Still she writhed over my lap and necked with Daryl who also didn’t stop. His hands had travelled down the skin of her exposed back. Her body twisted to his touch.
I pushed my hand into the lazy waves of my wife’s coffee brown hair and wrapped my fist in it like a boxer wrapping tape, before I pulled her hair and slowly — with a struggle — lifted her face from Daryl’s face.
She chuckled at him, curled her lips in her mouth, and through her dark-lined eyes, she lingered her gaze on his eyes. She twisted her head and shoulders and pulled her hair from my hand and turned her face to mine to lick me from my jaw to my cheekbone with her flicking tongue, before she languidly stretched her body and sat back down straight up but more tightly against me.
“What?” she groaned into my ear and she tittered. “I bet it turns you on!” she whispered breathily and she flicked her tongue against my ear and laughed.
I turned to Daryl and showed him the face of my phone. It had hit 20 seconds. “200,” I said, and I laid my hand out for payment.
“Wife’s a fucking hottie, buddy,” he said. He took out his phone to navigate to his pay app.
Jo shot up and over me on her hands and knees again. “He knows that, you dummy,” she said with a wide, teasing smile, and she licked his face the way she had licked mine. Then she rolled over and with her ass lifted into my crotch, she pulled her hair up from under her back and fanned it out behind her as she eased herself down to lay the back of her head into Daryl’s lap.
She squirmed against both of our groins like someone getting comfortable in bed. “Very lumpy!” she said, and she giggled at her joke. Her ass wriggled down hard into my groin, and I looked over to see her wriggling her head down just as hard into Daryl’s groin. I looked up at Daryl who swivelled his face toward me.
“You better make her stop,” he said and he raised his eyebrows at me.
“Why? Whatcha gonna do?” Jo said and she tittered and stuck her tongue out at him between her grinning teeth.
“Go broke,” he chuckled.
She broke out laughing and pulled her knees up to her chest and covered her mouth with her hand as she twisted to face his stomach. Her dress fell around her hips. I looked around again. The party was so crowded and dark, no one would really have noticed, but still.
“How much is it worth to you?” she said when she rolled back from his stomach and looked up over his chest to the underside of his chin.
He looked down at her where she grinned with the back of her head subtly rubbing into his groin. He pushed his fingers under her hair and massaged her head. “For what? he said.
She immediately shot a brief glance up at me before she twisted hard away and hid her face against his stomach again. I heard her squeal against him before she turned her face back up to his face, this time pulling his t-shirt put from his stomach to hide the lower part of her face. She lifted her heel and dug it into the inside of my thigh. “How much?” she said to me.
I looked at Daryl and we shrugged at each other. “For what?” I repeated his question to her.
She squealed again and kicked both heels into my thigh. She uncovered her mouth by pulling his t-shirt down and said, “You know!” to me, and she squinted her eyes and rolled her face away with a grin like I was the one teasing her.
“I swear to god I don’t know,” I chuckled.
She shot up and sat on my lap with her arms tightly around my neck. She nearly made love to my ear with her tongue, before she whispered against me, “Blow job,” and she shrieked, she covered her face with both hands and rolled back down over his lap beside me. She looked up at my eyes and kicked me with the spike heel of her shoe again. “Tell him!” she shouted.
“No!” I said and I chuckled and looked away.
She shot up again and pulled her dress up her thighs to straddle my lap with her knees squeezing down between Daryl’s and my hips. I glanced down. Her dress was so high, her black lace thong panties were visible to me. She pushed her hips up harder to rub herself against my groin and she pulled her hair up over her shoulder and leaned close to my ear. She pushed her fingers through my hair, darted the point of her tongue around my ear, and tittered. Her scent of cinnamon and cedar filled my nose. “It fucking turns you on, don’t think I can’t tell,” she groaned in my ear.
“You’re getting out of control, baby,” I said.
“Do I give good blow jobs, honey?” she said with a pouting, innocent expression close to my face.
“You know they’re the best I’ve ever had,” I said to her.
She hung one hand from my neck and leaned far over sideways to wrap her other hand around the far side of Daryl’s neck. She put her face as close to his as she had been to mine. “He says I give the best blow jobs ever!” she said, and she dropped her mouth open, darted her tongue over his lips and laughed.
She pulled herself back to me but kept her hand wrapped around his neck. “Cause of my tongue inside my mouth, isn’t it, baby,” she said. She knew it was — I told her many times how it blows my mind, the way she swirls it madly around me inside her mouth. She loved giving head.
“That’s a big part of it, yeah,” I had to agree.
She leaned over to put her forehead against Daryl’s forehead. She kissed him fully on the lips. I just watched. “He says it’s because of what I do with my tongue inside my mouth around his cock,” she shouted to him with a serious expression.
“Jo,” I snickered and I looked the other way. I tried to haul her body back but she fought me off and tugged herself tighter against Daryl. He spread his arms over the back of the couch giving a signal of complete innocence.
She hung from him and laid the side of her head against his chest with her face against his neck and she reached for my wrist and tugged my hand down to her abdomen. She slid her hand over my hand and used her fingers to lift the waist of her panties from her abdomen. I gasped and looked around but she didn’t seem to have any concerns. Under the front of her panties, she slid her fingers down to pick out my middle finger, and she pulled at the tip and pushed it down between the lips of her pussy. She was running wet.
She pushed hard against Daryl’s chest and sat on my lap again, tight up against me. She held my wrist tightly in her fist and didn’t let me extract my hand from under her panties, or my finger from inside the cleft of her sopping pussy lips. She kissed me passionately and flicked her tongue over my lips and teeth.
“Its just Daryl,” she said into my ear and she tucked both her hands under the edge of my t-shirt and scratched at my sides with all her nails. “Didn’t you guys already share a girl before?” she said in a light, high-pitched and innocent voice. She ran her hands all the way up under my shirt and massaged my bare chest.
“That was different,” I said.
She collapsed against me and moaned with frustration. “It turned me on a lot! when you told me,” she said and she breathed hard on my neck.
It’s true that Daryl and I shared an apartment one year and though it was initially a mix-up — or so she said — we ended up sharing a girlfriend for awhile. It was just one of those whack things that can take place in college. We laughed about it at the time — everybody knew nothing was serious.
“You told her about that?” Daryle called over and he nudged me with his elbow. He chuckled and shook his head. I only shrugged.
Jo tittered and carefully stepped her knees from over my lap to over his lap, and wrapped her hands around the back of his neck the way she had been wrapping her hands around mine. She rocked her forehead into his forehead and looked over at me with dark, wide eyes and she slowly, deliberately, took his wrist in her hand.
Her dress was as far up her hips over him as it was when she was straddling my lap. She kept staring at me, and I at her, even as she lifted the waist of her panties and took his hand down inside. I couldn’t see, but I could tell that she was singling out the tip of his middle finger, and that she was pulling and pushing it further down inside her panties. I could tell she pushed him into her wet lips when her eyes, still locked on mine, glazed over and her lips fluttered closed as her mouth dropped open.
She left his hand inside her panties and draped both hands around his neck and bit her lip looking at him. He glanced at me and we both knew he was fingering my wife, but I only shrugged and shook my head. What else could I do?
“He also told me . . . ” she said to him, but she glanced over at me. “ . . . that he got off on watching you with that girl.” She drew her gaze back to his eyes she stared up closely into, and she touched the bottom of the middle of her top lip with the point of her tongue. “Wasn’t she his girlfriend first?” she said to him, before she tilted her head, closed her eyes, and parted her mouth. She kissed him deeply and fully and I could hear her moans. I glanced down to see the front of her panties bulge and move with his fingers inside her, and I saw her hips rotate against his touch.
He rolled his head over the back of the couch toward me. I rolled my head toward his face, too. “Whose was she first?” he said.
“Mine,” I said, and we clinked our beer cans.
“Just so you know . . . ” he said. My wife pulled his t-shirt up over his chest and ducked her head down between her rounded shoulders to kiss and lick his nipples right in front of me. “ . . . I got off lots of times watching her do you too,” he said and we both chuckled and clinked cans again.
I watched as though it was just a movie as my wife slid like molasses down over the edge of the couch and onto her knees between his legs.
“I knew you were spying,” I said to him.
“I mean,” he said with a shrug, “she was fucking hot and she knew it too, she didn’t care — she liked it. It was like watching a 3D porn flick!” he laughed.
I glanced down at his lap. My wife had spread her hair widely over his lap to hide the fact she was opening his pants and tugging down his fly. I raised my eyes back up to Daryl’s face.
“What’s your wife doing?” he said with a grin.
Jo snorted and looked up at him. She glanced at me and rolled her eyes then looked at him and said, “Just never you mind, go on talking,” she said, and her shoulders came up, her head dropped down, and she fanned her hair out around his whole lap and tucked both arms under it.
“Jesus H. Christ,” I said, and I scanned around the room. It was only louder, darker, and more crowded than before. No one could see unless they looked over their shoulders and down below themselves.
Daryl rolled his head back and lifted his face to the ceiling. “Shit!” he groaned long and deeply and his body sank deeper into the couch.
I could hear my wife’s voice moan and titter, but it was muffled. I shook my head and chuckled. “Just like old times, I guess, right?” I said to him.
“Say the word, buddy,” he said, “and I’ll stop her.”
Jo lifted her face from his lap. Strings of saliva stretched from her glossy lips to the head of his cock and she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “Should we go somewhere?” she said, looking over her shoulder and around at the forest of legs behind her. She openly stroked his cock in her hand and when she turned back to it, she paused to look at me with a grin and she kissed the side of his cock and rubbed her cheek and eye and nose around the head of it until she sank her mouth back down over it, deep and thoroughly. I could see her cheeks and lips move — she was doing that thing with her tongue on him like a water snake writing around him.
I exhaled sharply and jutted my jaw sideways. She was right. I was turned on watching her go down on him. I found her hand and tugged her off his lap. She fought me and dug in, groaning her disapproval through muffled cries as she pumped on his cock, but I pulled her wrist harder and dragged her up onto her feet.
She reached out as she rose and snatched Daryl’s wrist in her hand barely letting him have a chance to do up his fly and button. His erection stuck out and she looked down over her shoulder and tittered. “Did I do that?” she said, hanging her finger from her bottom lip with exaggerated innocence.
“Got to be rooms upstairs, no?” I said, and I tugged her behind me. She tugged Daryl behind her and we wormed our way through the crowded room looking for the stairs. But we found an elevator instead, oddly. Must have been some old rich couple’s house before. I pressed the button and Jo hung her hand over my shoulder from behind and bit her tongue staring at Daryl.
She took her hand off me and hung her head as though suddenly shy, and she tugged the edge of her dress down to straighten it and pressed her palms into her bare thighs below the hem. She walked in her heels slowly toward him placing one foot directly in front of the other. She glanced over her shoulder when she got to him and chuckled at me. And then she placed her hands on his shoulders and brought her face up to his. He wrapped his hands around her waist and pulled her tightly against him.
I still had my phone in my hand. I put it up to my face and took a picture of the cute couple. That’s the picture on the cover of this book. The elevator door opened and without breaking the kisses and the petting, Daryl and my wife side-walked through the gliding stainless steel door and into the tiny box.
I followed as the door caught me and I needed to stuff myself in against them. They continued to neck and gyrate their hips against each other, even as I could feel every movement against my body, the elevator was so small.
“We good, buddy?” Daryl said to me twisting to find me over his shoulder.
I squinted at him and sucked air through my clenched teeth.
My wife looked over her shoulder at me as well. With her face and hair pushed into his face, she said, with eyes dark and glassy, “Are you going to share me with your friend too?” She inhaled with a jagged breath and her chest heaved up and into his chest.
Daryl and Jo both stared at me. We were all as close together as though stuck in a phone booth. Seconds stretched out like looking through binoculars backwards. I felt vertigo and would have wobbled in my knees and maybe even collapsed, if the elevator box was any bigger.
Jo bit her lip and stamped her heel into the floor and emitted a tiny, high-pitched whine. Her fingers scrunched into the skin of his neck and her hips pushed hard into his. They were grinding against each other against me.
“You say the word, buddy,” Daryl said.
My wife pushed her face into mine and nuzzled hard as a cat to make me turn to give her my ear. “I’m so fucking wet,” she said losing all her breath.
I shut my eyes and gritted my teeth until my jaw bulged.
“It’s just sex, right?” Jo whispered in my ear and she pushed my chin up with the side of her finger, and when I raised my face, she sank her lips on mine and invaded my mouth with her swirling tongue. Her tiny moans were so needful, so mournful. I had relied on the “It’s just sex” excuse when she busted me for cheating on a business trip out of town. She forgave me. She laughed about it, even.
“We can talk about it later, okay?” she whispered in my ear and she bit it too hard. She could barely breathe. I felt her body course up and down with waves of shivering quakes.
I exhaled. I was in hard place. I nodded.
My wife groaned loudly against my ear and inhaled with a deep gasp. “Take my panties off for him, then,” she said, and she pushed her face into his face roughly and sank her lips around his lips fully. She arched in her back and jutted her hips and ass out behind her.
I looked down and she wiggled her ass against my legs and pushed Daryl against the wall.
I squatted down and lifted the edge of her dress up around her hips. I tucked my fingers inside the waist of her panties and I tugged them down over her ass, down her thighs that they stretched between, and down over her knees. She slowly, carefully, lifted one heeled foot up and then the other, and I held her panties for her as she stepped out of them.
Her dress fell back down and I stood up and rolled her panties in my hand and stuffed them in my pocket. The elevator doors opened and Jo laughed and pulled Daryl out behind her. She darted down the dark hallway tittering and yanking him behind her and he followed her, both of them seeming to forget I was even there anymore.
She found a door and creaked it open and peered inside. She flicked on the light and tugged him in and nearly closed the door on me, but I stuck my foot in it and when I opened it and came in, she was hanging from his shoulders and necking with him again, stepping backward and pulling him to the edge of the big bed.
I spotted a chair in the corner lost in a shadow and sat down. I’m not ashamed to say I opened my pants and took my cock out. My wife glanced over her shoulder at me, looked down in my lap, and laughed, before she reached around Daryl’s waist and pulled up his t-shirt and tugged it over his head and extended arms and tossed it over at me.
She lifted her face to his and kissed him more even as her elbows poked out sideways and her hands worked for the second time that evening at his pants. She squatted down the front of his body and pulled his pants, and his underpants, down with her body. She held them for him to step out of.
And then she stood again, pressed her body into his, and shrugged to let one shoulder strap, and then the other, fall down her arms. She hooked her thumbs in them and tugged till her dress peeled down her body and hung limply from her waist. She wasn’t wearing a bra.
She looked over her shoulder at me and made as though to reach and fail to find the tab of the little zipper down her back to her ass. I came up behind her and pulled it down for her, and her dress fell from her hips and bunched around her ankles on the floor. She gingerly stepped out of it and I picked it up and draped it over the arm of my chair, keeping it safe for her, and I sat back down.
My wife chuckled and pressed her fingers into Daryl’s chest until the backs of his calves caught the edge of the bed and he fell back onto his back under her. They were both completely naked. I darted up and pulled the chain of the lamp on the bedside table and went back to the door and flicked out the big overhead light.
Jo looked over her shoulder where she had knelt on the edge of the bed with her knees around his hips, her arm stretched down in front of her naked body, her fingers sliding up and down over the head and shaft of his erection, and she smiled at me and said, “Thank you!” in a sweet voice.
I nodded.
“Would you like him to lick my pussy now?” she said in that overly innocent voice, still twisted around staring at me, still stroking his cock down below her tummy.
I swallowed and clenched my eyes. “Uh-huh,” I said.
She puffed air out her nose and grinned with the tip of her tongue caught between her teeth and looked down at Daryl’s face sunk into the bed below her. “He says for you to lick my tight little wifey pussy, do you think you can do that for him?” she said.
He snorted and his hands gripped her thighs were they flexed holding her up over his lap, and they slid up and around to grasp her ass cheeks that he squeezed and pulled hard.
“Gently!” Jo said with mock annoyance and she glanced at me through fallen strands of her hair and rolled her eyes. She shuffled on her knees up over his stomach, his ribs, and his chest, until, balancing herself with one hand out against the headboard, she pulled her hair from her chest to see down below her hips, and she bent at her knees and waist and slowly lowered her pussy down over his mouth.
He gripped her hips in his hands and held her still. Her knees spread wider and her back sank down, arching deeply. Her head rolled back and she gripped the top of the headboard in both her hands. Her fingers curled and her knuckles whitened. “Oh fuck!” she groaned to the ceiling and her thighs quaked. She rolled her head back over sideways to me and we looked at one another through strands of her hair until she bit her lip, shut her eyes, and exhaled sharply and voicelessly.
The music below made the floor vibrate and the dim light of the bedside lamp made my wife’s nude and undulating body glow. He tickled his fingers up her sides and she squealed. When he stopped, I heard the wet sounds of his mouth on her pussy. She shook again and cried out to the ceiling. He kept her on tenterhooks like that until, with her hips thrusting at his face, her groans loud enough to hear out the door, and her body clenching as stiff as a board, he didn’t stop, and she burst like a damn and inhaled deeply before everything seemed to leave her body, and she collapsed down over him and laughed lightly.
She glanced at me and smiled and widened her eyes and bit her lip. She was having a lot of fun. I stroked my cock. It had been a long time since Daryl and I had a girl like her. Nothing felt wrong about it, as long as no one saw.
She moved down his body and completely enveloped his cock deep in her mouth and she corkscrewed her body over his and moaned on him loud enough for me to hear. She laughed when she came up over him and twisted around to reach for and find his cock, wet from her saliva all over again, behind her ass standing up hard. She tickled it with her reaching fingernails and she laughed before she gripped it like a huge pencil and drew circles with the head against her sopping, hanging pussy lips. When she sank her hips down, her lips parted and folded around the head of his cock, and she let go, dropped down on her elbows, and she kissed his chest, his neck, and his jaw. She pushed her hips further down and I watched my friend’s cock disappear inside my wife’s pussy.
She pulled herself up straight and arched her back hard to jut her chest out into his massaging hands, and she balanced herself with her extended fingers pressing into his chest, and rocked on him, pulling her hips forward and back, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy.  She bit her tongue and chuckled down at him with a grin.
She rode him like that before she turned to me, still rocking on him, still fucking him. “Oops,” she said, full of breath. “I forgot to ask you if you wanted your friend to fuck me,” she said to me and she tittered, but it was cut short by a gasp of deeper pleasure. I could see his cock coated in her glisten, penetrate her and emerge from her, hard and long.
He pushed her over and she yelped and squealed and shot her legs up to the ceiling and grappled with her fingers to tug his hips greedily back down to her hips. He got on his hands and knees and lowered his ass between her thighs and she pulled at his back and neck and hair and lifted her head off the pillow to mash her mouth into his mouth. She wrapped her legs around his waist and drove her heels hard down into his lower back. The sucking, sloshy sounds of Daryl fucking my sweet wife’s pussy hard and deep filled the room.
My wife’s hands shot down and reached out straight to her sides. Her hands rolled and her fingers grasped and she twisted them up in the sheets and tugged. He continued to pound her body into the bed and grind his hips down into hers, and she arched her back far up and pushed her hips back up into his. Her head thrashed side to side and her dark hair whipped over the white bed. She inhaled deeply and lost her breath and rolled her head up on its top and sideways, to face me. Her eyes opened in slits. Glassy and dark, her eyes flared and her mouth pumped like she was a fish on the bottom of a boat. She slapped the bed with her hands and pushed her chest up higher. With her eyes barely open to mine, she climaxed.
When she recovered, she hid her face in her hands and laughed and squealed and she looked at me and said, “Sorry!”
Daryl was rough with her though and she shrieked when he rolled her over and hauled up her hips in front of him where he knelt. He tossed her around and she squealed and whined until, on her elbows and knees with her ass high up in the air behind her and her breasts mashed down into the bed below her, he gripped her hips hard and penetrated her forcefully. She lifted her face to me and clenched her eyes and grimaced her mouth. Her hands tore at the sheets and her toes curled.
Daryl slapped her ass hard and she squealed. He rammed her and her body jolted over the bed. When he pulled out and gripped the back of his thighs and arched hard with his face lifted toward the ceiling, my wife shuffled quickly under him and gobbled his cock deeply in her mouth.
Her cheeks puffed out and her throat swallowed, but she coudn’t take it all and his cum gushed from the corners of her lips and she pulled off and breathed. More of his cum shot across her face in long, heavy arcs, and she pushed his cock down so his cum shot in gobs over her chin, her neck, and her breasts and stomach. She tittered and wrapped her lips around his cock again and sucked until he fell over and rolled on his back.
My wife, exhausted, pulled herself up on her elbow and rolled sideways to look up at me. Great gobs of cum hung from her hair and cheeks, cum dribbled from her mouth despite how she lapped her tongue around her lips to catch it, and more gobs hung in long strings from her chin. Splotches of cum hung from her chest and stomach. She stared at me and rubbed it into her nipple.
“Find something to clean me up?” she said with raised eyebrows. There was a bathroom on the side of the bedroom and I found a towel. She watched as I wiped Daryl’s cum from all over her body. She knelt on the edge of the bed to bring her face up to me to allow me to clean it too, and before I finished, she sank her mouth over my mouth and kissed me deeply.
Daryl came back to and we all laughed as they got dressed. We left the party together and took an Uber home. As the car idled, my wife slid over the seat to the door I held open, and she stopped. “Should he come up?” she said to me.
I rolled my eyes and nudged my head and we all piled out. “Come on,” I said to Daryl.
In the elevator on the way up — bigger than the last one — my wife stood beside me but in front of Daryl, and she stepped back and snickered with her hands behind her back, feeling up Daryl’s crotch as if I couldn’t tell.
We sat around the counter in the kitchen having a late snack and a night cap. “Soooo . . . “ my wife said. She rolled her eyes back and forth with a deep grin on her face. “ . . . who gets me tonight?” She ducked her head and laughed and peaked at me sideways through her hair.
We had a guest room in our condo. Daryl and I both looked down and said nothing.
“How did you guys decide before, where the girl slept?” she said.
We both chuckled and shook our heads. “Rock Paper Scissors?” Daryl finally admitted, raising his face up to my wife sheepishly.
“Seriously?” she said dropping her mouth wide open.
“The way it was,” I shrugged and grinned.
“Well boys,” Jo said. “Time’s a wasting’,” she said with a smile and a flash of her eyes.
Daryl won the best of three. Jo squealed and shrieked and leaped on her toes and threw her arms around his neck. I slumped at the counter and watched with my head hanging as Jo hurriedly pulled Daryl behind her down the hall to the guest room.
She glanced over her shoulder at me and giggled. “No peaking!” she said with a wide grin.
“Why not?” I heard Daryl’s voice ask her as she shut the door.
“Privacy!” Jo said like it was obvious, and the door clicked shut.
I went past the closed door and paused to listen. I heard murmuring and laughing and squeals and then the muffled moans of my wife. I could hear, later, the bed bang the wall and realized we’d have to drag it away from the wall a few inches. For the future. If this were to go down again . . . 




My wife finally learned to let go, with my friend

“Why don’t you have Sex with a Stranger?” Daryl said to my wife Courtney with a smirk. He glanced at me and I looked away and out past the overhanging thatch roof to the sunset-sparkling sea beyond the long beach, and snorted. We put our drink menus down and he motioned to the server to come back.
“But you’re not a stranger,” she said to him dead-pan, turning to him at our patio table and dropping on him her dead-serious, open-mouth, big-eyes, innocent expression. She held it, too, for at least two beats, before she squealed at her own daredevilry, ducking down nearly under the table with her face buried in her hands, and shaking with laughter.
She came back up red, both from her first drink — usually her last — and from playing around with flirty talking. It was my first clue she wasn’t being her normal, cautious, and responsible self. I made a note of it.
“I’m sorry, honey,” she said, pouting out her bottom lip and tilting her head. She reached over the table to clutch my forearm in her hand and she rubbed my skin with her thumb sliding back and forth harshly. “That was uncalled for,” she said.
It was as risqué a moment as she’d ever shown me in the five years I’d known her. Courtney never let go, she was never irresponsible, and she never did anything reckless or without careful planning. That was the professional head-nurse in her.
But every now and then — especially lately — she’d been showing cracks in her armour. She was lately more intrigued by flirting. It wasn’t overt and she’d always shoot me glances at parties or dinners or pubs, when she did or said something as though to seek permission, but it was on the increase.
I was intrigued by it, too. Shouldn’t she get to have some fun, too, I couldn’t help thinking. Every time she showed one of those tiny cracks, like now, teasing Daryl with that comment and that look, I felt my pulse quicken. I could feel her thrill vicariously, even if she covered it well. She hid it to all but the most discerning and knowledgeable eyes — mine. But maybe my constant pushing on her to open up and let loose a little was starting to have an effect.
“Let’s bring our drinks and walk along the beach,” I said.
“Sorry, not allowed,” Courtney leaned back in her wicker chair and pursed her half-grinning lips at me. She clasped her hands together over her ribs as though to state that that was that.
“She always like this?” Daryl said, knowing full well she was, and he scanned around the covered outdoor patio like me, checking over our shoulders. He didn’t have to say it, he was down with anything that broke the rules, official, social, it didn’t matter. That was the app developer in him.
“I told you,” I said to him, drawing my glass up under my t-shirt. “Courtney won’t try anything that has even a whiff of bring wrong,” I said as though she wasn’t right in front of me.
She gasped with exastperation. “I beg your pardon!” she said. She kicked me under the table hard enough I groaned and bent down to rub my shin. “Somebody’s forgetting something!” she said with her eyes bulging out.
Daryl grinned and turned his face sideways with his eyes deep in their corners. I smirked at him. “Last night,” I said, and I grabbed the railing around the patio and hopped over and dropped down to the sand.
“Oh my god!” Courtney gasped and she looked around too, but for her, it was in case anyone heard and might surmise that she agreed to try 69 with me in bed last night.
She liked it. But it took until morning for her to tell me just how much.
Daryl laughed and followed me over the railing. We both looked up. Court wasn’t sitting along the railing, so it took her a couple of seconds to lean over and find us below her looking back up at her and snickering like two boys.
“Jump!” he cried with a hushed shout and he bent over laughing, because of course she wouldn’t.
“Try it, hon,” I said up to her. “Just this one night — do something wrong!” I grinned at her. “Hand me your drink.”
I really wanted her to allow herself to have more fun. This weekend was feeling more and more like a breakthrough was coming.
“I don’t see the point of this,” she said, but her voice quavered and she glanced around behind her.
Daryl took the opportunity to leap back up onto the railing and he leaned over and snatched her drink from the table and dropped back down into the sand with it.
“Hey!” she cried out.
“Oh!” he feigned surprise. “Did you want to have some sex with a stranger, too?” he said to her grinning, and he pretended to drink her drink.
“You’re both in so much trouble!” she seethed, but she was also grinning. It was one of those cracks — she knew it was wrong to take drinks out of the bar and onto the sand, but she was intrigued by the challenge enough to grin, at least.
“Come down!” I smiled wildly up at her. “Take a taste of a different life!”
I was amazed she even thought about it, to be honest. She scanned behind herself again and looked down at me with her eyes wide and her mouth pursed tightly.
“Look out,” she said, and she threw her leg over the top of the railing, hung from it a moment, and dropped down between us.
Daryl caught her with his arms around her stomach from behind to hold her up and give her balance. She only slowly twisted around and lifted her face to his, and even more slowly did she push down on his arms in front of her stomach, and free herself from his clasp.
She pushed strands of her hair from her face, tucked them behind her ear, took her drink from his hand without looking at him, sipped it, and said to me full of innocence, “What next?”
I grinned at her. She was challenging me. She was telling me she was ready for bad girl behaviour.
I laughed out loud and we all turned to head out toward the edge of the water. Daryl raised his hands over his head and bounced his hips into my wife’s hips, and though she staggered and yelped and caught my shoulder to regain her balance, she shot her hips back at him doubly hard, enough to send him sprawling.
“Sorry!” she gasped and she laughed and covered her mouth with her hand. She reached to grab his arm before he tumbled and I snatched her glass out of her hand just as she lost her balance and fell down in the soft sand with him.
I stood there laughing and sipping my drink holding her drink up as Daryl fell in slow motion managing to keep his drink above his head with his rotating wrist, keeping it upright all the way, even as my wife stumbled against his body and fell down on top of him.
They rolled together and my wife laughed so hard, she shook in a fetal-position, making no sound at all, so little could she breathe.
Daryl got up on his knees and moved over her curled up body. He reached down as he looked up at me. “Your wife ticklish?” he said, and Courtney squealed even before he touched her
“I don’t actually know, why don’t you find out?” I said with a grin. I was enthralled by my emerging wife. Something about being out of town, on the beach, at night, a couple of drinks — or maybe it was Daryl that was the difference — but she had a different glow to her eye and a devilish curl to her grin. I liked it.
Courtney squirmed and kicked under him but he seized both her wrists in his one hand, twisted his glass into the sand to stand it up with his other hand, and he grabbed her by her side. She bucked and yelled and thrashed under him, arching her back deeply in an attempt to throw him off her hips and she tried to roll sideways under him, one way and the other.
Daryl made a show of being calm and in control, holding her hands down over her head and lightly skimming the back of his fingernails over her exposed stomach and sides under him as he looked up at me.
“I think she likes it, actually,” he said with a grin.
I sipped my drink and grinned right back at him. I crossed my legs, lifted both drinks in front of my chest, and managed to lower myself to sitting in the sand beside them without spilling anything.
“I do not!” Court grimaced and she both chuckled and groaned under him. She was wearing a low-slung loose white top and sky-blue shorts and sandals. She pushed her head back to find me upside down behind her. “Your friend is molesting your wife, hello!” she said with mock alarm on her face.
He responded by clutching his fingers back into the bare skin of her exposed ribs further up her body the more her top rode up on her. She shrieked as her body went into contorted spasms and her knees came up behind his back and she kicked his shoulders from behind.
He stretched himself out over her, pushing his legs down over her legs to pin them under him, even while he reached up to continue holding her wrists down over her head.
Court rolled her hips under his, and she pushed them up and rolled with her chest and head, too, her whole body writhing under him. “Let me go, I said!” she seethed at him with a heavy breath and heaving chest, but she wasn’t trying as hard as she could.
“What’s the husband say?” he looked up at me. “His call, if I understand my marriage vows,” he said with a grin up at me. His face was low to hers. Her chest, arched by her back and heaving from her heavy breath, pushed up into his neck.
“Oh my god!” Courtney shrieked. “You probably believe that too!” she cried out loud and struggled harder against his weight holding her down.
“Give her a kiss,” I shrugged. “See if that settles her down.”
“Oh my god!” she shrieked louder and she shot her had back into the sand to find me behind her. “What is the matter with you?” She looked genuinely shocked.
“Oops, is it wrong?” I asked her with mock-innocence, and I sipped my drink and snorted.
“Yes it’s wrong!” she shouted with a hushed voice and she shook her head at me with her mouth dropped open.
That’s when Daryl dropped down over her face and kissed her lips.
She shrieked and kicked her knees up again and rolled side to side under him with renewed vigour. “I can’t believe you did that!” she cried out, but she was laughing too hard to give full voice to her attempt at genuine rage and disgust.
“Come here baby,” he said, and he puckered his mouth with exaggeration and lowered his lips to hers again.
Courtney threw her head side to side and the muscles in her arms and stomach and legs flexed and released, but she couldn’t get out from under him. “Gross!” she shrieked, but she laughed too. “This is wrong!” she shouted, but her eyes found mine and for only a moment, we connected. She held her gaze on mine as though she was checking in.
Daryl held her jaw in his hand and pushed his lips against hers. She squealed and clenched her eyes tightly shut, but the longer the kiss lasted, the less her body bucked and contorted under him, and the more her squeals and shrieks of alarm and rage transformed into quieter moans and internal gasps.
Finally Daryl came up off her mouth and snickered looking down at her from very close.
Courtney only slowly pushed her head back to find me again with her eyes upside down. “Aren’t you going to stop your friend?” she said, but it was in a decidedly softer voice.
“Am I supposed to?” I grinned. “Does it feel wrong?” I said to her.
She heaved her chest from breathing so hard but the struggle was gone from her body. “Yes,” she said, straight up. “It feels very wrong.”
“And yet,” I said, raising my eyebrows at her as I drank a little more drink and stared off toward the setting sun.
Daryl pushed up from her and got onto his feet to offer her his hand and she took it so he could pull her up. She dusted sand off her ass and hair and we all started walking further down the beach.
Court was between us and we had our arms around each other’s waists. I reached over and snatched at Daryl’s arm and pulled it around my wife’s waist. She glanced up at me with deep, dark, and wide eyes. But she didn’t push his arm off her.
“You looked like you enjoyed that,” I said to her with a grin.
“You act like you enjoyed it!” she replied with a shocked exaggeration.
“No one’s asking me,” said Daryl, “but I loved it. Got a little feel in there, too,” he said looking past her to me.
“Where?” I said, feigning innocent curiosity.
Courtney slapped my stomach and pursed her lips at me.
“Right here,” he said, and he reached over and grabbed my wife’s left breast.
She curled over and shrieked and covered her body with her arms and hands. “Would you try to control yourself?” she said with exasperation. “My god!” she shrieked.
“Not here?” I said, and I grabbed her ass and squeezed her hard.
“Stop that!” she cried out, but she tittered too. It was another of those cracks.
“Oh yeah,” Daryl said, “there too, for sure,” he said, and he grabbed her ass and squeezed her.
“I am warning you, Daryl!” she said to him. “One more time!”
“Let him have another squeeze, hon,” I said to her as we sauntered further away from the beach bars and restaurants, further into the shadows. “He’s not getting any these days, he told me.”
Even as Daryl massaged her ass behind us — I only knew because, with her hips walking against mine, I could feel her shorts get tugged and stretched — my wife, ignoring his hand, it seemed, looked straight ahead and said, “He doesn’t deserve any either.”
“Harsh!” I chuckled. I leaned back slightly to confirm my suspicions. It was true — he was massaging her ass and she was letting him, and she didn’t know I knew.
“Well you don’t just grab a girl’s boobs like that!” she twisted toward me and dropped her jaw open with a gasp. “And you don’t hold her down to kiss her, either!” she added and she shook her head at me.
I stopped us walking and turned to face both of them so we formed a triangle. I pushed my two hands gently into both their lower backs. “How should he kiss a girl?” I said. “Show him, I don’t think he’s ever learned. Maybe we’ll figure out why he never gets himself any.”
Daryl snickered and his shoulders heaved up and down. The guy had no problems in that department. It was a joke.
“I’m not going to kiss your friend,” my wife said to me twisting toward me — but only with her face, not her body. She continued facing him with her hands on his waist, and his on hers.
I pushed them closer together. “Just one. Let me see how he tries to do it.”
She glanced at him and back at me. “He’s not going to stop at just one, though,” she said.
“Hey,” he said, “I’m a gentleman!”
“Yeah right,” Court said and she shook her head at him with a tiny grin curling up the corners of her mouth.
I only shrugged and slid my hands away from their bodies and stepped back from them a few steps. I gestured for them both to get to it.
This would have been where my earlier Courtney would have laughed, turned away, maybe slapped at me and called me silly, and that would have been the end of that.
But there was something different in the air that night. She didn’t laugh, she didn’t turn away, and she didn’t slap me or call anyone silly. Instead, she turned to face Daryl with her body square toward his, and she slid her hands lightly up from his waist to his ribs.
“Well go on, then,” she said in a voice so light and soft, I almost couldn’t hear it.
Daryl glanced past her shoulder and to me with his eyes bulging out. I quickly nodded and gestured for him to continue. I’d seen my wife infected with the thrill of thinking about doing something wrong, and I’d seen her blush and squeal and hide her face when she imagined it, or when I pushed her imagination for her.
I’d always had fun teasing that part of her. To be honest, I got a vicarious thrill myself from it, imagining my wife losing so much control of herself, she actually did something irresponsible, wrong, and unplanned.
“You’ll be sorry,” she said to me over her shoulder with a half grin. We caught and held our gazes, me with an amazed grin, she with a teasing smirk. “Careful what you wish for,” she said softly to me, and she turned back toward Daryl, slid her hands further up around his back, and raised them up to his shoulders. She lifted herself on her toes and pushed her face up to his face with her eyes dropping closed.
Like that, they kissed, and it wasn’t a friendly peck, either. They necked, they made out. I even heard a tiny, long moan escape from the back of my wife’s throat, muffled inside the kiss.
When she finally pulled away from him, she took his hand in her hand and began to walk further into the darkness. “How wrong are you willing to let me go, anyway?” she said before she twisted her face around to mine with her hair over her eyes.
We’d never spoken frankly and openly about it. I teased her about her steadfast devotion to rules and I pushed her to commit little wrong crimes — putting organics in the plastics garbage, speeding on empty country roads, not ringing through a single avocado at the self-check out. But she always maintained her stance and, though she did these things, she was always able to tell herself that it was my fault.
I knew she got off on them — I wouldn’t have kept pushing her if I didn’t sense in her the fun, the mystery, the intrigue of doing little wrong things. But she never before took the lead like that. She never before spoke openly about it.
“How wrong are you feeling like going?” I said in reply to her question.
She walked along with her hand tightly around Daryl’s hand, her face toward mine, her eyes locked on my eyes. She didn’t say anything, she only stared hard at me.
“Some rocks over there,” Daryl said, pointing down the beach.
Courtney grinned at me, she puffed air out her nose, and she pulled Daryl’s arm up her back so his hand draped over her shoulder. She walked tighter against him, wrapping her arms around his back and pressing her hip to his. We all three veered off the trail and headed across the sand to the outcropping of rocks silhouetted against the raging red sky.
Half way to them, Daryl leaned over in front of her and said to me, “You know I can’t be trusted, right?”
I snorted and grinned and we all walked on silently. I was stuck on what to say to him, until Courtney spoke for me.
“Lucas thinks I’m too afraid to ever do something wrong,” she said. She turned to me. “Isn’t that right?”
She carried on, turning back to him when I appeared stifled with silence. “He thinks I’m too responsible, too careful, too everything, and that I’m missing out on all the fun of life.”
“Well . . . ” Daryl said, and he didn’t finish the thought.
Finally my wife gasped, laughed, and hip-checked him. She also reached over the front of her body and tugged on his wrist to pull his arm tighter around her neck, and his hand further down her chest.
“You do, though, don’t you,” she said to me.
“She doesn’t know how to let go once in a while,” I said to Daryl staring straight ahead, talking about her like she wasn’t there between us.
“Ain’t no one better at letting go than me,” Daryl snorted.
We got to the rocks and around the far side, away from the lights, there were flat, comfortable parts perfect for lying on.
“He speaks truth,” I said to Court. “If you were going to go get lost with someone for a night, he’s the one you want driving that bus,” I smirked.
Daryl chuckled.
But Courtney didn’t change her expression. Still hugging his arm tightly down over her shoulder and pressing his hand, I noticed, into her breast, she raised her large, serious eyes to me. “Do you think I should try, then?” she said to me.
I gulped. It had never gotten to this point between us. She was always laughing and dismissing me even when I tried to speak to her seriously about the stress relief of not being responsible all the time. It caught me off guard. I’d never known her to be ready to take my advice.
“Do you want to?” I said.
“Well like you said,” she grinned up half of her face, “no one better, probably . . . “ She glanced behind her shoulder at Daryl and bit her lip looking up at him.
“Whoa,” Daryl said, and he tried to pull his arm away from her body. “It’s all fun and games, till somebody takes an eye out,” he said.
But Courtney gripped her hand around his wrist harder, and pushed his hand explicitly down over her breast, even with her big brown eyes on mine. “Do you want me to?” she said. “Because I can. Now.”
“Guys!” Daryl said, but both Court and I ignored him and kept staring at each other. I grinned disbelievingly and Courtney nearly gasped as she bent forward and blushed and pressed her body back into Daryl’s. We still said nothing, but her smile, her stumbling body, her hair over her face, and her eyes on fire told me everything I needed to know about where her mind was going.
I teased her on the way down to the coast about “playing around” with Daryl. She squirmed in her car seat and looked away and blushed and squeezed her hands down between her twisting thighs. It was just talk then — just laughing and teasing.
“You probably want me to, you perv!” she grinned up at me in the car.
“It’s not wrong, you know,” I grinned over at her, “if I’m right there and I’m saying it’s okay.”
“Like that would ever happen,” she said with a sheepish grin half turned to me.
After all my efforts to push my wife to loosen up, I could hardly now tell her “No.” Not when she looked more ready to try something than I’d ever seen her.
“Do me a favor, buddy,” I said to Daryl, my grin and my flaring eyes tight on my wife’s, who wore a similarly crooked grin, and looked back at me with similarly flaring eyes. “Remember Kingston.”
That was a special code phrase between us. It was a night when, above a party downstairs, this girl wanted us to share her. Only, it never ended up involving me — I sat in a chair and watched her fuck him. We laughed harder about that than almost anything else in those days. He made fun of me for getting off on watching more than doing, and I confessed to him that it was true.
Now he looked at me with a mixture of horror and amusement on his face. “You sure?” he said with suspicion.
We all sat down on the flat, warm rocks. Courtney pulled her knees up to her chest and hugged her shins. Daryl leaned against the flat rock face. I sat on the other side of the flat expanse facing the setting sun.
“What’s Kingston?” my wife said to me.
I snorted and looked down.
Daryl reached his arms around my wife’s shoulders and she lifted herself and crab walked over to resume her position, but leaning against his chest.
“Kingston,” he said, and he stared at me as he leaned his face into my wife’s hair and kissed the back of her head, “was a party where . . . “
I cut him off. “ . . . where Daryl took my girlfriend in front of me.”
Courtney gasped through a wide grin and spun around to look into Daryl’s eyes close behind her.
“She wasn’t your girlfriend,” he said.
I looked at my wife. “I watched,” I smirked up one half of my face.
“He likes to watch,” Daryl said, and he pushed his face beside hers and hugged her from behind tighter.
“Do you get off on it?” she said. She’d never spoken like that before.
“He want’s to watch me and you,” Daryl said, and he still stared at me as he kissed her neck.
I snorted. There was nothing I could say.
“What do you want to watch?” she said in an even quieter voice.
I lifted my phone to my face and took a picture of them as a way to stall for an answer. That look on her face told me she knew exactly the answers to her questions. And it told me as well that she didn’t need any further prodding. That’s the picture on the cover of this book — just when my wife said, “What do you want to watch?”
“You and him,” I said, but my voice caught and I coughed and inhaled sharply. I had to be honest, after all the ways I’d been pressing her.
“Here?” she said.
Daryl unclasped his hands from her stomach and drew them up over her ribs. She let him. He moved them over both her breasts. She only jutted her chest and let her knees fall half-way down to give him room to touch her. She dropped her hands down to her sides and gripped her hands around his ankles. His knees were flopped out sideways. She leveraged herself and sat more tightly against him.
“I think that’s the idea,” Daryl said, kissing her neck and jaw. He glanced around and I did too, but there was nobody around. He pulled his hands up over her breasts and her loose top came with his fingers until the underside of her bra cups were exposed.
She inhaled sharply through her clenched teeth and I saw her fingers wrap more tightly around his ankles and her fingernails stand up and dig down into his skin.
“Is he just doing to watch?” she said in a whisper, and though she was still looking at me — her eyes fluttered — I noted that she was talking to him now. “Is that what he did before?”
He pulled her top up further and she pushed her arms straight up over her head and invited him to keep pulling her top up. He pulled it up over her head and up her arms and put it down beside him.
She nestled back down against his chest now in only her bra. She twisted her head around and found his mouth and with her eyes closed and her tongue out, she sank into a kiss with him, emitting more of those internal moans. She arched in her back and he clasped his hands over her breasts and squeezed her.
My wife rolled against him until she was on her hands and knees, sitting back on her calves, and she tugged and laughed and pulled Daryl’s t-shirt up and over his head and arms the same way he had taken her top off. She dropped down his body and kissed and bit his nipples and kissed further down his chest.
Her ass stuck up toward me. Daryl’s hands roamed over her shoulders and back and he looked at me over her body where her elbows stuck out and her hands fell busy in his lap. He gave me the raised eyebrows and half turned face: he was asking me, is this still cool?
He already knew I liked watching. I wanted my wife to loosen up. We were on holiday. If not then, when? I thought. If not here, where? I snickered at him because he was grinning at me — he knew. I gave him the nod.
My wife bent down. I didn’t realize she’d already got his shorts undone. But I knew she had — her shoulders poked up and her head dropped down, and her hair moved in slow waves. Up and down, up and down her head slowly bobbed in his lap.
I still couldn’t believe it, even when Daryl crossed his eyes, shut them tight, and rolled his head back so heavily I could hear his skull bump the rock. I knew what she was doing, but I leaned over onto my elbow to see under her undulating hair, past her arm and her cheek, and to see her pretty mouth, her widely-stretched lips, and his cock, hard and slick with her saliva, penetrate her mouth even to the point her throat bulged at the top.
For all the prodding and nudging over the years, when it finally happened, it happened more suddenly and went further than I had, in my wildest fantasy, ever imagined.
My wife suddenly rolled over to face me and she sat back on her hands behind her, and with her bare heels in the rock, she lifted her hips off the warm flat surface.
“You should do this part,” she said and she bit her bottom lip with her hair over eyes.
I crawled over and undid the button of her shorts.
“Are you giving your wife to your friend?” she said.
I was awe-struck how she had the words and the ability to say them out loud, after so much blushing and hiding.
“I guess,” I said, and I tugged her shorts down over her ass.
She sat and lifted her legs straight. “You better be sure, because I think things are going to happen,” she said in a voice so soft and quiet, I almost didn’t hear her. “Tonight,” she whispered.
I worked her tight shorts down her legs and off her body. I reached for her panties, but she snapped her legs shut. “Those are for my boyfriend to take off me,” she said.
I darted my gaze up to Daryl over her shoulder and he gave me a shocked expression in return.
I reluctantly pulled my fingers back and crawled over the rocks to where I was sitting previously. She pushed herself up to stand facing him where he sat leaning back against the rock and she draped her hands over his shoulders. Her feet straddled his hips.
She twisted around to me below and behind her. “You have to get completely naked too, not just me,” and she bit her lip crookedly and inhaled sharply.
When she saw me get to work on my shorts, she squatted down over Daryl and kissed him sloppily and noisily all over his face and mouth. And then she pulled at his shorts and his underwear and stood up as he lifted his legs, and she staggered backward laughing and tripping as she pulled his clothes off his legs. I had to grab her by her calves to keep her from falling down into me. She dropped his clothes in my lap behind her without looking. But she did quickly check over her shoulder to see that I was naked.
Only her bra and panties remained of all our clothes. She stepped back up over Daryl’s naked body glowing in the setting rays of the sun, and she spread her feet and reached up behind her back to unclasp her bra. She let the straps fall down her arms and though she pressed the cups to her chest momentarily, she took her hand away soon enough, and her bra fell in his naked lap. She tittered and pulled her arms away from the front of her body for him.
She twisted around to me over her shoulder. “Look, I’m not shy anymore,” she said to me. She turned back to Daryl in front of her stomach. “You should lick me now,” she said in a tiny, shy voice.
Daryl looked around her hips at me behind her. I was naked and stroking my cock. I didn’t need to give him anymore assurances.
He hooked his fingers in the waist of my wife’s panties and she shivered and gasped, but she also brought her knees together and bent them. He drew her panties down her legs and she held him by his hair for balance as she lifted one leg and then the other out of the panties he held for her.
My wife was not the demanding type in bed — at least, up till then, she hand’t been. But tonight, she wrapped her fingers in his hair, she tugged on his scalp, and she bent her knees and jutted her hips to shove her bared pussy up against his mouth.
“Lick me, motherfucker!” she groaned down at him.
Daryl shot me a glance and on his face was the look of shock and awe. That was until my wife shoved her hips forward and mashed her pussy against his mouth.
I watched from a few feet behind as my wife gasped and moaned out loud, and undulated her hips against Daryl’s face, rotating them and thrusting them against him.
She fell forward into the rock face above his head and he leaned his head back and ate her out from directly below. My wife hugged the rock, and with her legs spread and standing on her toes, she began to thrust her hips like she was fucking standing up. Her toes curled and her fingers dug into the rock. I heard her moans rise in pitch and shorten. I could see the muscles down her back ripple.
She cried, “Oh fuck!” and she laid her cheek sideways into the rock, facing the dying red sun. He hands pushed up the backs of her calves, over the backs of her knees and up the backs of her thighs until he grasped her ass cheeks and squeezed them and pulled them apart and pushed his face up harder into her from below.
My wife’s head rolled back and her eyes clenched shut. She stopped breathing and her body shook like a leaf. Suddenly she collapsed down onto him and looked like honey the way she poured herself over his body. She laughed lightly and breathed hard.
“Oops, sorry,” she whispered and she dabbed her fingers at the corners of his mouth. His whole face was glistening from her. “It crept up on me,” she tittered.
He pushed her down onto her back and she instinctively spread her legs and pushed them up straight. She laughed when he came forward onto his knees between her legs, and she squealed with delight when his cock brushed against her bare stomach.
She pushed his ass from behind and moaned like a woman denied and opened her mouth and reached with her tongue, whining until he moved on his knees over her and pushed his cock in her swirling mouth.
She arched deeply and groaned loudly, if muffled, when he began to fuck her mouth. He pulled out and she laughed and licked her lips and caught her breath. When he dragged his cock down the middle of her bare breasts, she squeezed them together and laughed when he fucked her tits. She arched so hard she saw me behind her, upside down. We said nothing.
She glanced at me jerking myself off and she smiled and turned back to Daryl over her.
She whined at him again and grinned and pushed his body down. She captured his waist with her legs and locked her ankles together in the small of his back. When the head of his cock touched her soaking pussy, she arched again and moaned loudly. Her head laid down between my ankles. Daryl raised himself over her with his hands planted beside her ears and he hovered his hips above hers for what felt like an eternity of a pause.
My wife breathed hard and her back arched. Her fingernails dug into the skin of his biceps and her thighs flexed as she tugged with her hips on his. The head of his cock nestled in the cleft of her pussy. It’s glisten caught the dying red light of the sky. He plunged down into her and she cried to the sky and moaned even louder when he withdrew back up and out of her.
I could see his cock, wet to the point of running with her. He plunged back down into my wife and her body twisted and spasmed and she rocked her hips up into his and pulled his shoulders down to kiss him.
I stroked my cock leaning against the rock with my wife’s head thrashing side to side between my feet, her hair whipping over my ankles. The sound of his cock ploughing her slushy pussy was louder than the waves crashing up the beach.
My wife rolled over and got down on her elbows and knees and arched even more to thrust her ass up to Daryl where he knelt behind her. Her eyes were clamped shut with her face three feet from my face. He rammed her from behind enough to jolt her lungs and make her moans jerk. She climaxed like that, loud and trembling.
She pushed him under her and rode him, she turned around and rode him backward, facing me, but not looking at me — I was no longer of significance  — and they fucked on their sides facing the last of the light, her leg up and hooked back around his, the better to thrust herself against his thrusts into her.
She made him lie on his back under the black sky so she could finish him in her mouth. She sucked and stroked and moaned on him, and when he erupted in her, she cried but she did not disengage with her lips. I saw her throat swallow. She’d never tried that before, not with me.
When he finally laid back spent and exhausted, she pulled up from him and laid also on her back beside him. She only patted the rock on her other side without lifting her face or looking, and I understood and crawled up beside her. She held Daryl by one hand and me by the other. We nodded off like that, naked under the black night sky, all of us spent.
We had two rooms at the rustic hotel, adjoined with an old-fashioned doorway in the wall. We got ready for bed, but after I climbed in, Courtney crawled over me on her hands and knees. She was wearing only her satin cami.
“Just going to say goodnight, okay?” she whispered.
We stared at each other from very close for several seconds. Finally, I said, “Should I wait up?”
She sank into my chest and laughed and squealed with shyness. But she laughed and got up over me again. “Just for a bit, okay?” She ducked down and kissed my nose and dove off the bed.
The door was already unlocked. She tapped with her nails but didn’t wait for a reply. She was already squealing before the door was closed behind her. I heard laughing and sheirking and murmuring, and then nothing at all. Minutes later, I heard a gasp, and then louder moans, and soon, the rhythmic bump of the bed against the wall directly behind me.
I got out of bed and carefully opened the door. My wife was riding him, again. She noticed me and shrieked and ducked to hide her face. But crouching and facing the wall, she continued to fuck him, and to climax again, on him.
I found the chair and stroked myself to orgasm timed perfectly to Daryl’s eruption inside her. 
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