The Wife (MF, wife, drunk, nc)

I was single, a couple of years out of college and living alone in an apartment.  The apartment complex was quite large, and located in a nice suburb.  The other dwellers were a mix of young people, young married couples and people in transition – newly divorced or separated.  Although I knew people just in passing, I really only know one or two of my immediate neighbors.  Therefore, when I was invited to a block party thrown by some young ladies in the building across the courtyard, I was pretty excited at the prospect.  After all, it was summer, I was young, single, always up for a party and always interested in meeting young ladies. 

I was a little disappointed that the hosts were all accompanied by their respective boyfriends, but everyone was pretty nice, and the alcohol loosened everyone up.  People walked around introducing themselves by, “Hey, I know you, you drive that red Celica”, or “Yeah, you always leave at the same time I do!”  I got onto a conversation with a older couple (older than me!– he was in his late 40’s, she was 40ish) who, as it turned out, lived about four apartments down from me.  Like me, they had a ground-floor walk out, and had chosen that particular building because the back faced the woods, affording us some semblance of privacy.  Newly married on their second marriages,  I recognized the wife from the seeing her tend the flowers on their patio.  He was a good looking man for his age, knew it, and acted it.  She was attractive, albeit a little overweight, but still sexy in a mature way.  She had very nice breasts, and the curve of her ass (my favorite area!) and lower back  was quite attractive.  We struck up a conversation, but the husband only chimed in periodically, more intent in sizing up the many attractive young ladies at the party.   I got the immediate impression he was pretty shallow, and really considered himself quite a catch.  Soon, he drifted off to chat up a group of young ladies, impressing them (I guess!) with his style and wit.

The wife was very nice.  She told me that they were in the apartment saving money for a new house.  The husband was pretty strapped from his first marriage, but given her alimony, her income and the fact he was a lawyer, they figured they would only be there for a year.  I also got the distinct impression that she was somewhat starved for attention – despite the fact they had had been married for only a year, the husband certainly had a wandering eye and didn’t seem to care what she thought.  We had a nice conversation, and then drifted off in our separate ways.  

The next time I saw them, they were seated with a group of people my age, including one of the few people I knew from the apartment complex.  I joined in, introductions were given, and we proceeded to talk about various subjects.  At this point, it became very apparent to me that the wife was pretty intoxicated.  Given that there were apparently no unattached young ladies at this party, my prospects for the evening were mostly theoretical, so I turned my attention to flirting with the wife, who seemed to enjoy my attention.  Her husband, sitting on the other side, was much more intent on impressing the other ladies with stories of his legal prowess.   The wife and I gabbed about people we’ve seen around the complex, she agreed with my assessment of my last girlfriend – total bitch for leaving me for her high school sweetheart, especially since I am so nice - and she relayed her stories of her first husband’s numerous affairs.  

Somewhere around midnight, the wife, three sheets to the wind, turned to her husband and told him she was going back to the apartment.  He waved her off, telling her to leave the sliding glass door in the back open for him.   We said goodnight, and she staggered off in the direction of our building.  

I stayed for a little while, had a couple more drinks, then decided to hang it up for the night.  I couldn’t get the wife out of my mind – especially the open sliding glass door in the back.  As I prepared to leave, I casually glanced around, and spotted the husband holding court with an attentive group, freely dispensing legal advice and flirtations around.  He didn’t seem like he was going anywhere for a while.  I said my goodbyes, then headed across the courtyard.  

Once in my apartment, I stripped down to a pair of athletic shorts, turned out the lights, and slipped out of the back of my apartment.  I quietly walked down to their apartment, very thankful for the woods in the back and the sound of the air conditioners for covering my approach.   I walked up to their sliding glass door, and slowly began to open it.  I slipped inside, quietly closed and locked the glass, and stood there for a moment assessing the situation.  Their apartment was exactly like mine, a one-bedroom , the bedroom off to the right.  The air conditioning chilled me and my heart pounded as I realized what I was doing.  I could leave now, and no one would be any wiser -  or I could go on.

Once my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I crept quietly on barefoot toward the bedroom.  The door was half-opened, and I paused to peer inside.  The wife had apparently just walked in and fallen into bed.  Her shoes laid at the foot of the bed, but she was still wearing the little sundress she wore to the party.  She was completely asleep, passed out, snoring quietly into the pillow, turned on her side facing out.  I gently laid down behind her, and caressed her lower back and ass.  

She didn’t respond, so I became bolder in my exploration.  I rubbed her ass, slowly working my way down between her legs, pushing my groin against her ass.  I was rock hard at this point, and the alcohol gave me all the bravery I needed.  The little sundress was easy to push up, exposing her ass.  I gently rubbed her pussy through her panties - my heart pounding so hard, I was sure it would wake her.   As I explored further, it was obvious she was completely oblivious to my intrusion. 

I gently slipped my fingers under her panties, ecstatic to feel her wet pussy lips.  She may not have been conscious, but her body was responding to my caresses.  I reached down and pushed her top leg up, making her more accessible to my probing.  Finally, I couldn’t stand it.  I reached up in her lower back, hitched her panties, and with one swift move, pulled them down to exposed her ass and pussy.

I laid there for a moment, pressing myself into the bed.  If she didn’t feel that, I was home free.  If she did, I could be in a world of trouble.  Slowly, I lowered my shorts, and pushed my cock against her ass.  She quietly snored, so I worked my dick up into her wetness and pushed slowly. 

My heart pounded so hard I thought I would have a heart attack as I entered her one inch at a time.  Finally, I was in all the way, and began to thrust in and out slowly, my hands on her hips.  Her pussy was dripping wet from the attention, and she was blissfully unaware who was fucking her.  

After several minutes of gentle fucking, she quickly snorted, and pressed her ass against my thrust.  I nearly came with the realization that she was fucking me back.  She moaned and continued to push against me.  I reached around and gently cupped her right breast, kneading it and pinching her nipple.  She sighed and spread her legs further, allowing me to penetrate deeper, her panties working themselves down her legs.  

I was very close to cumming, but I thought, in for a penny, in for a pound.   I pulled out of her, and pulled her over onto her back.  Her eyes were closed, but she sighed again as I pulled off her panties and worked my tongue down her belly.   My tongue found her pussy and devoted its full attention to her clit, working first one, then two, fingers into her pussy.  She pulled her legs up and moaned softly as I worked circles around and around her clit, my fingers pushing in and out of her pussy.  As she began to work towards her climax, I quickly licked her asshole, returned to her clit and slowly pushed my ring finger into her anus.  At this point, I had two fingers in her pussy, one in her ass, and my tongue dancing circles around her clit.  She pulled her knees up high and grabbed my head, forcing me hard into her pussy.  She gyrated around as my tongue worked around, then came, her legs squeezing my head as her whole body twitched.  She relaxed with a sigh as I pulled my fingers out of her pussy and ass.  

I moved up between her legs and pushed my cock against her pussy.  She moaned softly as I entered her, my hands clenching her ass, my arms forcing her knees in the air.  She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me to her. I fucked her hard for about two minutes before the whole enormity of the situation overcame me, and I came deep inside of her, my cock pulsating as I came for what seemed like minutes.  I stayed inside of her for several minutes, trying to stop the pounding of  my heart.  She sighed as I pulled out.  I gently turned her over to her side, pulled down her sundress, and quietly got off the bed.  I wanted to put her panties back on, but was terrified that might wake her.  Instead, I kicked them under the bed, and slowly withdrew from the bedroom.  

Once in front of the sliding glass door, I peered outside for sign of any movement.  Nothing.  I unlocked the door, slipped outside, gently closed the door and quickly made my way back to my apartment and went right to bed.

I laid low for the next few weeks, ducking in and out of my apartment when the coast was clear.  Once the fall came, I ran into them and we exchanged pleasantries. By the following spring, both of our leases had run out, and we moved out.  I never even knew their names. 

