
        
            
                
            
        

    

















I picked up a bunch of plates and bowls from the back deck and headed back inside to Danni’s and my apartment kitchen to see what Danni’s shrieking was about. I found Toby holding her from behind with his big arm wrapped around her stomach and his other hand tickling her side. She was bent over at the waist trying to hold the cups she was carrying and stamping her feet in a fit of shrieking and laughing, unable to pull away from him. Her loose white t-shirt had slipped off one shoulder and her short, tight cream skirt was bunched far up her hips.
“Leo!” Danni howled, “Save me!”
I shook my head and chuckled and squeezed by the two twisting and contorting bodies to set the dirty party dishes down on the counter. Toby was the new guy who moved into the garret at the top of the house and we both really liked him. We hoped he’d come down to our deck bbq party.
“Sure babe,” I said, and I reached out my arms to her and took the cups out of her hands. But then I wrapped my arms under her arms and held over her back in a tight hug. She thought she was saved, but I pulled her up against me till her feet came off the floor and I winked at Toby. He clutched both her sides again and her body exploded with spasms of torture and screeches so high, I thought she’d shatter our wine glasses. Holding her was like closing a bag of cats.
I chuckled as she struggled mightily to free herself from my embrace, but she only managed to twist herself around in my arms. She snot both her legs up and kicked frantically at Toby. She flicked her caramel-brown-painted toes at his sides to try to tickle him back but he caught her by the ankles and pulled her lower body out between him and me. We all began howling with laughter because her t-shirt came up her body high enough to expose the bottom of her powder-blue bra and her skirt rode high enough up her legs to expose the hips of her matching thong panties.
She struggled to pull her shirt and skirt down but Toby clamped her legs between his sides and his arms and freed his hands to tickle her bared thighs. I held her by her armpits on my forearms and got my hands free to tickle her bared ribs. She screeched so loud and wrenched her body so impossibly backward she rolled in the air between Toby and I and we all fell on the floor together, all three of us laughing too hard to get up, to talk, or even to breathe.
I tried to keep holding her, but I ended up with only her t-shirt in my hands as she pulled free and she immediately darted up and yanked at Toby’s t-shirt. She trapped him inside it half over his head and she scratched and clawed at his ribs sending him into wildly-flailing contortions until he was able to escape his twisted-up t-shirt. When I grappled with her arms to hold her down again, she reached over her head and pulled my t-shirt up my back and over my head, trapping me the same way she had trapped Toby.
I tore it off and tried to throw my leg over her to sit on her and hold her down. We were all gasping for breath and unable to get strength enough to do much of anything besides flop around on the floor laughing harder than sound. Danni continued scrapping and kicking at Toby and she caught my leg going over her and pulled frantically at whatever her hand landed on, which turned out to be my shorts. They’d already come unbuttoned in the tickling fight and she yanked them far enough down my thighs I was stuck inside them and had to tear them off the rest of the way myself.
Danni got up and quickly threw herself over the back of Toby who was on his hands and knees by then trying to get his breath. She rode him like a horse but when he reared up, she slid backwards off him, catching the waist of his shorts as she screamed and flopped back on the floor, still clutching his shorts in her hands. He struggled free of her hold by kicking his legs out of his shorts. But he accidentally climbed out of his underwear at the same time and when Danni and I noticed he was naked, we both pealed with even greater laughter.
I managed to pull myself up and stood leaning on the counter rubbing my eyes and trying to stop shaking from courses of laughter flooding through my whole body. From the floor Danni thrusted her hands up and ripped my underwear down my legs, making me stumble forward trying to grasp them, and falling over her with my underpants twisting around my ankles. I landed right on top her and when I tried to tickle her to make her stop tickling my exposed sides, she made me twist and stretch involuntarily when she hit some sweet spot, and I had clutched at the waist of her thongs and inadvertently tore them off her legs.
Danni whooped and hollered even more uncontrollably and tried to stand up and bend over to snatch at her panties and pull them back up from her thighs. Toby was also standing up behind her, bent over with his hands on his knees trying to breathe, and he snatched at the back of her bra so that my wife flew backward into him and they both went down with her landing on her back on top of his chest when he landed on his back on the floor.
Her bra straps fell down her arms and she contorted and struggled on top of him until her bra had come down her body and ended up wrapped around her waist backward. He yanked at her strap to make it snap back on her stomach but she beat him to the punch and unclasped the tiny hooks so that her bra fell away like the rest of all our clothes.
I drove my heels into the floor and pushed myself back up into a sitting position against the counter cabinet doors heaving and groaning it hurt so much in the gut to laugh that hard and long. Danni and Toby also heaved in their lungs and clutched at their sides and stomachs trying to settle down. Toby’s hands wrapped around my wife’s nude body on top of him and both hands landed crossed over each other and on the front of her hips and thighs. He rolled and twisted under her and she arched and reached over her head on top of him. Everybody heaved with deep breaths.
I got my lungs half back and rubbed my eyes with my fingers. Across the floor from me, my wife had reached above her head and behind herself to clutch her fingers hard in Toby’s thatch of hair. She had dropped her heels into the floor beside his hips with her knees pulled up and she lifted her hips off his hips and dropped them down again. His one hand covered her bared pussy and his other hand had roamed up her arching torso and covered her breast.
“You better cut that out,” Danni cried to the ceiling and she reached between her legs where Toby’s cock had risen, I had noticed, into a full erection. She wrapped her hand around it and squeezed hard. “I’m warning you!” she cried, but she was also on the precipice of collapsing again into uncontrollable spasms of laughter. “Leo!” she called blindly to me, “the upstairs neighbour is molesting your wife!”
I pulled myself up to standing and looked down at the floor. Danni struggled to roll over, and Toby, tapping out and exhausted, didn’t fight back when she landed her hips heavily in his lap, pressed her feet down on the top of his legs, and pressed his wrists under her hands up above his head. She had pinned him to the floor under her and she brought her face close down to his. I inhaled a deep breath finally getting control of myself again.
“Do you give?” Danni said to him with her face an inch from his. I glanced down the other end of their bodies and saw his cock, still enormously hard, standing up behind her ass. And I saw her ass very slightly curl in and out and sway side to side so that his cock rubbed against the skin directly below her pussy. She smirked at him because she knew that he knew where his cock was touching her.
“Come on, Danni,” I said with exhaustion, and I tried to lift her up and off him by clutching her around her sides. But she squealed again and dropped her body down to escape my hands and sprawled it over his. I ended up toppling over them both trying to avoid landing on top of them, and I pulled Danni with me so that she rolled off him and half on top of me.
We all began laughing again but not loud and hard, rather in the sighing and whimpering way of people utterly sore and exhausted from too much. Danni’s nude body writhed and squirmed between my body and Toby’s body, and what had been spasms and jerks from tickling each other mercilessly, became squirms and contortions from our limbs rubbing over and under each other’s, and our hands, and then our mouths and tongues, exploring different parts of what and who, nobody knew. It was a slow-motion wrestling match where our howls and shrieks had dissolved into heavy breaths and groans and moans.
It was Danni who finally pushed herself up and staggered far enough away to slump in the doorway and push her messy hair back from her face. Toby sat up and hunched over his body and looked over at me as I got up too.
“This a normal Saturday afternoon for you folks?” he said dead-pan to me over his shoulder.
“Oh yeah,” I said, “usually it’s everybody in the whole building rolling around naked on the floor, though,” I chuckled and started pulling my clothes on.
Toby followed suit and then Danni picked her way over us, pressing her hand into Toby’s head below her for balance, as she reached over us for her panties and bra.
“I guess that’s our way of saying welcome to Calvin Manor,” she chuckled. She pulled up her skirt and wriggled her hips to struggled with it over her hips.
“Well,” Toby said, dressed and standing, finally. “Nobody got hurt, nobody’s crying.” He heaved a deep sigh. “Mistakes were made, but personally, I feel stronger for them.”
I chuckled and stood too, leaning against the other counter. “Not sure what that was, but not sure we need to break that down.” I nodded at Toby for assurance. “I feel very strongly we can just put that whole thing behind us,” I shrugged dismissively. He nodded back and we bumped fists and did a bang-up job of bumping elbows and wiping our hands against each other’s.
Danni pushed her hair out over her neck to let it cascade down her back and stepped between Toby and me purposely brushing us both and nonchalantly drawing all the attention back on herself. Knowing she had all our eyes on her, she bent over deeply at the open fridge door with her knees straight and her ass sticking up. “Kind of thing that makes a girl hungry all over again,” she intoned into the cool air of the fridge.
She pulled out a couple of dips and snatched the unopened bags of chips from the counter and clutched a large empty bowl against her side with her elbow. “Me and Leo were just going to watch a show tonight, you’re welcome to stay down here and join us, neighbour,” she said not looking at Toby.
She dropped the bowl noisily on the table in front of the huge and deep couch and tore open the chip bag and poured it in, snatching one to crunch between her gleaming teeth. She placed the dips down and left the room. “Get a show on, Leo. I’ll be back in a minute.”
“You want to stay and watch a show?” I gestured to the living room and raised my eyebrows at him and shrugged. I didn’t mind him staying. He seemed like a great guy.
He shrugged back and screwed up his face. “Wasn’t planning on anything else tonight once the party was over.” He followed my gesture and went into the living room. He and I sat on opposite ends of the couch both with her feet up on the table and together we flicked through choices looking for a good spy thriller to watch. I discovered we had very similar tastes.
With the light down and the sun long since set, it was dark in the room except for the glow of the screen. Dark as it was, though, what Danni came back into the room wearing was clearly visible. Both Toby and I were dazzled into silence, probably for somewhat different reasons. She wore a frill-edged sheer tan crop-cut halter top with a half-cup white bra clearly visible below. Under that, over equally visible white boy-short panties, she wore a similarly frilly and loose sheer tan skirt that didn’t come down enough to cover her ass or crotch. She also took the time to put on a pearl-chain choker and two gold pendant necklaces.
She sauntered in, lifted her step high over Toby’s outstretched legs, and slipped down deeply into the couch between us. “What did you pick?” she said, not taking her eyes off the screen. I’d already started it and I could only point — the title came on just as she asked. She very slowly rotated her head toward me and raised her eyes equally slowly up to mine above and beside her. She widened them subtly and pursed her lips slightly, conveying an expression of, “What?” on her face, and she slowly turned her head back to the screen and pushed herself down further into the couch so her heels reached the table just like Toby and I were sitting to either side of her. She pretended everything was normal, that a man’s wife would join a friend on the couch dressed like that. She ignored us both and pushed her face to the screen.
The movie got going and I was distracted by it until l felt my wife’s hand lightly on my hip and then slowly push across in the dark until she cupped my groin in her palm. I controlled my breathing and didn’t move. But when, as a brief daytime shot in the movie lit up the couch, I could see Toby on her other side, I noticed her other hand was similarly in his lap, cupped over his groin. He was equally still and quiet.
I drew my eyes back to the movie and contemplated what I saw. But she made me look down in my lap again before I had time to think. She had quietly and dextrously popped the button open in my shorts and drew my fly down. She worked her quiet and still hand inside my underwear until her cool palm wrapped around my bare and exposed cock. She slowly, carefully drew it up and began to stroke it — she always made me instantly hard with her touches. The whole time, she kept her face glued to the show as though nothing was going on.
I carefully rotated my head only a few degrees and pushed my eyes to their very corners. As I had suspected, her other hand was wrapped around Toby’s cock, also released from his shorts and underwear. I swallowed hard and tried to control my breath. She very lightly and very slowly stroked both of our cocks making no sound. I just as slowly rotated my face back to the show. It was difficult to keep my eyes open and mouth closed. My brain was tugged in opposite directions — my wife was stroking the new guy’s cock right beside me, but she was also stroking my cock, sending me into a sensual oblivion in the dark room.
In one smooth, continuous move, she slid down the front of the couch and rolled over to kneel between my knees and lower her pretty face into my lap. She pushed her soft, hot lips down over the head of my cock, and then she lowered her wet mouth all the way down my shaft. I gasped and stretched back hard into the couch cushions. Her blowjobs were electric.
When she came off of me, I blinkered my eyes open and saw her lean over toward Toby and replace her hand with her mouth over his cock, sliding her sensuous lips slowly and tightly down his shaft just as she had done mine. She’d replaced her mouth with her hand and stroked me tightly and slowly. Still nobody said anything. My wife went back and forth in silence between us a few more times, snaking her tongue around my cock inside her mouth with next-level expertise. She loved sucking cock — her enthusiasm was real. Watching her go down on the guy beside me was some new level of delirium for me.
Finally she pushed up, and still with nobody saying anything, she turned herself around on bent knees and lowered her ass into my lap and brushed the fabric of her sheer skirt and panties up and down over my yearning cock. She even captured my cock inside the edge of her panties and moaned from it. My cock head poked at the front of her panties from inside and she clasped her hand around the fabric and my cock inside and stroked me like that.
She ached deeply in my lap and stretched her head back and sideways to kiss my lips sloppily. Then she pushed up from me and deftly lifted her frame with her hands pressed into Toby’s knee and my knee. She shifted her body over sideways and landed gently into Toby’s lap. She gave him a lap dance as deeply and sensually as the one she had just given me.
I swallowed hard and flicked my eyelids several times to clear my sight. I looked slowly sideways and down into her crotch. She’ done exactly the same thing to Toby — I could see his cock trapped inside the side of her panties and poking at the front of them from inside. She even rubbed her hand around the head of his cock under the dainty fabric of her stretched crotch.
She leaned back against his chest too and raised her arms over her head and behind her to clutch at his hair. She also shoved her hand between her legs and rubbed his cock through her panties. I looked at the movie and then back over at my wife and our new neighbour beside me. My wife began to squirm against him and she began to make tiny, high-pitched moans. She writhed in her hips and pressed at his cock between her legs. She sat up and leaned far forward on him and inhaled sharply. Her groan was loud and different. I glanced down. His cock no longer pushed out the front of her panties. She lifted herself on her feet where they planted on the floor between his legs, and she clutched at the edge of the cushion between her legs. Her body began to bounce in his lap and her head drooped between her high-protruding shoulders. Her long hair wavered in a curtain over her face and the distinctive sound of wet slush rose from between her legs and I realized: my wife was actually fucking the guy.
Soon, I no longer needed to pretend I was watching the show, nor that I was not staring at them. I turned sideways and watched. My wife also no longer tried to keep quiet. She moaned and chirped and inhaled gasps loud enough to make a porn flick come to life. And Toby also was no longer pretending to sit there like a passive recipient. His hands roamed her body and squeezed her breasts and held her waist to pump her slight body on his lap.
Like that, my wife fell into a deep, violently quaking orgasm that, by the sound of her shocked gasping, caught her by surprise. Toby, too, seemed to ejaculate, by the sound of his groans. My wife suddenly pushed off of him and ran on her toes out of the room and I soon heard the bathroom water running.
She came back just before Toby left through our door. “I’m sorry, babe, another accident?” she suggested. I just nodded at Toby and shut the door. That night, she fucked me in bed with a new level of vigour, either from being so turned on by the day’s events, or by way of apology, I couldn’t tell. But I wasn’t in any position to confront her over it. I was a participant all the way and had many opportunities to voice my opposition. So we left it at that, a series of “accidents.”
When I came home from work the next day, Danni wasn’t home. She had the day off — hence the party. I went up the narrow stairs up to the attic garret apartment to see if Toby knew where she went. When I rapped lightly on his door, it pushed silently opened for me. I stuck my head inside, and just as I was about to call for him, I heard a shriek, a laugh, and a gasp.
I slipped inside and made my way to the bedroom. I edged the door wide open with my foot and leaned against the doorway crossing my arms over my chest. Danni’s back was toward me. She was riding Toby in his bed. The first thing I could make out below her bouncing waves of hair was his slick, shining-wet cock sliding in and out between her engorged and glistening-wet pussy lips.
She must have noticed Toby’s face when he saw me and she spun around to face me over her shoulder, but she didn’t stop moving on him completely. Instead of bouncing, she rotated her hips and ground herself down on him. She shrugged at me with her hands on his chest, and said, “Another accident?” with her eyebrows up and her mouth pulled in a tight sideways grimace.
The next day was one of my days off and we’d already planned to have another bbq on the deck outside our apartment kitchen. I didn’t talk to Danni when she finally came down from Toby’s place upstairs and I didn’t talk to her all the next day either. The fact was, I wasn’t sure what to do about it. We had a great thing, Danni and I, and I never felt more at ease and had more fun since we had got together. But there was the small matter of her fucking the upstairs neighbour. I wasn’t being silent to her totally out of spite — I was also unsure what to say.
Some people came to join us — we always invited the whole house. Danni and I put on a public face and pretended for the little party on the deck that everything was normal. Toby came too but he kept his distance. A new young and single girl had moved into the basement of the house. She and Danni talked a lot and laughed even more. When we began to bring things inside the kitchen, she offered to help. And when she turned her back to Danni to place things in the sink, Danni looked over her shoulder at me and brought her hands to the girl’s waist. She clutched her at her sides and tickled her enough to make her squeal, stick her ass far out from the counter, and bend over double, laughing and kicking.
The girl was frighteningly cute, and when Danni paused her tickling, she didn’t pull away, she only looked over her shoulder as though to wonder why she stopped. I snorted and Danni gestured with her head for me to come over and join her. And so I did.
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