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Chapter 1: Sad Sack










“Hi, Martin,” I said, walking into my kitchen after a day at work. “I wasn’t expecting you here. How are things?”



While he sorted out his response I kissed my wife Kelly, sitting with Martin at our cozy dinette table. A half-finished bottle of wine sat between them along with two glasses near the empty mark.



Kelly was wearing her around-the-house robe. Its fabric was on the sheer side, and I could vaguely perceive her intimate details peeking through it. It reminded me of how infrequent now were our jousts in the bedroom, and how I longed for them to return to their former avid frequency.



She smiled, then said, “Martin has news. Tell him, Martin.”



“No, I’ll give you the honor,” he said.



“Martin found out Traci’s been sleeping with her boss. They had a big blow-out.”



“Ouch,” I offered, by way of sympathy. “I’m sorry to hear it, Martin.” In fact, I wasn’t. His wife Traci, spelled with an “i”, was a grave mistake as far as wives go. She made passes at every man she met, including me. As for her intelligence, she once told me France was part of Canada. She was fairly sexy though, the only plus in her column, but as all men know, that alone will not sustain a happy marriage, especially if they’re slutty and extremely dumb.



Martin was our “late onset” good friend, meaning someone we met in our adult lives who had reached the rank of friendship we reserved for old schoolmates and childhood chums. He was single when we became acquainted through mutual acquaintances. His wife, Traci, was acquired a year later, much to our chagrin.



In contrast to Traci, Martin was a bright, successful young man, quiet in demeanor but possessing a dry sense of humor who by all rights could have any woman he wanted. This added weight to our disappointment over his selection of Traci, a subject we normally kept to ourselves.



“I was telling him it’s time to move on,” said Kelly. She looked at Martin. “You’re a handsome guy with a great job. You won’t be alone for along.”



The late sun was now barreling through the side kitchen window. I noticed how it now turned my wife’s robe completely transparent. Martin noticed too, if I’m any judge of men’s eyeballs and where they are directed. In normal circumstances, she would be embarrassed to know how complete the transparency was. I should have said something but that would only have drawn attention to it. There was also an outside chance she knew and didn’t mind. I chalked the possibility up as interesting.



“I agree, Martin,” I said, while noting his now empty wine glass. “How about something stronger? I’m going to have a bourbon. Can I get you one?”



“Sure, thanks, Rob,” he said. He picked up his wine glass, stood, and put it in the sink. I had to admit he was a good looking guy. Kelly’s eyes confirmed this as she was watching him intently and perhaps in an all new light.



“Mind if I use the head?” Martin asked. I nodded and pointed to the guest bath.



I looked at Kelly. “He doesn’t seem so down about Traci.”



“You should have seen him when he got here. He was crying. This is our second bottle.” She pointed at the wine bottle to clarify her statement. “I think he’s moving into the numb stages.”



“Poor guy,” I said. “By the way, why are you in your robe? When I walked in I thought I might be interrupting a post-coital moment.” I smiled to show I was kidding.



“Oh, this? When he knocked on the door I was changing in our room, so I just put it on. I forgot I was wearing it.”



“It’s very sexy, you know.”



“Right.” She thought I was still kidding. “I’ll slip upstairs and change. Take Martin out on the deck with your drinks. I’ll be back in a sec.”



Kelly left as Martin returned. I fixed our drinks and led him out to the deck.



“You’re lucky to have Kelly, Rob,” said Martin. “She’s a real catch.”



“Thanks. She is a catch. Listen, tell me what happened with Traci and her boss.”



Martin reflected for a moment, then smiled. “She texted me pictures of her tits and ass from various angles and said she’d had a great time ‘at lunch’. I hadn’t seen her since breakfast. She used a dick emoji too.”



“That’s sort of a clue something was up,” I said, observantly.



“Right. So I texted back and asked what the hell the text meant. She didn’t respond. I’ve suspected something was up for a long time. Remember our Christmas party? It’s when I started growing suspicious.”



“What happened at the party?” I asked.



“Nothing specific, other than she stayed by her boss’s side all evening like they were a couple. It wouldn’t have occurred to her it would look strange to anyone.”



“I can’t say I noticed,” I said. I recalled Traci had worn a tarty cocktail dress inappropriate for her age, not that she was old. She was thirty-five, possibly, or in the range of ages where you didn’t know if someone was twenty-nine or forty-two.



“So I called her boss and told him Traci had told me everything.”



“Good move. Ballsy,” I said.



“Her boss said he could explain everything. I said fine, explain. Apparently, Traci had been trying to seduce him for a long time, told him her marriage was over, blah blah, so he gave in. They started sleeping together six months ago.”



That sort of news would have made me angry had it been Kelly’s boss giving me the same information. Then I imagined Kelly sleeping with her boss, but with my knowledge, and rather than feeling anger I felt aroused, or rather angry and aroused. It was a mix.



“I’m guessing the blow-out means you’ve already confronted Traci.”



“Oh, yeah. Just before I came over here. I didn’t know where else to go. To be honest, Kelly and you are the only people I could think of to talk to about this.”



“I’m sorry I was late getting home, Martin.”



“Don’t worry. Kelly was great. She told me what you two really feel about her.”



“Jesus,” I said. “I hope she wasn’t too harsh.”



“Too harsh about what?” asked Kelly, as she came out on the deck. She’d put on a sleeveless top and shorts covering the spectrum from low to high cut.



“I was telling Martin I hoped you weren’t too harsh when you mentioned how we both felt about Traci.”



“Oh, that,” she said. “I simply told him the truth. Traci is a bimbo with nice tits.” She sat down with her wine and took a sip. “Martin agreed, Rob.”



“I do agree,” he said, now looking sad. “I’ve wasted a lot of years, haven’t I?”



“It’s in the past now,” I said. “I know they say to take your time between relationships, but what you need, Martin, is a woman to get your mind off Traci, say an interim arrangement.”



“You mean a rebound candidate,” said Kelly. She laughed. “I’m available!”



We all laughed but in truth, the idea intrigued me. The way she said it meant it was obviously a joke, but possibly only just. What if she did mean it? Something about seeing her in her flimsy robe with Martin had put my head in a strange place.



I employed that corner of my mind used strictly for analysis, then passed the result to those coordinates charged with handling emotions. I held a vision in my mind of Kelly going down on Martin right there in front of me. It was a stimulating image lacking the correspondent emotions one might expect—anger and jealousy.



I decided to keep Kelly’s joke going. “That’s the idea, honey. What Martin needs is a sexy comfort woman like yourself, someone to keep his mind off of things for a while.”



Kelly gave me a mock look of shock, then smiled at Martin. “There ya go, Marty, my husband agrees. He wants me to be your comfort woman. He wants you to sleep with me!”



Martin smiled warmly. “See, that’s why I came over. I knew I could count on you guys to help me lick my wounds.”



Or something, I thought. I got up to make us another round of bourbons-neat, then called out to Kelly from the kitchen with one of those ambiguous “Honey, could you help me a sec?” questions meant to indicate a wish to talk in private.



She came into the kitchen smiling. “What’s up?”



“What are our dinner plans? Should we invite Martin to stay?”



“Oh, sure. What should we make?”



“What were you planning?”



“Ah, you’re assuming I had planned something. Interesting.” She went to the freezer. “I can thaw some ribeyes.”



“They don’t taste as good when you ram them through the microwave defrost cycle.” This was true. It affected their texture. “What else?”



“We have some chicken thawed. I can make a stir-fry something or other.”



“Let’s do that.” I paused to indicate a break in the topic was forthcoming. “So, you feel you’d be a good candidate as Martin’s comfort woman?”



“Oh, yeah! Definitely. He’s so good looking you know!” She was keeping up the joke.



I smiled. “Even as a man, I know he’s attractive to women.”



“Yeah,” she said, absently, as she sorted out what to include in the stir-fry. “He was definitely too good for Traci… Carrots?” She held up a package of baby carrots in case I was confused. I nodded.



“Maybe you should,” I said, with purposeful ambiguity.



“Should what?” Now I was in the position of being able to say, well, you did ask.



“Sleep with Martin. Help him get his mind off Traci.”



“Right,” she said, shaking her head, but not convincingly. “Why would I sleep with Martin? I’m your wife.”



“Well, since you asked, the idea is interesting, isn’t it? Why shouldn’t one man’s wife be of comfort to a good friend in his time of need? This is something the Eskimos have no argument with.”



“We’re talking about sex, right?”



“Yes. That’s what ‘comfort’ means here.”



“How much have you had to drink?” She laughed.



“This will be my second… Listen, remember when we were in Paris, and the man came up to you in the bar, and we pretended I wasn’t your husband?”



“Oh, sure. That was fun.” She smiled at the recollection. A man had hit on her while I was in the restroom, and when I returned I pretended we were strangers. She caught on to the ruse, and for twenty minutes flirted with the guy. Later, in our room, we laughed about it, then fucked like mad dogs.



“It got us both hot,” I said.



“Yeah, but that was just playing around, Rob. I didn’t have sex with the guy.”



“No, but the idea behind the whole charade was that you wanted to have sex with the guy.”



“Really? I thought I was just flirting with him.”



I gave her a “duh” face. “People flirt with the intention to screw, honey. There’s an objective involved.”



“Not always. Sometimes it’s a flirt without any intention attached.” Kelly set the wok on the stove, washed her hands, and came over to me. She put her hands on my shoulders and looked me in the eyes.



“What’s up with you?” she asked.



“Nothing. I simply got to thinking. What if you were Martin’s comfort woman for a night? The idea kind of worked for me, but I can’t really tell you why.”



“Worked meaning it got you hot, like in Paris?” she asked. She groped my cock through my trousers. It was revealing its interest in the conversation. “I guess so,” she concluded, smiling.



“Well?” I asked.



“You’re asking what do I think about sleeping with Martin?”



“That’s it in a nutshell.”



She dropped her arms, crossed them under her lovely breasts, then crooked a forearm so she could tap a finger on her lips. This was her thinking posture.



“This is hypothetical, right?” she asked.



“Sure.”



“And you really wouldn’t mind?”



“No.”



“Then I can see sleeping with Martin. There, are you happy?”



“The real question is, would it make you happy?”



She thought some more, and her thoughts energized her eyes, which seemed to sparkle. “To be honest, Rob, I think so. I mean, like I said, he’s a good looking guy, and we both like him a lot. So, yeah, I can see sleeping with him, if it was okay with you. It could be pretty hot if we’re speaking hypothetically. But what about you?”



“What about me?” I said, mildly confused.



“Where do you fit in this picture?” 



Now, there was a question. I hadn’t thought that far. I guessed I assumed she would be sleeping with both of us, and the idea I might not be present stirred up a whole new batch of imaginings. What if they got a hotel and I stayed behind? How the hell would my mind process that scenario? I’d watch them get into a car and drive off knowing what they were about to do and, well, Jesus, that really fired me up too. I’d hear all about their tryst later, preferably in shocking detail.



“I haven’t thought that far,” I said. “Where do you want me to fit in?”



“Well, not my ass certainly,” she laughed. “Otherwise, I’m not sure. I don’t think I’d want you to watch me sleep with Martin, or is this what you’re thinking? I do both of you at once?” She smiled, apparently finding the idea suddenly favorable.



I couldn’t believe we’d reached this stage in the discussion. Or was it a negotiation? It was now a given Kelly could envision herself sleeping with Martin. Put another way, she could imagine his cock inside her and enjoying it. That a wife could simply imagine such a scenario and admit to viewing it favorably would make most husbands furiously jealous.



Strangely, I wasn’t.



“I’m not sure how to answer, honey. Yes, both of us at once, you and Martin alone. Both ways I guess. I’m checking all of the above.”



“Hmm,” she said. “I can’t believe we’re even discussing this.”



“I had that thought too, but here we are. Look, we’re both rational people, and we’re always honest with each other. We know things have been pretty quiet in the bedroom for a long time.”



“Isn’t it normal?” she asked, though it was more a statement.



“Think about Paris. We became hormonal teenagers from your simple flirting with another guy. Imagine what could happen if we took it a few more steps. If we could have our sex lives like it was in Paris all the time, well, hell—who wouldn’t want that? We know we’ll love each other forever. We’re not risking anything here, other than discovering we could make our sex life better than it’s ever been. We both used to love making love. I want us to get back there.”



“You mean you would want to do this for us. You’d want me to sleep with Marty because it would make our lovemaking hot?”



“That’s the idea.”



“What about you, Rob? Wouldn’t you have to sleep with other women too?”



“No. It didn’t even cross my mind.” It hadn’t. For some reason, the idea didn’t spark my interest, though with some further thought it possibly could. Regardless, it wasn’t of the moment. The thought of Kelly with another man, specifically Martin, was the only one in my head. Technically, I wanted her to cheat on me, but it wasn’t really cheating if I was in on it. If she told me right then she was having a secret affair I would have gone through the roof. Somehow, that was different. My degree was in engineering, not psychology. I wasn’t equipped to really understand what was going on.



“How does this sort of thing come about, anyway?” asked Kelly. “Martin would have to know you were okay with it.”



“Right. He would never do anything without my permission.” I was certain this was true. I reconsidered the two fresh drinks I’d prepared and made them doubles. I couldn’t think of a strategy to seduce Martin into our bed, meaning my wife’s bed with me in it too, and knew booze might do some of the preliminary heavy lifting while I sorted it out.



Looking at Kelly I knew there was no man in the world who would or could refuse a night with her. Sure, there were isolated tribes around the planet with preferences for women on the portly side. They would view a tall, slender, sexy woman as undesirable. I meant all the other men in the world. They would climb over each other to spend a night with my wife.



The top Kelly was wearing was nicely cut and sexy but in a muted way. The first thing to do was dial things up a notch. Though hardly essential, I suddenly liked the idea of sexing-up my wife.



“Honey, you know the flimsy T-shirt thingie you sleep in during colder months?”



“Of course. It’s a camisole top.”



“Yeah. When you wear it without a bra it drives me nuts.”



“That’s because I don’t sleep wearing a bra.”



“Beside the point. Before you fall asleep and you’re wearing it around the house, it’s sexy as hell.”



“What is your point?” Evidently, she wasn’t catching on.



“I want you to put it on now, and without your bra.”



“I would never wear it without a bra in public.” She held up her tits. “These puppies need support.”



“Yeah, I know. But around the house you do, like all weekend if we’re home alone. Martin isn’t really ‘public’ anyway.”



“Rob, has someone given us both lobotomies or something? Why are we discussing me not wearing a bra?”



“I thought we were in agreement about this. Now I’m thinking of ways to put things in motion, you know, setting the stage.”



“You really want to do this? I can’t…” She got stuck in her mind for a moment, then seemed to switch tracks. “What will Martin think if I walk out there in a different top with my tits bouncing around?”



“Oh, he’ll like that bit.” I picked up Martin’s empty wine glass from the sink, rinsed it, filled it water, and splashed it on Kelly’s top.



“Jesus, Rob!”



“There. You spilled something on your top and had to change it. That’s all he’ll know.” The water, of course, made her top completely transparent, which seemed to be the day’s theme: transparency.



“Thought you guys might have left,” said Martin, walking into the kitchen. “Jeez, what happened, Kelly? You’re all wet.”



“Oh, hey Martin,” she said. “We thought we’d invite you to stay for dinner and we were getting it organized, and I spilled water on myself. I’m such a klutz.” She was showing me she was a good sport. “I’d better go change.” She left after giving me a look that suggested I was a piece of work.



“Here’s your drink, Martin.” I handed it to him.



“Looks like we’re having doubles,” he said. He took a big gulp.



“I thought you could use it. Damn that Traci, eh?”



“I suppose I should say ‘fuck that bitch’ or something.” He took another long pull on the bourbon.



“You don’t swear much, Martin. It wouldn’t sound right coming out of you. But fuck Traci her for sure. I’ll be honest. You’re way better off with her out of the picture. Now you can find a real woman who won’t embarrass you with her pitiful geography.”



“There ya go, shit talkin’ my wife.” Martin laughed. “She really was kind of dumb. But those tits…” This language from Martin was in fact uncharacteristic. I viewed him as a straightlaced guy who never swore or talked blue, but didn’t hold it against him. In contrast, Traci was brassy and no stranger to vulgar insinuation and innuendo.



Kelly returned wearing the camisole top without a bra. It was almost as if she was topless. Her nipples were prominent and clearly visible thanks to principles governing shadows. Her timing couldn’t have been better. Traci’s tits were no match for Kelly’s.



“Let’s go back on the deck, boys.” We followed her out.










Chapter 2: The World Is A Stage








The sun had dipped beneath the horizon by the time we resettled on the deck but the heat was oppressive. Both Martin and I were still in our work clothes. In view of Kelly’s near non-existent attire, we were overdressed.



“I’m going to have a quick change,” I said, standing. “You two carry on without me.” I went upstairs and once undressed, decided to pop into the shower for a rinse. With that accomplished, I picked out fresh clothes and put them on. While doing so, I saw the top and bra Kelly had removed lying on a chair. I loved seeing her lingerie laying casually about. I didn’t have a fetish for it or an incurable obsession for women’s underwear, but it did register when I saw it. It wasn’t so much the underwear itself, but the fact that I had the right to see it.



It was the husband’s right.



Some might view this as a small point, but when there isn’t a woman in your life, chances are you’re not seeing women’s underwear lying around your bedroom or hanging on the shower curtain rod. If Kelly were to successfully seduce Martin, he would gain the same rights I enjoyed to see her underwear lying around, and not only this. He would gain the right to see her in her underwear, even see her naked.



Letting another man sleep with your wife wasn’t simply about the sex. Along with the sex came another batch of rights involving levels of incremental intimacies beyond it. Let’s say a man knows his wife is upstairs changing in the bedroom. A husband has a right to go in there without hesitation. Another man doesn’t. He has to sit downstairs imagining your wife upstairs naked or in her panties and he can’t go have a look-see.



But that all was possibly about to change. Soon maybe, Martin would be enjoying my husband rights to view Kelly in any state of dress or undress. It now seemed I might be offering Martin much more than Kelly. She was offering her body. I was giving up my exclusive rights to that body, and all the secondary or tangential rights it entailed.



I put a pair of shorts and a polo shirt on the bed for Martin in case he wanted to change too, then picked up the top and bra Kelly had removed and placed them on the bed as well. For some reason, I didn’t want Martin to miss seeing them if he came up to change. It wasn’t something I’d ever admit to doing to an analyst if down the road I perceived the need for professional help.



I went downstairs to join them on the deck.



“I left a pair of shorts and a polo shirt on the bed for you, Martin, if you want to change.”



“Thanks,” he said. “I think I will if you don’t mind. It’s damn muggy tonight.” He left and I was once again alone with Kelly.



“What did I miss?” I asked.



“He’s coming around. He’s known Traci was a mistake for a long time… What did you do? Shower?”



“A quick rinse.”



“Good. I like my boys clean,” she smiled.



“Should I go give Martin a good scrub? Is this what you’re suggesting?”



“Or I’ll go,” she laughed.



“Have you thought any more about it?”



“Sleeping with Martin? Sure. He can’t keep his eyes off my tits. I’m glad you suggested the wardrobe change. I may have an exhibitionist streak. Who knew?”



I looked at her tits. Her nipples were pert and beguiling to see poking through the thin fabric. Even her areolas were apparent, and they weren’t very dark. This suited me, as I like pale areolas. I accidentally saw my sister’s once. They were dark as night. It took me days to get over it.



“So, you’ve thought about it some more,” I said. “Would you mind sharing your thoughts?”



“I’m just playing it around in my head. Nothing too specific. I’m still not sure you’re serious, like you may be testing me.”



“I’m not testing you. I’m as surprised as you are. It hadn’t crossed my mind until the idea of ‘comfort woman’ came up and you volunteered yourself. I knew you were joking but it reminded me of Paris.”



“We’ll always have Paris,” she said, punning.



“Yes, and here we are years later and I’m pimping you out.”



“When you put it that way it sounds ugly.”



“I’m only kidding around,” I said. As for testing her, I thought why not? “Maybe we should forget about it. It’s probably a bad idea.”



Kelly was taken aback, as they say, her face showing signs of disappointment. There was a chance I was reading into it but would know soon enough if I stayed silent.



It seemed to work. “I don’t think it’s necessarily a bad idea, really,” she said. “But it is unusual.”



“People do it, that’s for sure.”



“Do what exactly?” she asked.



“You know, bring other people into their bedroom, into their marriage.”



“Sexually?”



“Yes, of course, I mean sexually!”



“So, it’s not unusual?”



“No, but it’s not common either. Hell if I really know, Kelly.”



“So where does it leave us?”



“With Martin?” I asked. I wanted her to be specific.



“Yes, with Martin.”



“I say we see where it goes. If you want to sleep with him, it’s okay with me, but the seduction is up to you. I can’t help you there.”



This seemed to intrigue her. She liked a challenge. She smiled at me and held my hand, then leaned over and gave me a kiss.



“As long as we’re okay, I think it could be fun. You were right about Paris. This is like Paris, but this time we the guy is a friend and we both like him and, well, he is in pain, so…”



“It’s settled then.” The speed with which this was settled was astonishing. Our marriage was taking a strategic turn, yet making the decision to take it was no more difficult than deciding on what to have for lunch. I credited the simplicity of this shift to Kelly’s being a very bright woman. Also, she wasn’t hampered by sentimental nuisances that often plague other wives with ideas of how marriages should or should not be.



As Martin was returning Kelly whispered “Okay” in my ear and released my hand. “That looks better!” she said, admiring him in my clothes. I wondered if he had picked up Kelly’s bra while in the bedroom and communed with it. As she leaned back into her chair the movement of her breasts under the thin fabric telegraphed ideas to my cock. It revealed its continuing enthusiasm for the whole situation.



I enjoyed the prospect of now watching my wife perform a seduction on Martin. There was really nothing more for me to do than observe. Martin would assume whatever lay ahead was fine by me as, clearly, I was right there. If I noted any hesitation on his part to react to whatever was on Kelly’s mind, I’d slip in a joke or aside to show him I was on board.



In the meantime, all I could really do is keep the drinks flowing.



“Martin, let me refresh your drink,” I said. I took his glass and turned to Kelly. “How about you?” Kelly drained her wine and handed me her glass. “How about one of your martinis?”



“A martini sounds good,” said Martin.



“Martinis it is. I’ll make a pitcher.” I left them alone, made a tall pitcher of martinis and returned with three martinis glasses. I filled them to their rims.



“We should toast to something,” said Kelly.



“New beginnings,” I said. They all agreed this was a good toast. We clicked our glasses and each took big swigs.



“I’m glad it’s the weekend,” said Kelly. “I hate having a hangover at work.”



Martin chimed in. “There’s nothing like a work hangover to let you know you’ve taken a bad turn in life.”



Good one, I thought. When I was done with that thought, another one came to mind. “Martin, you could stay the night with us. Then you won’t have to drive, and you won’t have to see Traci either. What’s the plan there, anyway?”



“We didn’t get that far, I’m afraid. Maybe she’ll move in with her boss.”



“So, he’s single?” asked Kelly.



“Divorced. The woman he divorced makes Traci look like Kate Middleton.”



“Except for the ginger hair,” noted Kelly.



“There’s that…” said Martin. “I guess I meant poised, cultured.”



“So, in his view, he’s stepping up,” I said. “It really makes me wonder about his first wife if Traci’s an improvement.”



“Thanks, Rob,” said Martin. “Kick me while I’m down, why don’t you.” He smiled. Kelly rubbed his knee in a ‘there, there’ fashion, adding emphasis to the cruelty of my remark.



“Tell me, Martin,” she said. “How was it with Traci?”



“How do you mean exactly?”



“I mean in bed. How was she in bed?”



“Oh, that,” said Martin, now smiling broadly. “Not as good as you might think.” I frankly didn’t think she’d be any good in bed. Good sex required intelligence. Otherwise, it was only crude mechanics or play acting.



“Tell us about it,” said Kelly. “I’d love to know how she tried  to satisfy you.” I understood what Kelly was attempting. She wanted to steer the conversion to sex. It was a pretty failsafe move because everyone wanted to talk about sex though they pretended to prefer otherwise.



Martin let out a chuckle. “Okay, I’ll tell you. It’ll prove what a nutsack I’ve been.” Kelly perked up, as did I.



“She viewed at sex as a duty. She was never creative in bed. Essentially, she would assume the position, if you know what I mean, then fake her way through it. Her moans sounded like something off a porn soundtrack.”



“Maybe she’s frigid, or doesn’t orgasm,” said Kelly. “If she never orgasmed, it would explain it. She didn’t know what to go after.”



“It’s still enjoyable isn’t it?” I asked. “I don’t have to have an orgasm to enjoy sex.”



“What if you had never, ever had an orgasm?” Kelly asked.



“Hmm. You have a point. I guess I don’t know how I’d view sex if I’d never had an orgasm. It would be like there was no pay-off.”



“How romantic, Rob… I guess she never talked about it, huh?” asked Kelly, turning to Martin. 



“About sex?”



“About her orgasms.”



“No. Not really,” said Martin. “Maybe she never had them. I never thought of the possibility. She made the right sounds, I guess, like she was having an orgasm.”



“Every woman knows how to pretend,” said Kelly. “Did she ever instigate sex?”



“You know, she did once in a while, but only if she wanted something else. She would say, ‘Honey, can we get…’ or ‘Can I get…’, sort of implying we could have sex if I said whatever it was she really wanted. Funny how I’m only seeing it now.”



“Cock brains,” I said. “When your dick does your thinking for you, you’re not seeing all sides of things. A lot of men suffer from this.”



“Women suffer too,” said Kelly. “I’m not sure what we should call it. Pussy brain?” Pussy was not a common word in her daily vocabulary. In her precise speaking voice, it almost sounded prim.



“That works,” said Martin. “Anyway, let’s say Traci wasn’t dynamic in the bedroom. It was odd because she talked and looked like a woman who enjoyed sex. She had a sexy body.”



“What about mine? Don’t I have a sexy body?” asked Kelly, smiling. She straightened her posture to full effect and even jiggled her boobs, highlighting their athletic pertness. For most women with her bust-size, the effect would have looked like misbehaving water balloons.



I waited for Martin to comment, but he seemed dazed by Kelly’s rather uncharacteristic display.



“You have a very sexy body, honey,” I said. “I won’t say it’s sexier than Traci’s because, technically, her husband is sitting right here.”



“No, it’s okay, really,” said Martin. “Kelly, you have an astonishing body, and because you’re also intelligent it makes the whole package much more desirable… I’m sorry. That doesn’t sound right, does it? I’m saying you have a great body and you’re smart.”



“I understood, Marty. Thanks.” She seemed happy to receive the compliment. So was I, on her behalf and my own.



“They say it’s what you do with it,” I offered, speaking of sexy bodies. “But I’m surprised to learn Traci was so cool in the bedroom. She broadcasts a different tune.”



“I’m starting to see the whole picture now,” said Martin. “If we’re speaking frankly here, I haven’t really been with many women, and Traci’s not so different than the ones who came before her.”



As mentioned previously, we became acquainted with Martin after we were married, and there were many details about his prior life which remained vague. All we knew of it was he was born in Michigan, graduated from Stanford, and worked in tech. Most of our conversations revolved around current events, movies, books, and travel.



He had the appearance and demeanor of a man you would suspect of having had great success with many women. It was surprising to learn otherwise, but only to a degree. He was not a player, but that didn’t necessarily reflect on his success with women, only his methods. Here was the chink in his dating armor—he didn’t have a methodology when it came to dating women because he didn’t know enough about women to have one.



Kelly viewed Martin’s comment as an invitation to dig further into his private life.



“Tell us about the others,” she said.



“The women before Traci? There were only three. A high school sweetheart, a townie I met when I was at college, then a woman locally before Traci. In fact, she introduced me to Traci.”



I viewed it as a pretty slim roster. I could name ten women. Kelly’s history was about half my number in terms of men and one brief attempt at lesbianism that didn’t stick. Her joke about the adventure was “She couldn’t lick it.”



“So, you haven’t really circulated, have you, Martin?” said Kelly. “And you’re saying none of the women you’ve been with were keen on sex?”



“Sad but true, I guess,” said Martin. “When I see porn it’s completely foreign to my experience.”



“To me too, Martin,” I said. “Most porn has nothing to do with real, loving sex between a man and a woman. It’s dog sex. It’s for people with no clue about making love… Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to say…”



“No,” interrupted Martin. “It’s okay. You’re right. I have no clue.”



“You’ve never had a woman take you to the moon.” This was Kelly’s summary. I could clearly see how her mind was working now



“No,” said Martin. “Never, but I think what you’re talking about is more for women, isn’t it? Thoughts of being taken to the moon, fireworks…”



I took the initiative here. “It’s not only for women, Marty. Sure, there’s sex where the only point is getting off. It’s what most people have and occasionally it’s fine. And then there’s this other kind. I can honestly say Kelly takes me to the moon all the time.”



“Ah, that’s sweet of you to say, dear,” she said. “You me too!” What I said was true, though I had to admit she wasn’t taking me there so often anymore. It would have been more accurate to say she used to take me to the moon all the time, but specificity on this point was not important.



Martin became quiet and stared off into the distance. I wasn’t sure how to bring him back.



“Kelly is skillful in the bedroom, nearly a sex goddess,” I said. It came out of nowhere. I just said it. It seemed to startle Martin.



“Thanks again, hon,” said Kelly. She gave me a big smile and air kiss. “I try to do my best.”



Martin finally spoke. “What you two talking about? The things you do to each other?”



“Well, I guess so, Marty,” said Kelly. “But, it’s more like the things we do for each other. When I’m with Rob I don’t simply lie there. We do things for each other.”



“You know what she’s referring to, Martin, right?” I asked



He seemed to measure his words. “You’re talking about things other than intercourse.”



“That’s right.”



Kelly leaned in. “Didn’t you and Traci do things, Martin, other than having intercourse?”



“Not really.”



“No oral sex?” I felt it was time to be specific again.



“Oh, no, not that,” said Martin. “We never did that. She didn’t like to be touched there.”



“You mean her pussy?” asked Kelly. Again, this sounded prim coming out of her mouth.



“Yes, there.”



I was trying to recall if Martin had ever mentioned being brought up Amish or Quaker. The way he was speaking about sex sounded like a foreign language. This grown man, who by all rights should have been a lady magnet, sounded like a boy awaiting instructions on the facts of life.



“Did you ever try?” asked Kelly, with a smile. “You must have wanted to.” She was really digging now.



“Just once. That’s when I learned she didn’t like it.”



“Did you finger her?” she asked. “Did you put your fingers inside her vagina?”



“That’s what I was trying to do and she batted my hand away. I did do it with one of the others, though. I can’t say she really liked it either.”



My mind was now tying itself into knots thinking of Martin’s apparent bad luck with women. It was my first serious girlfriend in high school, Angie, who instructed me with grim determination how she was to be digitally stimulated. She even cupped my balls to demonstrate, juggling them with her fingers.



Maybe there was more to Traci’s affair with her boss than met the eye. Perhaps Martin had zero savoir faire in the bedroom, and Traci went elsewhere for satisfaction.



If anyone could bring Martin up to speed in terms of satisfying a woman in bed it was Kelly. She was anything but shy about what pleased her. Her coital vocalizations were part exclamatory expressions of joy but also boldly instructive. ‘There, right there! Harder! Oh fuck yes!’ were among her more common expletive-laden exclamations. I wondered if Kelly was thinking what I was thinking. I wished I’d had a clicker that could turn Martin off for a moment so we could huddle and scheme. Lacking one, I gave Kelly a nod conveying what I hoped would be interpreted as, ‘Are you hearing this?’



She nodded an acknowledgment. It wasn’t confirming much but was all I could do before Martin stood and said he was hitting the head again.



“Can you believe what he’s saying?” asked Kelly, a nanosecond before I could ask her the exact same question.



“It’s crazy,” I said. “I assumed he was a man with a sex life other men could only dream of having. Now he’s telling us he’s barely had a sex life at all.”



“I don’t think he’s been with a woman who knew any better either, or at least knew how to tell him what they wanted. A lot of women are shy about sex stuff.”



“You’re not shy.”



“No, I’m not.” She laughed. “I guess I’m kind of a bully in the bedroom, aren’t I?”



“Not a bully, no. You’re unselfconsciously responsive, and not afraid to be open about what you want. Put it that way.”



“Okay.”



“Listen, you know what this means, don’t you?”



“I’m not sure,” said Kelly. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”



“You’re going to be his teacher. You’re going to show him everything he needs to know about satisfying a woman.”



Simultaneously, Kelly’s shoulder’s shivered and her eyes sparkled as if some new animating force entered her body. I guessed she was envisioning the possibilities. Viewing Martin as her student added several layers of interest to the prospect of bedding him. He would be her compliant pupil, she the domineering instructress demanding perfection. I was getting a little carried away with these thoughts when Martin returned.



“Any more hooch?” he asked, eyeballing the warming pitcher of martinis beside me.



“Sure,” I said. “Let me top everyone off and I’ll put the pitcher in the freezer until the next round.”



“I need a potty stop too,” said Kelly. She followed me into the kitchen. Facing me in the light, I could see her pert nipples were hungry for attention. I pulled up her camisole and gave each one a kiss.



“Oh, thanks,” she said, quite sincerely. “They’ve been dying for some lovin’.” She gave her breasts a squeeze to accent her remark, then pulled her camisole down.



“We could go upstairs…”



“We have company,” she said. She gave me a real kiss. “So, you were saying out there…”



“You’re going to teach him how to love a woman.”



“And how do we get there?”



“I think it’s going to be easier than you think. Did you see his body squirm when you asked him about fingering Traci? He was definitely getting an erection.”



“To be honest, I did kind of notice… Have you ever seen it? Like at the gym? You’ve both gone there together.”



“No. We never changed or showered together there. Why, what are you thinking?



“Nothing, really… So, I guess we should keep talking?”



“Yes, but you should do the talking,” I said. “He’ll be more honest and open if you’re the one asking questions. I’ll jump in here and there to keep it going if necessary.”



“Teamwork, eh?”



“Right. Teamwork to help my wife cheat on me.”



She gave me a bear hug and deep kiss. “Look at you, always thinking of me! But really, I must suck at this if I need your help to cheat.” She laughed and went off to the bathroom.










Chapter 3: Escalation








I returned to the deck and Martin. The light had faded sufficiently to warrant lighting two torches left by guests to our Fourth of July dinner party. Both Martin and Traci had attended.



“Feeling any better?” I asked.



“Yes, plus the martinis are helping.”



“They’re reliable that way.”



“Kelly’s quite liberated,” he said, as if in afterthought. I wasn’t actually sure what she meant.



“How so?”



“You can talk to her about anything.”



“You’re referring to the sex stuff, right?”



“Yeah. But I mean generally, too.”



“I can’t disagree,” I said. “She speaks her mind, and that includes letting me know what she likes in bed.”



“It’s hard for me to imagine. Growing up, we kids didn’t have genitals as far as our parents were concerned. We didn’t talk about anything. I assumed that’s how it was for other families, and for married couples too.”



“You live a pretty sheltered life, then, is what you’re saying.”



“Especially regarding sex and bodily functions generally. I’ve met your parents. They’re completely unlike mine.”



My parents were former hippies turned capitalists who returned to their wanton Sixties ways after earning a bundle in real estate. Once they’d secured their fortunes, they reopened the dress-up box where they’d stored their non-materialist selves and set them free again. They were already in this period when Martin met them.



“My parents are free thinkers, that’s for sure. They were almost tiringly open about sex. When I came of age and it was time to learn about the birds and the bees, my father took me aside, opened an old Playboy to the centerfold, and asked me if I had any questions. I looked at the model, Miss March ‘82 I think it was, and shook my head.



“He sensed I was shy. He gave me the Playboy and told me to look through it, saying it was completely normal if I got an erection from the pictures. I said something like, ‘Thanks, Dad’ and left feeling a crippling embarrassment. Of course, I looked at the pictures. He had caught me about six months before I was really primed to have the discussion.



“The main thing he told me was, and I’m thankful for this, it was my job to please the woman and I shouldn’t put my interests first.”



“Wow. I can’t imagine my dad ever talking to me that way”



“Talking to you what way, Martin?” asked Kelly, as she returned to the deck.



“I was telling him about my dad giving me the big talk,” I said.



“About the birds and the bees?”



“Right. About sex.”



“Oh, that was funny, with the old Playboys and everything. My mother had pictures too, gave me books, even Erotica by Anais Nin. I didn’t leave my room for a week. Then my period came and she helped me with the Tampons, took me to lunch to celebrate.”



“You two are from a different planet,” said Martin. “As I was saying, I can’t imagine my parents ever doing the same. If I heard my mother say ‘penis’ I’d probably faint.”



Kelly and I gave his comments a courteous laugh. It was he who was from a different planet. As far as I knew, all of my college friends had hippie parents too, and they were all extremely casual when it came to sex and the more sensual aspects of life.



“I feel sorry for you, Martin,” said Kelly. “We had no idea you lived such a sheltered life. I mean sexually.”



“As I said before, sad but true.”



He did seem genuinely sad. I felt the need to offer some encouragement, in addition to offering him my wife. “It’s never too late, Martin. Anyway, it’s not like you’ve been a monk.”



“The truth is…” said Martin, then hesitated. “The truth is, I’m not sure I ever learned how to please a woman. I’m not sure I have the right instincts.”



Now, there was an opening, but it was premature to suggest he go upstairs with my wife and have a few lessons.



“It’s not hard, Martin,” said Kelly. “We’re not so difficult to operate.” She laughed.



The truth was, I’d read enough to understand many men were dunderheads in the bedroom, missionary-style extremists who believed a woman’s pleasure wasn’t their problem. It wasn’t that they didn’t instinctively know how to please a woman. They simply didn’t feel it was necessary to accomplishing their objective.



“Honey,” said Kelly. “Let’s refresh our drinks.” By that, she meant I should go to the freezer, retrieve the pitcher of martinis, and refill their glasses. I did so. Kelly and Martin hadn’t spoken in the interim.



As I sat I caught I another look from Kelly. My eyebrows telegraphed ‘What’ and her eyes directed me to Martin. She wanted me to say something.



“What Kelly’s saying, Marty, is pleasing a woman is a case of knowing what they like and how they like it done. They don’t want to simply be touched. They want to be touched in a certain way.”



“He’s right,” said Kelly. “I tell Rob what I like and he finds stuff I like on his own, but I’m not shy about telling him, you know, more there, more here, harder, softer, that sort of thing. You can ask me anything you want about it, Marty. I can tell you what I like. I’m not so different from other women.”



Martin’s posture registered her offer. I had the impression he was breaking through walls, finally able to ask questions about a subject his parents told him was forbidden or he himself was too embarrassed to bring up. Here was a grown, sexy woman telling him things he’d never heard from a woman before.



From his perspective, she was offering him the key to the kingdom.










Chapter 4: Welcome To The Kingdom








I knew it would be wise to offer my encouragement. Martin might feel shy about grilling my wife as to her preferences in bed, and it was reasonable to expect he might be. I imagined myself faced with the same offer from my sister-in-law. She was also attractive and sexy and could be intimidating. Regardless, in front of my brother, I would be disinclined to ask her if she enjoyed oral sex, and, in particular, how she liked it to be performed. Did she like a little ass play to go along with it? Was a digital accompaniment to tongue activity enjoyable? I wasn’t sure my brother would mind, but it wasn’t worth the risk.



“Martin,” I said. “You don’t have to be shy. It’s fine with me if Kelly speaks freely to you about this stuff. She wants to help you. So do I.”



“Thanks, Rob, and Kelly. I don’t know what to say really, or where to begin.”



“Foreplay is a good place to start,” said Kelly, smiling. “For most women it’s indispensable.”



“You mean kissing and petting?” said Martin.



“And genital touching too. When I hear the word ‘petting’ I think of boys feeling my tits in high school, Martin. Adults don’t really use ‘petting’ to describe their foreplay.”



“You like to be…” said Martin, hesitatingly. “You liked to be touched…”



“On my pussy, Martin,” she said. “Or you can say ‘slit’, ‘puss’, anything but the ‘C’ word really. Well, I don’t like ‘twat’ either. Just say pussy.”



I was sure Martin was blushing but low light prevented a sure diagnosis. Hearing my wife telling another man to call her vulva “pussy” was sending tiny electric charges down my spine. These, in turn, translated into an erection. If I was not mistaken, Kelly’s commentary seemed to be having this effect on Martin as well.



Martin, perhaps feeling emboldened, sat up a little straighter. “So, how do you like to be touched there?”



“Gently at first. Then slowly with increasing pressure, maybe dragging your fingers lightly up and down my slit. That will get me going. Rob can tell you. And then your fingers can penetrate, you know, a little bit, up and down, slowly. Do you get the picture?”



I certainly had the picture in my mind. I was imaging Kelly guiding Martin’s fingers up and down her slit as she offered gentle encouragement and instruction.



“Yes, I think I get it… So, you don’t like the finger to go directly in?”



Oh brother, I thought. This was really remedial stuff. We were getting to Martin in the nick of time. I could guess at the stories Traci was now telling her new lover about her soon-to-be ex-husband.



“Oh, God no! Martin,” said Kelly. “There’s no need to rush! I have to be wet first. You need to get my juices flowing!”



“How do I do it?” asked Martin.



Kelly thought for a moment. She now realized Martin was more out of tune sexually than either of us thought.



“Look, Martin,” she said. “When you get an erection, do you leak fluid?”



Martin seemed boyishly embarrassed by the question. Even in the dim light I could see this via his body English. He seemed to freeze-frame.



“Yes,” he said. “It’s called precum.”



“That’s right. A woman produces it too. It’s our natural lubricant, nature’s way to get us ready for sex. The easiest way to get me wet—when we’re getting started, you know? The easiest way is for you to play with my tits, especially my nipples. Rob could teach you all about that.” She laughed.



“It’s all in the gentle touching, then the teasing pinch and nibble,” I said. “A little pinching and nibbling go along way.” I was joking around but also serious.



Kelly laughed again. She had a delightful, easy laugh. “You see, Martin, I had to teach Rob how I liked it, and now he’s an expert.”



I appreciated the compliment. A nice mood was settling over the discussion and I didn’t want to break it for dinner. I refilled our glasses, leaving one small round left in the pitcher.



“You like to have your nipples bitten?” asked Martin.



“Martin, you’ve never nibbled on a woman’s nipple?” she asked.



“Not really, no. I’ve kissed them.”



“How about sucking them?”



“Not really.”



Kelly looked at me then back to Martin. She seemed to be debating her next move. She stood and moved her chair alongside Martin, but facing the other direction. This got my attention as well as Martin’s, neither of us knowing what was on the program.



“Martin, lift off your shirt, okay?”



Martin’s face revealed a mix of panic and concern.



“It’s fine, Marty,” I said. “I don’t think she’s going to hurt you.”



Martin took off his shirt.



“Okay, nice,” said Kelly. She rubbed her hand over this stomach and chest. He was a fit guy, and Kelly’s lingering fingers told me she enjoyed touching him in this familiar way.



“Alright, pay attention, Martin. I’m going to feel your nipples the way I like mine to be felt.” She gently circled his nipples with the soft tips of her fingers, then gave them a light pinch, possibly harder than he was expecting because he jumped. “Was it too much? Rob doesn’t like it either. I’m just showing you how I like it.”



Martin nodded, watching her fingers play with his nipples. I imagined he was taking mental notes.



Kelly withdrew her hand and sat back in her chair. “See, that’s it! Do that to me for a few minutes and I’ll definitely be wet.” Kelly caught my eyes. Somehow, we had developed a telepathic capability. I knew exactly what was on her mind. I nodded.



“Okay, Martin,” she said. “Now show me what you’ve learned.” She leaned forward and removed her top. This, of course, meant she was now sitting topless inches away from Martin.



This was it. We were now crossing the Rubicon.



Martin’s eyes did a comical dance around their sockets and then stared at me. Otherwise, he was as stiff as a stiff.



“It’s fine, Martin. She wants to help you.” I was at a right angle to them, and the view of my wife’s breasts from the side delivered a dose of nearly unconquerable desire. The perfection with which they sat on her chest, and the way their plump curves rose in a crescendo to her pert nipples, put me into an altered state. I could imagine how Martin was feeling but did not understand his hesitancy. If a woman told me to feel her breasts I doubted I would debate the matter, especially if the woman’s spouse had given me permission.



“Really,” said Kelly. “We want to help. It’s okay with Rob if you touch me.”



“I can’t believe this… Are you sure?” Martin’s eyes expressed eagerness to comply but his hands remained reluctant. Kelly nodded her response, then picked up his right hand and cupped it over her left breast. She responded to this new man’s touch by inhaling deeply and slightly arching her back. Her breast filled Martin’s hand. My mind nearly detonated at the sight of this.



“That’s not so bad, is it?” she asked, in a soothing voice. She turned her torso as she raised Martin’s other hand to her right breast and pressed both hands in. “Now massage them a little, Martin, or just do what you like and I’ll tell you how it feels.”



Martin massaged and explored her breasts and let his fingers trace their curves. He did so slowly and methodically. Kelly closed her eyes and seemed to be savoring his continued touch.



Minutes passed. Kelly moaned occasionally, offering encouragement when Martin hit the right notes.



“Okay,” she said finally. “Marty, I want you to kiss my breasts. She pulled his hands away and leaned in while arching her back, and he bent toward her breasts and kissed each nipple, then smiled at her, like a young boy hoping for admiration.



“Don’t stop or I’ll think you’re a tease, Marty!” She smiled and Martin kissed her breasts again, this time lingeringly. Kelly put her hand behind his neck and held him in. “Now suck my nipples, Marty.”



He did so and she moaned elaborately. “Yes, that’s how I like it. Now use your tongue, flick my nipples with your tongue… Oh yeah, Marty. Just like that.”



She let Martin suckle her breasts at his leisure, offering further small encouragements, gently holding his head as it went back and forth between her breasts.



This spectacle was making me painfully erect. I had to rearrange myself several times, shifting in my chair to do so. I also saw Martin’s stiff erection straining the fabric of his, or rather, my shorts.



Kelly released Martin’s head and sat back in her chair, releasing him from her breasts. She gave them a tender squeeze.



“Marty, I liked it. Did you?”



“Yes, of course. I can’t believe this just happened.”



Kelly put her hand over Martin’s crotch and fondled his erection. This made his spine shudder as it rose on point. He looked at me and I nodded and he relaxed, letting his head tilt back slightly in response to the euphoria of being intimately caressed. Kelly gently massaged his cock, then moved her hand to his bare thigh, then ran it up his leg under his shorts. He shifted in his chair, granting her easier access. She played with his cock for awhile, then removed her hand.



“Was that nice, Martin?” she asked.



“I’m not sure what to say, Kelly. I’m not even sure what’s going on here.”



“I want to help you, Marty. That’s why I let you touch me. And it’s why I touched you, so you would know how a woman can show her appreciation too. Has a woman ever touched you like this?”



“Not really, no.”



“Are you ready for your next lesson, Martin?” she asked. Before he could answer she looked over at me. “I think we should take Martin upstairs, don’t you, honey?”



I nodded and we both stood. Martin wasn’t comprehending.



“Really—what’s going on?” he asked, with an edge of panic.



“I’m going to teach you how to make love to me, Martin. Rob wants me to.”



“How can I do that? You two are married, I can’t…”



“It’s okay, Martin. Tell him, Rob.”



I looked at Martin. “Listen, we discussed this. It’s okay. Kelly’s going to be your teacher tonight. She’s going to tell you and show you everything you need to know about pleasing a woman.”



Kelly grabbed his hand, lifting him out of his chair. Before he could stand completely she kissed him hard and deep. Initially, he was tense, then he went with it. His hands went to her shoulders as hers went around his back.



“Don’t worry, Marty,” she said after releasing him. “This is going to be fun.” She took his hand, then mine, and led us into the house. My anticipation was through the roof. I couldn’t wait to learn what Kelly had on her mind. At that moment, I viewed Martin as one of the luckiest man on Earth.



For reasons I still couldn’t quite comprehend, so was I.










Chapter 5: Great Expectations








As we stepped into the bright kitchen from the darkening night, seeing Kelly topless in front of Martin sent another shockwave through my system. There they were, her wonderful tits, exposed to our friend Martin under startlingly clear circumstances. In the dimming twilight, it was one thing. Here it was another. I felt a mix of pride and panic, though it shifted quickly into being just pride.



“Hey,” said Kelly. “Maybe you two should stay here and have a drink. I think you should both talk about this. I’m going to jump in the shower.” She left without waiting for a reply.



“Bourbon?” I suggested.



“Sure, thanks.” I pointed Martin to the kitchen table and he sat. I mixed our drinks and joined him.



“I expect you feel a little strange about what’s happening tonight, Martin.”



“I’m a little freaked out, yeah.” He took a big sip of the bourbon.



“I would be too. If the situation were reversed I’m not sure what I’d be thinking.”



“Believe me, Rob. Traci would never make the same offer unless you promised her a Mercedes.”



“I didn’t mean Traci so much. I was speaking generically.”



“I get it.” He stared at the table. I wanted to make sure he was thinking straight about what was occurring, and not making assumptions.



“Look, Martin. There’s no good way to explain it so I’ll just lay it out for you.”



“Sure.” He gave me his attention.



“Earlier, we made a joke about Kelly being your comfort woman, remember?”



“Yes. Soon after you got home. I knew she was kidding.”



“She was, but it got me thinking, and then I talked to her privately here in the kitchen, and then this idea blossomed. We once had an experience in Paris. It didn’t involve sex, but there was another man, and this experience really fired up our lovemaking. You see, she had flirted with this guy, and her flirting got both of us hot. I watched her flirt pretending we were strangers.”



I paused and took a sip of my bourbon. “Are you following so far?”



“I’m kind of following.”



“Good. So, I told Kelly when she was kidding around and made the offer to you, of being your ‘comfort woman’, it had the same effect on me as her flirting with the guy in Paris. She joked around about you being good looking, and I asked if she could envision sleeping with you, and she beat around the bush before finally admitting she could and might even like to. Do you know where I’m going with this?”



“I can see where you’re going.”



“The thing is, after talking outside and learning how it’s really been for you with women, Kelly’s now eager to be your teacher. She wants you not just for the reasons I mentioned—how the idea got us both kind of hot—but now she wants you to be her student. I’m filling in a bit. She and I haven’t actually talked about this part, but I think the idea is really firing her up.”



“Why are you willing to let her do this, Rob? That’s what I’m not getting.”



“Well, because she’s been honest with me. She’d like to sleep with you, and I don’t mind. It kind of raises her sexual capital for me. I can’t really explain it further. I just know how the Paris thing worked out for us, and I suspect I know how this will work out for us. I like the idea of my wife being this Sex Goddess, if you know what I mean. She seems to like it too.”



“Have you two done this before?” Martin’s face showed concerned about what I might reply.



“Never. Aside from that evening in Paris, no. We’re not swingers. We’ve never been with another couple or had anyone else in our bedroom.”



“And it doesn’t bother you to see me touching your wife?”



“No. I find it stimulating. If another man views her the way I do it’s appealing on a number of levels, including erotic. I’m sure it involves all sorts of primitive psychology, stuff left over from our caveman days. It’s not so important to understand the details as long as you can accept how they make you feel.”



Martin didn’t look convinced by my speech. Something was troubling him, then it occurred to me he might be worried about my intentions.



“Martin, don’t worry about how I fit into all of this. I have no interest in you physically.” This seemed to loosen him up. I decided if there was ever a next time, I’d be sure to mention this up front.



Martin thought about everything for a while and really seemed to be chewing it over in his mind.



“Listen, Martin. You’re pissed about Traci sleeping with her boss. But step back from for a moment, pretend it never happened, and imagine Traci with me, and you’ve given your consent. How does that make you feel?”



Martin gave it a good think. “I actually don’t mind it so much.”



“Anything else?”



“I guess I can see it how you see it. It is stimulating in a way.” He thought about it some more. “Yeah, I know what you mean now. Thinking about her having sex with you kind of…”



“Makes you horny. Makes you want her more. These are your natural instincts kicking in.”



“Something like that.” Martin seemed to relax completely, perhaps completing his fourth or fifth cycle this evening of rising and falling tension. He drained his bourbon. “I think I understand now.”



“Based on what you told us outside, Martin, Kelly is really going to open your eyes. You couldn’t have a better teacher. She knows exactly what she likes and she won’t hold anything back. You need to be open with her too. She’ll want to know what you like too. It’s all about pleasing each other and arriving at the same destination together.”



Kelly called down from upstairs. “Ready, boys!” The tone of her voice, both playful and seductive, was enchanting. There was also an infectious excitement in her voice. I was utterly and completely aroused but had to hold back. Kelly and Martin would be the evening’s main attraction, but we would all benefit.



We left the kitchen and climbed the stairs.










Chapter 6: The Rising Tide








We met Kelly in the bedroom, a room that forever hence would hold memories of the night our marriage took a decisive turn. She was wearing a short kimono and a bright smile and nothing else. The bed had been turned down and pillows fluffed. Martin and I stood just inside the door unsure of how to proceed.



“Ah, here are my boys,” she said. “Did you have a good chat?”



“We did,” I said. Martin nodded.



“Good. Now I want you two to take off your clothes, all of them!”



Martin and I exchanged glances then began taking off our clothes. I never enjoyed undressing in front of other men but circumstances warranted an exception. When we stripped our underwear Kelly was faced with two yearnful erections. I couldn’t help but conclude Martin’s was decisively larger than my own.



“Hmm, nice,” said Kelly. She stood in front of us and let her kimono drop to the floor. We were now all naked. She gently took our cocks into her hands and simply held them, letting her touch do all the work. Seeing Kelly with Martin’s cock in her hand, in the flesh this time, excited me beyond measure.



And this was just the beginning.



“I’ve never held two cocks at the same time.” She stroked us while looking only me in the eyes. “Are you sure this is okay, Rob?”



I nodded. Kelly got on her knees and took my cock into her mouth while still holding Martin’s. She gave it a tender inspection with her tongue. I thought she would then switch to Martin, but she stood instead. “Rob, you’re going to watch for awhile, okay?” I nodded again and sat in the chair Kelly used for quiet reading. She climbed on the bed and patted the space beside her. “Come here, Martin.” He climbed onto the bed next to her, his stout erection leading the way. Its size made me wonder if Kelly felt any concerns about where it was headed.



She laid on her back. “Martin, let’s kiss.” They kissed, first timidly, and then with what struck me as brute hunger. Kelly’s arms went around Martin and they resembled two lovers in feverish embrace rocking back and forth greedily hoping to become one.



“Now kiss my breasts, Marty.” She pushed his head down and arched her back into Martin’s lips. He kissed her nipples, then sucked and licked them with avarice. She gasped mildly, watching him savor her breasts while she stroked his hair. “You can go slow too, Martin. There’s no rush.”



Martin took a nipple between his fingers and pinched. Kelly responded favorably as her hand reached down to caress his side. Seeing her hand slip down to feel his rather firm buttocks gave me a pang of jealousy. She had a way with her touch that was both motherly and sensual, nurturing and exotic, all at once. I knew exactly what Martin would be feeling now. Her pelvis responded as if under the forces of subtle waves as her body gently undulated into him.



Martin returned to Kelly’s lips and they kissed some more. He was now half lying on top of her.



“Touch me, Martin… Show me how you want to touch me.” He didn’t seem to follow, so Kelly took his arm and bent it down, then put his hand over her pussy. “There,” she whispered. “Feel my pussy.”



He cupped her pussy, then lifted his hand to insert a finger. It was a premature move and I was sure Kelly would slow him down.



“No, not yet. Just feel me, Martin. Let your fingers lightly dance over me and explore. Feel outside too, along my slit. Go all the way down. Let your fingers flirt… Yes! Marty! Just like that…”



He continued to do as instructed, and Kelly’s pelvis resumed its wave motion as she looked over to me. Her eyes spoke to me indecipherably. Was she worried that our “joke” had now gone too far? She was naked in another man’s arms and clearly enjoyed being so. Her moans were not theatrical, but rather hopelessly in tune with what she was feeling. She was a captive in the eroticism brewing between herself and Martin. Did she want my permission to continue, to see where this all led? I was unsure but nodded anyway, and her eyes assumed a dreamy look as she returned her gaze to Martin.



“Now feel me inside, Marty. Be gentle…. Yes! See how wet you made me? It’s for you, Marty. My pussy is getting wet for you.” They continued as they were for a few minutes, then Kelly reached down and took control of his hand.



“I’m going to show you my clit, Martin. I’m going to show you how to touch me there.”



She circled his finger around the top of her slit, gently applying pressure until Martin had it just right. She removed her hand and let Martin pleasure her on his own. In another few seconds Kelly was gasping and moaning more fervently.



“That’s it, Marty. Just like that… Oh, yes, that’s it!” She heaved herself into Martin’s fingers. “Okay… Okay, Marty, that’s…” Instead of finishing her comment, she sat up. Martin withdrew his fingers and appeared puzzled.



“Wow, I almost came, Martin.” She laughed. “I’d say you’re a quick learner!” She laughed again as she scooted up the bed, arranged the pillows, then laid down again. She spread her legs and raised her knees.



Kelly hadn’t paid any further attention to Martin’s cock since we had both undressed. It was as hard and earnest as ever, and he must have been dying for Kelly to take it in her hands and mouth. She was purposely letting his tension build. Kelly was skillful in that way, letting your desire put your body and mind into near delirium before offering relief.



“Martin, I want you to eat my pussy now, okay? I’ll tell you what to do, don’t worry. You can start by giving me kisses. Kiss me up and down. Don’t use your tongue yet.”



He got into position, hesitated for a moment, then kissed Kelly as instructed. Based on what he had told us on the deck, this was his first venture into oral sex.



“Lighter,” she said. “Tease me, Martin. Barely make contact, like a feather…. That’s it. There, you’ve got it…” She let herself savor his kisses, her head falling back as her pelvis gently heaved.



“Touch my nipples, Martin. Can you do it while you’re kissing my pussy too? It will be heaven for me!” He arranged himself so his fingers could play with her nipples.



“Pinch me.” He did so. “Now use your tongue, Martin. Lick my pussy up and down… OH GOD, yes, Martin. Perfect. Go deeper now… YES! Now my clit… Circle your tongue around my… OH GOD YES!”



Kelly was near the brink. She could always reach quick and multiple orgasms but would dial herself back before getting there. If she saved them, she would have a bigger orgasm when she finally cut loose. This was her preferred method. She liked holding out for what she referred to as her God Moment. Once there she would commune with the universe and step into a singularity of oneness with all things. That’s how she explained it, and I didn’t view it any differently. A mutual orgasm with Kelly was like jumping off the planet into a giant pool of warm bliss.



How many times had Kelly and I made love? I couldn’t guess, but it was surely over a thousand.



I still remembered the first time.



It was our second date. We both knew within five minutes of meeting we’d end up in bed, but it wasn’t urgent. The night we met we ended up in her apartment. We kissed, and she let me fondle her breasts, but it ended there. She wasn’t playing hard to get, she was having her period. She didn’t want us to have our first time that way, though later on we’d never give it a second thought.



We went out to dinner for our second date. By mid-meal, our hormones were dancing across the table doing recon and to such an extent we skipped the main course. We behaved like deranged teenagers in the cab. My hand was up under her dress with a mind of its own. She responded as if she’d broken to the surface after a dangerous spell under water. This is to say she gasped louder than usual cab decorum permitted. We barely made it to my apartment with our clothes intact.



And that’s how it was for the longest time and well into our marriage. Only in the last year had I become aware our sexy-times were slipping. Certainly, losing the novelty played into it, but also exhaustion. We pushed ourselves hard in our careers and that always comes with a price. The only cure was to reignite the passion and make it burn more brightly than it ever had before.



Bringing Martin into our bedroom was doing the trick. It was like having my vision restored after a period of blindness. I was seeing Kelly with new eyes, and certainly from new angles. My passion was fully restored. I could sense this was true for Kelly too.



But for now I was content to watch. I knew she would take care of me, take care of us. Our lovemaking had its own signature and it couldn’t be tainted or destroyed by her making love to Martin. She was adding to our erotic inventory. Her lovemaking with Martin would inform our lovemaking. I could see it clearly now.



Martin and Kelly were now entirely into their own soup, as it were, in the bubble they had created for themselves. Kelly’s moanings and gaspings reached a crescendo and her palms smacked the bedding. She nearly yelped. Martin was taking her somewhere new existing only in the moment of their lovemaking. That was fine. I was happy for her. She was adding to her sexual capital, not subtracting from it or destroying it.



“MARTIN STOP!” she nearly yelled. She was going to hold herself back. Martin had performed well. She tapped his shoulder, then pulled on them. He climbed on top of her and they kissed meaningfully. It was sweet. She rocked him gently as they embraced. Seeing his naked body on hers sent another wave of electricity through me. My cock was actually throbbing and dripping and begging for relief.



She released him and he rolled to her side, his cock erect and pleading. Kelly took it in her mouth, once again crossing another threshold.



She stroked him gently, pulsing his shaft with her fingers, feeding it slowly into her mouth as far as she could take it. She shifted her body to hover over him, played with his balls while her head slowly bobbed over his cock. Martin reached a hand to her breast and she moaned consent.



“Martin,” she said, sitting up. “I want you to fuck me now.” She laid beside him and spread her legs. Martin climbed over her as she guided his cock. “Go slow, Martin.” She released his cock and he slowly slipped it inside my wife. She tensed, then relaxed, watching him with wondrous eyes.



This was the final threshold.



“Just like this,” she whispered. He slowly fucked her. “Go completely out each time, Martin… Yes, nice. Like that… Your cock feels so nice, Martin… You’re perfect in me…” She closed her eyes. Her pelvis rolled into each slow thrust.



“I can feel you’re close, Martin. Do you want to come in me? I want you to, Marty. I want to feel you pooling inside of me. You can push harder now, as hard as you want…” Martin’s rhythm increased fourfold. He was now grunting with each thrust. Kelly moaned loudly as each one landed, wrapping her legs around him as he rounded to the finish.



“There it is, Marty… Yes! Fuck me harder!!! OH GOD MARTY!!!” He came in an outburst of violence. Their bodies slapped together noisily. Kelly was completely submissive under him, her legs flailing. With one final release, he lifted her bottom off the bed completely, then landed on top of her panting. She stroked his back and cooed soothingly in his ear. “That was so nice, Martin… Hmm… So nice.”



Watching my wife get fucked by another man had put me into a state of suspended animation. I’d forgotten to breath. My mind was reeling with all the new imagery it now had to process and sort and seal into it vaults. The shift from just imagining this adultery to witnessing it firsthand was rewriting my DNA.



He rolled to her side and she kissed his chest, his neck, and his lips. She tenderly kissed his cock then laid her head on his chest. They laid quietly for a while.



Kelly got up and went into the bathroom. When she came back she grabbed my hand and took me to the bed. She pulled me on top of her and gave me a big, deep, languorous kiss, holding my head in her hands.



“Now I need to take care of my other boy,” she whispered in my ear. “How patient you’ve been!” She spread her legs under me and raise her knees. “Make love to me, Rob.” My cock slipped into her and her eyes rolled back. She closed them as I slowly increased my rhythm. She followed me with her hips. “Two cocks in one night,” she whispered. “Two bulls!” She seemed giddy and freshly aroused and was on fire. “Two cocks!” she repeated. “Two men fucking me in one night!” She was right there, ready to climax. She’d held it for me. “OH FUCK, ROB!!! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!!!” She bucked, thrusting herself into me.



I followed her eyes as she looked at Martin, now watching us intently. “MARTY! GIVE ME YOUR COCK!!!” She beckoned him. “LET ME SUCK YOUR COCK!!!” He positioned himself so she could swallow it. His erection was back in an instant. She sucked his cock as I rammed into her, and then she exploded. She released Martin and wailed into the night. For a moment she had two cocks inside her, and it sent her over the edge. She became spastic, writhing every which way. It took me over the edge too and my cock pulsed and I came in a way that seemed humanly impossible. It took forever for the tremors to completely leave my body. I fell on top of Kelly feeling like I’d lost consciousness.



Maybe I had. Moments seemed to pass before I felt Kelly’s warm hands smoothly stroking my back. She was also kissing my cheek and neck. I lifted my head and stared into her eyes. They were filled with an otherworldly wonder. I kissed her like I’d never kissed her before.



She was still giddy with excitement, perhaps disbelieving what had occurred. Two men had fucked her, and she had satisfied them completely. I was exhilarated too but also drained. I didn’t feel I could move. The evening had taken me over an erotic threshold the likes of which I’d never imagined. It was the same for Kelly and I’m sure this was true for Martin.



I rolled to Kelly’s side opposite Martin. She scooted to the center of the bed and pulled us both in. She stroked our cocks, not sexually so much as fondly, endearingly. I kissed her breast and sucked her nipples She looked at Martin and gave him an encouraging nod. He kissed her other breast, then held it in his hand. I did the same.



Kelly appeared heavenly, or like a blessed angel, odd words to describe what was happening at that moment. Two men fondling her intimately, all of us naked and perspiring and soaked from our lovemaking. In some minds, this scene might have come across as evil, lewd, or perverse, but it was the opposite. It was sweet and loving and warm and wonderful.



Most important of all was Kelly was happy. Perhaps she had now lived out a secret fantasy, one saved in the recessed corners of her mind, fantasies she never expected to live. She’d given them light and found happiness in them, but no shame. She’d unleashed the magic of her feminine charms and been rewarded with erotic pleasures that exceeded her capacity to comprehend them. There was no useful vocabulary to describe them, only feelings arriving from another plane of existence which could not be bound in language.



What Martin was feeling I couldn’t judge. He was quiet now, as we all were. Kelly sat up and pulled the covers over us, tucking each of us in tenderly.



Martin and I fell asleep cuddled into her like she was Mother Earth.



There was no other way to view this Divine Woman.










Chapter 7: Double The Fun








I was on a raft floating on a rolling sea of tan Egyptian cotton. It was like drifting in a warm, caressing bath. Suddenly, the sea became violent, and I was jolted awake. Someone was panting and gasping and expletives filled the soundscape in a familiar voice.



“OH FUCKING YES!!!” The voice belonged to my wife. I opened my eyes to see her riding my good friend Martin’s cock cowboy style. Her naked breasts bobbed joyfully and immodestly above him. She saw I was awake and, between the gasps and expletives, managed to say, “Good morning, honey!” She broke into another wave of, “OH FUCKING YES, MARTY!!! OH GOD!!! YES!!!” She rolled into an orgasm that made the walls the shake and lampshades quiver.



When her satisfaction was complete she rolled off Martin and laid between us. She caught her breath and smiling like the blue ribbon winner at a bake sale, leaned over and gave me a kiss. “I hope we didn’t wake you.”



This was not the usual Saturday morning routine. Kelly tended to sleep in.



“Good morning,” I said. Martin appeared, having turned onto his side so I could see him.



“Good morning, Rob,” he said.



“Morning, all.”



Kelly smiled. “You’re not upset, are you? Martin woke up with a boner pressing into my ass. You had one too but you were sleeping.”



“There’s no reason to waste a perfectly good erection,” I said. “No, I’m not upset. It would be kind of foolish to be so now, don’t you think?”



Martin seemed satisfied with my response and laid back down.



“Well,” said Kelly. “We didn’t really discuss this, did we? I mean, aside from last night.”



“No, we didn’t, other than saying we’d see how things went. We left it kind of open-ended.”



“I was thinking, Rob…” She hesitated.



“Yes?”



“I was thinking, there was no reason Marty couldn’t stay with us for the weekend.”



She had a point. There wasn’t any particular reason why he shouldn’t stay with us for the weekend. We were sociable types, and he had a dire situation at home.



“Sure,” I said. “What do you think, Martin? Any reason you can’t stay with us the whole weekend?”



He thought about it, then said. “I can stay if you guys don’t mind.”



“Not at all,” said Kelly. She bounced over me, which involved exposing my erectile situation, and stood by the bed. She glanced at my cock, then decided whatever she got out of bed for was less important than giving it a quick visit. She took it into her mouth and played with it rather absently with her tongue. After a minute or so she lifted her head. “Do you guys want some coffee?” While we pondered the question she resumed sucking my cock, then released it with a pop, kissed the tip and, smiling at it, said, “More later.” She stood and looked at us expectantly.



I clued in. “Yeah, coffee. I’ll come with you.” I got out of bed and stretched, then followed Kelly downstairs. When we got there she gave me a big hug and kiss, then pressed her head to my chest.



“I love you, you know.” She gave me another squeeze.



“I love you too. Happy?” I asked.



She gave me a coquettish grin. “I’m happy if you’re happy.”



“I am.” I set about making the coffee while Kelly straightened out the kitchen table and wiped the counter. “Boy, I’m hungry. We never got to dinner last night.”



“I’m hungry too.” I got eggs and bacon out of the fridge and started breakfast. Watching her navigate nude was a new thing. She never walked around the house naked and I wondered why. It was nice to see her this way, and it was warm enough, so why not?



Pipes announced the shower was running upstairs. “I’d say you got his mind off Traci.”



She laughed. “You think?”



“I’m sure of it. So tell me, what was it like for you?”



“What?”



“Making love to Martin, stupid.”



“Hey! Oh, he’s getting there.” She came over and gave me another kiss.



“What does that mean?”



“I mean he’s gaining confidence? I’m not sure… I like instructing him, though. It was fun.” She smiled.



“It was fun to watch.”



“Really? It didn’t upset you?”



“No, surprisingly. This morning when you two woke me I was happy to see you enjoying yourself. Crazy, huh?”



“Yeah,” she laughed. “You wake up and see your wife fucking another man. Some husbands might find it troubling.” She laughed again. “He’d never done cowboy style. Can you believe it? I would have thought it one of Traci’s preferred positions, so she could see herself in the mirror.”



“Traci never did cowgirl? That’s hard to believe.” It was hard to believe. I took a beat or two. “Do you mind if I ask you a question?”



“Rob, you can ask me anything you want, really. I’m sure you’re full of questions.”



“What was it like to have another man’s cock in your mouth?”



I was surprised she didn’t pause to measure her response. “It was kinky… Of course, having a cock in your mouth is always kinky.” Here she did pause to organize her thoughts. “It was like yours, but knowing it wasn’t made me feel naughty, even though you were right there and it was okay with you. I liked it.”



“Because it was naughty?”



“Because I’m your wife it felt naughty, and you were letting me do it, so I liked it. I don’t dream about giving men blowjobs. Context is everything.”



“I can see that.” I turned the bacon over in the pan. “Did you have an orgasm this morning with Martin?”



“Yes. A small one.”



“It sounded big.”



“They’re all big in their own way, aren’t they? But this one wasn’t big big.”



“No God Moment?”



“No,” she smiled. “I did have one last night. Well, two. Once with Martin and then with you.”



“When I was fucking you and you sucked Martin’s cock at the same time.”



She smiled and nodded.



Martin appeared wearing a towel. “Is the coffee ready?”



“It’ll be a second, hon,” Kelly said. I noted the endearment and found it stimulating. I was sharing my wife for the weekend, and it felt cosmopolitan, or possibly French.



Seeing Martin in a towel made me feel a little odd being naked so I went and grabbed us some gym shorts. He put his on in the kitchen and now only Kelly was naked. It seemed to heighten her nudity.



“Oh, thanks, guys,” she said. “Now I feel improperly dressed.” She ran upstairs to put something on.



The coffee finished gurgling and I fixed us all a cup. “You take anything?” I asked.



“Cream, if you have it, or milk.”



I got the Half & Half out of the fridge and handed it to him.



“How are you feeling this morning, Martin?”



He took a sip of his coffee. “I’ll be honest, Rob. I feel great, and it’s thanks to you and Kelly.”



“I’m glad we could help. You had quite a shock yesterday.”



“It’s more than that.” He reflected for a moment. “Being around you two this way sort of opened my eyes. The way you guys interact, talk to each other, respect each other… I was kind of blind to it before. Now it’s giving me hope.”



I wasn’t exactly sure what he meant but didn’t want to press for an explanation. Aside from his fucking my wife, Kelly and I were more or less behaving as we always have.



I did though particularly like his mention of respect. I did respect Kelly and was glad it showed. He wouldn’t have had the ability to respect Traci as there was nothing respectable about her.



Kelly breezed into the kitchen wearing her kimono. It barely covered her ass, so when she reached into the cupboard for a packet of Sweet & Low it flashed us. Only minutes before she was walking around naked, which I found attractive and inspirational, but somehow this incidental flashing business carried more weight.



“I have an idea,” she said. Instead of telling us her idea she went mute, waiting for one of us to dig it out of her.



“What’s the idea?” I said.



“If Martin stays the weekend and, well, we’re sleeping together, then it’s like I’m both of your wife’s. Or is it ‘wives’? No, I’m just the one wife, aren’t I, for two men?”



Though it wouldn’t hold up in court I found no reason to offer disagreement. “In a way, yes. You belong to both of us. We can both have our way with you any way we please.” I smiled at the thought, showing I meant in a playful sort of way.



“Oh, I like that!” she said. It was a beguiling response. She gave Martin an unchaste kiss, and then me. This extremely competent, assertive, smart, and sexy woman seemed game to be the object of desire for a weekend of unbridled erotic enjoyment.



The prospect of engaging two men carnally please her enormously and would take precedence over earnest discussions about climate change or raging political debates. That’s how we usually killed time with Martin, as Traci hovered vacantly in the background. Her absence now was just an echo of the void she always represented.



She turned back to Martin. “So, Marty, you have husband’s rights this weekend. You have to pretend I’m your wife too.”



He seemed to find this agreeable.



“So, wife,” I said. “What would you like to do this weekend with your two husbands?”



She pondered this. “The first thing that comes to mind is I missed my Saturday sleepin.” She gave Martin a playful jab. “So, after breakfast, I will need a nap. Also, my po-po needs a rest, so I need to nap alone.” She had used her and her sister’s childhood name for vagina. “Rob, you said you were going to fix the laundry sink and tidy up the garage. Martin can help you.”



It was beginning to sound like a normal Saturday.



She wasn’t done. “I think I’ll do some shopping later. Martin, do you need to get clothes from home? You can probably borrow from Rob. You’re about the same size.” It was now clear she couldn’t have meant everywhere. “I can pick up some underwear. What do you prefer? Boxer or briefs? Or I can just pick something out.”



Martin said borrowing clothes from me was fine. The idea of my wife picking out another man’s underwear was interesting. She really was playing up the two men’s wife thing.



“Hey, we could go shopping together! You two can help pick out something sexy for me! Then, how about dinner at the Rosetti’s? It could be fun.”



There went the day. I was happy not having to think about what to do next. Kelly was a natural organizer, and there was no reason for her not to be this weekend.



Rosetti’s could be interesting. It was the only fine dining between our suburb and the city. On Saturdays we could count on seeing a number of our friends there. We had often dined there with Martin and Traci. She’d bring along her blank stare and look pretty while the rest of us talked about matters that only amused adults.









  

    

      

        

          

            

              Chapter 8: Two Wives In One



            


          


        


      


      

        After breakfast, Kelly gave us each a wife’s kiss of the kind given to husbands on Valentine’s Day or anniversaries. She also showed no favoritism, Martin’s kiss being as lovingly soulful and meaningful as the one I received. She then left us to have her nap.


      


      

        Martin helped tidy up the garage, a once-yearly task really needing a more regular schedule. I wasn’t a tool-guy or shed-guy and tended to toss things into the garage from the door rather than go in and set them properly on shelves. I registered Martin disapproving look when I took him in but did appreciate his help, despite his silent editorializing. It would have taken me the whole morning otherwise. We were done in a half hour.


      


      

        He also threw himself at the leaking laundry sink with the flair of one who suffered a strict upbringing and father who had a knack for fixing things. By noon we were putting the tools away, and this time on shelves Martin had arranged in logical order. Who knew plumbing tools should have their own place?


      


      

        Neither of us had bothered to clean up yet so now came the tricky part. As co-husbands for the weekend, did it mean we did everything together? I didn’t put it up for debate and offered Martin first go at the shower. Once he was off I cracked open a beer and sat on the deck to admire the yard. I had no hand in it. We had people for that.


      


      

        Kelly joined me shortly after I sat down. She had showered and dressed in a casual sundressy thing that clung to her curves and revealed a just-right dose of cleavage. Cleavage wasn’t so popular in our part of the world, which was sad.


      


      

        She kissed the top of my head and made a sniffing noise. “You need a shower.”


      


      

        “I gave Martin dibs. You look nice.”


      


      

        “Thanks. I tried to think of something you’d both like.”


      


      

        “I doubt there’s much difference in what we’d like,” I said.


      


      

        “Hmm, I guess not. Maybe I meant I dressed with both of you in mind.”


      


      

        “That makes more sense. You seem to be really enjoying this two-husband thing.” I smiled. She blushed.


      


      

        “It’s still okay, right? I’m just having some fun.”


      


      

        “Next weekend how about I have two wives?”


      


      

        She frowned, but for effect only. “It’s only fair, I suppose.”


      


      

        “That’s settled. What’s next on our schedule? I forget.”


      


      

        “Shopping. I’m not really hungry for lunch. Are you?”


      


      

        “Where do you want to shop? If we go to the mall Martin and I can grab something at the food court.”


      


      

        “Yeah, I was thinking the mall too. I want to pick out something for tonight from Babette’s, and maybe some new lingerie, and I have to get Marty some underwear.”


      


      

        Again with the underwear. There really was an odd atmosphere attached to my wife buying another man his underwear, not so much in the act, but the intention, and the thoughtfulness coming beforehand. My wife really was taking care of two men.


      


      

        ***


      


      

        After scarfing down a pair of burritos each, Martin and I followed Kelly into Babette’s. She was on the verge of being too old for a boutique like this, which was not to say thirty-four was old. She still had the physique of an athletic college coed. She, in fact, was much better looking physique-wise than many of Babette’s Saturday afternoon patrons. They were mixes of high school seniors and coeds clearly conflicted about how they wished to present themselves to the world. More often than not they had already made the bad choices.


      


      

        Kelly roamed the high-end of the store and picked out a few “sassy” dresses featuring tight fits and flirty absences of fabric around the bust. She went into the dressing room and Martin and I hovered outside near a bin of half-off thongs drawing subversive teenagers.


      


      

        Experience told me if I liked something, Kelly would become suspicious, so I told Martin to temper his responses accordingly. Saying “It looks great” would inspire doubt. If we both simply said “Nice”, Kelly would be more inclined to agree. She came out wearing one of the more revealing selections.


      


      

        “What do you think?” she asked.


      


      

        Martin and agreed it was “Nice”. This seemed to please her.


      


      

        “I’m going to try on some more. Why don’t you come in with me? It’s a big changing room.”


      


      

        We followed her in and I made sure the curtain was closed. Kelly pulled her dress off over her head revealing a seductive matching panty and bra. The maneuver messed up her hair, which she then tried to fix.


      


      

        “It’s only going to get messed up again,” I said. She gave me a frown but appeared to agree and picked up the next dress. It was a button-up so naturally, she gave me a snarky smile meant to suggest I was a dumbass, but the smile did reduce the sting. This dress wouldn’t mess with her hair.


      


      

        She put it on and began buttoning. When she got near the top she asked, “How many?”


      


      

        “Stop there,” said Martin. He had apparently gotten over his shyness regarding this co-husbanding thing.


      


      

        Kelly looked at him and smiled. “Here?” She had button only enough to cover her bra. She reviewed the result in the mirror. “If I wear a different bra I won’t have to button up so far.” The one she was wearing had a front hook, which she unclasped after unbuttoning the dress nearly to her navel. She pulled the bra aside, thus exposing her breasts, then re-buttoned the dress and showed Martin the result. “Like this, huh?”


      


      

        Martin nodded. My opinion was not solicited but she did offer another smile to show me she was having fun.


      


      

        “Is everything okay?” said a young woman’s authoritative voice beyond the curtain. “Men aren’t allowed in there.”


      


      

        “It’s okay,” said Kelly. “They’re my husbands.”


      


      

        The voice went away, possibly to get the manager. Kelly laughed and decided the dress she had on was the keeper. She changed and we exited the dressing room together. “Now, let’s get me some lingerie.”


      


      

        We went to the next boutique over, a national chain milling with women young to old. Martin really enjoyed himself there. The changing room was small, so only he could fit along with Kelly, and she had him pick out three sets of bras and panties. I admit I was a bit jealous at this point. Helping Kelly buy lingerie was one of my favorite things to do.


      


      

        After the lingerie stop, Kelly dragged us into Macy’s for men’s underwear. She took complete charge, and we felt like young brothers waiting for their mother to pick out back-to-school tidy-whities, though in this case, Kelly selected more exotic styles. She seemed almost giddy in her delight. I half expected she would reward us with treats for being so well behaved.


      


      

        Well, treats of a kind. I’d spent the day reimagining Kelly the evening before, and then during her morning performance with Martin in bed. Now sharply dressed and in public, exercising her motherly instincts, this shopping for her boys, and suspecting later she would be naked and exercising her more erotic instincts made me, unlike the boy I used to be, eager for bedtime.


      


      

        Had we been living in the time of Freud, I was sure this weekend would have turned me into one of his best customers. This would not be out of concern over my mental state, but rather, fascination.


      


    


  


  




  

    

      

        

          

            

              Chapter 9: G-r-a-t-e



            


          


        


      


      

        It was after five by the time we returned from shopping. Kelly took our purchases upstairs and Martin followed. I supposed he was eager to try on his new underwear.


      


      

        I saw no reason not to have another beer. It was the time of day when creeping mugginess and lazy, radiant heat meant sitting down was an excellent option. I took the beer to the deck and let my mind mull and wonder.


      


      

        Technically, the weekend was half over. Were recent events opening new doors for our marriage? Certainly, the door now set ajar would form a landmark memory in our old age. Many years hence, I might say something like, Remember that weekend with Martin? Putting down her knitting, Kelly might say, You mean, the weekend when I sucked both of your cocks? Sure! It was a hoot!


      


      

        I didn’t think we were undertaking a shift in our marriage wherein we’d have regular visitors to our bedroom. That would lack the necessary flavor of spontaneity. I also knew Kelly well enough to understand she’d lose interest immediately if I suggested we make it a thing. This wasn’t a problem because I had no interest in that either. It was not a question of creating opportunities but rather not missing them, though even put this way it sounded too broad.


      


      

        In our case, once the dust settled, we would conclude the idea of sharing our bed would be viewed as something which wasn’t unheard of. It wouldn’t be ruled out, but wouldn’t be actively pursued either. It meant we could be flexible. It would hang in the air as a possibility, something we could respond to spontaneously, as was the case with Martin. There was no real planning involved.


      


      

        In any case, this was a work in progress. We would adjust course as we went along.


      


      

        I finished my beer before I had paid any attention to enjoying it, so I got up to grab another one. Once in the kitchen noises from upstairs, though muted, clearly telegraphed activity of a certain kind was underway. I went to investigate, but not out of concern or worry.


      


      

        I found Kelly on the edge or our bed naked except for her bra, which had a tag suspended from it. Her knees were raised and her legs spread on either side of her, resting on the bed. It was a reasonable posture in view of the fact that Martin, in his new briefs, was below her on his knees dutifully giving her head. Her actual head was drooped back like she was about to burst into song.


      


      

        “OH GOD MARTY!!! YES! YES! YES!” she said, though it was actually an elevated whisper enunciated with urgency. She gripped the back of his head. “OH FUCK YES!” She writhed and bucked and heaved and then fell back on the bed. As she did so her eyes opened and noticed I was standing inside the door.


      


      

        Between pants and residual tremors, she managed an acknowledgment. “Oh… Hi Rob.” She panted some more. “How long have you been standing there?” Martin graciously suspended his activities to give me a chance to respond.


      


      

        “I got here for the finale,” I said. I went over to the bed, sat beside her, and stroked her hair. “Still having fun?”


      


      

        She laughed from her belly, which was glistening. Martin stood, unsure of what to do with himself. I wanted him to feel at ease. “I would say you’ve got the hang of it, Martin.”


      


      

        He smiled bashfully. His erection tented his briefs and looked comically large.


      


      

        “Martin and I were trying on our new underwear.”


      


      

        “It can be so exhausting, what with the packaging and tags,” I said. “Of course, you needed a break.”


      


      

        She laughed again and sat up. “What do you think?” She thrust her chest out to indicate she was asking about her new bra.


      


      

        “I like it.”


      


      

        “Martin did too!”


      


      

        “Apparently.” I smiled. Martin sat on the bed with his erection still demonstrating its admirable size.


      


      

        Kelly looked at me and then Martin. “Marty, you must be in pain.” She stroked his erection. She turned to me. “Do you mind if I take care of Martin?”


      


      

        He stood before I could reply. “No, Kelly, I’m fine. Really.”


      


      

        “Are you sure? I don’t mind. I’d like to…”


      


      

        He smiled earnestly. “Maybe later?”


      


      

        “Oh, sure,” she said. “Yes, let’s save it for later then!” This seemed to open up our schedule. I suggested a round of cocktails as we had time to spare before our reservation at Rosetti’s.


      


      

        “Great!” said Kelly. “I’m going to pop in the shower, then I’ll join you guys.”


      


      

        Martin put on his, or rather my, shorts, and followed me down the stairs to the kitchen. I decided to make us a pitcher of margaritas.


      


      

        “Listen, Rob,” said Martin. “I’m sorry about that.”


      


      

        “About what?”


      


      

        “About before, upstairs. Kelly handed me my new briefs and told me to try them on while she picked out a bra for tonight and, well, the next thing I knew…”


      


      

        “I get it, Martin. It’s fine. Remember, you have husband rights this weekend. You can go upstairs right now if you want and join her in the shower.”


      


      

        “Thanks. I guess I don’t know how this sort of thing works.”


      


      

        “None of us knows how this works, Martin. We’re figuring things out as we go along.”


      


      

        “It’s pretty wild. I never imagined anything like this ever happening to me.”


      


      

        “You’ve mentioned that. Neither did we. It simply sprang out of your situation with Traci and something I said offhandedly about ‘comfort women’. It’s how these things go sometimes. There’s a spark…”


      


      

        “And then there’s a fire.”


      


      

        “Exactly.”


      


      

        Kelly, satisfied with a quick rinse, came into the kitchen wearing her short kimono. “Oh, goodie. Margaritas! Yum.” We took them out on the deck and sat.


      


      

        Kelly tapped Martin’s leg with her foot. “I was wondering in the shower, Martin, if Traci has tried to make any contact with you.”


      


      

        “I don’t know. I left my phone in the car.” He got up to collect his phone.


      


      

        “So,” I said, once he was out of earshot. I didn’t really have anything specific on my mind.


      


      

        “So, what?” asked Kelly. She knew this routine.


      


      

        I dove into my stream of consciousness. “That was something.”


      


      

        “You’re being a bit vague, Rob. What was something?”


      


      

        “When I walked in on you two.”


      


      

        “Oh, that. Yeah. It was something. Are you sure you didn’t mind?”


      


      

        “No. It made me want to take you right then, my wife, the harlot.”


      


      

        “You say the sweetest things, honey… You could have taken me. I would have liked that. Martin was done. You were right. He’s really got the hang of it. Seeing another man’s head down there, seeing his tongue licking me…”


      


      

        I laughed. “Gave you a God Moment?”


      


      

        “Almost.”


      


      

        Martin returned. “Three calls, no messages.”


      


      

        “From Traci?” asked Kelly.


      


      

        “Traci.”


      


      

        “I wonder what she wants,” I said. “Where did you two leave it, exactly?”


      


      

        “I left before we could get into any details. She admitted to the affair, said she was in love, and then there really wasn’t much of an exchange aside from me yelling.”


      


      

        “She’ll be lying low for a while,” said Kelly. “I can tell you, Martin, of the people we all know, none of them are going to side with Traci. You’re not going to lose any friends over this.”


      


      

        “Definitely not.” I was sure of it. In our circle, Traci was a source of comedy we only shared behind Martin’s back. We weren’t mean with it, simply honest. None of us could understand his attraction to her and the gossip helped relieve the tension we felt over it.


      


      

        “Hey!” said Kelly. “Show us the pictures!”


      


      

        “What pictures?” I asked.


      


      

        “The pictures Traci sent Martin of her tits that she thought she was sending to her boss.”


      


      

        Martin found the pictures and handed his phone to Kelly.


      


      

        “Oh, God! She took pics of her pussy too! Well, she really is a redhead.” Kelly handed me the phone.


      


      

        Not being a fan of Traci meant I was predisposed to not caring to view nude pictures of her. The proof was now in my hands. Her breasts had an unflattering sag and her nipples were suffering from an inversion at their apex. Her ass was of a size to suggest comfort on long car trips. I didn’t care for the pussy shot either. It looked like an orangutan’s armpit. And a medical professional might recommend one of her angrier looking moles be inspected. It was odd how, when, packaged properly, Traci could appear sexy with this same body underneath.


      


      

        I read the text and commented. “She spelled ‘great’ g-r-a-t-e.” I returned the phone to Martin. I shouldn’t have mentioned the misspelling. He now seemed depressed. Kelly clued into this.


      


      

        “Here Marty,” she said. “Take a picture of my tits, but don’t include my face.” She opened her kimono to reveal her perfect breasts. Martin didn’t think she was serious.


      


      

        “It’s okay, really,” she said. “This will take away the taint from Traci’s pictures.”


      


      

        Martin laughed and took a picture of my wife’s tits. He passed around the result. Her breasts put Traci’s to shame.


      


      

        The idea of Martin now having a nude picture of my wife wasn’t objectionable. It, in fact, filled me with an odd sense of pride.


      


      

        Kelly left her kimono open. I was thankful for her dark pubic hair after seeing Traci’s ginger tangle, which in no way looked appetizing. It was no wonder Martin didn’t include oral sex in their repertoire.


      


      

        “You should send it to Traci’s boss, Martin,” said Kelly. “He might rethink this whole Traci situation.”


      


      

        She was kidding around but I didn’t think it was a bad idea. There would be no way it wouldn’t make him feel sad. For better or worse, he was technically a homewrecker and deserved Martin’s wrath. Kelly and I were only too happy to help him deliver.


      


    


  


  





Chapter 10: Dinner For Three








Once at Rosetti’s, Fabio—it was really his name but the joke had worn off long ago—sat us at our booth with his usual ironic flair. Kelly settled equidistant between Martin and me. Her new dress did an excellent job of making us both proud. I couldn’t tell if she was getting more attention from the men or women seated around us.



The margaritas had put us in a good mood. Kelly, not normally a touchy-feely type, was becoming physically demonstrative with her affection. While resting a hand on Martin’s forearm she leaned over and gave me a peck on the cheek, then did the same with him. Her eyes were flirting wondrously but showing no partiality. We were being equally admired.



Our starter cocktails arrived and we toasted, prompting Kelly to give each of us unchaste kisses on the lips. I saw a woman’s startled eyebrows disappear into her hairline at another table. She was vaguely familiar but I couldn’t think of her name. I nodded and she smiled, then turned to her husband and whispered her gossip into his ear.



“I think we’ve been noticed,” I said. “People might be getting the right impression.”



“What right impression, honey?” asked Kelly.



“That we’re a threesome.” I was only half serious but didn’t care one way or the other. Martin and Kelly surveyed our surroundings.



“Oh my God,” said Martin. His eyes directed our attention across the room. “There’s Traci.”



Kelly seemed moderately shocked. It was possible she felt she’d been caught in flagrante delicto with another woman’s husband. If Traci had seen what Kelly and Martin were up to a few hours earlier she would have had no doubt.



Traci’s appearance was per her usual, slightly on the tarty side and vacant upstairs. Having seen her naked pictures I was again amazed at how well she could package herself. It wasn’t false advertising so much as inaccurate or loosely interpreted advertising. She wasn’t alone.



“What do we do?” asked Kelly, sounding alarmed, but in a sitcom way.



“We should eat our dinner,” I said. Martin’s facial muscles shifted between anger and defeat. He was the true cuckold at our table, but I felt no need to mention it. “What are you all having?”



We studied our menus and remained quiet making our selections. After a moment or two, Kelly broke the silence to say Traci had become aware of us. I looked and waved. This broke Traci’s stare and she returned her attention to the man next to her, supposedly her boss. He was much older than any of us and quite bald. Unfortunately, he didn’t have the right shaped head for it.



“I wonder if she’ll come over,” said Kelly. “God, I hope she doesn’t. I don’t have anything to say to her.”



“I doubt she’ll come over,” I said. “Try to forget she’s there.”



“That’s no fun either.” Kelly took a moment to survey her dress and reflect on her general appearance. “I want to make her jealous.”



“Why would she be jealous?” asked Martin. “She’s got what she wants.”



“Believe me, Marty,” said Kelly. “I know women.”



“What are you thinking of doing?” I asked. “Jumping on Marty? You may have noticed I’m here as well. People might get ideas.”



She surveyed the room again. “None of our close friends are here tonight.” This seemed to factor into what she planned to do next. She leaned over and gave Martin a long, smoldering kiss, which included putting her hand on his cheek and rubbing her fingers through his hair. Unlike Traci’s boss, Martin had a lush head of hair.



As kisses go, it was a long, and longer than would be the norm even for a married couple in public. Traci took the bait. She was now glaring at Kelly, her face revealing unorganized incomprehension mixed with anger and fury.



I had to admit Kelly was right. She knew women.



Worried I may be feeling left out, Kelly leaned over and kissed me too, and in the same manner. When she resumed her neutral position between us she stroked our thighs.



“In case you’re wondering,” I said, nodding across the restaurant. “Traci saw you kissing Martin.”



Kelly looked and saw Traci eyeballing her, so she waved and smiled.



“See, that was fun,” she said. “Now she’s wondering what the hell is up over here. You guys should both finger me. I’ll make orgasm faces.”



“You could do it without us fingering you,” I said.



“Or you guys could take your cocks out.”



“Now you’re thinking,” I said. “Maybe between courses?”



“Is it a promise?” She laughed. “But really, both of you, right now, touch me.”



“Touch you?” I asked. She wiggled her bottom.



“God yes, please.” She spread her legs under the table. Martin and I ran our hands up her thighs and bumped knuckles when we reached her pussy. I can honestly say this was a new experience for me. Kelly shuddered in appreciation. “Maybe I should go take my panties off.”



As we removed our hands she feigned an insincere pout and gave each of us another kiss.



“I like having two husbands,” she said. “So many possibilities.”



Our entrees arrived and we dug in. Between bites, Kelly was verbose in a life of the party way. She kept us smiling and laughing. Anyone viewing our threesome would have been jealous of the fun we were having. Kelly continued to give us both wifely attentions, expressing her affection physically above and beneath the table. Though I doubted its nimbleness, I was sure Traci’s brain was tying itself into knots.



As our plates were being cleared, Traci and her boss rose from their table to leave, which meant they would be passing ours. Kelly eyed them all the way, and this had the effect of drawing Traci in like a magnet. She stopped to say hello.



“Hi Martin,” she said. We took this as a group greeting and we all nodded. “This is Duane.” She pointed to Duane with her finger to eliminate any confusion.



“Hello, Duane,” said Kelly. “Happy to meet you. You know Martin, don’t you?” Martin stood and shook Duane’s hand, which I thought was gentlemanly of him.



“Hey, Duane,” said Martin. “Good to see you again.” Thirty-six hours earlier Martin had confronted Duane about Traci.



“Hi, Martin,” said Duane. “Look, I’m sorry about…”



“No sorries necessarily, Duane. Really. How are you, Traci?”



Traci seemed disjointed by Martin’s cordiality and didn’t respond to him directly.



“Duane is my boss,” she said, in case Kelly and I viewed him as a mystery man.



“That’s handy for you,” said Kelly, suppressing a guffaw.



“We love each other,” said Traci.



This seemed like an inappropriate and unnecessarily addition to the conversation. Martin sat down and Kelly cuddled up to him. “They love each other, Martin. Aren’t you so glad for them?” She gave him a peck on the cheek. “I guess I’ll have to take care of you now.” Kelly smiled at Traci.



This didn’t compute well for Traci. Her facial expression betrayed no sign of comprehending anything. Duane took her arm in a gesture meant to convey they were moving on. He nodded to us and they left.



I was happy to see Martin smiling.



Kelly also seemed pleased with herself. “Could you believe the we love each other bit?” she said. “Why did she drop that gem?”



“She wanted to sting Martin,” I said. “It’s because she has doubts. It’s not like she chose to leave him. She got caught and didn’t have any choice.”



“Well, I’m sorry for Martin,” said Kelly. “But I’m happy for us. We’re having fun, right? I mean the three of us.”



“Yes,” said Martin. “It’s opened my eyes. I can honestly say I’m happy Traci is gone.”



I knew Martin would benefit if he elaborated. “What’s opened your eyes?”



Martin thought for a moment. “Being around you two has opened my eyes, like I said before. It’s hard to explain… I’m seeing you guys differently, and it’s making me see things differently. Everything is different now.”



“You weren’t fucking me before,” said Kelly. “You see, it can change how you view me.” She grinned and fluttered her eyelashes, hoping to lighten Martin’s mood, now recovering from Traci’s visit.



Martin smiled. “There is that… What I mean is, I want what you guys have, and I could never have had it with Traci, or have even known I’d wanted it before this weekend. Being with Traci I kind of ignored other couple’s dynamics. And frankly, being with Kelly the way we’ve been, well, I had no idea sex could be so…”



“You and Traci weren’t equals,” I said. “That’s what you mean. Now, you don’t want a placeholder wife. You want a friend too, and someone who is intelligent who you can respect. The sex sits on top of that. It’s good because you have this respect for each other. You want to please each other.”



“Thanks, honey,” said Kelly. “You are my best friend.” She gave me a kiss. “Well, tonight, both of you are! Now, what are my boys in the mood for?”



I waited for Martin to respond. “It depends on what you’re in the mood for,” he said.



“Oh, I can think of lots of things.” She rubbed both of our legs up to our crotches. “Hmm. So many possibilities, it’s hard to think.”



It wasn’t difficult for me to think of the possibilities. I was simply curious to learn which of them she would pick. I paid the bill and we left to find out.










Chapter 11: In The Mood








As we drove home lighting illuminated fat clouds lumbering over the horizon. Walking into the house, a loud rumble of thunder greeted us as a breeze shifted into a higher gear.



“I love summer storms,” said Kelly. “I hope it’s a big one.”



I tossed my keys on the kitchen counter. We were all in a good mood again. As far as I was concerned, Kelly was in charge and I was happy to let her direct the remainder of the evening. Her wishes would be our commands.



Martin left went to use the bathroom giving us a quiet moment together. Kelly gave me a hug then buried her head in my chest.



“That was nice,” she said. “I’m glad we got out of the house.” She gave me a kiss.



“Fabio was giving us looks. I think he has a thing for you.”



“He was jealous. Everyone knows he’s a flirt. Anyway, I can only be two men’s wife at a time. I have principles, you know.”



I kissed her hard.



“You don’t think I’m a whore, do you, darling?” She asked, using a posh English accent, which was spot on.



“Absolutely.”



“It’s sweet of you to say.” A loud crack of thunder made her jump. “We should take the cushions off the patio furniture.” I followed her onto the deck as the wind picked up. We put the cushions in the garage which, thanks to Martin, was especially tidy. This small bit of domesticity, us taking care of our things, storing the cushions out of the storm, tickled the area in my brain where I stored family hearth sentiments. We were taking care of our things and, by extension, our lives together. We were a team. Martin’s comments at dinner rang especially true at that moment. I loved and respected and enjoyed Kelly tremendously.



This weekend was a testament to the fact. I trusted her sexuality not to harm me in any way. It was foolish to think sexual desires should be bounded by marriage. It should work the other way. Marriage should liberate us sexually, give us the freedom to explore knowing the hearth was secure.



We found Martin in the kitchen helping himself to a bourbon and water. He held up the bottle, his eyebrows expressing inquiry. I nodded. “Kelly,” I said. “What can we get you?”



“There’s unopened fizzy wine left in the fridge from our brunch last weekend. Let’s open it.”



I opened the fizzy wine and poured her a glass. A fresh clap of thunder provided a toast. As Kelly took a sip a flash of lighting strobed through the kitchen. A nearby transformer announced its demise with a loud bang and our electricity was gone.



“The Lord is either angry with us or heard you wish for a big storm,” said Martin, stoically, now standing in the dark. Kelly went to a drawer and pulled out a flashlight.



“I’ll get some candles.” She returned with two lit candles from the dining room. “I should have said, ‘Let’s get some candles’, I can only carry two at a time.” She laughed. We organized our college-educated brains into a collective effort to light eight candles. Outside, rain now fell horizontally as the wind whistled through the eaves.



“Let’s take the drinks and candles upstairs,” said Kelly. “It’ll be cozy in the bedroom and we can watch the storm from up there. We’ll leave one candle here and one in the hall.”



Moments later we were in our bedroom. I sat on the edge of the bed and Martin sat across from me. Kelly arranged the candles according to principles only she understood, then stood at the foot of the bed and unbuttoned her dress.



“Now,” she said. “What am I going to do with you two?” She gave us a delicious smile. The dress fell to the floor and, in the cozy light, her figure was especially alluring. I found this true of 19th century nude masterpieces too, which were assuredly dimly lit when painted.



Kelly crawled up the center of the bed in her panties and bra. The lightning was putting on a good show, but could hardly draw my attention away from my wife. I made a mental note to compliment Martin later on the underwear he’d selected for her.



She settled sitting up against the headboard and Martin and I assumed similar positions on either side.



“Marty,” she said. “Could you get my wine? I left it on the dresser.” How did Kelly decide on which of his names to use? Marty or Martin? I couldn’t decipher any logic in it.



Martin refilled her glass and handed it to her.



“Thanks,” she took a sip. “Aren’t you two going to get comfortable?”



Martin and I stood and removed our shirts and shorts. We were both experiencing a tumescence situation as we sat back on the bed. Kelly drained her glass and handed it to me to set on the nightstand.



“Come closer you two,” she said. We both scooted closer. She reached a hand into each of our briefs and, after some minor maneuverings, held both our erections. “I don’t think the novelty of holding two cocks at once will ever wear off.” She laughed.



I rolled to my side and fondled her breasts. She moaned her approval. “You too, Martin. Feel me.” Martin let his hand roam from her belly up to her left breast. Kelly gently pumped my cock and rubbed her thumb over its tip. I assumed Martin was getting the same treatment. This arrangement was making all of us especially eager to push forward.



Martin pulled Kelly’s bra down on his side and kissed and sucked her nipple. She arched her spine, thus raising her pelvis, and my hand naturally fell to her panties. I touched her teasingly over the fabric and she responded with a contented purring sound.



“Take off your underwear, boys” We stopped what we were doing to comply, then resumed fondling her. “Rob, kiss my nipples too.”



I pulled her bra down on my side and kissed her nipple as I continued to play with her pussy, still teasingly, but with more scope. Her body undulated to match our movements.



“Oh God, this is nice,” she said. She positioned her hand to play with my balls and, once again, I assumed Martin was getting similar treatment. We continued like this for some time, feeling no need now to rush things.



“Rob, Marty…” said Kelly, then hesitated. “Rob, I want you to do something. I mean, I think I want you both to do something.”



She seemed reluctant to say what she wanted us to do. “What, honey?”



“I want you to… to tie me up. Like Vitruvian Man, you know. Tie me to the posts.”



This was unexpected, but the idea filled me with a fury to cooperate. Still, I wasn’t sure she meant it or why I wished her to mean it.



“You want us to tie you down?”



“Honey, I do… I mean, I’d like to try it. The way you were both touching me just now, and me being between you two like this, I don’t know… It felt like I couldn’t move and it gave me the idea.”



“We don’t have any rope.”



“Use our bathrobe ties. Those will work. There are two robes in the guestroom and our two in the bathroom.”



Though I could hardly believe what I was doing, I fetched the ties, handed two to Martin, and we bound Kelly to the bed with her arms and legs spread like Da Vinci’s famous sketch. She watched us do it with a look of pained rapture, wanting us to hurry, but disbelieving her desires at the same time.



Once finished, Martin and I sat on either of her as before. We were both as erect as humanly possible. As Kelly could no longer fondle us, our relief was limited to two possibilities and neither of us was feeling confident about how to proceed.



“Now touch me, boys. Touch me anywhere and do anything you want… I can’t stop you.” As she laid her head back on the pillow it dawned on me we had a problem. She was still wearing her bra and panties. I elected not to put it to a committee vote, went into the bathroom and returned with a pair of scissors. I snipped her bra off and panties, then them out from under her.



Kelly responded to this sartorial violence with undeniable enthusiasm. I wondered if I should have ripped off her underwear instead, a method somewhat more fitting to the theme of—what? Bondage? I didn’t think it was where we were headed unless there was a bondage-lite category.



Martin found the situation compelling. His mouth descended on Kelly’s now heaving pussy as if to a delicious treat. Kelly’s body twisted and squirmed as she moaned. Her hands pulled at and submitted to the ties binding her. Her legs jerked at their constraints. Kelly was helpless and this took her to the edge.



“Oh God! Marty!!! MARTY!!! STOP OR I’LL COME!!! MARTY!!!”



Martin stopped, got up and moved to her side to fondled her breasts. Her body hadn’t stopped writhing, demanding our attention. Her face was pained like she was suffering from her impatient longings. Martin bit Kelly’s nipple and she yelped, then said, “YES!!! MARTY!!! OH GOD YES!!! Her pelvis was thrusting into the air as she spoke.



Martin’s next move surprised me. He straddled Kelly’s torso and slowly dragged his cock over her breasts. When its tip encountered a nipple, she gasped her approval. Her eyes followed his cock as if enchanted.



Martin pressed Kelly’s breasts together as he slid his cock between them. She responded immediately, her moans rising with each new pass of his cock. He pinched her nipples as he held her breasts together and this sent Kelly further into a zone with only one way back.



Martin scooted up her torso and sunk his cock into her mouth. He used the headboard for support. He was gentle but unwavering and determined. Kelly eagerly willed him to continue, bobbing her head into his cock, the only response available to her. The sight of this took me into unknown quadrants of the universe, or perhaps through a journey in time. I became primitively instinctual. I slipped my cock into Kelly and she bucked hard into it. She now had my cock in her pussy and Martin’s in her mouth. We alternated our thrusts as Kelly undulated maniacally beneath us.



I lost track of everything. I rammed into Kelly with a ferocity exceeding my usual template. North of my position I heard Martin grunting. I saw his ass bouncing over Kelly’s face, his balls dragging across her chin. He spasmed uncontrollably. With short, purposeful thrusts, he drained himself into Kelly’s mouth. His buttocks strained to deliver a few final thrusts, then he fell to her side. Her lips glistened with his cum which she tenderly licked. Her eyes were tightly closed as she continued to buck herself into me, then she herself go.



GOD!!! OH, GOD!!! GOD!!! OH FUCK ROB!!! OH YES!!! I came hard as well, my body gripped by mania. For who knows how long the world was eclipsed by torrents of utter delight. Depleted, I fell onto Kelly and rode the final waves of her orgasm. Once she settled down I got up on my knees and my eyes drank her in. Her expression was one of absolute contentment, the state of her apparent bliss complete.



Martin and I untied her and she curled into a ball and rocked herself, then willed us to join her. She stretched out and gave us each a tender embrace. She was gently settling down. We stroked her softly as if to restore her energy, and she absorbed the attention as if it were a life force.



We remained in this post-coital bliss for some time.



“Holy Hell,” she said, finally. “Talk about a God Moment.” She laughed. I felt no need to explain her comment to Martin, who, if I was not mistaken, appeared sheepish. In making love to my wife he had exceeded all his known boundaries.



Kelly seemed to sense this too. “Martin, that was awesome.”



He seemed relieved to take this in. She leaned over and gave him a kiss. “No one’s ever fucked my face before.” She smiled. “When Rob started fucking me too, that was it. I’m afraid I may have bitten you, Marty.”



He assured her she had not.



Kelly sat up and stretched her neck, then shook her head. Her hair was adorably messed up, like a coed’s after a rowdy night of dancing. “Let’s take a shower.”



“Can’t,” I said. “There’s no power.”



“Oh, I forgot about the power.” She got out of bed and went to the window. She looked angelic, as if she was walking through a dream. “You boys will have some picking up to do tomorrow. It’s a mess.” She left to use the bathroom.



“Your wife is incredible, Rob.”



I appreciated the compliment. “You mean our wife… She’s full of surprises, that’s for sure.”



“So, I’m guessing tonight wasn’t a regular thing for you guys.”



“The tying her up? No. It’s never come up before. I think it was a spur of the moment thing. I don’t think it’s the start of a new trend.”



“What trend?” asked Kelly, returning from the bathroom.



“Tying you up,” I said. “I was telling Martin we’d never done it before.”



Kelly laughed. “I told you, it came out of the blue. It was kind of out there, you have to admit. Should I go shopping for leather bodices tomorrow?”



“I was afraid a whip might be coming out next,” said Martin.



Kelly smiled. “We only use the whip if I’ve been really naughty, Martin. You know, like normal couples do.”



Kelly stood, absently feeling her breasts.



“Can’t get enough of yourself, honey?”



She offered me a confused expression.



“You’re feeling your breasts.”



“Oh, well, I guess I am, aren’t I?” She laughed at herself. “No, I’m just noticing they’re saggier now.”



“God no,” said Martin. “They’re perfect.” Compared to Traci’s he was definitely right. Generally speaking, he was also correct.



“Martin’s right. They’re perfect. I love them the way they are. In twenty years, I’ll love them the way they are then too.”



“You’re sweet.”



“We’ll all be older then,” said Martin. “We’ll all look a little different.”



“We’ll have these memories, won’t we?” said Kelly. “I mean, of how we all look now?”



“Yes,” I said. “Kelly, you’re still the woman you were when we first met. That’s the women I’ll still be with even when we’re old and frail and hideous looking. Well, I’ll probably be hideous. Not you. I don’t think it will be possible for you.”



“Oh, you’ll get even more handsome as you age, Rob. So will you Martin. It’s how it works for men.”



The power came on, breaking up our mutual admiration society. Kelly jumped up to shower and Martin followed. I put out the candles and joined them. We chatted and joked around as we showered, then dried off and got back into bed.



Martin and I both got our erections back, a fact we couldn’t hide. Kelly reviewed our situations, then laid flat and spread her legs and raised her knees.



“Do you two want to flip for it?”



“Flip for what?” I said, though what she was offering was clear enough. She gave me a grin instead of answering.



“Okay, Marty, by default you go first.”



He still hadn’t caught on. “My wife wants you to fuck her properly this time, Martin.”



Kelly laughed. “So we can all sleep, Marty. I don’t want you two to have blue balls.”



I watched as Martin mounted my wife. She guided his cock in and gently rolled her pelvis into his thrusts. “Oh Marty, you do feel so nice in me,” she whispered as encouragement. She stroked his back and squeezed his buttocks. “Yes, Marty, like this is perfect. Come in me, Marty…” She sensed something and raised her legs into the air. “Oh God Marty, YES!!! There it is!!! That’s my good boy!”



Martin grunted and groaned and with violent thrusts into my wife came hard. Kelly stroked his back as he settled down. He rolled off her and Kelly leaned over and gave me a kiss. “You now, Rob. Just like Marty.”



Watching Marty fuck my wife had tuned me up completely. I slipped my cock into Kelly and within moments came like a deranged God with his submissive Goddess. Kelly responded and came as well, though I was sure it wasn’t a God Moment. It was simply a loving moment, a gentle orgasm, and there was nothing wrong with that.



I fell to her side and she kissed each of us good night.









  

    

      

        

          

            

              Chapter 12: Morning Glories



            


          


        


      


      

        I woke to dazzling sunshine and an empty bed. My two accomplices in the prior evening’s rapturous eroticism had flown the coop. Voices in the backyard drew me to the window to find Kelly and Martin busy in the garden. He stood with a shovel in hand, and she seemed to be offering him instructions on what to do with it.


      


      

        I then recalled among the chores Kelly had outlined for the weekend was turning the earth in her vegetable garden. I was beginning to see the benefits of co-husbanding with Martin. She viewed him as an auxiliary hand on home projects.


      


      

        I slipped into the shower and took my time with it. When I arrived in the kitchen shaved and dressed the two of them were busy making breakfast.


      


      

        “There you are,” said Kelly. She gave me a hug and a kiss. “Martin and I have been busy.”


      


      

        “I saw that. You’ve started on the garden.” Kelly was wearing overall shorts sans a proper top, though she was wearing a bra. Did Martin help her pick it out? I seldom had to entertain thoughts such as this one.


      


      

        “Martin’s been a great help. He even had the yard tidied before I got up.” I considered mentioning the gutter situation but let it pass. I didn’t want Martin to think he was being taken advantage of.


      


      

        We ate a nice, casual breakfast on the deck. It was swamp-like muggy thanks to the prior evening’s storm, and both flying and grounded insects seemed especially jubilant in the morning heat. In another month they would become oppressive.


      


      

        As we were finishing, Martin’s phone beckoned from the kitchen. This gave Kelly and me our first private moment of the day.


      


      

        “How are you doing?” I asked.


      


      

        She smiled. “My jaw is a little sore.”


      


      

        “Oh, right… I did wonder. We haven’t had a chance to talk about last night.”


      


      

        “It’ll be hard to top, that’s for sure.” Now she laughed. “Unless you have something in mind.”


      


      

        “I don’t, really. I didn’t have last night in mind either.”


      


      

        “But you didn’t mind, did you?” she asked, but not seriously.


      


      

        “It’s the most erotic thing I or we have ever done. Do you want to know why I think this?”


      


      

        “Of course!”


      


      

        “Because you thought of it. If I had suggested it wouldn’t have had the same impact.”


      


      

        “I can see what you mean.”


      


      

        “Really? How?” I was definitely curious to know her side of the story.


      


      

        “Because it surprised you. There I was your wife thinking of ways for you and Martin to screw me. You’re probably thinking of what else is up my sleeve.”


      


      

        “Now that you mention it, yes,” I said.


      


      

        She smiled. “Wait and see, I guess.” She laughed. “There are plenty of ways for a wife to cheat on her husband.”


      


      

        “Is it really cheating if I’m in on it?”


      


      

        “I suspect the energy is the same, whether I’m cheating or you’re in on it.”


      


      

        “You may be right. Thinking about it makes me want to take you right now, here on the deck. Should I get some rope?”


      


      

        “Go for it!” She lowered the straps and bib of her overalls and pulled down her bra.


      


      

        “Thanks, but now that I think of it, let’s let the tension build for a while.” It was tempting, though. Having their breasts exposed while Martin hovered about still startled me. Even though he had already seen them naked, kissed and sucked her nipples, fondled her tits with a surgeon’s precision and rubbed his cock over them, it was still powerfully erotic to see her exposed like this.


      


      

        “Okay. Let’s let the tension simmer.” Rather than restore her bra, she removed it completely and sat there topless.


      


      

        “My sister,” said Martin, returning to the deck. “She’s talked to Traci, who gave her a story. I explained everything.” I wondered what “everything” meant. Kelly made no attempt to cover her breasts but her toplessness barely registered with Martin.


      


      

        “I guess you haven’t had a chance to tell your family,” said Kelly. “What did Traci tell your sister?”


      


      

        Martin sat down. “She told her I’d left her and hadn’t been home since Friday morning. She didn’t mention seeing me last night or her boss. I told my sister the truth. She’s relieved like you two were, said Traci was a cunt. Apparently not many thought much of Traci.”


      


      

        “I’m sorry, Martin,” I said. “Traci wasn’t so bad, but we didn’t feel she was right for you.”


      


      

        “Rob’s right, Marty,” said Kelly. “I don’t hate Traci. She may be perfect for her new guy, but not you. Think of it like you’re now free to find a better match for yourself.”


      


      

        Martin didn’t actually seem troubled. “My sister suggested I spend a few days with her and her family while I sort things out.”


      


      

        This was a good idea. When I was showering I wondered how our little threesome would end. I didn’t like the idea of Martin being alone right now, but staying with us wasn’t the best thing for him. The sooner he dealt with reality the better, and we were living in an x-rated fairy tale. In the work-a-day world it wouldn’t really fly. Plus, I would be too exhausted to function.


      


      

        An elderly neighbor’s back door opened and Kelly restored her overall bib to marginally cover her breasts.


      


      

        “So,” said Kelly. “When will you go?”


      


      

        “I told my sister I’d be there tomorrow for dinner and stay for a few days. I’ll have to go home to collect some things first.”


      


      

        “What if Traci’s there?”


      


      

        “Then I’ll have to see her, I guess.” This prospect came across as a minor detail and not something to trouble him. “I hate seeing this weekend end, though.”


      


      

        “Me too!” said Kelly. “Let’s do something fun with the rest of the day.”


      


      

        “Do you have anything in mind?” I asked. “If you’d like, Martin and I could strap you naked to a tree and invite the neighbors over.”


      


      

        Kelly pretended to think it was a great idea and laughed. “Yeah, the neighbors would like it, especially Hendrix!” Hendrix was the elderly neighbor now examining his shrubbery for aphids.


      


      

        “I know!” she said. “Let’s go for a picnic on Temple Peak. We can lay in the grass and enjoy the views. We’ll go to the nice meadow we found last summer, Rob.”


      


      

        “You mean we should reenact Luncheon on the Grass,” I said, knowing this is what she meant. It was one of her favorite Manet paintings, its subject a naked woman sitting on the grass with two dressed flaneurs.


      


      

        “If you insist,” said Kelly. “We can stop by Le Grand Ennui Deli and get stinky cheeses and dried saucisson, pâté de Campagne, baguettes, and wine.”


      


      

        “That works for me,” said Martin. “It’ll be my treat!”


      


      

        “Great!” said Kelly. “Martin, we need a shower. Rob, you don’t mind cleaning up after breakfast, do you?”


      


      

        I’ll admit this suggestion had an edge to it. Sting is possibly the better word. Kelly left with Martin to shower while I stared at drying yolks and bread crumbs soiling the plates I was now assigned to wash. It didn’t seem like a fair arrangement in view of what Martin got in the bargain—another opportunity to get naked with my wife.


      


      

        I cleared the table and washed the dishes, all the while hearing the shower running upstairs. Imaging what those were doing filled me with a mixture of erotic panic and desire.


      


      

        The idea of Kelly polishing Martin’s pistol while he lathered her boobs with soap and affection drove me nuts. But not bad nuts. It was more like an enjoyable delirium. Maybe this is what Kelly intended. She was playing the cheating wife game to perfection. Clearly, her intuition reached beyond the words we’d exchanged on the subject.


      


      

        By nature, I wasn’t a masochist so pain didn’t float my boat. It wasn’t painful to imagine Kelly with Martin’s cock somewhere in her body, but to say it was “joyful” didn’t strike the right note either. There really wasn’t a suitable antonym for “pain” to do justice to my case. Oxymorons provided a solution. What it felt like to me for Martin to enjoy my wife carnally was “joyful torment” or “blissful agony”.


      


      

        The shower stopped and no longer masked their gleeful laughing. I had every right to go upstairs and join in the merriment but was determined to give them their space.


      


      

        Kelly was the first down the stairs. “Hey!” she said, before kissing my cheek.


      


      

        “All clean?”


      


      

        “Let’s say you could eat off my tits if you wanted. Martin seems to adore them.”


      


      

        Ouch is what I thought, but didn’t say. What I did say was, “I’m so happy for you.”


      


      

        She smiled. “I wondered how you’d feel if I excluded you. Was it painful?” Her eyes were smiling brightly too, knowing her showering alone with Martin was tuning me up.


      


      

        “I figured out you knew what you were doing.”


      


      

        “And you see, here I am, your loving wife, back from my tawdry affair!” She gave me a true kiss. Though I wanted more details about her tawdy shower with our friend Martin, she knew it would sweeten my delicious agony to say no more.


      


      

        Martin appeared wearing another set of fresh clothes from my closet. He seemed especially pleased with his morning so far, now minutes from slipping into the noon hour.


      


    


  


  





Chapter 13: Luncheon on the Grass








After filling our picnic basket at Ennui, including more wine than was possibly prudent, we drove an hour to get to our final destination, a flower-laden meadow on Temple Peak. It was a twenty minute hike from where we parked. We found a nice oak shaded spot near the meadow’s edge, now carpeted with fragrant foamflower and bishop cap.



Rather than dressing for a hike, Kelly had chosen an ultra feminine, loosely draping sundress appropriate for a church picnic or Easter brunch. I knew what she was doing. Thus attired, she put her outward persona in sharp contrast to what I presumed would be an erotic Luncheon in the Grass reenactment. She hoped her two husbands would make unbridled love to her, thus unraveling her prim appearance layer by layer as she climbed to ever higher peaks of ecstasy.



If successful, her orgasmic vocalizations, if anything like the night before, would send woodland creatures scattering for miles. In addition to the saucisson sec, this was on my list of things to look forward to.



Martin and I stood while Kelly spread a blanket and organized our picnic. She chose a central position next to the basket and told us to sit, motioning to either side of her. Sitting in a lotus position, her sundress, cut above the knee, now rose tantalizingly up her legs. In a peek-a-boo way, I could see her white panties as she fussed sorting through the Ennui purchases.



“This is lovely, isn’t it?” she asked while handing each of us a slice of baguette topped with mozzarella and sausage slices.



“Couldn’t be better,” said Martin.



“Should I open the wine?” I offered.



“Oh, yes!” said Kelly. “But we better decide who’s driving us home. I’d hate for the weekend to end in jail.”



“I’ll drive,” I said. “Cut me off after three glasses.” I opened the wine and poured each of us a glass.



“To our sordid weekend!” toasted Kelly, smiling, as she held up her glass. She took a conservative sip while Martin and I leaned on the gulp-end of beverage consumption.



I offered a second toast. “To my cheating wife.”



Kelly smiled at Martin. “Thanks, honey… I couldn’t have done it without you, Martin. You’re the bad boy in this picture with your naughty tongue and what not.”



“I’m still not sure it’s cheating when Rob is right there,” he said. “Cheating involves fraud, or a swindle, lies, and secrets.”



“It’s still adultery,” I said. “Any judge would agree.”



“It’s pretend,” said Kelly. “Anyway, it’s infidelity, isn’t it? We can agree on that. We’re having a weekend affair, Martin.” She leaned over and gave him a kiss. “It’s so much better this way when your husband is in on it, don’t you think? Maybe it’ll catch on. I can’t wait to tell my women’s group and Facebook friends.” She laughed at this.



Whether it was cheating or simple infidelity didn’t matter. The fact was, my wife now had intimate knowledge of Martin’s cock and had tasted his semen. Processing this information was the same for the cuckold or the willful accomplice, except in my case I was also a witness. I’d seen Martin’s cock in my wife’s mouth. I didn’t have to imagine it.



As we consumed our way through the picnic fare Kelly and Martin became more amorous. The wine was taking effect and the natural surroundings were performing their usual seductions. There’s nothing like being near a mountaintop in a lush meadow on a warm day to loosen one up. A bad mood wouldn’t last long under such conditions.



Once done eating, Kelly scooted down the blanket so she could lie on her back and watch the sky peeking through the oak’s canopy. When she raised a knee, her dress slipped up her leg to again expose that lovely triangle of panty where things got serious. As before in the lotus position, if this were a church picnic she would be crossing a line, but neither Martin or I minded.



I turned my gaze to a distant mountain peak for a moment and when I looked back at Kelly saw she and Martin were embracing purposefully, his hand roaming the interior of her bra. He or she had unbuttoned it to the navel which revealed her rising and falling tummy. She had one arm around Martin’s back and her hand held his cheek as they kissed.



Martin lifted Kelly’s dress completely up over her panties. The panties abided the prim agenda she set forth when dressing, being simple white cotton and cut the way a mother might prefer for her teenage daughter. In my opinion, it was an excellent choice and a credit to Kelly’s thoroughness in choosing an outfit.



Martin slipped his hand under her panties and his knuckles pressed against their fabric as he fingered Kelly. She heaved herself into it and moaned quietly as if trying to keep a secret. Knowing her routines and being familiar with her body English, I could tell she was going for a quick but, on the scale of things, light orgasm, which in her case was just getting the ball rolling.



I was fascinated by Martin’s knuckle action as they telegraphed what Kelly was receiving by way of digital stimulation. A disappearing knuckle meant the finger it belonged to had disappeared in my wife’s pussy. Her heaving actions confirmed it each time.



Versus these microscopic observations, the macroscopic picture was of an amorous couple lost in a frenzy of sexual fervor. Her hands roamed his now bared chest. Martin had freed Kelly tits and become slavishly devoted to them. Her chest heaved into his face as he bit and nibbled her nipples.



It was like I wasn’t there. Kelly was giving me a show, and the scene could have labeled “Kelly commits adultery.” I forgot all about communing Thoreau-like with nature’s ripe displays and the glorious blue skies above and focused solely on my wife’s fever for Martin. With her dress pulled open at the top and rising above her navel below, she had the look of a woman being completely and willingly ravished in a pastoral, keep the boots on way.



Viewed in its entirety, the spectacle was heart-throbbingly romantic, like the cover of a bodice ripper. Kelly lifted her other knee and spread her legs all while continuing to heave into Martin’s fingers. I knew she was getting close, as would any nearby creature tuned into her arousal vocabularies. Seeing her legs thus spread and therefore highlighted, I clued into another detail of Kelly’s prim “costume”—cute white ankle socks. I’m not sure exactly what this conjured in my mind but it worked.



It took every once of my control not to join in the menagerie.



Before I could deliberate on this point, Kelly erupted, much like Mount Vesuvius, and I felt like an ancient citizen of Pompeii cowering under the ash of her fallout. She didn’t hold anything back. When she settled down she looked like she’d washed ashore from somewhere, but in a From Here to Eternity style. Her panting blended into her chuckling over what she knew must have been a potent display for me.



“Wow,” she said, regaining her composure. “Just wow. Marty’s training is coming right along.”



Martin blushed.



“God Moment?” I inquired.



“Kinda. But it was different. I looked over and saw you watching us and it was like getting caught or something.”



“So it worked for you.”



“You caught me fucking Martin. It’s how it felt.”



“Not fucking,” I said. “But definitely cheating, if being fingered counts.”



Kelly looked earnestly at Martin. “You will fuck me later, won’t you Marty. Oh, say you will!” She said this using a sweet southern belle accent



Martin blushed some more.



“The point is, you were watching me getting fingered by another man,” said Kelly. “When I saw you looking at me I couldn’t hold myself back.”



I smiled. We both knew what we were not saying and that had the effect of saying it.



Kelly stood and let her dress fall off completely. She picked it up with her toe and hung it over a low branch of the oak providing our dappled shade. She pulled off her panties and laid them on the dress. Her bra was lying on the blanket.



“You guys don’t mind, do you?” she asked.



Martin and I confirmed we didn’t mind.



She sat between us on the blanket and held up her glass for a refill, then took a big swig. “We didn’t think to bring any water.”



“No. An oversight…” I said. “So, here we are. Luncheon in the Grass. You’re sitting naked with two men in nature.”



“In the painting, I think they’re in the Bois de Boulogne in Paris.”



“Small detail,” said Martin. “Anyway, in the painting it’s simply a rural setting, and we’re missing the young woman in the background.”



“You like art? You’ve seen it?” asked Kelly. “You know, there’s a lot we don’t know about you.”



“I wouldn’t say I know a lot about art, but I did see the original in Paris during a term abroad in college. It was huge, which is why I recall it so well.”



“That must have been nice,” said Kelly, whimsically. “You know our Paris story.” She laughed. “It’s why you’re here.”



There, I thought. We could blame Paris for everything. The threesome, the picnic, even the saucisson and wine. The French really did know how to live.



A dog appeared on the trail beneath us wearing a neck kerchief, a good sign that it wasn’t feral. Voices in the distance suggested its keepers were not far behind. A moment later they appeared about fifty feet away, or close enough to clearly see Kelly was naked. She made no attempt to cover up, but rather, gave them a wave. They waved back.



“Did that give you a little thrill, honey?” I asked once they passed. It had given me one.



She thought for a second, then surveyed her most current sartorial choices. “Oh fuck! I forgot I was naked.”



“I’m sure they didn’t mind,” said Martin. “I wouldn’t have.”



“Timing is everything,” I said. “Ten minutes earlier and they’d of witnessed quite a different scene here.”









  

    

      

        

          

            

              Chapter 14: Sun Salutations



            


          


        


      


      

        While Kelly’s libido recovered we sipped wine and talked of pleasant things. Every time I realized anew Kelly was sitting with us naked I was startled, then a customary warmth followed to ensure me I enjoyed it.


      


      

        Her amorousness was returning. Neither one of us had seen the side of Martin now emerging in his fresh post-Traci existence. My guess was, he had known for some time Traci wasn’t a good fit, but being a good man with principles he felt there was nothing to be done about it. It then occurred to me we were witnessing the old Martin, the one we knew before he met Traci.


      


      

        He was a charming, confident guy with good looks and, of course, a cock one-size up the condom rack from mine. Had Kelly been having a secret affair with Martin I would have suffered no failure in seeing the logic of it.


      


      

        “Oh, look, Marty!” Kelly said. “You’ve leaked. Were you getting yourself ready for me?” She was staring at this shorts. His precum had created a dark circle. “Am I being unthoughtful? I should really take care of you, shouldn’t I?” She now used a wifely tone which wouldn’t have been out of place in a Fifties-era family sitcom.


      


      

        Clearly, Kelly’s libido was fully restored and she was cognizant of the fading afternoon sun. Martin reviewed his situation, laughed, stood, and removed his shorts, shirt, and underwear. He was fully erect.


      


      

        He sat down on the blanket and their eyes turned to me.


      


      

        “Honey? Won’t you join us.” As Kelly said this her left hand roamed over to say hello to Martin’s cock. She gave it a squeeze and fresh precum drizzled over her fingers. She smiled at this and seemed to take pride in the accomplishment.


      


      

        I stood and removed my clothes, hanging them on the branch with Kelly’s dress. The fresh breeze over my exposed flesh felt nice but also unusual and slightly dangerous. I was now exposed in public, such as it was. I sat next to Kelly, leaning back on my outstretched arms. I was also fully erect, and she gave my cock a squeeze and produced the same result as she had with Martin.


      


      

        “Didn’t I say this once before?” she asked. “Holding two cocks in my hands is a trip? I think it’s every sorority girl’s fantasy.” She gave us each a pump and laughed. Seeing her delicate hands holding our cocks was a trip for me too.


      


      

        “I can’t say I’ve ever done it,” I said.


      


      

        Martin laughed. “Me either, nor would I wish to.”


      


      

        I was pleased to know Martin had no interest in my cock.


      


      

        She let us go and stood to execute a big stretch, bending her head back with her arms extending nearly out of their sockets above her. It was step two of a yogic sun salutation. For a moment it appeared she was praying to the sun, like a priestess to her Sun Goddess.


      


      

        “I wish we could live like this,” she said. “It feels like the Garden of Eden here.”


      


      

        “Winter’s might be tough,” said Martin, stoically. He stood as well and stretched, also facing the sun. The two of them were like Adam and Eve. I didn’t want to interfere with the picture so I stayed put.


      


      

        Seeing how naturally Kelly adapted to being nude around Martin, even when not having sex, was a boon. Maybe a visit to a tropical nudist resort would be fun. The fact was, I liked seeing Kelly nude around other men.


      


      

        Why?


      


      

        But I didn’t really care why. I pretended for a moment Traci was still in the picture and here with us, also nude. Though her naked pics didn’t make me salivate, the idea of her being comfortable around me naked was intriguing. Quite possibly this is what Martin felt around a naked Kelly. Plainly put, it was nice.


      


      

        Kelly and Martin sat as before and she leaned over and kissed me.


      


      

        “You’re quiet,” she said.


      


      

        “I was thinking how nice it is to see you naked like this.”


      


      

        “It’s fun, isn’t it? I’ve been saying that a lot lately.”


      


      

        “Yes.” I deliberated internally whether to bring up Traci and decided it was worth a shot. “I wondered what it would be like if Martin and Traci weren’t on the outs, and they were both here naked with us.”


      


      

        “What do you think about that, Martin?” asked Kelly.


      


      

        He thought for a moment. “Do you mean just naked?”


      


      

        “Start there,” she said.


      


      

        He thought some more. “No, she wouldn’t go for it. Frankly, I wouldn’t want her to either. She looks better in clothes.”


      


      

        He was right.


      


      

        “What about when you meet someone?” asked Kelly. “Would you mind if she got naked with us?”


      


      

        “No, not at all. In fact, I hope to meet someone as open as you are.”


      


      

        “Good! I’m sure Rob will be happy about that.” She leaned over and gave me another kiss and started fondling my cock. It stiffened more in her warm hand and this warmth spread through my body.


      


      

        She smiled and bent down and took me in her mouth. I thought it would be a quick visit but she lingered, so I laid down. She alternated between my cock and balls, licking and sucking. I wasn’t sure what was on her agenda so I simply enjoyed it.


      


      

        Martin’s view was of my naked wife leaning over my midsection, her lovely ass gently swaying as it followed the movements of her upper body. Instead of staring at it, he was looking off into the distance determined, I guessed, to give us our space.


      


      

        After several more minutes, Kelly sat up, wiped her lips and cheeks, and reached for her wine. She took a good sip and let out a gratifying sigh.


      


      

        “Okay, Rob,” she said. “Tell me what you want me to do. I’ll do anything you say.”


      


      

        I ruminated only briefly. “I want you to do whatever you want.”


      


      

        Kelly put her glass down. “The weekend is almost over.”


      


      

        “Yes.” It was nearing four o’clock. “But it’s not really over until midnight.”


      


      

        “I hadn’t thought of that. Well, for right now, you want me to do whatever I want?”


      


      

        “That’s the idea.”


      


      

        “I’m not sure how to do it.”


      


      

        “Just tell us what you want to do.” I looked at Martin, who was listening closely to our exchange.


      


      

        “I want both of your cocks in my mouth.”


      


      

        In view of Martin’s size, I didn’t think this was a possibility. I was also not keen on bumping cocks with Martin, though I’d risk it if Kelly really wanted to try it.


      


      

        “Okay,” I said. “How?”


      


      

        “Stand next to each other,” she instructed, as she got up on her knees. Martin was game, so we stood side-by-side facing Kelly, our cocks at full attention. Kelly scooted up to us as close as she could, took each of our cocks, and gently closed the gap between out cocks and her mouth, pulling us all closer together.


      


      

        She started with Martin, taking his cock into her mouth and slowly releasing it. She drew me in closer and sucked my cock, then alternated between us. Our tips were less than an inch apart. She put one in each corner of her pretty mouth and realized there was no way she could fit them in together.


      


      

        Kelly looked up and laughed. “I guess I’ll just have to make do.” She licked my shaft down to my balls, sucked them gently, then shifted to Martin to do the same, drawing her tongue along as she went. She then trimmed her routine to alternate between our cocks in quick succession, sucking and drawing each one in as far as she could as she pumped with her hands.


      


      

        Kelly closed her eyes to savor the experience and moaned quietly, which vibrated her tongue. She pumped us in sync with the sucking. Martin and I were both leaking prodigious amounts of precum, which dripped down her chin. She seemed lost in the eroticism of what she was doing.


      


      

        She barely paused to utter, “Oh, God! I can’t believe…” She sucked us more intently, again pausing to leak more utterances. “Can you guys come like this? Will you come…” She sucked harder. “Can you come… Oh God!” Her body was shaking. “Come on me… Please come on me!” Her words, breathless as they were, sounded like divine enchantments.


      


      

        I was incapable of not following her instruction. I felt a surge arriving as my cock pulsed and jetted cum into her mouth and onto her lips and chin. She gasped and moaned, keeping up her rhythm, swallowing and sucking as hard she could.


      


      

        “Marty! Come too! Come on me!” Her gasping commands did the trick, and Martin came copiously into her mouth and onto her face. She sucked and lick us both until we were completely drained.


      


      

        She released us, wiped her face and licked her fingers, then laid down panting. She had just given me, and most likely Martin too, the most erotic moments of our lives. It wasn’t the sort of thing I’d ever imagined participating in, and it had never came to mind when I thought of erotic possibilities for married couples or even single persons. Most particularly, I’d never imagined my wife giving two men blowjobs at the same time a possibility.


      


      

        And she’d just done it.


      


      

        “God! One of you, both of you… God… Eat my pussy!” She was still breathing heavily as she raised her knees and spread her legs. Martin descended and his head bobbed feverishly as he licked Kelly up and down. “MARTY! DEEPER! EAT ME MARTY” she nearly yelled. Her hands push Martin’s head down with force. She heaved into him and exploded nearly instantly. “OH FUCKING HELL! GOD! YES MARTY!” Her body convulsed ruthlessly as Martin hung on.


      


      

        Once she settled down she pulled Martin up and over her and hugged him, rocking him back and forth. “Thank you, Marty. Thank you for everything!” She kissed him deep and hard.


      


      

        I laid next to Kelly and stroked her side. She smiled and laughed. “God, do I make a scene or what?”


      


      

        “I like that you can let yourself go,” I said, now stroking her arm. “It’s infectious.”


      


      

        Martin rolled over to her side. “I do too. I’ve never been with anyone who vocalized like you do.”


      


      

        She reached around our shoulders and pulled us into her.


      


      

        “My two husbands! What a lucky girl I am.”


      


    


  


  





Chapter 15: Bubbles








Bubbles burst around us like blips of joy as we soaked in our oversized jacuzzi tub in the master bath. A year before Kelly had it installed on a whim, not realizing it required an extra-large hot water tank to fill properly. That meant we had to drain the current tank twice to get the water level right, so it was seldom used.



With three adults it was less of a problem.



After our day on Temple Peak and the robust licentiousness of our weekend, we were all exhausted. Kelly leaned against Martin facing me with her feet riding on my shoulders. This allowed her toes to tweak my ears, which for some reason amused her.



We sipped champagne, which seemed like the proper beverage for a jacuzzi bath, and chatted amiably before slipping into a review of our weekend together.



“I don’t think I can last until midnight,” said Kelly, with sorrowful notes. “I guess this is it, huh?”



“You mean your two-husband weekend?” I asked.



Kelly took her time before replying. “I mean for doing this sort of thing, me sleeping with other men. Of course, I mean Martin here.”



“How do you feel about that, Martin?” I asked.



He too seemed hesitant to reply. Kelly swung her legs over the edge of the tub so she could turn and face him.



“Marty?” she said.



He sat up a bit, sending a minor tsunami my way, then cleared his throat. “I’ll be honest. I think I could be falling in love with you, Kelly. I don’t mean love love, but something else. The thing is, I don’t think I could top you. I’m afraid I won’t find another woman like you out there.”



Kelly smiled warmly, looked at me, then back to Martin. “That’s sweet, Marty. I love you too, I mean, like I think you mean it. I couldn’t have done anything we did this weekend without loving you in a special way.”



“Martin,” I said. “I think I understand what you’re saying. It’s like Kelly said. This weekend couldn’t have happened if there weren’t a lot of special feelings between us.”



“I guess that’s what I mean—special feelings,” said Martin. He lifted himself to sit on the edge of the tub, greatly lowering the water line. For the first time this weekend he wasn’t erect. Normal, he still looked prodigiously big.



“Those feelings will never go away,” said Kelly. She rubbed his thigh for emphasis.



We slipped into silence. Kelly turned the tap to add more hot water but it ran cold long enough to eliminate any benefit from the lukewarm fluid that eventually arrived. We faced the facts of the matter and got out of the tub.



The silence continued through the drying off and tooth brushing, and followed us into the bedroom. We were now faced with the rest of the evening, our own exhaustion, and something hanging in the air that none of us knew how to broach. Namely, what was the future of our little threesome? Or rather, was there one?



Kelly went to the dresser and put on panties. I didn’t know if it was signal or just her resuming the normal routine. She always put on a fresh pair to sleep in. She turned down the bed, climbed in and moved to the center. Martin and I took this to mean we were to follow.



We did, taking positions on either side of Kelly, all of us now lying flat on our backs staring at the ceiling. There was a comical flavor to the following moments, and Kelly was the first to respond to it.



“I think we’ve worn each other out,” she said, chuckling.



Of course, she was right. This was the downside of allowing oneself extravagant liberties of any kind. There was always a payback, even when it came to sex. I’d lost count of the number of Kelly’s orgasms. I was even a bit vague on my own count.



Though exhausted, I reviewed the current situation in my head. I was lying in bed naked with my wife and another man. She was wearing just her panties. I was within reach of the radiant heat lingering over her body from our warm bath. I knew Martin would be experiencing the same. I wondered if they touching each other. There was a chance her left hand was now stealthily roaming his body, perhaps even fondling his cock. This possibility generated synapses in my brain that sent messages to my frontier, now organizing itself into an erection.



It was funny how that worked. I was responding to a possibility, not a known fact. My sexual desires were triumphing over my fatigue. I rolled to my side and leaned to kiss Kelly who, somehow, telepathically knew it was coming. She reached a hand over to caress my cheek, the hand I thought might be preoccupied with Martin’s cock.



“Hi,” she said, once our kiss was complete. “I’m still here.”



I knew what she meant.



“Do you come here often?” I asked. She laughed.



“Only on my breaks. Why? Do you have something in mind?”



“No. Not really. I’m glad you’re still here.”



“Always,” she said. Her hand moved to my cock, now straining like a spoiled brat for attention. “Oh, looks who back.”



“You can ignore it.”



“Do I have to? I’d like to hold you.”



“I know you’re tired. We all are.”



“Hmm… Good tired.”



“Yes.” We kissed again, then she nestled her head into my neck as she gently pumped my cock. It was sexual, and it wasn’t. It was both.



Martin snored.



“I think you wore out Martin,” I said.



She chuckled. “I know. Me too, but I’m here if you want me.”



“We never discussed how this ends.”



“Like this?” she said. “I don’t know. How should it end?”



“With everyone happy.”



“I’m happy. I know Martin is feeling better. You seem happy.” She gave my cock a more ambitious pump.



“Do you want to continue sleeping with Martin, I mean, in the future?”



She was quiet for a moment, and her hand rested but still held my cock. “Is it okay if I say yes?”



This sent another rush of enthusiasm to my cock. She picked up on this immediately.



“It’s okay to say yes.” I pulled her in close and we kissed hard and deep.



She broke our kiss. “It’s okay if I still suck his cock, and lick his balls?”



“Yes,” I said. She sat up to remove her panties.



“I can fuck him anytime I want?”



“Yes.” She climbed on top of me and rubbed her pussy over my cock. She started moaning.



“And I can swallow his cum?”



“Yes.” Her pussy swallowed my cock. She bounced over me as I bucked into her.



“He can cum on my face? My tits? Anywhere I want him to?”



“Yes.” We were now pounding into each other savagely.



“He can eat my pussy anytime he wants?”



“Yes, that too.”



Kelly went over the top. The room filled with the furies our orgasms. I came uncontrollably, my mind filled with the weekend’s images, the thoughts of her future trysts with Martin, the facts of her naked flesh having been in another man’s hands.



She fell over me panting as tremors shook her body. She whimpered sweetly in my ear, “I love you so much.” She kissed me fervently.



I told her I loved her too.



***



I woke once again on a rolling sea of Egyptian cotton but this time knew the meaning of it. I heard the familiar sounds of my wife having an orgasm.



“OH FUCK YES!!!” she said, followed by, “OH MY GOD, MARTIN!!!” In another minute she was quiet, except for her rapid breathing.



I turned onto my side. “Good morning.”



Breathlessly, she replied and laughed. “Martin and I were just having a farewell, well, fuck, I guess.”



“I’m happy for you both.”



“Good morning, Rob,” said Martin.



“Morning.”



Later, sipping coffee with Martin at our kitchen table, Kelly appeared dressed for work, which in her case meant dressed-to-kill. She looked sharp in a crisp white blouse, navy jacket, and just-proper pencil skirt. I loved the clickety-clack sound of her short heels on the tiles and her very tidy, groomed appearance.



“Well, boys, this is it,” she said. “I’m off to work.” She gave us each a kiss on the tops of our heads.



“Thanks for everything, Kelly,” said Martin. He stood to give her a hug.



“Thank you, Marty! Rob and I both can’t thank you enough!”



“Well, then you’re welcome, I guess.”



Kelly looked at me, then back to Martin. “Listen, Marty. You’re going to find a great woman this time, I just know it! She’ll be lucky to have you! It probably won’t happen right away, though. Take your time.”



“I know. I will.”



“And you never need to feel lonely, okay? I mean, you don’t need to let your standards go if, you know, you’re feeling…”



I knew what she was getting at. “She’s saying don’t let yourself get too horny out there and have your dick do your thinking for you.”



Martin looked confused.



“He means,” said Kelly, looking once more at me before continuing. “Marty, he means, I’m here for you. You know, I’m your ‘comfort woman’. Whenever you need me, I’m here.”



Martin got the gist and looked embarrassed.



“What she means, Martin, is she wants you to keep yourself pure so she can still have her way with you, at least until you find the right woman. Isn’t that right, Kelly?”



She gave me a snarky look followed by a smile. Kelly kissed me one more time, then Martin, and left for work. We both stood to follow suit. Without speaking, Martin gave me a man-hug, then shook my hand and left. I put our cups in the sink, grabbed my briefcase, and with a big smile on my face, joined the masses heading for work.



By all counts, the weekend had been a great success. My cheating wife was also the love of my life, and nothing had changed that. The hearth was safe, and I knew its fires would always burn bright.



The End
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Sharing The Love: My Hotwife




The Wife Chronicles


One Of Those Calls










“I’m really, really sorry to hear this, Adam,” I said. I was also sorry Adam had chosen this moment to tell me about his bad luck. I loved the guy, but I was expected to tee off in twenty minutes. “It’s terrible news. We thought you guys were so happy.”



“Who was that?” asked Laurie, my wife of six years. She was bouncing a pencil off her forehead and as she strained to compose a shopping list.



“Adam,” I said. “Liz left him.”



“Oh, , that’s terrible. He seemed so happy with her.”



“That’s what I thought,” I said. “That’s the problem with appearances. They’re often false. Anyway, I’ll tell you all about it later. I’m late for my tee-off. Ben will be pissed if we miss our slot.”



“You hate golf, Ethan. Screw it.”



“He’s my boss, Laurie. It doesn’t matter how I feel about it.”



“Then go,” she said. “I’m meeting Stacy for lunch and then we’re going shopping.”



“So I’ll see you this afternoon.” I grabbed my keys and headed for the door.



“You know,” she said, forcing me to delay my exit. “Adam won’t have any trouble finding someone. He’s a hottie. Stacy thought he was a hunk when she first met him.”



“Thanks for the news. Listen, I’ve got to…”



“Maybe we should hook them up. Stacy will rock his… What’s the expression?”



“I think you’re going for ‘rock his boat’ there.” I betrayed no impatience.



“Yeah. Stacy will rock his boat. I would if I wasn’t stuck with you. I’d be all over him in a second—oh, did I say that out loud?” She laughed at her joke, gave me a chaste, couple’s kiss, and we walked out the door together.



As Laurie was parked behind me, I had to wait for her to complete her usual departure routine. She tossed her bag in the passenger seat, set up her music, dithering a bit before making a final selection, air-kissed the mirror and fingered her bangs to sort them out, reached for and attached her seat belt, checked the mirror again, then turned to back out of the driveway. She then realized the car wasn’t in gear, put it in reverse, then turned again to finally exit the driveway. As she reached the street she failed to yield, forcing a passing car to screech its tires. She gave the driver a wave and sped off.



Aside from her driving etiquette Laurie was a properly mannered, smart and attractive woman. She always appeared effortlessly ‘put together’ but never overdone. Her fashion sense was impeccable. She went light on make-up, which she seldom actually wore, her natural coloring and vibrant looking skin making it unnecessary. She kept fit, which meant slim, and that made her naturally ample bosom one of her prominent features. I loved her bosom with all my heart.



Watching in the rear-view mirror as she prepared to leave I felt a surge of pride. This pride made her last comment to me before leaving sting a little bit. She said she would rock Adam’s boat if she wasn’t stuck with me. I envisioned her doing just that, the two of them naked, petting each other, she holding his cock, him kissing her breasts. I was surprised that this vision gave me an erection, the evidence of which was my need to shift in my seat to accommodate stirrings in my shorts.



Laurie and Adam always got along. After a bit of wine they might flirt, but it was never serious or over the top. I did the same with Adam’s wife, though she was a cool sort of person who thought highly of herself without anyone’s encouragement. There were times when I noticed Adam admiring Laurie’s tits somewhat avidly, but what man wouldn’t? It pleased me that he admired her. Liz, who was now taking her leave of Adam, did not provoke my admiration, but I couldn’t deny her looks. She was an attractive woman.



Poor Adam.



He had sounded very heartbroken. I should have canceled my golf date and taken him to lunch. I would have to make it up to him later.



Jokingly, and only in my head, I thought of offering him Laurie’s services. Then the joke turned into a “what if?” and then a long meditation. What would Laurie think of such an offer? Would she like to sleep with Adam? And would Adam go for it? Most importantly, how would I really feel about it?



I had to give it a good think, but it would have to wait until after my round of golf with Ben. For now, there was no denying that the idea of my wife sleeping with Adam was having a profoundly peculiar effect on me.










Holy Hell








“How was your game?” asked Laurie.



“Terrible,” I said. I’d just walked in from several hours of golfing with Ben in tropical heat. She was putting groceries away looking as fresh as the first day of Spring. I, on the other hand, looked like damp laundry that had blown off the line.



“I’m sorry, honey,” she said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “You really need a shower.”



“Thanks for noticing. How was your lunch date with Stacy?”



“Good. I told her all about Adam.”



“What could you have told her?” I asked. “I barely gave you any details.”



“Oh,” she said. “I guess I mean that, after I told her about Liz leaving him, we talked about Adam generally. Stacy doesn’t really know him that well. They’ve never hung out together alone.”



How could they have, unless they’d had an affair? Up until that morning, Adam had been a married man. For a scant second, I felt jealous of Stacy. I hadn’t stopped thinking about my wife and Adam as a possibility. I had no idea why I was thinking about this. It was absurd. Why would I ever consider sharing my wife with another man?



“Laurie, Stacy, and Adam have hung out plenty with us, haven’t they?” I said. “Anyway, it’s too soon. Adam’s going to need lots of time to sort this all out. You should have heard him on the phone.”



“Yeah. You still haven’t given me the details, Ethan. So what happened?”



“Liz was having an affair with her boss.”



“Oh, God.” Laurie was thoughtful for a moment. “You know, I did wonder about her at times, the way she would go on about her job and her great boss. She would get gaga-eyed when she spoke about him. And frankly, she was never that loving toward Adam or warm to us. She just seemed to tolerate our company.”



“I never noticed,” I said. “But that’s not the real stinger. Liz is pregnant.”



“Oh, Jesus. What does Adam want to do? Are they going to keep it?”



“Adam said it isn’t his. He said he and Liz haven’t slept together in three months. She’s six weeks pregnant.”



“Holy Hell,” said Laurie. She seemed genuinely jarred by this news and, frankly, it was just sinking in on my end as well.



“I know, Laurie. I really should have canceled the golf. Now I feel like a real shit. I should give Adam a call.”



“Yeah, go do that, Nathan. But take a shower first. You’re stinking up the joint.” She laughed. “We’ll talk after you’ve chatted with him. By the way, Stacy is coming for dinner. Should we invite Adam?”



“Let me talk to him first and see where his head’s at.” I left her to shower. As I was finishing up, the shower door opened and Laurie popped in naked. I felt this was a nice turn and decided to hang around.



“I just want a quick rinse, honey,” she said. “Do you mind?”



“No. I’ll watch you. Be thorough.”



“I didn’t think you’d mind.” She did a few turns in front of the torrent and handed me her wash mitt. She knew scrubbing her down was one of my favorite hobbies. It had been a while.



“I can’t believe Liz got herself pregnant by another man,” she said. “That’s not too classy.”



“No, it isn’t. But what did you think about the other thing?”



“The other what?” she asked.



“The fact that they hadn’t made love in three months.”



“Ethan?”



“Yes?”



“When did we last make love?”



I had to think about this. It didn’t seem that long ago. “A week? Two weeks ago?”



“Almost four weeks, Ethan.”



“Jesus.”



“I know, Ethan. We used to screw like rabbits. You used to make me sore!”



“I know. Maybe we could do something right…”



“Not right now. There’s no time. Stacy will be here soon and you still have to call Adam.”



“You’re right.” We turned off the shower and started drying off. Thinking of making love had given me the beginnings of an erection, and Laurie was quick to pounce in her delicate way.



“You a little excited there, bub?” She held my cock in her hand and gave it a shy pump, then bent down to kiss it. “You know, Ethan. I do love you, and I love your cock. I don’t know why it’s been four weeks since we last made love.” She gave me a real kiss. “Hey, kiss my titties! They miss you!”



I kissed her nipples and it dawned me that I missed them too. I used to fall asleep every night with one of her breasts cupped in my hand.



“Aw, that’s nice,” she said. “It’s too bad we don’t have any time.”



I watched her get dressed. She had the loveliest lingerie, a testament to her all around good taste. Every detail mattered, even the ones others weren’t likely to see. I really wished we’d had more time.



“Why do you think we’ve fallen off?” I asked. “I’m talking about our lovemaking.”



Laurie took this as an opportunity to offer a serious and apparently previously meditated reply. “We’re familiar to each other now, Ethan. We know each other’s moves. It’s to be expected, I guess.” She ended her comment with a long sigh.



“How do we fix it? I don’t want us to end up like Liz and Adam.”



“I don’t either, Ethan. I guess we have to find a way to spice things up. Maybe there’s a book for married couples…”



“We don’t need a book, honey. We can be creative on our own, don’t you think?”



“I want us to be, Ethan. I want us to be creative.”



The doorbell rang and as was her custom, Stacy helped herself in and yelled, “Hey, guys! I’m here!”



We finished dressing. Laurie went downstairs to greet Stacy and I called Adam. As I was dialing, I wondered what Laurie meant when she said, “I want us to be creative”.



End Preview
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