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Chapter 1: A Post Mortem

I MISS YOU TOO



“I’ll have the usual, Bobby,” I said, taking a stool at the bar in Tonelli’s, my favorite Italian eatery and guilty pleasure. It was located in a mall. My bartender Bobby swiftly delivered a vodka tonic with an extra twist.



“Are you dining alone tonight?” he asked.



“No, Bobby. I’m dining with Heather, my ex.”



“Mrs. Carter?”



“She doesn’t use that name anymore.” Every time I thought of Heather changing her name back to its original, I felt a knife turn in my gut. For reasons still unknown, she had suggested we have dinner while she was in town. I had originally demurred, knowing seeing her would put me in a funk for days, but she had insisted.



“She’s back to her maiden name,” I said. “She’s Heather Robinson again.”



Bobby left to take care of other customers so I surveyed the crowd. It was in its usual midweek tempo. Its location in a suburban mall gave it an inauthentic air, which the owners attempted to correct with murals of an imagined Tuscany and faux grape vines curling over improvised and unconvincing trellises.



A tap on the shoulder meant I had company.



“Hey, Jack!” It was my friend George from the bank. His wife gave me a peck on the cheek.



“Hey, George. Hi, Mirabelle,” I said, standing because I had good manners.



“Sit!” said George. They didn’t have good manners, so they invited themselves to join me, taking stools on either side. It meant I would have to look continually back and forth if we were to have a conversation. Mirabelle’s perfume did her no favors. She smelled like a drugstore cosmetics counter.



Her cheeky top accented a generous bosom which didn’t need accenting. Mirabelle was pretty but a touch too keen with the make-up. George resembled an off-the-shelf banker.



“Dining alone?” asked Mirabelle, raising a tweezed eyebrow.



“Not really. Heather will be joining me soon.”



“Heather? Your Heather?”



“The very one, though she’s not my Heather anymore.” I took a long sip of my drink while Mirabelle leaned over to give George the news of my meeting Heather.



“You’re meeting Heather?” he asked, speaking to my left ear. I turned and nodded while Mirabelle formulated her next sentence, which she delivered into my right ear.



“I think it’s good you keep in touch. How long were you two married? It’s so sad you couldn’t fix the marriage.”



“About six years.” Its ending was sad. I couldn’t disagree. I would have done anything to fix it but didn’t know how to, at least not without revealing my dirty dark secret. For as long as this remained the case, my marriage would remain broken.



“What?” asked George, over on my left.



I decided the best thing to do was to stand so we would form a triangle. I hovered over my now empty stool.



“I was just telling your wife that Heather and I had been married six years.”



“Oh,” said George. Bobby delivered their drinks, and we toasted.



“The Marshes are getting a divorce,” said Mirabelle, while forming a sad expression to show she was grieving for them.



“Sorry to hear it,” I said. I didn’t actually know the Marshes.



“Yes, it’s always sad, isn’t it? I heard she was having an affair.”



I knew all about affairs. It was an affair that led to Heather’s and my divorce just shy of a year ago. She was the guilty party, though not entirely. She was the one who got caught. We never went public with the reasons for our split. I signaled Bobby for another round.



“Put that on my tab,” said George, feeling generous.



“Thanks, George.”



“So, you’re seeing Heather,” said Mirabelle. Her happy face had returned. “What’s she doing now?”



“She’s doing something with leasing over in Westport.”



“That’s nice.” She nodded her head like she knew all about leasing and was qualified to make this judgment.



“I’m sure it is.”



“Lots of good opportunities over in Westport,” said George, exerting his good judgment about such things. Bankers were always up on good opportunities, which they would happily finance for you if you had good collateral.



“I imagine so,” I said, not really caring.



“How’s your business?” he asked, sensing an opportunity. “If there’s anything we can ever do for you, you’ll let us know, right?”



“Business is good, George. Thanks.”



“Coffee is a good business,” he said, not that he knew much about it. Regardless, it was a fair observation. I now owned six coffee shops in the surrounding area, none of which involved financing through George’s bank.



Mirabelle took a sip of her Bloody Mary and spilled a few drops on her abundant cleavage.



“Oh, look at me!” she said, which was an instruction for me to look at her breasts. She made a show of cleaning herself up, and in case I had missed the fact that she was putting on a show, she gave me a wink. After she tidied her bosom, she offered me an empathic look of rising concern.



“Have you met anyone yet, Jack?”



“I have no complaints,” I said, feeling my vagueness would annoy her.



“That’s nice.” She looked disappointed. No doubt, she had already prepared herself to say, “Don’t worry. You’ll find someone.”



Mirabelle reverted her empathies to the poor Marches, now suffering through a torrid divorce tinged with infidelities. As I tuned her out, feeling it was George’s turn to lend an ear, I spotted Heather making a grand entrance.



She was elegantly overdressed in a black number with flirty split sleeves. It was close fitting, which accented her breasts. She spotted me and waved and then, after eyeing George and Mirabelle, frowned. She came over anyway.



“Hello Jack, George, Mirabelle,” she said. Mirabelle and George each got a hug. Everyone claimed they were thrilled to see each other, which involved talking over one another. Thankfully, Mirabelle suggested she and George “take their leave” so Heather and I could visit alone. Another round of hugs followed before they were gone.



“Golly, I almost turned right around,” said Heather, with a chuckle. “I’m sure Mirabelle gave you the latest gossip.”



“Apparently, the Marshes are divorcing.”



“Oh, that’s terrible!” said Heather, sounding quite genuine. “Who are the Marshes?”



“Those were my feelings as well.”



Heather laughed, then eyeballed me quizzingly. “And how are you, Jack?”



“Well enough, thanks. You?”



“Couldn’t be better.” She seemed to mean it.



“Great,” I said. “You look very sharp, by the way. You’re way overdressed for suburban mall eatery dining.”



“You think?” She surveyed herself. The darts on her dress drew my eyes like magnets. Her breasts were once among my greatest joys in life. “I didn’t really think about it. You look nice too.”



“Thanks. Drink?” Bobby was hovering.



“Sure. Hey, Bobby. I’ll have a double scotch with a splash of water.”



“Doubles, eh? Bad day at the office?”



She smiled. “No, just a day like any other, except for this. So, how long has it been?”



“Coming up on twelve months since you moved out.” I actually knew the exact number of days and hours, but there was no reason to prove this.



“Seems forever ago.” To me, it still seemed like yesterday. Every morning, it surprised me anew to find her missing from my bed.



Her scent filled my nostrils and my heart ached. It wasn’t that I wasn’t over her. I had accepted the facts of our divorce. But my body had a mind of its own and it wasn’t listening to my brain.



“How’s the business going?” she continued. We used to be partners in the coffee business. She sold her half to me as part of our divorce.



“You’re getting your checks aren’t you?” I asked, with a bit of tone. I immediately wished I hadn’t phrased it that way. I wasn’t bitter about the checks. I was happy to send them. “I mean, it’s doing well.”



“Good. And yes, I’m getting my checks.” She downed her scotch and ordered another. I nodded for another round as well.



“How’s everything else?” she asked, raising her brows.



“Good.” I was sticking with the vagueness routine I’d begun with Mirabelle. I knew what everything else meant. On that score, I had nothing to say.



“Have you met anyone?” she asked.



She licked her stir-stick with an unnecessary flourish, drawing out her tongue, a tongue that used to give me so much pleasure. As tongues go, it was extremely talented.



I thought about a reply. In truth, I hadn’t been with anyone since she left. I hadn’t had intercourse in over a year, in other words. It was a noticeable deficit in my life and a source of great woe. Having Heather is such proximity wasn’t helping matters. Our sex life had been great until I screwed it up.



It was a long story.



“Not much to report there,” I said. “How about you?”



Her body centered on the stool and her shoulders went back.



“I’m seeing someone.” This news produced a hollow pain in my stomach. My body, with its inscrutable urges, was turning me inside out. The idea of Heather “seeing someone” couldn’t be processed without imagining what it implied. Perhaps that morning, she and this “someone” had lingered over each other naked in bed. Perhaps his cock had been the beneficiary of her tongue, the one she just displayed so ruthlessly sampling her stir-stick.



Pain.



“That’s nice,” I said. “Who is he?”



“Just someone I met. It’s not terribly serious.”



“Just the sex, then.” She gave me a sleepy-eyed look that didn’t deny my suggestion. It rather confirmed it.



“Are we going to eat?” she asked, her left hand moving to pat her tummy. “I’m starving.”



I waved for our check, paid it, and we went into the restaurant area of Tonelli’s. Its robust and exuberant maître d’ greeted us by name and put us at a table overlooking the mall’s ice rink. The view didn’t really go with the Tuscany motif, but our options were limited. A gaggle of coeds from a local college exhibited their skating skills as we reviewed our menus.



“Let me guess,” said Heather. “You’re going to have the calamari fritti and veal saltimbocca.”



“And you’re skipping the appetizer and having chicken piccata.”



She laughed. “Some things never change. Should we have some wine? Nothing extravagant.”



“They don’t do extravagant here.” I got the waiter’s attention and ordered a bottle of their best Chianti, which wasn’t saying much, and we placed our orders. The wine came immediately.



We toasted and tasted the wine, which wasn’t bad, and then there was silence. I watched the coeds skating. They were wearing figure skating attire, meaning tight fitting and much like a one-piece swimsuit. This is what made Olympic figure skating so popular.



The outfits were very revealing anatomy-wise. How could they get away with such blatant costumes on young women? It was the same with Olympic volleyball. In this day in age, this sort of attire seemed highly improbable. But who would watch women’s volleyball without them wearing those outfits? My mind often went down curious avenues, and I wasn’t proud of it. Still, these were interesting questions.



“You’re probably wondering why I asked you to dinner,” said Heather, tapping a breadstick on the table. It was that kind of place. “Or aren’t you interested?” She nibbled her breadstick.



“Tell me then. Why did you ask me to dinner?”



“I thought we should talk.” She offered a tight-lipped smile.



“We both have phones.” This comment received a snarky look.



“True. Shall we call each other now? I can see you’re free.” She laughed.



I smiled. “We can just talk normally. What’s on your mind?”



“I thought we should talk about the divorce.”



“We both know why that happened. You had an affair with Steve.”



“I don’t deny it.” She knitted her brow. “But don’t you want to know why I had an affair with Steve?”






Chapter 2: Jack & Heather

YEARS EARLIER: JACK MEETS HEATHER


“I know you,” said the girl. “You’re in my Econ 105 class.” The girl in question was sitting in the student union, and my roommate George was introducing us.



“Yes,” I said. “I’ve seen you there. Hi. I’m Jack.”



“Hey! I’m Heather.”



George was dating Heather’s ex-roommate, and this fact drew us together in the student union. We were all waiting for George’s girlfriend Meg. I’d noticed Heather many times before, and who wouldn’t have? She was tall and attractive, and had a sparkling personality and dimpled smile, making her a natural charmer. She always wore tops that fit loosely around her perfect breasts. Whenever she bent to pick her bag off the floor in class, it always gave me a good show of both breasts and bra. I wasn’t proud of my noticing, but I couldn’t deny that I did.



It was the little things in life that mattered most.



Once George’s girlfriend arrived they both went off, leaving Heather and me alone. We hadn’t quite reached the point where pairing up for a coffee or stroll around campus would form a natural progression, but I went for it anyway.



“Do you want to get a coffee?” I asked.



“I love coffee!” she replied with a rewarding eagerness, her eyes lighting up and twinkling. There was a new Starbucks located right on the campus and we headed there. As she stood, she gave me a fresh reminder of her cleavage and I fell immediately in love, now that her pleasant voice had also filled my ears. Though that was an overstatement, my cock was already making wedding arrangements.



Once seated with two lattes, which was my week’s budget for lattes, we fell into a natural rapport. After exchanging the pertinent facts of our lives thus far, she gave me an earnest look.



“Are you seeing anyone?” she asked, wrinkling her nose. “I’m not.”



I wasn’t, so I conveyed a truthful response.



“Maybe we could hang-out,” she suggested. I liked this idea very much and nodded.



We hung out for a full week before we made a physical connection. It was in her room in her tiny apartment, which was on the top floor of an old, converted house. We were sitting on her bed making plans for the afternoon which, once settled, meant she wanted to change into something more comfortable. I had proposed a hike up Thompson’s Peak, which wasn’t so much a peak as a hill that looked over the town.



“I’ll wait for you outside,” I said while standing, once she announced her intention to change.



“You can stay.”



“But…”



“It’s okay.” She lifted off her top. As I already knew from peeping at her cleavage, she had a magnificent bosom. She adjusted her bra before deciding it wasn’t right and took it off before rummaging through her dresser. To say this show produced an erection would be an accurate assessment. I did my best to make room for it but wasn’t having much success. She must have noticed.



“Are you okay?” she asked, but her tone was suggestive. She dawdled as far as putting on a fresh bra. She stared at my cock area and smiled.



“I’m fine, thanks.”



She removed her jeans, which pulled her panties down to expose half of her bush. She stepped out of her jeans and corrected her panties, then gave my situation a fresh look.



“We don’t have to go for a hike.” She smiled, now standing four feet away in nothing but her panties. Her nipples were tightening, turning out twinned buds which made me salivate. Her smile turned into a suggestive grin.



She came over and straddled my lap, her knees landing on either side of my hips. We hadn’t even kissed yet. Perhaps she viewed preliminaries as unnecessary. She gripped my cheeks in her palms and planted a deep, probing kiss. Along with the kiss, she pressed her groin into my erection, and I put aside all notions of going on a hike.



We fell back onto her bed and into a full-on adult-style embrace. I  felt her breasts with feverish devotion. She smiled and moaned in an intoxicating manner, making me feel like I knew what I was doing. Yet, I was still at that stage where feeling a new woman’s breasts had the effect of doubling the number of naked breasts my hands had ever fondled.



Heather pulled off my shirt and kissed my chest and nipples, then worked on my shorts. She pulled down the zipper, spread the shorts open and slipped her hand into my briefs. The heat of her hand on my yearning erection proved also too much. I could have come in her hand with very little further encouragement. She pulled my briefs down to my thighs, then removed her panties. She held my now exposed cock in her hand and gave it a desperately needed pump. It leaked its enthusiasm onto her fingers.



I was stunned by this, and she must have sensed it.



“You’re not a virgin, are you? It’s okay if you are.”



“No,” I said. It was just barely true. In truth, I wasn’t very experienced. I had made love exactly a dozen times and with only one girl.



She straddled me again, still holding my cock. She rubbed it up and down her slit, which felt wondrously slippery, then lowered herself upon it in one steady motion. Once I was in all the way she bent to kiss me.



“Oh, you feel wonderful inside me, Jack.” She rocked her pelvis and moaned. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head. I watched her breasts bouncing above me and looked down to see her lifting and lowering herself over my shaft. It took every ounce of my control not to come prematurely.



“I’m going to turn around,” said Heather, panting. “I like how it feels that way.” Exhibiting admirable dexterity, she managed to “reverse cowboy” without losing my cock, even though this involved swinging a leg over my head.



I’d never had this view of a naked woman in such proximity. She was lifting off me almost completely before sinking my shaft once more into her glistening lips. I watched them grip me with each pass. She ramped up her pace and moaned with increasing intensity.



“Oh, Jack! You’re hitting me just right this way! Oh, Jack, oh, oh, oo…” Her bottom was now smacking into my thighs and the impacts sent ripples through both of our bodies.



“JACK! FUCK! I’M GOING TO COME!!!” She banged into me now, her body shuddering. With no further need to hold back, I came with a vengeance. “OH JACK! YES! YOU CAN COME TOO!!!”



Once fully sated, Heather fell off to my side. My cock flipped back toward me, sending a droplet of my essence to land on my chin. I wiped it off in haste as it wasn’t something I wished to have on my chin under any circumstances. Heather was panting, her legs now beside my left shoulder. The tremors that had taken control of her body subsided, and she sat up and looked at me, smiling. I thought of my essence pooling inside her and it gave me a wondrous feeling.



“Wow,” she said. “I’ve been waiting all week for that.”



Immodestly, she swung over me on her way to standing. She shook her long hair back by raising her head heavenward. With that sorted out, she gave me a grin.



“You came on your stomach a little too.” She bent down and wiped it with her finger, then rubbed it off on her pubic hair. “May as well, you know.” She smiled again. “Would you like a glass of water?”



“Sure. Please.” I sat up. Heather left as she was, meaning naked, to get water from the kitchen. While gone, I heard her speak with a roommate in excited tones. She returned with two glasses of water.



“Thanks,” I said. “Who were you talking to?”



“My roommate, Nicole.”



“Do you two walk around naked?” The prospect delighted me.



Heather looked at herself. “Like this? Sure. Why not? It’s our place.”



Her roommate opened the door to speak. “I’m going to Safeway. You need anything?” She looked at me lying naked on Heather’s bed and smiled. “Hi.”



“Hi,” I said, as nonchalantly as possible.



The roommate left.



“That’s Nicole,” said Heather. “She’s from Canada, the French part.”



“You don’t mind she saw me naked?”



Heather rolled her eyes. “Right.” We both got dressed and went on our hike.



A year later, which was six months after graduation, we were living together. I had started grad school while also working at a local Starbucks. After another year, I had quit grad school and opened my own coffee house.



Shortly after that milestone, Heather and I got married.






Chapter 3: Heather’s Affair

THERE WAS MORE TO THAT STORY


Before I could reply to Heather’s question about whether I wanted to know why she had an affair with Steve, our entrées arrived. This gave me time to think.



Did I want to know why the affair happened? I couldn’t deny my curiosity. Once I discovered the affair, everything inside me shut down. I couldn’t digest any of it though I had seen it with my own eyes. The shock was unbearable, and there was no denying what I’d seen. Evidence in the form of naked flesh and a cock which didn’t belong to me hiding in Heather’s mouth had clued me in.



Frankly, Heather had had no escape from the truth in that situation. She couldn’t have said, “It’s not what you think!”. Having another man’s cock in your mouth couldn’t have been an accident or a case of mistaken identity. It was broad daylight when it happened.



I dug into my entrée, enjoyed a few nutritious bites, and took a big gulp of Chianti.



“Well,” said Heather. “Should I continue? Or do you just want to eat and forget about the rest?”



I wiped my mouth. “If there’s something you want to tell, tell me, but I don’t think it’ll change anything.”



“I’m not suggesting it would, Jack. There are things I want to know too. It’s time we had this out once and for all.”



“So tell me.”



“I wasn’t having an affair with just Steve.”



There were others? I couldn’t believe my ears. And did I want to know about other affairs too? How would that help me? Why would Heather want to keep turning the knife? I felt both angry and inexplicably incapable of not wanting to hear what Heather had to say about her other affairs.



“Jack? Are you okay?”



“Oh, yes… I’m fine. Just a little in shock, I guess.”



“And angry?”



“Maybe a little of that too.”



“Well, listen to what I have to say, okay? It won’t take long.”



“Okay.” I put my utensils down, having lost my appetite, which was a shame. The veal was very good.



“I wasn’t just sleeping with Steve.”



“I got that bit already. There were others.”



“I was sleeping with Linda too.”



Linda was Steve’s wife. This didn’t click. Did she mean, she fucked Steve while Linda watched? And then they all slept together? Or did she mean she also did whatever fucking meant between two women? Or did they all three just fuck? The thought of Heather in a threesome with Steve and Linda gave me an unfortunate erection. I imagined Heather getting taken from behind while she and Linda also got it on. Cunnilingus? Had Heather and Linda gone down on each other? I couldn’t imagine it, except I could. My cock now hurt imagining Heather going down on a woman.



“Are you shocked?” asked Heather. She was pacing herself, letting me acclimate in my own time.



“I’m surprised. But I don’t really know what you mean.”



“I fucked Linda. She fucked me. We all fucked together.”



That cleared it up. So much for letting me acclimate.



“Help me out here,” I said. “When I found you and Steve, Linda was nowhere around.”



“Oh, she wasn’t always around. Neither was Steve when I was with Linda.”



“You mean, you’re not talking about having a threesome with them.”



“Sure. We did that too.”



The images flooding my cranium were crippling. I couldn’t sort out whether I should be hysterically mad or hysterically turned on. It was both in the end. It was hard to manage my conflicting feelings. I was being tied in knots in every imaginable way. It made me wonder if rope ever made an appearance in their foreplay.



Why did Heather feel it was important that I have these facts? Wasn’t the initial pain of her affair with Steve enough? What purpose did it serve for me to know Linda was complicit in her affair?



“Let me summarize,” I said. “You had a threesome with the two of them and also saw each other singly—how did it all start? Where was I in all of this?”



“You were home.” Heather thought for a moment, took a bite of her meal, and sipped her wine. At least she hadn’t lost her appetite. I drained my wine and ordered another bottle.



“I’m aware of that,” I said.



“And how did it start? It started because you stopped making love to me. I mean, you just stopped. How was I supposed to deal with that? Take up knitting?”



“So you had an affair. Clear enough.”



“Listen. Don’t get mad at me. It’s not like I lost interest in you. You gave up on me.”



“It’s not like that.”



“Well, what was it then? Why couldn’t you make love to me anymore? It drove me nuts then, and it’s still driving me nuts. We used to have great sex, and then it stopped.”



I knew why, but I couldn’t tell her. Not then. I couldn’t bring myself to tell her no matter how much I wanted to. Maybe I needed to feel more pain, or hopelessness. I simply didn’t know.



“Look, you asked me how it started with Steve and Linda. I’ll tell you.”



I took a long sip of wine, then another, and pour us each another glass. I wanted whatever came next from Heather to turn the knife. I knew she had to drive it in hard and twist it mercilessly. I needed that pain. I felt it would liberate me. Then I would be able to tell her everything. It was like I knew she had to rip it out of me.



“Okay,” I said. “Tell me what you feel I need to know.”



“About three months after you stopped having sex with me, you went to Guatemala on a buying trip, remember?”



“Got it. I was away on business.”



“Steve and Linda had me over for dinner. You know how touchy-feely Linda always is. That night, when she gave me a hug when I arrived, it went through my body like a whoosh—I can’t really describe it. I hadn’t had physical contact like that in a long time.



“So, we had dinner, and we drank a lot of wine, and Linda could tell something was bothering me. I told them what was wrong, that you’d stopped having sex with me, and I was so confused by it I just burst into tears.



“Linda got up and gave me another hug, and she kissed the tears streaming down my cheeks, and before I knew it, we were kissing for real. I was just so hungry for the contact, I didn’t think about what was happening. I stood and we embraced like two lovers. Her hands were all over me, so I started fondling her too. She opened my blouse, and that’s when I realized what was happening. Steve was sitting right there watching us.



“I pushed Linda away and cried, and then I let her hug me again, and that was it. I was all over her. We pulled each other’s clothes off, I mean, like ripping and tearing them off. All this time Steve is right there watching, and it was turning me on. She and I were both down to our underwear, standing in their dining room.



“Linda motioned to Steve, so he got up and came over and we both kissed him. She undid his pants and pulled out his cock, then undid my bra and took it off and kissed my nipples. She pushed me down on my knees and my head into Steve’s cock. I sucked it as Linda fingered me, and before I knew it, I was bent over the dining table and Steve was fucking me. I came almost right away.



“After that, we went to their bedroom. Linda pushed me on the bed, spread my legs and went down on me, and then Steve did, and I came again. It was crazy how good it was.



“And we just kept going. I ended up blowing Steve until he came in my mouth, and then Linda kissed me right away before I could even swallow, and it was just so erotic I couldn’t stop. Linda went down on me again and I orgasmed before she had barely gotten started. I mean, her tongue just touched me and I came.



“So, that’s how it started.”



I sat dumbfounded and still as if I’d been glazed with cement. I looked at my trousers and saw a huge wet spot. My cock hurt. I wouldn’t be able to stand for hours. The bright imagery of Heather, my Heather, doing all of those things, being bent over their dining table as Steve fucked her from behind, she and Linda savoring Steve’s ejaculate, mixing it in their mouths, swallowing it, was all too much. I wanted to take Heather right there in the restaurant, take her back with a vengeance, come in her mouth, take her any way I wanted.



I felt the heat of her palm on my forearm and it was like an electric shock. It startled me. It was the same palm that had held Steve’s cock, massaged Linda’s breasts. Its attached fingers had explored Linda’s private bits.



And now it was touching my forearm. Had it come home? Was that the message? My mind was worthless. It couldn’t figure anything out. I looked at Heather. Her eyes were as beautiful as ever. She was breathing shallowly, but it still caused her breasts to rise and fall enticingly. Steve had held those breasts.



“Are you okay?” she asked. “I felt I had to tell you everything. You wouldn’t understand how hungry I was otherwise. You know me. I’m very physical. I need touching. I need sex.”



I took a moment to collect myself. She rubbed my forearm, then took her hand back to sip her wine. A presence remained on my forearm, a yearning. I couldn’t dismiss it. It laid there like a phantom curse.



I nodded and took a sip of wine.



“Both Linda and Steve wanted you to join us,” said Heather. “We talked about it.”



“You wanted to have a foursome? You’ve never indicated any kind of interest in that sort of thing.”



“You never asked.”



“You mean, you’d thought of it before?”



“Sure. Remember when we met? When I lived with Nicole? She suggested a threesome. I was open but you wouldn’t respond to any of the clues we left for you.”



“What clues?”



“I would talk about Nicole, ask if you liked her or thought she was pretty. You saw her naked in the kitchen, and I asked if you’d like to make love to her. I was pretty obvious about it.”



“I didn’t think you were serious.”



“She masturbated once while she watched us. You were so absorbed in me you didn’t notice. She even moaned.”



Would I have wanted to sleep with Nicole? There was no question about her being very attractive and sexy. She even spoke with an accent I found alluring. Had I known she was on offer, especially after hearing of Heather’s adventures with Linda and Steve, of course, I would have loved to make love to her. The chronology wasn’t working in my favor here, but it could have changed everything. Had I known better, I could have slept with Nicole. It now felt like a missed opportunity, and this turned the knife a bit more.



“Well,” I said. “I wasn’t aware of Nicole’s interest or your interest in Nicole’s interest. But why would you have wanted to share me?”



“Because it would have been erotic as hell, don’t you think? Three college kids getting in on, having our own little Last Tango in Paris.”



“And you would have wanted me to sleep with Linda too? Or the four of us together?”



“It might have saved our marriage.”



“I don’t recall you ever mentioning it.”



“By then you were a closed shop. You would barely even kiss me. That went on for months, Jack. I couldn’t handle it anymore. Maybe, when you found me with Steve, it was because I wanted you to. I needed to shock you, or something. I don’t know, but I was glad when it happened. Maybe I thought it would hurt you as you’d hurt me.”



“Believe me, it hurt when I saw you and Steve in the kitchen. It’s not something I’m ever likely to forget.” One wouldn’t think a statement like that would generate a smile, but it did.



Heather smiled too. There was a good reason for this.






Chapter 4: Steve & Heather

THE INCIDENT WITH STEVE IN THE KITCHEN


My last appointment in New York had been canceled, which was to have included dinner, and this put me on an early train home. It was an hour trip, placing me there around four in the afternoon. I thought of going to my office but put that notion aside. I had resolved to have a discussion with Heather that I’d put off far too long. It was grinding up my insides to hold a secret, a terrible secret. I had committed the biggest blunder of my life and was now proving Karma did indeed exist. It took the form of constant torment. It had made me irascible, but I was the only target for my anger.



I would just have to tell Heather the truth.



I emboldened myself with a few cocktails before boarding the train. The ride was over in a flash. I felt sober enough to drive and headed home. It frustrated me to see Linda’s car in the driveway. Perhaps she’d stopped by for a quick visit and would be leaving soon. I let myself in, set my briefcase down and wandered into the kitchen where there were sounds of occupation. As I turned to go into it, I was delivered the greatest shock in my lifetime. Time ceased to exist, and I gained a crystalline vision. I stopped in my tracks to absorb the scene before me.



On bended knee was my Heather, topless, crouched in front of Steve’s cock. He was standing in front of the stove, upon which sat a steaming pot over a glowing red burner. The escaping steam from the pot provided a soundtrack that covered my footfalls from the hall.



Heather’s breasts were swinging back and forth as her mouth bobbed over Steve’s cock. His trousers and underwear were down around his ankles. His hands were on either side of Heather’s head, upon which he looked down, lost in the vision of my wife’s mouth sucking his cock.



My heart broke into a dozen pieces as my knees lost their grip on reality. I stumbled, which forced my hand to grip the counter. This action knocked a bowl holding receipts to the floor, upon which it crashed.



Heather’s gaze shifted from its close view of Steve’s pubic region and wandered in my direction, though her mouth remained attached to his dick, proving its flexibility. Her eyes widened ear-to-ear when she saw me. She finally opened her mouth, thus releasing his cock, which popped upwards looking full of disappointment. By this point, Steve had caught on to my presence and, lacking any other option, attempted to step away from Heather while also rescuing his dignity. Unfortunately, with his trousers and underwear down around his ankles, his attempt to step away from the still topless Heather knocked him off center, and he fell backward, buttocks first, onto the stove. This knocked the steaming pot off its burner, upon which his buttocks landed. I can still hear the searing of flesh that accompanied this unfortunate turn.



Steve yelled convincingly while grabbing his now seared rear-end. This left him standing in my kitchen with his cock out, still glistening from my wife’s saliva. Heather stood, clearly stuck in a moment of not knowing what to do. Should she cover her breasts? Attend to her wounded lover? Call 911?



When Steve turned away from the stove I saw the branding he’d received from the burner coils. It must have hurt like hell, and the proof was in his continued cries. Heather, who remained uncertain of her continuing role here—the blow job was certainly off the table—guided Steve to the sink. She took the jet nozzle out of its holder, turned on the faucet, and sprayed water over Steve’s rear end as she alternated between taking care of him, still topless, and looking at me.



I couldn’t think of anything to say that would top the moment though Steve gave it a try.



“FUCK! IT’S HOT!” Heather had inadvertently turned the faucet to its hottest setting, which was contrary to all logic governing first-degree burns. She made the necessary correction as Steve bent over, his cock now dangling free without its erection, and grabbed his knees. This gave Heather a better view of the situation, one which caused her to bite her lip.



She turned off the water and went for her phone. As she picked it up, she gave me a stern look.



“We’ll talk about this later, Jack. Right now, I need to get him to the emergency room.”



“You may want to put something on before the ambulance arrives.” I said this matter-of-factly to show I remained cool and calm. With my shock now on hold, I couldn’t think of any better way for a wife’s affair to come to light. I wished no one harm, ever, but would be lying to say I wasn’t enjoying Steve’s extreme pain. The guy was in great need of morphine.



Heather gave the 911 dispatcher the necessary information. She put the phone down and returned to her patient. He was still bent and gasping in pain. The shock of seeing me while his cock was in Heather’s mouth had obliterated his reason. When his butt landed on the red-hot coil, he’d just sat there for a good five seconds before it registered. I was sure he was scarred for life.



“We have to get your pants on,” said Heather. Steve attempted to acknowledge by straightening himself out, but the pain was too great. He grabbed his knees again, thwarting Heather’s attempt to restore his pants.



“Could you help me here?” she asked.



“Not in your life,” I said.



“This is serious, Jack. I need your help.”



“Well, just put an apron on him. You’re not going to accomplish much with his trousers.”



“Okay,” she said. “Steve, step out of your pants. I’ll put an apron around you.”



“You might have to take his shoes off first,” I said, observantly.



She dealt with his shoes and he stepped out of his trousers. Heather got a fresh apron and tied it around him. It had a nice daisy pattern which looked cheerful. I could hear a siren approaching.



I reviewed the situation and repeated my earlier suggestion. “You might want to cover your breasts, unless this is your new look.”



Heather glared at me as she restored her bra and top. The doorbell rang.



“I’ll get it,” I offered.



I let the paramedics in. They examined the patient. Heather made no attempt to describe how the injury happened. Frankly, there was no way the burn could have happened without Steve sitting on the red-hot coils, so it was rather self-explanatory. The “why” was largely irrelevant at this point.



They put Steve on a gurney face-down and strapped him in. As the medic was rolling him out Heather made no signs of accompanying him.



“Aren’t you going with him? There’ll be paperwork.”



The medics left with their patient.



“Not now, Jack.” She returned to her phone.



“Who are you calling?” I asked.



“Linda.”



This seemed curious. What could she possibly tell Linda that wouldn’t incriminate them both?



Heather told Linda Steve had been in an accident, said he was okay but on his way to our local hospital. She finished the call with, “I’ll tell you later. Jack’s here.”



How my presence would have made a difference in what she said to Linda was beyond me. There would be no way for Steve to explain what had happened that would make sense to his wife or anyone else without the pertinent details.



Heather put down the phone and gazed at me. Her look was indecipherable. Having been caught in flagrante delicto, one would assume she’d be contrite and seek atonement for her sins. Instead, she glared at me, like I’d ruined her afternoon.



“You’re home early. I didn’t expect you until tonight.”



“Obviously. I’ve been curious about how you spend your afternoons. You’re seldom at work.”



“Are you being funny? Am I supposed to laugh?”



“You have to admit it was pretty funny.”



Heather did her best to suppress this idea but failed. She snickered.



“Look, we don’t have to talk about this. I think we both know where we’re headed now.”



“Divorce?”



“Let’s just make it a clean break. You can buy me out of the business. We’ll split everything 50/50. We don’t need to break the dishes or claw at each other, do we?”



“No. I guess not.”



“Okay.” She thought for a moment. “I’ll clean this up. We can see an attorney tomorrow together. We’ll go for an uncontested divorce. It’ll be easy.”



Heather got the mop out of the broom closet and cleaned up the water that didn’t manage to stick to Steve’s burnt buttocks. There was a lot of it. I left her to it.



I was in shock, of course, and remained so for the following few weeks. We had to wait sixty days to sign the divorce papers. Heather slept in the guest room until she could move out. She took a job in Westport that paid well and used her finance degree. It was a clean break all around.



Timing was everything. I had been prepared that fateful day to tell Heather about a sordid episode in my past. There was no need for it now. It would remain my secret.



It still burned a hole in my soul. I felt wretched for letting her absorbed all the guilt. It wasn’t fair of me.



But I knew I would make amends some day.






Chapter 5: There’s More

HEATHER’S HAS MORE TO SAY


As the waiter cleared our plates, Heather expressed an interest in returning to the bar. I was reluctant to leave the nice view of the nubile coed skaters but felt my admiration of their athleticism could be misinterpreted.



We regained our former stools in the bar and Heather ordered two double scotches with a splash. She didn’t have to ask me what I wanted. She knew, and this knowledge, still firmly in her possession, made me miss the camaraderie we used to share. Having been college sweethearts, we knew each other’s particulars. My father once said the last true friends you make in life are in college, and I believed him. No one would ever know me as Heather knew me.



I reviewed the Nicole situation as now updated by Heather. I had had no idea of her interest in a threesome. It wasn’t useful information now, but I did find it titillating. I had seen Nicole naked several times and liberally on two occasions. Neither Nicole nor Heather worried much about their nudity. I imagined making love to both at once. Thanks to the wine and scotch, my mood was shifting into a more amorous gear. Heather’s scent was drifting into my personal space, and I had always found it intoxicating.



She took an audible breath. I looked to see she was surveying me in a peculiar way as if sizing me up. Was she considering sleeping with me again? Was I ready to? I wasn’t sure. My conscience was still not clear. I desperately wanted it to be.



“So,” said Heather. “What do you really think?”



“About what?”



“About what I just told you about Steve and Linda, and me getting it on with them.”



“Of course, I knew about Steve.” I tried to sound ironic for that bit. “You being with Linda surprised me.”



“Does it excite you?”



“You being with Linda? Why should it? We’re divorced.”



“Don’t be thick. I was married to you at the time it started. You can still access those feelings, can’t you?”



I thought about it. I could, but what would be the point of sharing how I felt now? It would be rearming her to hurt me again.



“I can remember what it felt like to be married to you. The idea of you sleeping with Linda isn’t without interest.”



“Does it turn you on?”



“Now? Or then?”



“Both, Jack. Really, you’re being thick. Does the idea of two women getting it on do anything for you?”



“Yes, it does.”



“And me being with another man? Does that excite you?”



What was she up to? Was she setting me up? Was she working some sort of master plan? And exactly what did I feel about her sleeping with other men? I never really understood my feelings. I didn’t understand why it excited me to think of her having sex with Steve, but I knew it did. When I caught her giving Steve a blowjob in our kitchen, I got an immediate erection. Should I just admit it to Heather and see where this admission could lead?



I decided to give it a try. What did I have to lose?



“When I saw you with Steve in the kitchen, I got an erection.”



Heather’s eyes twinkled. She took a sip of her drink, then a deep breath which accented her boobs, and looked at me.



“It excites me to think you watched me while I did that to Steve, even now. I still imagine it.”



“It doesn’t terrify you?”



“Not at all. I told you, I think I wanted to be caught.”



I reflected on this. I thought of me walking in while Steve’s cock was in her mouth and her wanting me to see it. The prospect excited me, but I didn’t know why.



“I may as well tell you the rest,” she said. She brushed several crumbs from her dress. A few landed on my leg, and she brushed them off there as well. It was a wifely thing to do, and I felt a ping of longing despite digesting whatever “the rest” meant that was to follow.



“Jesus,” I said. “What do you mean? There’s more?” I ordered us another round.



“Do you remember Graham?” she asked.



“From the shop? Of course. He left almost a year ago.”



“I slept with him too.” She said this like it was a comment on the weather. How could she have slept with Graham? More importantly, why would she? He was barely twenty.



“We can’t be talking about the same Graham. He moved to Colorado.”



“It happened before he moved.” Heather took a long gulp of scotch and removed a vape pen from her purse. She snuck a toke and put it back.



“You mean, not recently then. You slept with him while we were still married.”



“That’s right. You were off on another buying trip.”



I thought about my travels. Thirteen months earlier I’d been in Costa Rica and Columbia buying beans. This was during my elective period of celibacy when I’d stopped having sex with Heather.



“You’re saying you slept with Graham while he worked for us, while I was away on business.”



“Does it really matter when?”



“May I handle this my way? I’m the one doing the heavy lifting here.”



Heather smiled. “Of course. I’m sorry.”



“You slept with a twenty-year-old.”



“I think he was nineteen at the time. But it was just the once.”



“You slept with him one time?”



“Just the once—well, I mean, just during that one trip while you were away.”



“So you slept with him more than once?”



“Oh, yeah. Maybe a dozen times. Why not? He was a young buck, and you weren’t interested in me.”



“What about the part where we were married? Didn’t that mean anything?”



“Jack, you had signed off on that part of marriage. What else was I to do?”



“You slept with Graham a dozen times before we got divorced? That’s great news. Tell me, where did this all this take place? You couldn’t have screwed him at the office.”



“Jack, why are you curious about that? Does it excite you to think of me sleeping with Graham?”



“Don’t demur here. Tell me where you slept with him.”



“At the office, in our bed, in our kitchen, in our living room. Does that help any?”



“You slept with him in our bed?” Both my anger and cock were rising.



“A few times, Jack. Maybe I underestimated with the ‘dozen’. We must have done it two-dozen times, maybe more. It excites you, doesn’t it? Tell me the truth.”



I remained silent. I couldn’t find any words.



Heather reached to my lap and delivered another electric shock. She felt my erection. There was no denying it now. I wanted to screw her right there. I wanted to pound our flesh together. I wanted her naked breasts to slap my face and have her nipples in my mouth.



She gave my cock a squeeze, or as best she could under the circumstances, then withdrew her hand and took a long sip of her drink. That drained it, and she ordered another round.



She gave me a minute to compose myself.



“Why are you telling me all this, Heather?”



“Because you should know. I never stopped loving you, Jack. But you kept me at arm’s length, literally. Maybe if you know everything, you will tell me why someday. Why are you sitting there with an erection right now? What’s changed? Why didn’t you feel that way for me a year ago?”



I could tell she was getting angry now. She took another long sip of her drink to calm down.



“Well, there’s more,” she continued. “I’m just going to tell you. Maybe it’ll finally shake you up to the point where you tell me what went wrong.”



I said nothing. I took a big gulp of my drink, then another. While setting the glass down, I looked at Heather and nodded.



“I slept with Dr. Hopkins.”



My spine shuddered. Hopkins was my doctor too, a young, handsome guy. I considered him a friend. A dozen knives turned.



“I went in to have a breast exam because I’d felt something, but it was nothing. Anyway, when he came into my examination room, he said he couldn’t give me a physical examination because his PA had just left on a family emergency and there were no other qualified women to monitor the exam.



“I rolled my eyes and laughed. I told him he just had to feel my boob and tell me if I should be concerned. I’d felt a little lump, that’s all. It would just take a second for him to feel it and tell me what he thought.



“He insisted I would have to come back. Instead, I took off my blouse and bra and sat there with my tits out. He looked at me, reconsidered, and asked ‘Which one?’. I indicated my left breast and showed him where I’d felt the lump. He felt the area, fingered the small lump, said he was sure it was nothing, and told me to keep an eye on it.



“I said, okay, but maybe he should check the other one too. He gave me a look, put down my chart and came around to feel the other one. This time it was more like he was copping a feel. I let him go at it, and I could see he had an erection.



“I felt it and he jumped. Then I pulled him back in and unzipped his pants. He started kissing me, and from there we were off. I pulled off my jeans and panties and bent over the examination table. He fucked me like a savage. He had to cover my mouth when I came. I think I even bit his hand. When we were finished I got dressed, we straightened each other out, and I left. That was it.



“I’ve been back twice more and nothing has happened. It was just the once. I even had lunch with his wife. She’s lovely. A real peach.”



“God, Heather. I don’t know what to say. Hopkins is, or at least was, my friend. We’ve played tennis.”



“What can I say? Once the damn broke with Steve, I figured why not? You didn’t want me. Do you know what it’s like for a wife when her husband no longer finds her sexually exciting? She goes nuts.”



“You’re blaming me.”



“I’m saying this wasn’t all on me. You promised to have and to hold me forever. You quit on both counts.”



“I’m sorry, Heather. I wish I could explain.”



“So explain. I’m not leaving you tonight until you do. What changed for you?”



Of course, I knew what had happened.



Cibie Bisset had turned my life upside down.






Chapter 6: Cibie Bisset

THE GIFT THAT KEPT ON GIVING


I had landed in Medan, Indonesia, late on a Friday evening, and been greeted by my agent, a young Dutch fellow named Peter who knew his beans, meaning coffee beans. I was there to strike up a new supply contract with a promising producer high in the hills to our north. It could just as well have been to our south as I was all turned around. I was seeking the Volcano Gayo Peaberry, a specific organic bean. My long-term goal was to become a distributor in the Northeast.



After a long catch-up with Peter, he got me boozily settled into the Marriott hotel. Our quest would begin on Monday, so I had the weekend to rest. He mentioned we would take along a graduate student from Padang Polytechnic who was studying coffee viruses. He wanted her to collect and label samples and bring them back for study before signing any contracts. His concern was the ringspot virus, a growing problem in the region.



The next morning at breakfast, a slender and enticingly attractive young woman smiled from a near table. I smiled back, thinking nothing of it. A moment later she was standing beside me, still smiling. Her face possessed exotic flavors, part Asian, part European—I couldn’t tell one way or another which dominated.



“Are you Mr. Carter? Mr. Jack Carter?” Her voice was a perfect blend of spice and savory.



I stood and shook her hand, to which she bowed.



“I’m Cibie Bisset,” she said. “I’m traveling with you and Peter to the Aceh district Monday.”



“Oh, yes. Peter mentioned it. You’re a grad student, correct? Some polytech or other? I’m sorry. I forget the name.”



“Padang Polytechnic.”



“That’s it. Won’t you sit down?”



“I don’t want to disturb you.”



“Not at all. Can I help you get your things?”



“No. I just have the one bag.” She went to fetch it.



We sat, and I ordered a pot of coffee and juice.



“Are you from the area?” I asked. “Your name sounds like you would be from elsewhere.”



She chuckled. “You could say I’m a mix. My father is French, my mother is half Dutch, half Indonesian. I grew up in Jakarta where my father holds a diplomatic post.”



“You speak perfect English.”



“Thanks. I went to school in Europe. I still do, but I’m currently at Padang on a special program to study viruses affecting coffee production. Peter says you’re a big buyer of coffee.”



“That’s the hope, anyway.”



“I love coffee too.”



“Then you should have some.” I poured us each a cup. She was wearing a culotte type of shorts cut high on her slim thighs. When she sat, they rose even higher. Her skin was so perfect it looked artificial. For a top, she wore a tight plain v-neck t-shirt. Her breasts seemed small, and it didn’t look like she was wearing a bra.



“How old are you, Cibie? You seem quite young to be going off into the jungles of Indonesia.”



“Twenty-two.”



“That’s very young.”



She smiled. “Do you like young women?”



I’m sure I blushed, and I could feel my blood pressure rising.



“I have nothing against them if that’s what you mean.”



She laughed at that. “Good. We should get along just fine. Did Peter tell you where we’ll be staying?”



“He said we would be roughing it a bit, but he wasn’t specific.”



“Peter told me we would stay in some nasty hotels, and that’s all they had where we were going. And one night we will be in a tent. That will be near his friend’s place up in the hills.”



“Sounds intriguing. I’m sure we’ll make do.”



“Have you been to Medan before?”



“Never.”



“I’m doing some sightseeing today. You’re welcome to come.”



“I thought of doing the same. Sure, I’d like to join you, if you’d like to have me.”



Cibie produced a bright smile which warmed my heart. Had I been a young man traveling the world, instead of a faded, failed grad student with a small coffee franchise, I would have felt extremely lucky meeting her. I still felt lucky having met her, but the possibilities were limited. Plus, I was happily married.



She proved to have boundless energy. We toured the Great Mosque of Medan, saw the Maimoon Palace, looked at antiques on Kesawan street and sampled the local culinary fare, some of it highly suspect. After a visit to the Tamil district, I was bushed and begged to return to the Marriott. We caught a cab and eventually ended up there after the driver added ten unnecessary miles.



Cibie wanted me to join her dinner but I beg off that too. My jet-lag was catching up with me and, really, there was nowhere for that relationship to go, due to my marital status and her age.



We did lounge by the pool on Sunday. She wore a not-so-modest tiny bikini, considering we were in a Muslim country, but there were European women there similarly attired, so I didn’t fear a visit from the local purity police. We drank fruity cocktails and talked like old pals. She was a natural charmer. Her exotic looks added to her appeal, and she spoke in a manner to suggest boarding schools and rich parents.



As her suit bottoms retreated into her butt crack, she made no effort to make a strategic correction. Her nubile cheeks challenged my equanimity. All signs pointed to a full bush, and there was occasional evidence of this due to rogue pubic hairs attempting an escape. As she came out of the pool this was particularly noticeable, and she unabashedly addressed the situation without a care in the world. Fortunately, I was wearing baggy trunks.



The first hotel on our outward bound journey failed even the shabbiest of shabby-chic tests, and they went downhill from there. Cockroaches infesting the bathrooms had grown used to the ubiquitous flickering fluorescent lighting. I would have minded them less if they scurried off into the dark crevices whenever I was using the loo. In New York, we had an agreement with cockroaches. They would scurry whenever we made our presence known. Indonesian cockroaches hadn’t gotten the memo.



The trip checked all the boxes for success even before we got to our last stop on the remotest part of the journey. Peter was friends with the local authorities. There was no hotel, so they had set up a fairly lavish though not quite Roman campaign tent up for us. This was according to Peter as I hadn’t seen it yet.



After a meal of exquisitely unidentifiable food, our host broke out a local alcoholic specialty known as alkohol oplosan, or “solved alcohol”. I had no idea what to infer from that but drank it anyway. Its punch was powerful. Cibie, who was slight of frame but on the tall side, put away her fair share of it. She became even more adorable, which I didn’t think was possible. Throughout the trip, she had favored my attention, and to the extent of holding my hand when we toured the fields. I suspected it was a local custom and thought nothing more of it.



After drinking way more alkohol oplosan than was entirely necessary, I was decidedly drunk. Walking was still within my range, but only if the local terrain cooperated. I stood well enough and bid everyone goodnight. I hadn’t yet investigated the tents arranged for us and asked Peter for directions.



“There’s just the one tent,” said Peter. “You and Cibie will share it.”



“What about you?” I asked.



“I’ll be in the main house. They don’t have room for more.”



Cibie was now standing beside me gripping my arm for stability.



“Come, I’ll show you,” said Peter, in his clipped English. He grabbed a lantern, and we followed him down a short trail. Another lantern was lit next to the tent hooked on a stick. Peter grabbed it and opened the flaps. It was large enough for a dozen adults but contained only a single wide mattress of cotton batting. It all looked quite cozy but was short a bed.



“We’re sharing this tent?” I asked.



“Yes, there’s plenty of room, as you can see.”



“Yes, but…”



“I love it!” said Cibie. “It’s really like camping!” She was holding a bottle of the alkohol oplosan, which could explain her excitement.



Peter left us alone us and I turned to Cibie. She was standing on the mattress having a sip from her bottle. She handed it over so I had a sip too.



“I have to pee,” she said. “Do you mind if I take the lantern?”



“No, of course not.” She took the lantern and wandered into the bush. With the lantern, she was visible to me but I was no longer visible to her, as the lantern meant her eyes were adjusted to its light and not the surrounding darkness. She squatted and peed. A minute later she was back. There was a small table inside the tent and she set the lantern there.



“Are you sleepy?” she asked.



“Not so much, really. Why?”



“We can talk then.” Our hosts had set our bags inside the tent. Cibie opened hers and rummaged for something. Her hand came out with a brush and a bottle of lotion.



“Sit down,” she said, patting the mattress. I sat and faced her. She drew the brush through her hair, working methodically around her head until the job was complete. It was hot both inside and outside the tent which I thought atypical for this elevation. Cibie handed me the bottle of liquor, which I noted was still nearly full, so I took another sip. There was enough alcohol to poison an entire Mormon family reunion. My drunkenness, however, had reached a plateau.



Cibie took another sip, put the bottle down on the small table, and looked at me. Her large eyes were beautiful and even more exotic in the low light.



“You can sleep with me if you like,” she said. She removed her tight t-shirt. She was wearing a pretty bra more suitable for a promising date than for trekking through the jungle.



Her offer startled me but the booze softened my brain and to a point where I gave it some consideration. It wasn’t my normal brain, it was my drunk brain, and we all knew how that worked.



“Cibie, I’m married.”



She pretended to look around. “I don’t see anyone else here.”



“That’s not the point.”



She unhooked and removed her bra. Her breasts looked brand new. They were small but in every other way perfect. My equipment was not concerned with my marital status.



I took another hit of the local alcohol, perhaps an imprudent move. Cibie sat there smiling at me. I reflected on her offer. You can sleep with me if you like. What did that mean? Did she want to sleep with me? Or was she simply being hospitable? My brain wasn’t much help, nor were the activities occupying my shorts.



Cibie leaned over and kissed me. It was a sweet kiss, a quick visit, but enough for her lips to leave their mark. Her kiss occupied my lips long after it was over. She sat back and looked at me, smiling, then stood and removed her shorts. She was wearing pretty white panties with a tiny blue bow at the center top. They looked girlish in their simplicity. As with her bathing suit bottom, her pubic hair escaped the outboard seams between her legs. It was easy to spot as her knees were raised and open when she sat.



I couldn’t speak. She kept smiling, waiting, knowing I would break down. How could I not? She was beautiful and young and pretty. Her breasts looked like they’d never been touched.



She took another sip of the alcohol and passed the bottle. I drank an unwise amount. She took the bottle from me, set it on the table, then leaned over and kissed me again, pushing me down on the mattress. She sat on my thighs and undid the button to my shorts, then pulled down the zipper. Her small fingers reached into my briefs. She grabbed my cock, which filled her hand. She held it delicately as she pulled down my briefs. I lifted my ass so she could pull my shorts and underwear even further down, then she grabbed my cock again and held it, looking at it, studying it. She looked at me and smiled.



“Cibie, we can’t be doing this.”



She bent over and kissed the tip of my cock, then laid it on my belly and felt my balls. These filled her hands too. She was delicate with them, lifting my sack gently. Very calmly she studied my balls, then held my cock again. She gave it a teasing pump and fluid leaked over her fingers. She used her other hand to wipe it up, then put that hand into her panties and rubbed it in, which reminded me of a move Heather had once executed. She squeezed me again and produced the same liquid effects.



Cibie bent over and licked my balls, then sucked one of them into her mouth, but gently. The warmth of her tongue felt terrific, otherworldly. All I could do was watch. Intuitively, I felt this was the program. I was to watch her now, be passive. In my mind, I was witnessing the scene of a crime. She was twenty-two, and in her eyes, I was an old man.



She got to her knees and removed her panties, then sat on my cock as she unbuttoned my shirt. I could feel her wet heat over my shaft. Her gentle movements teased it. I felt it throbbing beneath her, pressing into her warm, wet bush.



She pushed my shirt off my shoulders. I lifted my torso on either side so she could push it off my arms. After, she stood and pulled my shorts and underwear off all the way.



Cibie stood over my body and walked over me until she was directly above my face. I could see her pink lips through her dense pubic hair. They were swollen. My tongue ached.



She squatted over my face, slowly planting herself over my lips. Her pubic hair tickled my cheeks. My tongue reached hungrily for her lips. At first contact, she moaned deliriously in a girlish voice and rocked herself back and forth over my tongue. She sat down more firmly, and my tongue penetrated as far as it could go, then moved up and down and circled her clit, a tiny pulsating bud that made her body shiver when I connected. My face was now soaked as was her bush. It painted me with her flavors and musk, a most delicate, pristine scent like no other.



My cock was truly aching. Cibie was nearly wailing as she rocked fervently over my face. I wanted to pull her down to my cock. God, could I really be thinking of fucking her? Had I gone that far? Clearly, I had. What did I think I was doing now? I had crossed the Rubicon.



Cibie erupted. She bounced on my face, almost brutally, but her delicate frame couldn’t really do me any harm. Her sweet lips spread over my cheeks. It felt like I was being swallowed—that’s the only way I could put it. My face was now deep inside her as she spasmed above me, making joyful, whimpering sounds, the song of nymphs falling into exquisite bliss.



Once her tremors subsided, she lifted off my face and rubbed her bush over my torso, going back and forth and all the way down to my cock and then up again. It was the most exotic, erotic thing I’d ever experienced. This twenty-two-year-old woman was painting me with her love-soaked bush. When she was done, she laid over me, cuddling herself into my body. She then lifted so her small breasts with their pert nipples could draw circles on my chest, still wet from her bush.



She sat up, her body glistening even in the low light, as was mine. She smiled a wonderful smile, her white teeth showing through her dark lips. Slowly, she moved her bottom down to my cock, inch by inch, leaving a fresh trail of her wetness.



The flickering shadows cast by the lantern along with the booze shifted my consciousness. I was no longer on Sumatra, but in some underworld where nymphs roamed and seduced men fallen from grace. Looking at Cibie, as the light played with her features, she was one moment a Goddess, the next a Siren nymph, a champion seducer of men with low morals. Her dark bush sat on my aching cock. I felt her lips sliding along the shaft. Her tender small breasts, which looked illicit, moved in sync with her body. There was no sway or wiggle to suggest they were within bounds. My head ached now too.



Cibie reached down and guided my cock through the jungle of her bush to her engorged lips. She slowly buried my shaft. I felt her wet heat searing down into my soul. The idea of it, let alone the fact of it, was too much to process. I’d struck a deal with the Devil. I’d now forsaken my wedding vows. I was a different man now, one of those men who cheated on his wife.



Cibie, though slight of frame as mentioned, took me all the way in, her face wincing as I invaded her beautiful center, her most intimate of treasures. She rocked above me, rolling her pelvis into my cock, dragging it purposely over her clit. She closed her eyes and focused, biting her lips, grunting. I felt the early signs of imminent release, the tightening of my balls, the numbness behind my eyes. Cibie’s hands fell to my chest to support herself as she erupted once again. This time I could see her face. She looked as if in extreme pain, under the grip of a sublime agony. She grunted and ground into me, whimpering and wailing, bucking wildly.



As her sweet agony subsided, she gripped my face so I would look at her.



“You can’t come in me. I don’t have protection.” She rolled off and oriented herself to take me in her mouth. She stroked me with vigor, then moved her hand as she took my cock into her mouth all the way. It shouldn’t have been possible, but it was. I felt her tongue working around my shaft. A hand reached down between my legs. She tickled my perineum, then put a finger in my rectum. She resumed sucking my tip while she stroked my shaft with her other hand. I felt the first pulse as my cock filled and exploded into her mouth. She sucked harder and whined. She was right on the edge of her abilities now, but she held on.



Cibie drank me in, absorbing each pulse. I could see her delicate throat as she swallowed. When I stopped coming, she ran her lips up and down my shaft and kissed my balls, then sat up while she delicately ran her fingertips back and forth over my groin. When my breathing recovered, she laid beside with one hand over my chest. Within moments I heard the gentle sounds of her sleeping.



∞∞∞

I woke with the worst hangover of my life. People say that and you think you know, but they wouldn’t in this case. My head pounded, my joints ached, my tongue felt swollen and occupied the entire volume of my mouth.



I sat up and groaned. There was a throbbing in my temple that pounded my eyeballs from the inside. I couldn’t make sense of anything. I was naked and sticky, and there was a naked woman, a near girl, lying half over me. She looked like she’d been ravaged but in an agreeable way. I saw a bottle of liquid on a small table and took a big swig. It burned like lava going down. I remembered. It was the local poison. I put it down and looked for water. By my bag were two bottles, provided by our hosts no doubt, that looked like mineral water. I removed the cap from one bottle and drank its entirety.



The throbbing in my temple settled down. I surveyed the scene. Cibie hadn’t stirred. Her legs were slightly open, scissors fashion. I felt an immediate tingle and I slowly, and then in a rush, recalled our evening together. It must have been a dream. Had we really fucked? Had she sat naked on my face? I knew it was true, but it still didn’t seem real.



It was early morning and already an idiotic chorus of insects filled the damp airwaves. The humidity was thick, and I felt sweat on my neck. I wiped it with my hand. My chest was sticky, then I remembered Cibie rubbing her wet bush up and down my body. I looked at her. Her heritage made her look younger than her true age. She fidgeted, then laid on her tummy while her legs scissored even more. Her tight bottom teased me. My cock responded. I tried to ignore it but couldn’t deny the delightful vision of a naked Cibie sleeping like an angel.



I exited the tent to pee. There was only the sound of crickets and other insects. We were on the edge of the coffee estate where the jungle encroached. I took a few steps into it to relieve myself. Behind me, I heard Cibie emerge from the tent, yawning and stretching. I was now embarrassed to be standing there peeing but there was little I could do about it. It was long overdue.



Cibie, not seeming to mind, came over, squatted next to me, and peed too. Our eyes met and she smiled, and then she looked into the jungle. She grabbed some dry leaves and wiped herself and I shook my cock. We stepped away from our impromptu toilet, returning to the clearing where the tent stood. Cibie stretched again and then struck what I assumed were yoga poses. She went through a little, immodest routine while she smiled at me.



“There’s a river that way,” she said, pointing down the slope. “I saw it last night.”



I didn’t clue in.



“We could have a swim. We smell like sex.” She laughed. She went into the tent and returned with two towels, also provided by our hosts. I followed her down a trail and, sure enough, there was a river, though it looked more like a creek. The water was clear. Cibie stepped into it.



It wasn’t deep and came only up to her thighs. She crouched into it and bathed herself looking like a true Siren. She dipped her head back into the water and came up slowly, which aligned her long hair perfectly. Using a finger, she brushed her teeth. When she stood her long pubic hair clung to her thighs. She looked like a wild but delicate creature.



All this time I had been watching her from the bank. She waved me in so I followed her routine. I sat in the creek and she rubbed water over my shoulders and chest. She tipped me back to rinse my hair. Her hands felt soothing, almost motherly in their care. I stood, and we walked back to the tent. We were almost dry when we got there. My head was still throbbing, but I was feeling better after our dip and very hungry.



We dressed together in the tent. I watched her because I couldn’t help but watch her. This felt as intimate as making love to her. But we didn’t touch or kiss or do anything romantic.



There was a communal breakfast set up in the owner’s compound. Peter joined us and asked how our night went. He asked it in a way that implied nothing.



“I’m afraid I drank too much of the local juice,” I said.



“You’re not meant to have more than a sip, really,” said Peter. “It’s poisonous, you know. Lots of locals die from that stuff. It’s mostly used for ceremonies.”



I hadn’t known that, unfortunately. It explained the near hallucinogenic state I had felt in the tent. There was a moment when Cibie was on top of me when I thought I was going to lose it.



We ate quietly and then went to pack our things. Cibie had her coffee samples to tend to while I finished up my business with the owner of the estate. By noon we were on the road. Six hours later Cibie and I were dropped off at the Marriott in Medan. My flight out was the next day.



At check in there was a moment where I thought Cibie expected to bunk with me, but that wasn’t the case. She got her own room and we agreed to meet in the bar an hour later.



I had a proper shower and put on fresh clothes. I found Cibie looking lovelier than ever in the bar. She was dressed like an older woman now. No t-shirt or shorts, but a proper though casual dress. I ordered a double scotch to help sort out the remnants of the hangover.



I looked at Cibie who, as always, had her wonderful eyes operating, which charmed me. She spoke with them as eloquently as when she used her tongue. The drinks came, and we toasted to the success of our trip. We hadn’t spoken of the night before, and I felt a need to.



“Cibie, about last night.” She showed she was listening with a nod of her head. “I’m sorry I drank so much. That shouldn’t have happened.”



She sipped her drink through her straw, then tapped the straw on the rim of the glass before taking a proper sip. She didn’t say anything.



“I mean, I’m a married man.”



She smiled. “I have a boyfriend in Paris.”



“You do?”



“Yes. I met him at school. We’ve been together two years.”



“And he wouldn’t mind what happened last night?”



“Why should he?”



“Will you tell him?”



“Probably. Why not? We talk about everything.”



I thought about that morning when Cibie turned to her stomach while she was sleeping in the tent, and how much I wanted to just climb over her bottom. Would she have told her boyfriend if I had? Would she have said, “And then he took me from behind, and rammed his cock into me”? Was the world changing so much? What if I told that story to Heather? Would she say, “That’s nice, honey”?



Of course not. I was dreaming again. The local moonshine was still affecting my judgment.



“I won’t tell my wife about it,” I said. “She wouldn’t like it.”



“Has she told you she wouldn’t?”



Heather and I had never talked about either of us having an affair. It was simply a given that married couples didn’t have them, and to do so would cripple the marriage.



After several more drinks, and Cibie’s offer to come to my room that night, which I declined, I went to bed. I had an early flight which would involve four stops and twenty hours. It exhausted me to think about it.



And for good reason. An encroaching typhoon meant my flight out of Hong Kong was delayed by six hours, and this had a ripple effect on the rest of my flight plan.



About twenty hours into this journey, I felt a peculiar sensation on my cock, or rather, inside it. It was like an urge to pee, but I didn’t feel I had to. Regardless, I went to the restroom to investigate. I pulled out my cock and looked at it. The rim around the crown had a purplish hue which wasn’t its normal coloration by any means. It didn’t hurt, but it was definitely discolored. This sent a shock wave through my system, but I didn’t panic. Maybe I’d eaten something that hadn’t agreed with me.



I returned to my seat and fell into a discordant sleep. Perhaps a few hours passed before I felt another sensation in my cock. I got up to investigate again. The purplish area had grown considerably and when I peed it burned.



I now panicked as I connected the dots. Dear, sweet Cibie had given me some sort of venereal disease. What else could it be? My bargain with the Devil was complete. My carnal sins would bite me in the ass. My dick was going to fall off. There was no question about it. My illicit behavior meant my life was now ruined. But how could Cibie have done this to me? What sort of Karma was at play at here? Had I done something in a prior life that had now come home to roost?



One thing was for sure. Until I got it sorted out, I wouldn’t be able to go anywhere near Heather. That would be out of the question.






Chapter 7: Confessions

LOVE MEANS NEVER HAVE TO SAY YOU’RE SORRY


Heather had laid her cards on the table, or in this case, on the bar, and demanded an explanation. I couldn’t shield her from the truth any longer. It had already destroyed our marriage, so what was there to lose? My dignity? It was already a lost cause. The Devil had seen to it.



I took a sip of my drink, set it down, and rubbed my hands together. I was summoning my courage now. I looked at Heather. Her face was expectant but otherwise blank. She now wanted the truth.



“I had an affair when I was in Indonesia,” I said. I let this sink in. Heather took a deep breath but otherwise remained stoic. There was a knowingness in her eyes I couldn’t explain.



“I met this young woman who came along with Peter and me on my buying trip. She was doing research on coffee viruses.”



“How old was she?” asked Heather.



“Twenty-two.”



Heather nodded.



“Nothing happened until the last night,” I continued. “We were put in a tent together on a remote estate. I thought Peter would be there too, but he stayed in the main house, so it was just the woman and myself.”



“What was her name?”



“Cibie. Cibie Bisset.”



“Okay.”



“We had a big feast as our last meal together. The owner of the plantation offered us local liquor drunk during celebrations. I’m afraid I drank quite a bit of it. So did Cibie. When we got to our tent that night we were both pretty drunk.”



“And you screwed,” said Heather. “When you came back from that trip is when you stopped making love to me.”



“That’s right.”



“You stopped screwing me because you screwed some girl in Indonesia? That’s what cost us our marriage? Jack, I don’t know, but I think we could have gotten through that, don’t you? It doesn’t make sense.”



“Well, there’s more. On the plane home I noticed something, something with my cock. I went to the restroom to look at it. It had turned a purple color, and later it burned to pee.”



“You got an STD? Jesus, Jack. Way to go.”



“I thought it was but didn’t know for sure.”



“What did Hopkins say? Didn’t you go to him? God, I can’t believe he slept with me knowing about that.” Heather found this humorous.



“I didn’t go to Hopkins. I didn’t do anything.”



“What? You can’t be serious.”



“I was too afraid, to be honest. Within a week it didn’t burn to pee anymore, and the discoloration went away. But then it came back and went away again. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but whatever it was, I didn’t want to risk sleeping with you. What if it had been serious? The risk of infecting you terrified me, but I couldn’t bring myself to go to a doctor. I was afraid of knowing for sure I had picked up some tropical venereal disease. I knew I had to see a doctor, but I kept putting it off. A day became a week, then a month, and I still couldn’t bring myself to go. In the meantime, I knew I couldn’t make love to you.”



“You pushed me away because you banged some girl halfway around the world and were too afraid to go see a doctor? That’s really lame. I’m having trouble believing you.”



“That the story whether you believe it or not, Heather. Why would I make it up? I never lost interest in you. I was dying to make love. You think I enjoyed abstaining from sex? It was brutal.”



“So why didn’t you go to a doctor and get it sorted out? That’s what I don’t understand.”



“I don’t have a good answer. I was just too afraid. As long as I didn’t know for sure, there was a possibility it was nothing. I know it was childish, but I’m telling you the truth now.”



Heather took another long gulp and ordered us yet another round. She didn’t speak again until it came.



“So, where are you now? Still wondering if your dick is going to fall off?”



“After you left, I went to a doctor in Westport. He said I had psoriasis. Some men get it on their penises. He prescribed an ointment, and it cleared it up. He said the burning when peeing was probably due to a bladder infection. It apparently cleared up on its own.”



Heather looked at me with disbelief in her eyes, then she laughed rather heartily, and it was genuine instead of mocking. She had found the whole story funny.



It felt as if a proverbial weight had lifted from my shoulders, but the damage was already done. I’d lost my wife due to my infidelity and subsequent childish behavior. In sum, it was unforgivable.



“I’m sorry I missed the purple dick phase,” said Heather, still chuckling. “I can just imagine what was going through your head.”



“Can you? Really? So you understand why I couldn’t touch you?”



“I understand your logic but, Jack, it went on for months. What did you think I would be thinking? Did it ever cross your mind that I could be in real pain?”



“You found a way to deal with it, apparently.” I regretted saying this as soon as it was out of my mouth. I was being snide, which was uncalled for.



“Yes, I did. I fucked our friend Steve, and his wife, and Graham, and the family doctor. I guess I should thank you for opening my horizons.”



“I shouldn’t have said it. I’m sorry. I really don’t blame you.”



Heather considered for a moment. I had no idea where her mind was going.



“I have to pee,” she said. She stood and left.



I was now in that zone where, once you’d unloaded a burden you’d carried for a long time, a new void of uncertainty descended from some expansive well of uncertainties that always hung above the planet. Could Heather see herself ever coming back? Did I want her to?



Frankly, I did. I wanted to resume my marriage to Heather. I knew it in my heart. I could understand and dismiss her infidelities. I was the first to break our marriage vows.



I was the grand instigator. I had slept with a young woman in a foreign country who could have been ridden with disease. I hadn’t taken precautions. I’d bathed in her intimate essence. She’d lacquered me with her primal wetness. I had buried my face in her crotch, willingly and hungrily. We had peed together in a jungle like two savages.



This was all on me.



And now that I knew Heather had taken her infidelities to new ground, had taken up with a woman, had bent herself over an examination table so our family doctor could ravage her from behind, I found her even more desirable. I’d seen her with Steve’s cock in her mouth. It had given me an erection. I had masturbated to the image. I knew it had power unlike any other. It was even stronger than the jungle booze that led me into the most carnally charge evening of my life, at least the bits I could remember.



I viewed Heather in a whole new light. She was a Goddess who men wanted to fuck. They wanted to bite her nipples and bury their heads between her legs. She’d let them do this. Steve, Graham, our doctor. Who else? She said she was seeing someone casually. No doubt they were fucking. She liked to fuck. She liked men. She’d once chosen only me but I had blown it. I had pushed her away, and she’d found other men to please her.



“Hey,” said Heather, when she returned, after a fair amount of time. She regained her stool and signaled for another round. We were both now getting tipsy. We had to be tipsy to get to where we needed to go—somewhere other than where we were. We needed to fix this.



“So, tell me about this Cibie,” said Heather. “She must have been special to lure you away from the straight and narrow. I always looked at you as the good boy scout. You’ve really surprised me tonight.”



“But you understand it wasn’t you, right? I never lost my attraction to you. I just couldn’t exercise it.”



“I’m getting there, Jack. Give me time, okay? Now tell me about Cibie.”



“Why do you want to know about her?”



“For the same reason you knowing about Steve helps you deal with the fact I’ve fucked him.”



“As I said, she was young. Her parents were French and Indonesian, so she had a special look about her.”



“Exotic.”



“That’s right.”



“And you’re saying she seduced you? Or was it the other way around?”



“I can honestly say she seduced me. I resisted. She wanted to have another go when we got back to Medan and I told her no.”



“The deed was already done. You should have.”



Heather seemed serious on this point, which made me wish I had slept with Cibie again. What did I miss? I knew what I missed, and I would have liked to have done it again.



A dozen times. More.



“Well, the point is, we only slept together once.”



“In a tent, in a jungle. It sounds really exotic.”



“If we’re speaking frankly, it was. It was wonderful.” There, I said it, and there was no taking it back. Heather leaned forward, and her eyes were especially sparkly.



“Tell me about it,” she said. “Give me all the details. Did you go down on her?”



“I did, or rather she didn’t give me a choice. She sat on my face as I was lying in the tent. I didn’t expect it.”



Heather squeezed her legs together, then separated them. Her spine elongated too, accenting her breasts.



“Did she suck your dick? Did you come in her mouth?”



“Yes. Both. She said I couldn’t come inside her. She used no protection.”



“But you did fuck?”



“Yes. We fucked, and then I came in her mouth.”



Heather fidgeted. I could see her nipples had hardened. She sat digesting what she now knew about my infidelity, its scope, and how I had said it was wonderful.



“And she was twenty-two?”



“Yes, but with her heritage, she looked much younger. It worried me until I saw her passport.”



“I must seem pretty old in comparison.”



“Barely. You still look terrific.”



“And you still want to fuck me, right? Now that your cock isn’t purple anymore?”



“I would like to, yes, but I accept if you don’t want to anymore.”



She drifted as she contemplated us sleeping together again. As she did so, I recalled our nighttime rituals before I’d met Cibie and ruined our marriage. Heather would come out of the bath naked except for her slippers, which she’d kick off by the bed. She would climb into it and snuggle up and feel my cock as we spoke about end-of-day things. We wouldn’t always make love, but we’d always touch each other. I’d fall asleep holding her breast, my cock against her bottom. When I squeezed her breast she would moan approval, put her hand over mine and press it into her.



“Did you hold Cibie when you fell asleep that night?”



“I believe we cuddled. It’s foggy now. The booze really affected my memory.”



“You held a young, naked woman in your arms as you fell asleep.”



“That’s probably true. When you slept with Steve or Graham, did you cuddle?



“Yes, of course.”



“All night?”



“I suppose so. Not always.”



I imagined her naked, cuddling Steve or Graham, their dicks up against her backside. My erection returned.



“I was with Steve and Linda last night,” said Heather. “That’s where I slept.”



A full quiver of arrows emptied into my gut. That was still on? She’d slept with Steve the night before? And Linda? I assumed it was all over following the kitchen incident. Of course, I only assumed it because I didn’t know about their threesome.



“You slept with them last night? You fucked Steve last night?”



“And this morning. Linda too. It had been a while, so…”



My brain exploded. So did my cock, nearly. If Heather had touched it right then I would have come in my trousers.



“Jesus,” I said.



“It’s something, isn’t it? Now you imagine it and your cock is pressing out your pants. I can see it.”



I adjusted myself to give my cock room. It had spotted my trousers.



“And where are you staying tonight?” I asked.



“I’ve got other plans,” said Heather.



She smiled as her eyes produced their special twinkle. Who could she be seeing? It wasn’t so late though it felt like we’d been talking for hours. Was there someone waiting for her in a motel? Our Dr. Hopkins? Was Graham in town for a visit?






Chapter 8: Other Plans

LOVE MEANS, WELL, WHAT EXACTLY?


“And what plans are those?” I asked. I had no other plans that night or for any foreseeable nights. My social calendar, such as it was, was a great void which leered at me from a wall in my kitchen. I only left the calendar hanging there because I liked its mountain photography.



“Why? Do you care?” Her eyes brightened at the prospect.



“Care isn’t the right word. Let’s say I’m curious. But don’t answer if you don’t want to. It’s none of my business.”



“Do you remember the first time we made love, Jack?”



“Of course. We were in your apartment. You threw yourself at me.”



“I’m glad to see your humor is back. I’ve missed it.”



“What about our first time?”



“That’s when I knew I would marry you.”



This was news. She’d never said this before. It made me look at Nicole in a new light. If she’d wanted to marry me then, why would she have been contemplating a ménage à trois with her roommate?



“That surprises me.”



“Why? When did you know you wanted to marry me?”



I couldn’t recall though I knew it wasn’t long after. I risked offending Heather if I didn’t acknowledge knowing when I decided to marry her, but I couldn’t think of a proper response.



“Within a week or two of meeting you, it crossed my mind. I’m sure of it. Tell me, you knew after or before we made love?”



“After we made love. You made me come. That was the first test. You were the first guy who made me come vaginally.”



“I should get a ribbon.”



“You got me instead.”



“True, and then I went and ruined it.”



“If you say so… Listen, I can get past all that now. At least, I’ve decided to. My brain is still catching up.”



My heart produced a blossoming effect in my chest. “I’m happy to hear it.”



“Do you remember I reversed cowboy’d with you the first time we made love?”



“I will never forget it. It was the first time a woman had done that with me.”



“You always fit me just right that way. You did in other ways, too. But that first time with you really rocked my boat.”



It was a potent memory, one which made my adrenaline spike imagining her doing it with Steve or Graham, or whoever else she was hooked-up with now. This conversation, between a former husband and wife, was rekindling my fires for Heather, but then I was forced to imagine her having moved on. Had she reversed-cowboy’d with Steve? With Graham? Did it matter? It mattered to my dick. On that point, there was no question. I had nothing to lose by asking.



“I’m glad it worked out for you. I liked it too. I always loved seeing your bottom like that. I’m sure the others do too.”



Heather chuckled. “I was about to say, ‘Any time, big guy’.”



I wished she had said it.



“I understand. You’ve got other men for that now.”



“Steve doesn’t do it so well.”



PAIN!



But it was also good news. “Really? I wouldn’t think it mattered who you were with.”



“Didn’t you notice? His penis curves in a funky way.”



I hadn’t noticed. It wasn’t like I was taking notes when I saw his dick in Heather’s mouth.



“I didn’t notice. No. I’m sorry to hear it. It’s a shame.”



“I think I detected a little sarcasm there.”



“Possibly. You haven’t mentioned Graham yet. Was his penis crooked too? That would have been some bad luck.”



Heather laughed. “You’re taking this all very well… No. Graham’s penis was fine if a little too big. I had to get used to it.”



ARROWS!



Of course, she had just said too big, meaning smaller would have been preferable. That’s how I elected to read it. Regrettably, this made me curious about Dr. Hopkins.



“How about the good doctor? Was his pecker just right? Not too big? Not too small? Not too crooked?”



“His was okay. I like yours.”



Whew. I’d made the cut. My penis was acceptable to her, and she couldn’t have known I was preferable to Graham or Steve if she hadn’t experimented. I wondered if in a blind line-up she would have picked mine, but asking would have showed I was now insane. Regardless, I imagined her blindfolded and asked to feel four different cocks in a row and having to pick one. I think my cock released some glee in response.



“They say it’s what you do with them, speaking of penises.”



Heather chuckled and stroked my forearm.



“You always did fine with yours, at least until you took it off the market. Remind me to write a thank-you note to Cibie.” She laughed and took a swig of her drink. “I don’t think we’re driving tonight.”



“So, anyway,” I said. “I’m sorry to hear you’ve got plans for later. I’m enjoying this reunion. We’ve both gotten a lot off our minds.”



“I’ll say.”



“And we understand each other now.”



“We’re getting there. Tell me, were there any other Cibies in your past while we were married?”



“None. That was the only time. You?”



Heather gave it some thought. I couldn’t tell if she was deciding to divulge another secret or was teasing me. She looked at and studied her hands. It was one of her tells. Before she delivered news of any import, she always checked them. I, on the other hand, would look at my watch, even if I wasn’t wearing it.



“Before we were living together, I slept with Nicole’s boyfriend while she watched. Then there was Vince back home. I slept with him during the Easter break. And Charlie. I knew him before I met you.”



“What do you mean, before we were living together? That was your entire life up to that point.”



“I mean after we were dating like a couple… Between the time we first made love and moved in together. That’s when I slept with them.”



“Jesus.” I was waiting for more arrows to pierce my skin, for sharper knives to turn in my gut. Nada. All I felt was the increasing circumference of my cock once again responding to the image of Heather with other men—after she’d coupled up with me!



I knew Nicole’s boyfriend, and I knew Charlie. Charlie? Really? He was nothing special. If she was dating me why did she sleep with Charlie?



Why the hell didn’t I sleep with Nicole when I had the chance? Why was I only now finding out about these other men? I had to review. Heather and I never discussed our sex lives openly.



We didn’t discuss our game, or other things we might do in bed. Nothing felt lacking. We screwed. We enjoyed oral sex. We never did anal, or cosplay or role play. We never did anything requiring whips or rope. We didn’t screw in elevators or back alleys, but that didn’t make us vanilla lovers. My tongue had been in Heather’s ass. That had really gotten her attention, as I remember, but it wasn’t part of our usual routine.



She’d fingered my butt, but what couple hadn’t given that a try? I remembered being rather shocked, but I didn’t mind. I wasn’t sure who the main beneficiary was there. Her or me? The idea of doing it may have offered her more pleasure than it gave me, though as I mentioned, I didn’t mind it.



Nor did I need it. Our lovemaking, as straightforward as it may have been, satisfied me completely. So, I wasn’t one to suggest adventures in or outside our bedroom beyond what we already did. Had I missed something? Had Heather ever suggested anything aside from our usual routines?



One thing was clear. Heather liked sex. She would not abide not having it, which she proved when I sealed my zipper shut. She also wanted more sex—when it meant she wasn’t really crossing any lines—which she proved before we lived together. Until that point, neither one of us had claimed exclusivity. I didn’t feel I needed to. Wasn’t that simply part of being a couple? You didn’t have to go overboard explaining the rules. If you were part of a couple, you were exclusive.



Apparently not in Heather’s world. Until we lived together, she was still a free agent.



It must have been painful for her to settle for a monogamous relationship. Not so much physically, aside from any meandering desires that came and went, but emotionally. She became dependent on me for her sexual gratification, and it worked as long I was her eager accomplice in the bedroom. When I shut that down that was it. She responded to what was there all along for her, a strong sexual appetite.



“Where are you, Jack?” asked Heather. “You’re lost in your head right now.”



“I was just thinking of how much rope to buy so I can hang myself. Any idea?”



“That’s not a very mature response. Anyway, a gun would be better if you’re going to kill yourself. It’s rude to let someone have to find you hanging from a rope.”



“You have a point. A gun then. Do you have one?”



Heather smiled. “I glad I didn’t have one eighteen months ago when you stopped making love.”



“Touché, I guess.”



“Let me put it this way, Jack. I love sex. I may even be oversexed. But I was satisfied with you. When you pulled away from me, I still had my sex drive, but I was patient for a long time. And then Linda hugged me, and that was it. I took care of my sex drive with them.”



“Let’s not forget about Graham, or the good doctor, or whoever you’re screwing later tonight.”



“That would be Rachel.”



“What?”



“I’m meeting Rachel after you.”



“Are you saying you and this Rachel are a couple? How does she feel about Steve and Linda? Does she even know about them?”



“We’re not a couple, really, but we’re with each other physically. She doesn’t care about Steve and Linda, or anyone else for that matter.”



“So, what’s with women all of a sudden? When did you decide about that?”



“I’ve never decided about women one way or the other. I told you about Nicole.”



“You didn’t have sex with Nicole.”



“I told you she wanted a threesome with the two of us.”



“But you didn’t have sex with her alone.”



“Maybe I did, or maybe I didn’t. It doesn’t matter now. But I would consider it if she still wanted to. We were best friends.”



My mind was forced to aim for a higher plateau up to which it couldn’t quite reach. For a moment, I had thought Heather wanted to get back together. Now knowing she was making love with rotating partners, it no longer felt like a possibility. I was foolish to think we might get back together. She was having the time of her life while I looked every night at a blank wall calendar. Why wasn’t I out there?



Because, in truth, I really wasn’t over Heather.



“Well, I guess you should get along soon. Rachel will be waiting for you, wherever she is.”



Heather looked around the bar. It was now crowded with after the cineplex crowds.



“She’ll be here soon,” said Heather. “You’ll like her. She’s young, like your exotic Cibie.”



“What do you mean? She’s meeting you here? Shouldn’t I leave?



“Why? I called Rachel when I was in the restroom. I asked her to join us. I told her everything, Jack. I told her we finally had things figured out. When I said I had other plans, I didn’t say they couldn’t include you. She’s eager to meet you.”



“Jesus.”



“Not Jesus. You.”



“Why?”



“She knows I still love you.”



This news nearly sent me to Heaven. I felt a rush of warmth.



“I still love you too, but… What do you mean you still love me?”



“I never stopped, Jack. I think I’ll always love you.”



“But what good is it now? You’ve moved on.”



“No. I moved out. That’s different. We didn’t stand a chance the way it was. Now I understand why it was that way. You finally came clean.”



“I don’t understand what you’re telling me.”



“Jack, you know how terrible you are with paperwork and follow-thru?”



“I won’t deny it, but what’s the point of bringing it up?”



“Have you ever seen our divorce papers?”



“I signed them. Sure I saw them.”



“Did you ever see my signature on them?”



I thought about it. No, I hadn’t seen her signature on anything regarding our divorce.



“I assumed you signed them at the lawyer’s office.”



“I never signed them.”



“What does that mean?”



“It means I’m still Mrs. Carter on the dotted line. It’s my name on my business card. I’ve never stopped being your wife.”



“Jesus.”



“Jack, we’re still married.”



“I don’t believe it.”



“Believe it or not, it’s true.”



I couldn’t grasp what this meant. Was she moving back in? Were we going to renew our vows? Was I moving to Westport? Feasibly, I could. I could open a branch there and make it my office. Why was I even having these thoughts? It was nuts.



“Heather, are you saying you want to continue being my wife, as in true wife? Do you want us to live together again?”



“Yes, on all fronts, but not like before.”



“Explain.” My heart was now beating outside my chest.



“We have to be honest about ourselves.”



“I can agree to that.”



“I like the life I have now. Will you accept it?”



“What life? What do you mean?”



“If I want to sleep with Steve and Linda, you’ll be okay with that. They would be okay if you joined us. If I want to have Rachel spend the night, you’d be fine with it. You can sleep with both of us.”



“Are you crazy?”



“No. I’m being honest. Would you like to see me sleep with Rachel? Linda? Steve?” She felt my crotch to get her answer. “See, you wouldn’t mind it. You’d like it. You know you would.”



“Heather, I don’t want to swing. I don’t want to be one of those people.”



“I don’t want to be one of those people either. I don’t want to sleep with strangers. I never have.”



“But you want to sleep with people other than me?”



“Now you’re sort of getting it. Wouldn’t you like to sleep with Linda? I know you would with Rachel. God, she’s gorgeous. I have dreams about going down on her. Can you believe it? But I don’t mean other people the way you said it. I mean some people.”



I was drowning. Of course, I would love to sleep with Linda. Most probably, I would want to sleep with Rachel too. Heather was a good judge of people. God. I wondered if I could get Cibie’s number. Peter would have it.



I was going nuts. I may even have been hyperventilating. I needed to put a bag over my head. Not just for that, but to hide in. The world was becoming too much for me. Everything was out of order.



Before I realized what was happening, Heather was standing next to me. She turned my head and planted a kiss. Then another kiss, and we embraced properly with our arms wrapped around each other. I expected applause from the crowd, but we weren’t in that kind of movie. Had anyone been listening in on the last few minutes, they would have thought us depraved. We were embracing because—why? We had come to a new understanding regarding sex with other people? Our marriage had been saved?



I wasn’t sure.



Heather broke the embrace and sat back on her stool. I looked at her. She was no longer my ex. She was my Mrs. again, but she was my Mrs. on new terms. On the dotted line, she was still my wife, but she would now permit others, both men and women, the right to give her physical pleasure, once the sole right of her wedded husband. Could I go along with these terms?



Could I not?



The truth was those latest arrows and knives that had so sharply pierced my thin skin were made of rubber. They hadn’t delivered their payload. They’d only brought attention to my beating heart, beating not out of fear or pain but fierce erotic fervor. Imagining, even seeing, my wife with another man hadn’t broken my heart. It had filled it with passion.



For her.






Chapter 9: Rachel

A BRIGHT NEW WORLD?


Though still on shaky ground, and unable to fathom how this turn in the evening could have come about, I felt I was coming up to speed. Heather’s declaration left no doubt about her will or intention. I had no choice but to press on with the evidence presented.



“I would have bet a million dollars, probably two, that I would never have heard you say you had dreams about going down on a woman.”



“I think I’m getting a little drunk,” she said, without slurring. “Should we have another round?” I nodded, and she ordered. “The going-down comment… I know that was a bit vulgar, but Jack, why not say it like it is? We both like pussy.”



“It’s just hard to believe, that’s all.”



“You don’t have to like cocks. I’ll do that for you.” She laughed. She was possibly getting a little more than tipsy, but she was also genuinely happy now. The cats were out of their bags. She knew about Cibie, and my fear of my cock falling off or giving her a dreaded disease, and I knew the full extent of her mostly legitimate infidelities.



“I’m sitting here trying to imagine you with Linda. I never would have guessed she was into women.”



“I wasn’t her first. I know she doesn’t look like the type. Neither do I.”



“She’d been with other women?”



“Why would I make something like that up? Anyway, that’s her story to tell, not mine. I shouldn’t have mentioned the other woman.”



“I suppose not. Tell me about Rachel.”



“Are you really on board with me? Usually, you take days to brood and pick at your navel when something heavy comes up.”



“I’ll save the brooding for later. Tell me about Rachel.”



“We’re about the same weight and height. She’s very dark. Her hair is naturally jet black. Her family is from Iran so she has Persian blood. You’ll see.”



I thought of Cibie’s raven hair, her exquisitely dark, full bush, her pink lips smiling out. This aspect of Rachel excited me. Pretty much the whole situation excited me in one way or another. Was I becoming a sex addict? Was Heather one? I decided I didn’t care.



“I handled a lease on one of her family’s buildings in Hartford. They’re super rich. They own real estate all over.”



“So, you’re after her money,” I said. “Now it all makes sense.”



“Right. That’s it.” Heather chuckled. “Wait til you see her. You’ll thank me for having good taste.”



“That makes it sound sordid, don’t you think?”



“Worry less, enjoy more, Jack. That’s all I can tell you. Anyway, she saw your picture. She thinks you’re handsome. She’s had bad luck with men.”



“I don’t quite understand. What kind of future could you possibly have with someone like Rachel? What does she get out of being your girlfriend, I mean, aside from the obvious?”



“I thought you were saving the brooding for later. Anyway, she’s a friend, not a girlfriend.”



“I’m being serious.”



“Right now, or right up till now for me, Rachel and I have been in transition. I’ve only known her for a short time. We don’t have any delusions about what’s happening. She’ll move on, I’ll move on. We knew it going in. That takes the pressure off.”



“So, it’s the sex.”



“God, Jack. Just wait until you meet her. She’s a delight. You’ll love her. And yes, the sex is great.”



A few moments later an olive-skinned beauty, a real jaw-dropper, appeared at the entrance to the bar. There was a general hush as the other bar patrons took her in. She looked like a Persian princess, but without all the gold, veils, and severe makeup. She spotted Heather and waved. Thirty seconds later, I was standing being introduced. All the stools were taken, so I gave her mine and hovered between them.



“Hello, Jack!” she said. “Heather’s told me all about you.” I was expecting some sort of accent but, aside from some smoky flavors, she sounded American through and through. Up close she was obnoxiously pretty. Her eyes, as black as night, were large and beautiful.



After greeting me, she and Heather kissed like lovers, meaning full on the lips.



Heather and Rachel caught each other up with their news. Rachel had had a spat with her mother and received sad news about a dear uncle. Heather held and stroked Rachel’s palm as she shared her sympathies, and they held hands after that.



Now settled in, another side of Rachel’s character emerged, and she’d barely sipped her drink.



“So, Jack, how do you feel about Heather’s coming out?”



Heather laughed.



“I’m happy if she’s happy.”



Rachel smiled, then looked at Heather. “Are you two really getting back together? I hope so.”



Why would she hope so?



She didn’t leave me hanging for an answer.



“I’ve always wanted to be the third wheel to a real couple.”



I didn’t know what to say, but Heather thought she did until she didn’t:



“You’re not a third wheel… I was going to say you’re an extra wheel, but that doesn’t sound right either.” She laughed.



Rachel looked at me, and then to Heather. “So, Jack won’t mind if I sleep with you too?”



I utterly did not know what to say here either.



“Jack?” said Heather. “You can answer for yourself.”



“I don’t mind at all, no. Heather’s explained everything.”



Rachel smiled and gave Heather a kiss and then kissed my cheek. It surprised me. The warmth and texture of her lips reminded me of Cibie.



Had Heather known all evening how it would end? She couldn’t have. She couldn’t have expected my story about Cibie though she did say she wasn’t leaving until she had her answers. She couldn’t have schemed earlier with Rachel for the evening to have landed here.



Or could she have? She had seemed extremely confident throughout, and a knowingness filled her eyes when I told her about Cibie, which added to the mystery.



Heather and Rachel talked about matters I wasn’t privy to. It was noise to me. I discreetly studied them both, watching how they connected, how their hands touched and fondled each other. They looked like two lovers and now I felt like a third wheel. I ordered another round.



“Oh, I had a couple drinks before I got here,” said Rachel. “You may have to put me to bed soon.”



“Jack won’t mind,” said Heather.



“Will you mind putting me to bed, Jack?” asked Rachel. She was joking but her eyes telegraphed something else.



“We’ll see you get home safe and sound,” I said, which I immediately thought sounded too fatherly. It was then I noticed how young she looked. Our bartender had asked her for an ID before serving her.



Rachel ran her hand up and down my back as she took a drink. Heather grabbed my arm and pulled me in for a kiss.



How my world had changed in just a few hours… I felt I would say that a lot now.



“Rachel’s getting over a bad breakup,” said Heather. She looked at Rachel. “You don’t mind if I tell Jack, do you?”



“You kind of just did,” she said, smiling. “I don’t care.”



“When she broke up with him, he posted naked pictures of her online.”



“Oh, God,” I said ‘That’s terrible.” I privately wondered what the URL might be, but rushed that thought out of my mind.



“I have them on my phone,” said Rachel. “They’re not bad, actually.” For a moment, I thought she was going to show them to me.



“So, her father filed criminal charges. Rachel’s waiting to hear what comes of it. That’s why she’s been staying with me, in case the guy gets any weirder.”



“My father almost killed me when he saw the video. My boyfriend took one of me giving him a blowjob. He even had me open my mouth to the camera to show the result. I wanted to die when Dad looked at it.”



“I saw it, Jack. Rachel’s quite the pro,” said Heather, laughing.



“Thanks, Heather,” said Rachel. “You know what they say, practice makes perfect.” They both chuckled.



My mind spun. First things first… They were staying together? Where was Rachel the night before when Heather stayed with Steve and Linda? Had she slept with Steve and Linda too? The idea of Steve sleeping with Rachel bothered me and I barely knew her. The idea of her sleeping with Linda excited me. Secondly, the idea of a video featuring Rachel giving her boyfriend a blowjob made me keen to steal her phone. The thought of her lips sliding over my personal business made it essential I keep one hand in my pocket to obscure what was going on in that neighborhood.



“Well, I hope it ends well for you, Rachel.”



She smiled. “My father always gets what he wants. So do I.”



I had a feeling Rachel would always get what she wanted. She could talk her way out of a murder charge.



The lights in the bar flickered. It was only nearing ten, but the bar operated under mall hours. There were several patrons bidding for last calls. I looked at Heather. We still had full drinks in front of us. I reached for mine and took a sip and they followed suit. Rachel took an especially long draw. I still had no idea where the evening was going. I didn’t know if Heather and Rachel were headed to—or back to—Steve and Linda’s, a thought that made my heart sink, or home to Westport.



There was no reason for any suspense on the matter, so I asked them what their plans were.



Rachel looked at Heather, then me.



“We’re staying with you, Jack,” said Rachel. “You won’t mind, will you?”



“She has our things in her car, Jack. Is it okay if we stay at your place?”



“My place?”



“Your place, our place, whatever.”



“Sure thing. There’s room.”



Heather smiled. “We won’t need much room.”



I did a quick calculation. There was the master bedroom, mostly intact from our former days as man and wife. The guestroom lacked a bed as Heather had taken it with her. There was a new sofa in the living room. The question was, would I be sleeping on it? Would Rachel? Certainly not Heather.



We finished our drinks. Heather and I knew we shouldn’t be driving, but Rachel insisted she was fine and could get us home. As they both stood, Rachel tugged on my shoulder, indicating I should bend an ear. I did so.



“Heather said we could sleep together, Jack.” She kissed my cheek and smiled, first to me and then to Heather.



Heather laughed in a coy way, suggesting she was in on it.



She may have even planned it.






Chapter 10: Resurrection

HOME SWEET HOME



“This is nice!” said Rachel, once in my front door. I set her bag in the foyer not knowing where to go with it. Heather followed and said, “Home sweet home”. She said it in such a way as to suggest she meant it. My heart warmed even more.



“You keep the booze in the same place?” she asked.



“Same as always.”



“Rachel, you want something? I’m going to have Drambuie if Jack still keeps it.”



“There a fresh bottle in there,” I said. “I’ll have one too.”



“Yummy,” said Rachel. She stayed with me while Heather went into the kitchen to get the Drambuie. She sat on the leather sofa and rubbed her hands over it. “This is nice leather.”



“I ordered it after, well, after Heather took the other one. She had circled it in a catalog that was lying around so I bought it.



“Bought what?” asked Heather, joining us. She gave us each our drinks.



“The sofa. I was telling Rachel you had circled it in a catalog before you left.”



Heather looked at it. “You’re right. I remember.” She sat next to Rachel. “It is nice.”



“Comfortable, too.” I sat in a matching chair.



“You put up some new prints.”



“Yes, a few.”



“They’re also nice. Good job.”



“Thanks.”



Rachel played with Heather’s hair. They looked at each other and kissed, then kissed again. I felt out of place. This feeling must have sent out a vibe which Heather’s sensors picked up.



“Why don’t you sit with us? You’re so far away.”



“Okay.” As I crossed to the sofa they made room for me between them, then both turned to face me. Rachel’s right leg rose onto the sofa, which forced her skirt up her thigh. I could see a triangular flash of red lace panties.



Heather’s finger stroked the top of my right ear, something she’d done a thousand times before. She leaned over and kissed my cheek.



“It’s been such a long time,” she said. “So long since I sat in this living room.”



“I noticed every day you were missing from it.”



Heather thought for a moment. “And here I am, just like that. I don’t think we need to take our time on this, Jack. Something tells me we don’t have to worry.”



Rachel moved closer and stroked my arm.



“You two have a lot of catching up to do,” she said. “Maybe I shouldn’t be here.”



“Why not?” asked Heather. “Why should I have all the fun? Jack, give Rachel a kiss.”



I certainly must have blushed. I know I felt uncomfortable. Rachel picked up on this and leaned over while making a comical smooching face. I kissed her pushed out lips and she laughed.



“No!” she said. “For real this time!” She leaned in and we kissed for real. Heather stroked my tummy. I could hear her take a deep breath.



“Now me,” she said. I kissed Heather. My arms were around both of them, which was unfortunate. I wanted desperately to feel Heather’s breasts. Her nipples were poking through her dress and this look was one of my greatest weaknesses. My cock was tenting my trousers again. I couldn’t wait for one of them to notice.



Heather’s lingering kiss went straight to my soul. I felt my year of anguish slipping away, vaporizing into a mist. I had dreamt of these lips every night we’d been apart.



Rachel closed in and kissed my neck. I turned to kiss her lips. She obliged. She arched her back, pressing her breasts into my side. I felt their fullness and imagined they were wonderful to hold.



Thankfully, and just in time, I felt Heather’s hand over my cock, squeezing its tip. It sent a rush through every sinew and heat raced through my veins.



I turned my head as Heather used both hands to pull down my zipper and unbuckle my trousers. It happened in slow-motion. I had abandoned all hope of ever seeing her hand over my cock again, and there it was, in the flesh, on my cock, where it had been a thousand times before. She was always eager to please me. That was Heather’s way.



She liberated my cock and ran her fingers lightly, teasingly, up and down the shaft. I leaked on her fingers and Rachel played with it, rubbing it around the tip. Seeing her hand there gave me another rush.



I freed my arms and, with my left hand, cupped Heather’s breast. She moaned in her most familiar way and kissed me before standing to remove her dress. She sat back down in her bra and panties. I felt her breast over the bra. She knew I liked this, that I liked to play with her boobs while they were still in the bra, but then I became impatient to feel her flesh. I pulled the bra down on one side and kissed her nipple, then sucked hard. She moaned in response, and her grip tightened on my cock.



Rachel, possibly feeling abandoned, startled me by taking my cock into her mouth, then licking its shaft and Heather’s fingers, which held it upright. It felt like we’d missed a few steps before getting here. I watched her dark hair fall over my lap. It frustrated me. I wanted to see her mouth as it savored me. Heather took care of it, wrapping it around to Rachel’s other side. We both watched her oral play. Heather removed her hand from my cock to unbutton my shirt. Rachel, without stopping what she was doing, tugged my trousers down. I lifted my ass to assist and they fell to the floor.



She moved to my balls, licking each one. I heard her giggle. She rubbed her nose, apparently tickled by my pubic hair. She moved back up my shaft, licking, then sucking the tip, before moving up to my face to kiss me there.



After lavishly pressing her lips into mine, and probing with her tongue, she switched to Heather. Rachel’s hand fell to Heather’s breast. She squeezed it with great force, more force than I would ever use. Heather moaned in response.



Caught in the middle, there was little I could do but watch. Heather’s right hand explored Rachel’s breast, squeezing it firmly and causing Rachel to gasp. They were both now hungry for contact but frustrated because of the limiting nature of sitting on the sofa this way. They pressed their inward breasts into my sides, which I enjoyed tremendously. My anticipation was growing by the minute at the prospect of seeing Rachel naked.



Finally, panting, Rachel and Heather broke their mad kissing and fondling and laughed at themselves. Rachel made a joke about them being ‘eager beavers’. I laughed at that.



Rachel stood and looked down at us. “Does this place have a bedroom? Maybe we’d be more comfortable in there.” She drained her Drambuie, held it in her mouth, and knelt on the floor on her way to taking me in her mouth. I felt the Drambuie burn. She sucked it in and swallowed as she stood smiling down at me. “It’s like sucking a lemon after a Tequila shot.” She smiled again.



Heather stood while I pulled up my trousers and underwear. We climbed the stairs. Once in the master bedroom, the bedroom I once shared with Heather, she gave me a look. The bed hadn’t been made.



“Jack, you know the rules,” she said. She smiled and gave me a kiss. “Make the bed when you get up.” She laughed. “Rachel, help me sort this out. Together they freshened up the bed. Heather sniffed the pillows, and they passed inspection. She laid on the bed in her underwear and Rachel sat beside her, still in her dress.



They watched me strip. My cock did that comical thing cocks do when freed from their prison. It bobbed in front of me. I didn’t have to worry though, because Heather and Rachel were busy kissing on the bed, Rachel bent over Heather and slipped her fingers into her panties.



I sat on the bed and watched them play. Heather spread her legs to give Rachel better access. She was being gentle, merely cupping Heather’s mound with her fingers and gently pressing in. Her knuckles made phantom impressions in the panties. Heather was rolling her pelvis in response. I wasn’t sure what to do, and my absence was felt. Heather looked over.



“Don’t you want to touch us?” she asked. Her hand beckoned me. I move to her other side opposite Rachel and ran my hand over her belly up to her breasts. She looked in my eyes and mouthed a kiss. Her eyes were moist. Rachel drew her attention away for a probing kiss. When it was over Heather sat up.



“Wait until you see this, Jack,” she said. She scooted Rachel off the bed, then stood to help her remove her dress. Rachel raised her arms and let Heather pull it off. Underneath, Rachel wore a pretty matching bra and panty. The two of them embraced before Heather steered her to the bed.



“Lay in the center, Rachel.” She did and Heather joined her sitting on Rachel’s side. She motioned to me to take a position on her other side.



“Are you ready?” asked Heather. She reached on either side of Rachel’s panties at the hip.



“What are you doing?” asked Rachel.



“Shush!” said Heather. “We’re going to show Jack your bush.” Heather smiled, suppressing a giggle. She slowly pulled down Rachel’s panties and, ever so slowly, her exotic bush appeared. Her pubes actually sprang up when freed from the panties. The lower her panties went, the denser her jungle. It was dark and lush and full.



She reminded me of Cibie.



Heather pulled the panties the rest of the way off and looked at me.



“Isn’t she gorgeous, Jack?” She smiled like a mother proud of a child and ran her fingers through Rachel’s pubic hair to fluff it up. Rachel giggled in response and attempted to cover herself but failed.



Heather buried her nose in Rachel’s mound, then came up smiling. “God, I love it!”



“You’re embarrassing me,” said Rachel, though she didn’t really seem embarrassed.



“Run your fingers through it, Jack,” instructed Heather. “You know, I’ve never seen you touch another woman’s bush. This is exciting… I was excited before too watching you and Rachel on the sofa. This will probably blow my mind.”



Unlike Rachel, I felt truly embarrassed. Nevertheless, I ran my fingers through Rachel’s lovely pubic hair. It was soft as could be. Rachel’s breasts heaved in response.



“There’s more, too,” said Heather. “Sit up, Rachel.” She complied, and Heather unhooked her bra, then pulled it off. Instinctively, Rachel had covered her breasts.



Heather pushed her flat on the bed and moved Rachels arms away from her breasts.



“Aren’t they magnificent, Jack?” said Heather.



They were indeed magnificent. Her areolas were dark, and her pert buds were perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were larger than I thought they would be. They sat high on her chest rather than drooping toward her sides. I could have looked at them all night. Rachel was proof that Heather had excellent taste.



“Feel them,” said Heather. She was still the proud mama, or something like it.



I felt Rachel’s breasts. They were real but felt unnaturally firm. I squeezed them as Rachel stared into my eyes. She took a deep breath as I pulled a nipple, and her eyebrows furrowed. Her hand reached to my arm, and she stroked it as her hips rolled.



Heather rubbed her tummy, taking dips into Rachel’s lush pubic hair, then dipped further between her legs. She raised her knees in response. My cock was aching for attention but I wasn’t sure what to do. I wanted to please both women. I was frantic to be inside Heather, I wanted to taste Rachel intimately, have her soak my face as Cibie had done.



I then thought of Cibie, remembered how she had planted herself over my lips and brushed my face with her long, wet pubes. I had pushed all of that out of my mind, feeling it was illicit and wrong, but now it was coming back. Heather knew about it, and she had accepted the truth. She knew about desire and how it could bend the rules. She had forgiven me and forgiven herself too, which she had every right to do.



I watched them play as I continued to fondle Rachel’s breasts. It was as if my hand was glued to them. Her dark skin and nipples and abundant black pubic hair made me salivate, literally. My tongue was eager to taste her flesh, it wanted to be drenched in her essence, her liquid musk. It was the same for Heather. I didn’t know where to focus.



Heather pulled my hand from Rachel’s breast and drew it to Rachel’s bush. She pressed my hand into it, and my fingers. I parted Rachel’s lips and ran a finger up and down her pink slit. She moaned and grabbed my cock, squeezed it gently, then reached under to tickle my balls as Heather came in for a kiss. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I climbed over Rachel’s legs to Heather’s side and pulled her panties down and off. She looked at me, then to Rachel. She whispered in her ear. Rachel sat up and moved over while Heather laid flat on her back. She raised her knees and spread her legs.



“Come in me, Jack. Just come inside me. I’ve been waiting so long for this, for you to want me again, but don’t come yet, okay?”



I got between Heather’s legs. Cheesy though it sounds, her face looked pained with longing. I had rejected her after my misadventures, and now I was back. We were about to become fully reunited. I looked at her swollen lips and couldn’t resist dipping my head to taste her once again. It had been so long. I ran my tongue up and down and she shuddered.



“Oh, fuck… Jack! You’re back, aren’t you? Oh, Jack…”



I rubbed my cock up and down and entered. It felt like coming home, like I was home. She felt as before, terrific. I laid over her and she pulled me in fervently, crushingly. We kissed like the first time, hungrily, in shock at what we were doing. Heather bucked, ramming herself into me, her legs pointed straight into the air. I thrust into her hard, relentlessly, grunting like a bull.



“OH JACK!!! OH MY JACK!!! YOU’RE BACK!!! OH, IT’S BEEN SO LONG JACK… GOD… YES JACK. FUCK ME… OH JACK…”



Tears flowed down her cheeks.



“OH GOD!!! I’M GOING TO COME!!! OH, JACK!!! YES! YES! YES!”



Nearly exploding, Heather’s limbs flailed, her body spasmed uncontrollably. Every ounce of my control was required not to come. She clenched down as she always did when she came. She let out a few final gasps, then her body went limp. I kissed her lips, her cheeks, bent to kiss her nipples, her neck. She rubbed my back. She was still clenching down. I could feel the pressure on my cock. She didn’t want to let go, but then she did relax. She kissed me everywhere she could reach.



And then her chin trembled and she started to cry, and the crying turned into great sobs…






Chapter 11: Trio

LOVE ALL AROUND



Turning to her side, Heather balled herself into a fetal position. Tears left trails along her cheeks. I put my arms around her. She raised a palm to squeeze my forearm. Rachel stroked her head and made soothing cooing sounds.



“I’m sorry,” said Heather, still fighting back sobs. “I’m being silly.” Eyeballing a box of Kleenex by the bed, Rachel handed it to her, and Heather blew her nose elaborately while slowly regaining her composure.



“I just hurt so bad, Jack,” she said. “I never wanted to divorce you. I just wanted to know why you didn’t want me anymore. You were the love of my life…”



“I know, Heather. I’m so sorry. I truly am.”



Rachel rubbed her arms. Was she fully up to speed on my reasons for behaving so badly?



I looked at her, naked and stunningly beautiful with her dark skin and hirsute bush. How is it she came to be in our marital bed comforting my naked wife? It was a rhetorical question. I knew how to connect all the dots. It’s as if Heather knew how the night would end. She knew Rachel would be her accomplice and give her courage and may have even known we would all end up in bed together.



She may have even planned it.



But how did she know she would learn the truth behind my actions? How did she know I would come clean? It must have been more than a guess.



“Rachel knows about Cibie, Jack,” said Heather. “She knows how we got here.”



“I gathered that, but how? We’ve all been together since she arrived.”



“When I went to the restroom, I told her what you told me, and that I’d gotten my answers. She knew I had to get them. It was her idea we meet tonight.”



I looked at Rachel and she bowed her head.



“You seemed to know you would have them, the answers you wanted,” I said. “How did you know? It was the furthest thing from my mind when we met for dinner.”



“I had a trump card to play if you didn’t come clean. Rachel, could you get my purse from the living room, please?”



Rachel, remaining naked, left to get it. Her backside was as lovely as the rest of her.



“Isn’t she gorgeous, Jack?” asked Heather, sitting up.



“She’s very special. I can see that.”



“Aren’t you glad I brought her home?” She offered a shy smile when she said this. She’d brought her playmate home for me to enjoy.



Rachel returned with the purse and Heather rummaged through it. Her hand came out with a frayed postcard which she handed to me.



I looked at it. The stamp was Indonesian. The card said: “Loved meeting you, Jack! I enjoyed our camping trip! Peter has all the samples. Everything looks good! Love Cibie”. She had drawn in several hearts.



“You knew,” I said, looking at Heather. “Or you guessed… How did you get this?”



“After you came back from the trip and were pretending to be sick, it came to the office. I read it. I got a vibe that made my heart sink, but you were sick and I didn’t want to press it. Then, when you were better, and you wouldn’t touch me, you wouldn’t even shower with me, I put two-and-two together. I’d lost you to this Cibie.”



“No. That wasn’t it.”



“I know that now, Jack. I’ll tell you, at first I was mad at Peter, thinking he’d set you up with the girl.”



“You know Peter would have never done that. He likes you too much.”



“And I like Peter,” said Heather. “He’s dreamy.”



Dreamy? She had never qualified him in quite that way before. He had visited several times and we had all gotten along extremely well. Heather loved his rugged stories involving jungles and roughing it. She had even gone as far as to say Peter was a man’s man.



“I told her it didn’t mean anything,” said Rachel, referring to the postcard. “The way Heather speaks about you—it just didn’t seem possible. She loves you to death and said she never doubted your love for her.”



“Rachel told me to show you the card if you didn’t tell me what happened to you. Do you see?”



It was all clear now. Heather blew her nose again, wadded the tissue, and tossed it to the floor. She leaned over to kiss me. The three of us were sitting naked on our bed. The heaviness which had briefly occupied the room evaporated.



“Let’s have more of that Drambuie,” said Heather. She gave Rachel a kiss and whispered in her ear. I got the Drambuie and refilled our glasses. I wondered if Rachel would pursue the chaser she went for before and descend on my cock. She didn’t, which didn’t stop my cock from resurrecting at the thought. Heather played with it in an offhand way, which I enjoyed nonetheless.



We drained our glasses and I poured us each a refill. The mood was reset. Facing me, Rachel sat in a lotus position while Heather leaned against the headboard. Heather’s right hand rubbed Rachel’s thigh while her other hand remained occupied with my cock. There was no script for the evening, and I didn’t exactly know my place in the scheme of things. I could see Rachel’s pink center through her dense bush, and she could see I was admiring her. Absently, she drew her fingers up and down her lips.



“Isn’t Rachel beautiful?” said Heather. “You should touch her. I know she’ll like it.”



Rachel gave Heather a playful swat. “That’s right, Jack. Heather wants you to play with me.” She smiled and gave Heather a kiss, then leaned over her and offered me her smoochie face. I kissed it and she laughed.



She sat back and played with herself, twirling her fingers over her slit. My cock went on high alert. Rachel pushed Heather’s legs over so she could lie down. She raised her legs and knees and spread them wide. A curling index finger indicated I was to come over.



“Eat me, Jack,” she said, smiling. “You’ve been a bad boy, and now you have to eat me.” She spread her lips and my head swam.



I descended and buried my nose in her pubic hair as my flat tongue licked her up and down. She rolled her pelvis into it and placed a hand over my head to press it down.



“That’s a good boy. Eat me, Jack.” She giggled. Heather laid beside her, kissed her, and played with her breasts. “Your husband’s licking me, Heather.” They kissed passionately as I focused my tongue, teasing Rachel’s clit.



“Oh, that’s a good, boy, Jack.” Rachel heaved into my face. “That’s a good boy, lick your mama now.” She heaved again. Heather also placed a hand on my head. “Good boy, Jack. Lick that pussy!” This must have been the “new” Heather speaking.



This commentary, utterly new to me, drove me mad. This young woman was instructing me to eat her pussy, to be a good boy, all while my once-again wife played with her breasts and kissed her. It was an encouragingly erotic scene, to say the least.



“Lick it, Jack! Come on! Lick me hard. Make your mama happy!” I was now deep in her bush, my nose slipping into her slit when I licked her perineum and flirted with her ass.



“God Jack! That’s a good boy!” She moaned. “That’s a boy! Eat that pussy, Jack!”



This dark, exotic creature, so young, couldn’t have excited me more. I was way past eleven on the arousal meter. I was off the scale.



“OH JACK! THAT’S A GOOD BOY. LICK YOUR MAMA!!!



She heaved into my face. “OH FUCK, JACK!!! LOOK WHAT YOU’VE DONE! YOU’RE MAKING YOUR POOR MAMA COME!!!”



Oh Lord, I thought. This was really working for her, this dirty talk. It was rather infectious too.



“OH GOD!!!” She heaved even more. My face was awash with Rachel’s musky nectars. She came like a tempest making landfall, this liquid theme perfectly fitting the scene. I was drowning.



Rachel’s expletives wandered into unknown territory. Farsi? After bouncing off the ceiling, she settled down. As I came up for air, my face dripping, my cock wondered when it would get its turn. I was maniacally excited. I laid along Rachel’s other side, the one opposite Heather, with my cock laying over Rachel’s leg. It wept on her thigh.



Heather and I kissed Rachel and each other, then I drew my attention to Rachel’s nipple. So dark and exotic looking, I couldn’t keep my lips away from her buds. I nibbled, licked, drew circles around them with my tongue. Heather decided it looked like fun and joined me on the other side. Seeing Rachel’s nipple disappear into Heather mouth nearly gave me an aneurysm. Heather’s hand slipped to my cock, which still lay weeping on Rachel’s thigh.



“Jack, take Rachel now,” she said. “She’s yours. I want to see you fuck her.” She kissed Rachel, who then kissed me.



“Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me hard as you please.” She rolled over and got up on her hands and knees. “Fuck me, Mr. Carter! I’ve been a bad girl!”



Oh my.



I got behind Rachel, whose head was turned and whose large eyes watched me, and drew my cock up and down her butt crack, down to her slit and up again. Her wet pubes hung beneath her, dripping. I stuck my cock in her slit and thrust, burying it as deep as I could.



“Oh, fuck Jack! You’re fucking me now! Do a good job! Fuck me hard!”



I slammed into her. She was so wet we made rude slapping sounds as my upper thighs rammed into her cheeks. With each thrust, Rachel grunted and pushed back. She reached under and tickled my balls as they swung into her ass.



“That’s a good boy, Jack. Fuck me hard. Empty these balls into me! Fill me up, Jack!”



Oh, God.



I felt the jets streaming from my cock to bathe Rachel’s insides. My brain slipped into a coma. I was nothing more than my cock spilling into Rachel. I squeezed my muscles as she clenched down, nearly strangling my shaft to extract every last ounce of my essence.



I fell over Rachel’s back and we collapsed to the bed. She turned her head and kissed my cheek, then wiggled her bottom under me.



She lifted herself onto her elbows and I fell to her side. Rachel looked at me and smiled, then looked at Heather as she stroked her side. They kissed.



Heather laughed.



“What?” I asked.



“Nothing,” she said. “It was just so hot, that’s all. Watching my man fuck another woman. I mean, it’s pretty out there.”



“I can relate,” I said.



“You mean Steve in our kitchen.”



“It crossed my mind.” It crossed my mind a lot, actually.



Rachel sat up. “What about Steve?”



Heather related the blowjob scene in the kitchen, and the subsequent buttock injuries endured by Steve. Rachel shook her head.



“See, if people were more open about sex, that stuff wouldn’t happen.”



“By the way,” I said. “Did it leave any scars?”



“On Steve’s ass?” asked Heather. “Oh, yeah. You should see them.” She laughed. “They look like half-finished Target logos.”



“Have you seen it, Rachel?” I was probing now.



“No. We haven’t met yet.”



Yet?



I wondered what future role Steve and Linda would play in our lives. For that matter, what role would Rachel play? That this could be a regular thing seemed improbable, but I had no basis upon which to make that assumption.



“Wet spot,” said Rachel, out of the blue. “I hate this part.” She got up from the bed. “I’m sorry.”



There was a three-foot wide wet circle where Rachel had been lying. It was hard to miss.



Heather laughed. “You really are a soaker, aren’t you? At my place, Jack, we remember to put down a towel first.”



When she said my place my heart skipped a beat. I let it pass. Surely, she was speaking in the past tense.



We stripped the bed, flipped the mattress, and I put on new sheets while the two of them had a shower. I’d meant to join them but they’d kept it to a quick rinse.



“Sorry about that,” said Rachel, as she climbed into bed. “I get kind of wet when I make love.”



“We all do,” said Heather. “But you’re the champ. Maybe we should bottle you.”



“You mean my pussy water?” asked Rachel, chuckling. “Yeah, my Dad would love that. “Rachel’s Pussy Water, available in liter sizes.”



“It’s not like that,” said Heather, laughing. It was pretty close though. I’d just seen the evidence.



“Well, the video you mentioned didn’t kill him,” I said, thinking of her boyfriend’s mischief.



“Oh, the video!” said Heather. “Rachel, show it to Jack!”



Please yes, I thought.



Rachel went downstairs to get her purse and returned with her phone. She handed it to me. “Press play.” She crawled back into bed and they pulled the top sheet up but not so high as to cover their breasts. I sat at the end of the bed.



The video began with a shot looking down on Rachel’s face, then drew back to show she was naked. Seeing her boobs on the screen was extraordinarily titillating even though they were also naked just a few feet away from me.



She smiled for the camera before reaching off frame and returning with a sizable cock in her fingers. She licked it, put it in her mouth and pumped it with her hand. Her eyes were variably closed or opened to look up at the owner of the cock in her mouth. The shot widened, and I could see said owner’s balls swinging into the frame.



Heather laughed while watching me. “I think he likes it, Rachel. Look at his cock.”



I was so absorbed in the video I didn’t realize I was getting a fresh erection. As I was naked, it was quite visible to Rachel and Heather. Taking pity, Rachel scooted across the bed and put it in her mouth. I looked at the video, then at Rachel with my cock in her mouth and got a bit dizzy. She released me and they both laughed. Rachel scooted back to Heather’s side.



Rachel was now giving her boyfriend a no-holds-barred hand job as well as a blow job. There had been no sound until now.



“Oh baby,” the boyfriend said. “I’m going to come!” Rachel pumped furiously as she released his cock from her mouth. My liquid essence streamed over her face. She didn’t even blink. She then targeted my continuing release into her mouth and, boy, there was a lot of it. After a few summary pumps of his shaft, Rachel opened her mouth to reveal the result before the video ended.



I was hard as a rock, of course. I handed Rachel the phone.



“What did you think?” asked Heather. “Well, we can see what you think.” She laughed.



“I can’t imagine your father seeing it,” I said.



“Yeah, it was bad,” said Rachel, putting the phone away. “He’s pretty old school.”



I imagined most fathers, regardless of what school they came from, would find it disturbing.



“We can make one with you, Jack,” said Rachel. “I don’t think Heather would mind.”



Heather giggled. “We could both do it.”



Exactly, where was it I had landed? I was clearly no longer on Earth. The day before I was a sad sack who had lost his wife, suffered through a period of having a purple cock and was forever destined to be unhappy, and now there were two naked women in my bed discussing doing a video of them giving me a blowjob.



I was game.



“What time is it?” asked Heather. “I’m bushed.”



I felt it was I who had been bushed. I looked at the clock, which was actually sitting two feet from Heather.



“It’s after one.”



Rachel yawned. “God, I’m still soaked. I got a little hot there watching Jack watch my video.”



Heather’s hand slipped under the sheet to investigate the accuracy of Rachel’s judgment. This provoked a kiss. Heather’s hand remained occupied.



“Should I get a towel?” I asked.



They both laughed as Heather withdrew her hand. “No,” said Heather. “We were just having a quick visit.” Rachel frowned.



“Are you coming to bed, Jack?” asked Heather.



I looked at the two of them side-by-side. I didn’t know where to plant myself, so I stated the fact.



“I’m not sure where to put myself.”



Rachel smiled. “You should lie next to Heather. I’m a bed hog.”



“She really is,” said Heather. They shifted themselves over to make room for me next to Heather. I climbed in and turned off the light. Heather snuggled into me, and Rachel into Heather, over whom she shifted a leg, which crossed both of us.



Heather gave me a squeeze and kissed my cheek. She took a short breath.



“It’s good to be home, Jack.”






Chapter 12: Bright New Day

SONGBIRDS AND BLOSSOMS



I woke to the racket of fledgling songbirds hungry for their morning worms after a long night of fasting. Heather loved birds and had assured their presence by setting feeders all over the lawn. I’d kept them up in her memory, and perhaps too energetically. There were bird droppings on all the outdoor furniture.



I sat up and noticed the absence of Heather and the presence of Rachel, who had filled the gap left by Heather with herself. She was lying on her tummy with legs scissored open, and this reminded me of Cibie that morning in our tent. I pulled the sheet down, greedily, and felt inspired, but returned the sheet and got out of bed.



Heather was sitting at the kitchen table with the sliding door open to the deck to let in the fresh morning air. She was wearing the shirt I’d removed the night before and looked cute in it. Buttoned only at the bottom, her breasts were flirting through the open bit at the top.



“Good morning,” I said. I kissed the top of her head and she pulled me down for a real kiss.



“Good morning, Jack.”



“Would you like coffee?”



“I’m having tea.”



I made an espresso and joined her at the table. We listened to the birds.



“I’ve missed this,” said Heather.



“Me too.”



“I always liked these quiet mornings together.”



“They weren’t the same after you left.”



“You kept up feeding the birds. I think you may have an infestation going on here.”



I smiled.



“Jack?”



“Yes?”



“Are you happy?”



“I truly am.”



“Me too.”



She grabbed my hand and gave it a squeeze.



“Heather, are you really back now? I mean, you’re coming back?”



“I am, Jack.”



“And you’re not angry anymore?”



“I’ll get there. I know I will. I love you.”



“I love you, too.” I meant it with all my heart.



“That was quite a night, huh?”



“With Rachel? Yes. She’s quite a handful.”



Heather laughed. “She’s been good for me. Like I told you, she’s the one that knew I needed to fix things.”



“Bright girl.”



“She is a bright girl, but she’s had a really tough time. That thing with her ex-boyfriend was brutal. He was physically violent when she tried to break up with him.”



“That’s terrible.”



“It really was. She was so afraid when I met her. That was right after it happened. We were both wounded in a way.”



“I’m sorry, Heather. I really am.”



“Oh, it wasn’t just what happened with us, Jack. I had things to sort out that didn’t involve you. Just stuff. Anyway. Rachel is a real free spirit. She was good for me. She’s strong as hell too and makes me laugh all the time.”



“She seems to know what she wants out of life.”



Heather chuckled. “You can say that again. What did you think of her dirty talk?”



“I admit it took me by surprise. She’s rather young to be saying ‘Fuck your mama’.”



Heather laughed again. “I know! She does that with me, too!”



“So, how does she fit in now that we’re getting back together?”



“She’ll be around, I suppose. You won’t mind, will you?”



I imagined Rachel being part of our lives. I didn’t find it disagreeable, but it would certainly be odd. I decided to keep an open mind.



“She told me in the shower you were fantastic, by the way. I thought you should know.”



“Really? That’s nice to hear.”



“She’s got quite the bush, don’t you think?” Heather grinned. “The first time I saw it, I thought, God, woman, get some scissors already. But then I liked it.”



“I’m still adjusting to the idea of you liking women that way.”



“Me too.”



“What happens next?” I asked.



“Between us?”



“Yes. Between us. Today. Everything, I guess.”



“Let’s spend the weekend like this. I’ve got enough clothes in my bag. Monday I have meetings that’ll tie me up, but I’ll plan on being here at night. I don’t really want to go back to my place. I cried myself to sleep almost every night there.”



“I’m sorry.”



“I know. You don’t need to keep telling me.”



“It’s a reflex.”



“It’s in the past now.”



I felt better. Heather was truly back. The nightmare was over. But there remained some niggling points. What about Steve and Linda? We’re they going to be a part of our lives? Was she planning to still have sex with them? I was afraid to know and eager to know. I wanted her to stop and wanted her not to stop. After a night with Rachel in our bed, I was beginning to look at Linda in a new light. Was I being greedy? Sensible? I didn’t know.



There was no reason not to bring them up. They were a part of this. It was only after the kitchen incident that Heather left.



“What happens with Steve and Linda now?”



“Steve’s always felt horrible about what happened. He’s wanted to talk to you forever.”



“It’s a hard subject to broach, really, when you see another man’s cock in your wife’s throat.”



“I saw your cock in Rachel’s mouth last night. I’m still here. I want you and Rachel to enjoy each other. I plan to enjoy her too, for as long as it works. She’s young. She won’t be around forever.”



“What about Steve and Linda, then? You haven’t really answered. Will you still be seeing them?”



“Not if you don’t want me to, Jack.”



I wasn’t expecting this response and my mood slumped. Why? Shouldn’t I be happy to hear that could be over? Or did I think I was now being gypped as it took Linda off the table? Did I want Heather to continue having sex with Steve?



For reasons which were unclear, I did. I wanted to have sex with Linda too. We’d always gotten along and I had even imagined it, and long before any of our troubles began. How could I convey what I was now feeling? I had painted myself into a corner. I could think of no way out until I did.



“I want you to be happy, Heather. Whatever you want, I want you to have. If that means sleeping with Steve, I want you to continue.”



She smiled, perhaps knowing she’d won the round. She had set me up, in other words. She was a very bright woman.



“You’re going to love Linda, Jack. She’s been dying to sleep with you.”



Lord, I wondered again. How could my life have turned around so suddenly and completely?



“Isn’t it better this way, Jack? Didn’t you like Rachel? Don’t you want to sleep with Linda? Think of it, we can still be married and enjoy other people. This will be our new arrangement. Don’t you agree it’s what we both want?”



I was still afraid to admit it, but she was right. I liked this new arrangement.



We heard the toilet flush upstairs.



“Rachel’s up. She’s quite a pistol in the mornings.”



“How do you mean?”



“She wakes up horny as hell. It’s a thing with her.”



Rachel came down the stairs wearing only her red panties.



“I couldn’t find a robe,” she said, yawning. “Is there coffee?”



“I’ll get you one,” I offered. “Cream or sugar?”



“Both please.” She gave Heather a kiss and sat down. “I used your toothbrush, Jack. I hope you don’t mind.”



“Not at all.” How could I mind after last night? I’d literally drunk a liter of her pussy water.



“Do you have any plans today?” asked Heather, speaking to Rachel.



“Nope, though I told my parents I’d be visiting later. It’s optional. Why? What are you two up to?”



“No plans here,” said Heather. “What are you up for, Jack?”



Seeing Rachel topless at our kitchen table made me think of several options, none of which did not involve Rachel.



“No plans.” I looked at my blank kitchen calendar. I had spoken the truth.



“I’m going to take a walk around the yard,” said Heather. “It’s been a while.”



“I’ll go with you,” said Rachel. Neither one of them wore yard touring attire though I didn’t think the neighbors would mind.



I gave Rachel her coffee and they went out the sliding door. I sat at the kitchen table to watch. Rachel’s toplessness made me feel like a voyeur. She walked around proudly and without an ounce of shame. I wondered what her father was really like.



First generation Iranian? If so, he may really be old school. Seeing a cock in his daughter’s mouth in the old country would have been a cause for a stoning to death in a public square. Was her mother as beautiful as she was? I’d always felt dark Persian women were quite extraordinary. Though I wasn’t a fan of heavy makeup, they really did up their eyes wonderfully.



And Rachel’s dark nipples, not black but dark compared to Heathers, were a delight. I haven’t expected to be so fond of dark nipples and now I was. Their little goosebumps really stood out.



The peach-fuzz around her breasts and body generally were also dark, and I wouldn’t have thought it so appealing. Rachel’s naturalness—her non-Westernized body, her furry bush—was fascinating. Unlike most pale American women, she was entirely comfortable in her own skin.



Heather kept herself trimmed rather close, and I now hoped she would reconsider. Or should she go the other way? I considered this simply for the novelty of it.



Novelty couldn’t be overestimated. The novelty of having Rachel in my bed, in Heather’s bed too, would be viewed as heretical by most. A married couple, or an essentially married one such as Heather and myself, shouldn’t be allowed such delights because somewhere it was said it was wrong. Who decided that? Certainly not our maker as he or she equipped us so astonishingly well to do otherwise—to enjoy the fruits and bounties of eroticism. In a single night, I’d drunk more of a woman’s fine liquor than most men swallow in a lifetime. Rachel’s musky waters were now circulating through my veins. She was now a part of me.



Heather pointed out a shrub we’d planted less than two years before that was now flowering. Rachel bent to sniff one of the blossoms and Heather stroked her back. When Rachel stood they kissed and Heather’s arms went around her neck. In one hand were flowers she’d already picked, most likely headed to a vase. They had a good laugh about something, and it delighted me to see this.



I remembered digging the hole so we could plant the shrub Rachel had just sampled with her nostrils. It was a hot day in a string of hot, sun-bleached days. Heather was wearing a tank top smeared with dirt from our plantings. As I unwrapped the burlap from the root ball, she drank from the hose. As I was sweaty, she thought she would do me a good turn and sprayed me. I jumped like a girl and she laughed.



After we finished in the yard we came in to shower. I remembered kissing her as the water streamed over us. We climbed into bed after the shower and made love, but simple, straightforward love, missionary style. I didn’t think life could be any better.



Several days later I flew to Indonesia.






Chapter 13: Afternoon Delights

LIFE IN THE SLOW LANE



“What are those?” I asked. “I can never remember.” Heather was at the sink cutting stems from pretty orange flowers.



“Alstroemeria,” she said. “Remember when we planted them in the flower bed? These are the only ones that really took off. Someone forgot to water the garden, I guess.”



“Sorry.”



“It’ll all come back.”



Rachel stood at the stove stirring eggs, which was unnecessary as we had planned on having omelets, though I also like scrambled eggs. As long as she remained topless she could do anything she wanted.



We ate breakfast and lingered after at the kitchen table. Rachel, unprovoked to do so, told us about her teen years and sexploits with boys. She admitted to being a real tease, and I was sure she hadn’t had to try very hard.



“After I read Henry Miller and Anaïs Nin, I knew I was going to like sex. I was fourteen. Then I saw Georgia O’Keeffe’s paintings of flowers that looked like vaginas, and I knew I would love women too.”



“That’s quite young to be reading those books and thinking those things.” I didn’t get to Henry Miller until college.



“Girls grow up faster, Jack,” said Heather. “It’s normal for them. We used to be married off at that age to old men with saggy balls.”



“I put O’Keeffe’s Grey Lines with Black, Blue and Yellow on my wall. My Dad had no idea it was a twat.” Rachel laughed.



“Rachel’s upbringing was very strict, Jack. Her parents wouldn’t even let her use Tampons.”



“I’m not sure Rachel wanted you to share that,” I said.



“It’s okay,” said Rachel. “I had to shoplift the tampons, and had to fake using the sanitary napkins.”



Jesus, I thought. This was too much information, but I was fascinated nonetheless.



“My mother had to show me how to use them,” said Heather. “She actually put the first one in.”



“That’s good to know,” I said. “Thanks”



“Tell Jack about your first time with a woman, Rachel.”



“Really, I don’t need to know this stuff.”



“You said you didn’t have any plans,” said Heather. “We may as well tell stories. I find this stuff interesting, don’t you?”



“I won’t say it’s not, but I feel kind of creepy listening.”



“We won’t tell anyone. Go on, Rachel, tell him.”



“I was in college and my professor, a woman, liked a paper I did on Rousseau. She said I really understood his opposition to Hobbes and how we were really savages in nice clothes after all.”



“Pretty heady stuff. I recall those arguments,” I said. I wished I hadn’t, as when it came out of my mouth it felt like I was preening.



“So, we were talking in her office and she just said, out of the blue, how pretty I was, and how I would be wasted on most men. She was pretty too, so she knew. She came over and kissed me and then laid her hand over my crotch and fondled me. It was like getting hit with a brick.



“I let her take off my jeans and panties, and she had me sit on her desk. I had cut myself shaving and she saw the wounds and said I was never to do that again, saying I was beautiful as God made me.



“To be honest, I was really glad to hear it. Persian women are famous for growing hair.” She laughed at that. “I mean, they’re always waxing and plucking. My mother is always fussing with her body hair. So, I never shaved again.”



That was fascinating and explained the heavy bush. I’d have to send her professor a thank-you note.



“We saw each other for over a year,” Rachel continued. “She was the first woman to go down on me. Only two other women have.”



“I feel so special,” said Heather, smiling.



“I do pluck my eyebrows, though,” said Rachel. “Fortunately, I didn’t get my mother’s mustache.” She smiled to accent the fact.



“The stuff you woman have to do,” I said, whimsically.



“We don’t have to do anything,” said Heather. “Anyway, you shave your balls.”



“Do you want me to stop?”



“God, no,” said Heather. Rachel agreed.



“I’m glad we got all that cleared up,” I said.



“You’ve got nice balls, Jack,” said Rachel, matter of factly.



“Thanks.”



I had yet to acclimate to Rachel’s toplessness. My cock had been leaking all through breakfast but I ignored it. In the present company, it was to be expected.



Heather said she was ready to shower and invited us to join her. Rachel declined, saying she would do the dishes. When we got upstairs, I saw Rachel’s phone lying on the bed. I picked it up so I could straighten the sheets and the video I’d seen the night before flickered to life. I showed it to Heather.



“I know what that means,” she said. She pulled down the top sheet to reveal a big circle of Rachel’s pussy water drying on the bottom sheet. Heather laughed. “I told you she wakes up horny.”



“You mean she masturbated?”



Heather gave me a duh look. “She masturbates to her videos. I’ll show you.” She clicked around and handed me the phone. “That’s her going down on me.” Rachel’s large eyes were unmistakable as they beamed into the phone’s camera, and I could recognize Heather’s trimmed pubic hair.



She took the phone back and scrolled. “And here’s me going down on her.”



She wasn’t lying.



“Aren’t you afraid these will get out somehow?” It seemed like a reasonable question.



“Not really. Who cares? Have you been on the internet lately? I don’t think anyone would notice.” She laughed. “Come on. Let’s go wash your balled balls.”



“It’s fun, isn’t it?” said Heather, as we stood in the shower. “Don’t you like being so open about sex? I do.”



I was still adjusting to having Heather back in my life. It had a surreal quality, like a dream. She had shaved her upper inner thighs and was now giving my balls a touch-up. Thought she was being delicate, my face pre-winced at the possibility of a nick.



“It is nice, but I’m still digesting everything. Rachel kind of slipped in under the radar. First, we were getting things sorted out, and then there she was, and an hour later we were all on our sofa fooling around.”



“It did come in kind of a rush. But it’s okay though, isn’t it?”



“It’s fine. I’m glad she’s here. I’m glad you’re here.”



She paused the shaving to give me a kiss.



“Good.”



We dried off and went into the bedroom.



“Do you mind if we just let this air out?” She was nodding to the sheets. She’s just going to soak it again.”



“No, I don’t mind.”



Heather pulled the top sheet to the foot of the bed and smoothed out the bottom sheet. “Doesn’t she have… Actually, I’m not sure how to phrase this. Doesn’t she smell intoxicating?”



“You mean her…”



“Pussy.”



“I did notice that, yes.”



Heather smiled. “You like mine too, right?”



“Of course. Yours is the best.” She grinned and gave me a kiss after which she went to the door to yell down to Rachel.



“Rachel, how many times have I told you to put down a towel before you beat off?”



“Sorry!” yelled back Rachel.



“See, isn’t this fun?” asked Heather, not needing an answer. “I’m going to be a great mom.”



“Anytime you’re ready.”



She gave me a hug. “Soon, maybe?”



Rachel entered before I could respond.



“Are you two having a moment?” she asked. “I thought I would get cleaned up too.”



“We were just discussing your beating off in our bed, young lady.” Heather was enjoying herself.



“I said I was sorry. You guys left me all alone. What else was I going to do?” She smiled and set her bag on a chair. “Are we just hanging out?”



“You’re staying for sure?”



“If it’s okay. I’m not in the mood to see my parents. I’d rather mess around with you guys.”



“Great,” said Heather. “Then we’ll just hang out and mess around.”



Rachel rummaged through her bag, pulled out a fresh pair of underwear and bra, and what looked like yoga pants and a small top. She pulled off her panties, put them in a pocket in her bag and went into the bath. With that show over, I turned to Heather.



“So, what do you want to do?”



“Let show Rachel the gold mines.”



“A hike then. Okay. It’s a good day for it.” Behind our house and across a broad field was a hilly forest. In it were several abandoned gold mines and a nice creek that would be running high this time of year.



Rachel, who had put her hair up to keep it from getting wet, popped out after her shower and asked if I had a hairdryer. I told her to look under the vanity.



“She blow dries her pubes,” said Heather, who was now sitting on the bed slipping into her tennis shoes. Her hair was wet and combed straight back. It always dried beautifully naturally.



After drying her crotch, Rachel emerged naked from the bathroom and slowly got dressed. There was no reason for me to be standing there watching her, but I watched anyway. Heather, noting my arrested state, told me to take a picture and laughed. If I’d had my phone, I would have.



∞∞∞

“This is so pretty,” said Rachel, once we’d crossed into the woods. It was a pleasant day with high pressure dominating, meaning the sky had a crystalline quality with a few puffy clouds here and there. Heather was wearing shorts and the sight of her strong, athletic legs reminded me of her natural athleticism.



Rachel’s yoga pants fit her like a second skin. We followed the trail for some distance before coming to a gold mine. It had been boarded up, but vandals had challenged the seal’s sound-worthiness by breaking most of it in. I’d brought along a flashlight so Rachel could see into it. It was a strong flashlight and really lit up the mine for some distance. It looked spooky.



“Can we go in?” asked Rachel.



“It’s not safe.”



“Look,” she said, pointing. Someone had left pornographic magazines inside. “I wonder it he’s still in there, masturbating somewhere.”



“Rachel,” said Heather. “You should go in and look for him. Maybe he needs a hand.” She laughed.



Rachel viewed this as a challenge and stepped into the mine. She went in far enough to retrieve a magazine and returned.



“It’s a Penthouse.” She perused the cover. “It’s from January 1973.” She looked through it. “Look at this one.”



It was a picture of a blonde woman with a very full bush.



“See, I was born at the wrong time.” She flipped through more of the pages and showed us, again and again, pictures of women with very natural pubic hair.



I reviewed the cover, which looked prim compared to what was on the internet. There was an article on swinging. I turned to it. They didn’t make it look very appetizing. I flipped through and found a woman with a severely swept back hairstyle sitting naked in a white wicker chair. Aside from the color, her pubic situation looked much like Rachel’s.



“Does she remind you of anyone?” I asked Heather. She chuckled.



“Kind of. What do you think, Rachel?”



She looked at it, then looked at it again.



“She’s like me.” Rachel pushed her yoga pants and undies down and held the magazine to her side so we could compare.



Heather laughed. “That’s you all right.”



Rachel handed me the magazine so she could fix her clothes. Once done, she took it back. “I’m going to keep it.”



“Aren’t nature walks fun?” said Heather.



“Most people come home with leaves for pressing or interesting pine cones,” I said.



“Or if you’re Rachel, you collect bushes.”



We walked up and over the next hill. It wasn’t much of a climb but did make us notice the heat. At the bottom was the creek running clear and wide, possibly fifteen feet across. We laid in the soft pine needles beside it for a riparian respite.



Rachel, preoccupied with Seventies bushes and other esoterica of a vintage erotic magazine, read us a few of the fake letters to the editor.



“They don’t make sex sound so nice, do they?” she said, after a long letter about a college coed. “How could she be such an idiot and not know it wasn’t her boyfriend? Were women stupid back then?”



The letter was an account of a college coed being duped into sleeping with her boyfriend’s brother. It was a setup, but it had turned her on.



“Those were all written by men, Rachel,” said Heather. “There’s no reality to them. It’s just men’s fantasies.”



“What if I set you up, Heather?” I asked.



“You don’t have a brother.”



“It could be anybody, just not me. You’d go to bed and I’d send up a standin to ravish you, then I would pop-in and stand by you as you two got it on.”



“That’s kind of happened, hasn’t it?” she said, rather observantly.



“I didn’t set that up.”



“Still, you caught me with another man. For me, that was my experience.”



“What are you guys talking about?” asked Rachel.



“When Jack caught me in the kitchen with a friend,” said Heather. “Remember? I told you about that last night.”



“With his penis in her mouth,” I added, for the sake of drawing a complete picture.



“Oh, right,” said Rachel.



“The question is, did it turn you on, Heather?”



“It’s really not the same as the letter but yes, later, it turned me on to think about getting caught.”



There wasn’t anywhere to go with this admission, but it was interesting. The idea of Heather making love to another man thinking it was me was not void of interest.



Rachel went to the creek, removed her top and bra, and splash water on her face, breasts, and underarms. An owl hooted in the distance and there was a scurrying in the bush nearby. Heather was lying on the pine needles looking through branches at the bright sky. Had I been an artist, I would have taken out my brushes.



“The thing is,” said Heather. “We all like sex and we all like variety, but not random variety. We’re picky.”



“It would be dangerous not to be picky,” I said.



“Monogamy is a lie,” offered Rachel, now standing in the creek with her yoga pants rolled up to her knee. She crouched to study something. “There’s crayfish in here.”



“It’s where they live,” I said. “Why do you say monogamy is a lie?”



She moved to another spot in the creek. “Well, not a lie. I mean, it’s a real thing. I just don’t think it’s realistic. Look at you two.”



She had a point.



“That girl you slept with,” Rachel continued. “Was she Asian?”



I looked at Heather, who was smiling. “She was half French, half Indonesian, but she looked European. Why?”



“No reason.”



“Okay.”



“It’s just that when I’ve seen naked Asian women, they had straight pubic hair. Did she have straight pubic hair?”



It made me smile to think Rachel always had pubic hair on her mind.



“You can answer, Jack,” said Heather. “I’m sure you saw it. It probably tickled your nose too.”



“She had normal pubic hair, much like yours, in fact. She was very natural.”



“That’s probably the French side.”



“It could be,” I said.



“French women are supposed to be exotic.”



“You’re thinking of Anaïs Nin, Rachel,” said Heather. “Her parents were Cuban.”



“Really? Hispanics have a lot of hair too.”



Heather looked at me and smiled. “Come over here, Jack. You’re so far away.”



I was leaning against a tree. I got up and went to lay next to Heather on the pine needles.



“Look at the sky. It’s beautiful.”



It was. There were a few cumulus clouds now dotting the skyscape. One looked like Santa Claus.



I leaned over and kissed her.



“I love this spot. We used to come here a lot.”



“We’re here now.”



She now kissed me. “Our nightmare really is over, isn’t it?”



“I hope so.”



“Feel me,” she said. “Feel my breasts.” She pulled off her top. I felt her breasts and she smiled. “They’ve missed you so much.”



We heard Rachel sloshing around in the creek, and the owl hooting and more scurrying in the bush. The slight breeze meant the treetops were chafing and sending down the random pine needle or pine cone.



“Think of this,” said Heather. “If we played that game like in the letter, and I sent up a strange woman to you in bed, would you know it wasn’t me?”



“I’m pretty sure I’d know right away. That’s why the letter sounded so phony.”



“Even if there were no lights?” she asked.



“When you feel a cock inside you, don’t you know whether it’s familiar to you or not?”



“I guess I would. Maybe not always. If I was drunk, I might not notice. What if they were the same in every way?”



I thought about it. “You mean, you might not know it wasn’t me.”



“It’s possible.”



Why did this thought arouse me?



“What if the lights were out, and you knew it would be either Steve or me, but you wouldn’t know which of us would make love to you, and then one of us did?”



“I’d know right away. I told you, Steve has a bendy cock.”



I felt a sting from that comment. It was an old habit, I guessed. It actually excited me she knew what his cock felt like inside her.



“How does that work?” I asked.



“What do you mean?”



“A bendy cock.”



“When he’s thrusting, I feel it hitting the side of me inside. He kinda misses where I want him to be.”



That gave me another small sting. “That’s bad luck.”



She laughed. “He makes up for it okay.”



That stung me yet again. I couldn’t deny it.



“You’re not playing with my tits,” she said. “I told you they missed you.”



I played with them and pulled down one side of her bra to sample her nipple.



“Hmm,” she moaned. She drew her fingers through my hair.



“Let’s make love.”



“Right here?”



“We’ve done it before.”



“What about Rachel?”



Heather lifted her head. “Look. She’s naked now.”



Rachel had moved well down the creek and was indeed naked.



“She’s such a free spirit,” said Heather.



“What does that make you? You’ve just asked me to make love to you in a forest.”



“Okay.” She lifted her bum and removed her shorts and panties. “Ouch. The pine needles are prickly. You’re on bottom!” She stood and I removed my shorts and underwear. Once that was accomplished, she slowly lowered herself onto my cock.



She made her eyes comically wide open.



“There’s my little buddy!” She chuckled. “Ooh, you feel so nice!” She rolled her pelvis.



I pulled down her bra and felt her freed breasts.



“Hmm,” she moaned again. “This won’t take long, Jack.”



I lifted into her.



“Oh, yeah… Oh, Jack…” she looked in Rachel’s direction and then back at me. “Fuck your Mama good, you hear?” She laughed at that and ground into me even harder. “Oh, your Mama likes it, Jack!” She laughed again.



We fell into a nice rhythm and took our time, letting things build slowly. At least, that’s what I thought we were doing, but after five minutes Heather reached her tipping point.



“Oh fuck, Jack. For real now… OH, OH, OH, OH YES!!! OH, JACK!!! YES! YES! YES!!! She sucked me into her orgasm like an industrial vacuum. I got lost in it. I rolled her to the ground so I could thrust properly and she wailed. “OH FUCK YES!!!”



I utterly depleted myself. I gave her every last ounce of my energy. After panting into her neck for a good minute, I lifted myself up on my arms and stared into her eyes. She was smiling like she was the happiest woman on Earth.



“You fucked yo mama good!” She broke out laughing and squeezed me back into her, then gave me a loud kiss and laughed more. I rolled to her side and looked at the sky. A moment later Rachel came into frame, still naked, to show us something.



“I think it’s gold,” she said. She was otherwise oblivious to what had just gone on here. I sat up and looked in her palm. It looked like gold, and it was a good sized nugget.



Heather sat up and looked at it too. “If it’s pure, it should be malleable. Let me see it.” She put it in her mouth and bit down using her back teeth, then took it out. “I think it might be gold, look.” There was a bite mark.



“You two have fun?” asked Rachel. “It sounded like it.” She smiled.



Heather grinned and stood. She had pine needles stuck all over her. We went to the stream to rinse off, and Rachel joined us.



“Where did you find the gold?” I asked. She pointed down the creek and we started walking. The creek bottom was sandy with pebbles here and there. I walked behind them and felt I must have slipped back into Heaven. Their both had fine, muscular bottoms.



Rachel reached the spot where she’d found the gold. There was a pile of pebbles in the creek’s center that must have been drawn up during the last heavy rainfall. We crouched and scooped sand and let the current draw away the clouds of muck.



“I think I found one,” said Heather. We looked at it.



“I think that’s a score,” I said. Rachel compared it to hers. They were about the same size.



This encouraged us to continue. Thirty minutes later we had a tiny handful of nuggets. We were all naked, but had quite forgotten about the fact until we heard a dog bark and someone hollering after it.



Heather’s eyes once again headed for their widest setting as we splashed through the creek back to our clothes. Rachel was just pulling up her yoga pants as the dog bounded in happy as could be. Heather, who loved dogs, took an immediate shine to it.



A moment later a young teen couple appeared.



“Here, Thor! Come here, boy!”



The dog claimed its owner and kneeled beside him.



“Hi,” said Rachel, then everyone said hello.



“Is this your spot?” asked Heather. “We were just leaving.”



Being teens and most likely under the duress of their hormones, they weren’t very talkative. We left them in peace and headed home.



“That was so much fun!” declared Rachel, once we were back in our kitchen. Heather and Rachel were spreading out our treasure on a white kitchen towel. I handed them my kitchen scale.



“It’s shy of thirty grams,” said Heather. “Is that a lot?”



I checked gold prices on my phone. “This can’t be right. Weigh it again.”



“Twenty-nine grams.”



“That’s about $1100 worth of gold.”



“Jesus,” said Rachel. “That’s a lot. Persians are crazy for gold. My mother hoards it. We just picked it up out of a stream.”



“We should celebrate,” said Heather. It was the weekend. Why not celebrate?



“I’m afraid I don’t have any champagne,” I said.



“We haven’t talked about dinner,” said Heather. “We ought to live it up, don’t you think?”



“We could go out.”



“Yeah, let’s go out,” said Rachel. “What time is it?”



Why neither of them knew how to look at the wall or nightstand clock I didn’t know.



“It’s a little before three.”



Rachel yawned. “Nap time!”



That sounded like a good idea. The exertions of the night before and the hike had given me that pleasant type of fatigue where you felt you’d earned it. My usual nap spot was on the sofa, to which I headed, but Heather had other ideas for me.



“Jack, we can all nap together. Don’t worry. We’ll leave you alone. It’ll be fun. Plus, we’ll miss you if you don’t join us.”



She sounded sincere enough. I was frankly in need of regeneration on several fronts. The women began removing their clothes as we climbed the stairs. They went into the bathroom to share the joys of watching each other pee. I was happy this hadn’t caught on for the male half of the species.



I removed my clothes and got into the bed after closing the curtains. Fortunately, the pussy water situation had evaporated. I was on my usual side of the bed when Heather and Rachel joined me. There was a little whispering between them but they were soon quiet. Heather cuddled into my back and kissed my neck, and soon her breathing was steady in my ear. I fell asleep dreaming of naked nymphs in dark forests bathing in a stream.






Chapter 14: Mending Bridges

GETTING FULLY WITH THE PROGRAM



Heather suggested we dine at her favorite local French restaurant, which was on the hoity-toity side. Neither she nor Rachel had packed quite the right clothes, not that it mattered much in these times when no tier existed above the strictly casual. Rachel had packed a nice jacket to wear over her tight, black top. It had a Persian flavor to it, or at least that’s what its paisley design encouraged me to think. Heather had packed a sleek sheath dress that fit her like a glove and featured a healthy dose of heaving bosom.



I was proud to be seen with both of them.



We were seated at a nice corner table lit by generous candlelight. Our waiter was prompt with our wine, which we sipped while examining the menus.



The meal was also promptly served, which was uncharacteristic of French dining, where they generally made sure you had time to starve between courses. Throughout the meal, Rachel and Heather bent their ears to each other and whispered. I hoped it meant they were scheming about their later plans to ravage me in bed, not that I needed any more ravaging. After finishing our dessert and sipping the last of our second bottle of wine, Heather’s eyes brightened as she looked over my shoulder. I didn’t bother to look.



“Let’s go to the bar,” she said. “I’d like to have a nightcap before we go.”



Rachel agreed it was a good idea. We were all three in bright spirits. It had been a fine day. Heather and I were back together. It was still dawning on me that we hadn’t actually been divorced. It was true I wasn’t good with paperwork. Heather had always handled it for us, and I never adjusted to her absence on that front or any of the other fronts for that matter. It never occurred to me that I’d never received summary paperwork confirming our divorce. As I had filed my taxes as a single head of the household, I was bound to have difficulties there but wasn’t worried about it.



The women went to the restroom while I waited for the bill. It came and went and came back for a signature. Heather and Rachel arrived as the waiter came to pick it up. I followed them into the bar which had a dark-wood atmosphere with low lighting. We found a booth in the back with a reserved card in a metal stand.



“It’s taken,” I said.



“It’s okay, Jack. We can sit. It was a U-shape banquette with a tufted back draped in burgundy leather. This assured it would squeak or otherwise make sounds rude in nature as we sat. The waiter came right over.



“Let’s get Rémy Martin all around,” suggested Heather. I agreed, and the waiter asked to see Rachel’s ID. This both flattered me and made me feel like a creep for robbing the cradle which I surely hadn’t. If Rachel’s ID didn’t convince someone she was of age, her sailor’s mouth would.



The drinks arrived and we toasted. Once again, Heather’s eyes brightened at the sight of something over my shoulder. This time I looked and saw Steve and Linda heading to our table. I felt a prick of panic before fully taking in the sight of Linda, who looked wonderfully sexy in a tight black dress with cleavage rivaling Heather’s outfit.



Still, shock remained foremost. I looked at Heather, who looked apprehensive while also offering me an expression telling me to relax. How she accomplished this I didn’t know.



“Hi there, Jack,” said Linda. She bent to kiss my cheek. As she did so, she gave me a double-barreled dose of inspiration. Her breasts looked terrific.



I stood to give her a hug. It had been a long time.



Steve extended a hand and I shook it.



“Hello, Jack. I’m sorry it’s been so long.”



“Time flies,” I said in response.



I introduced Rachel who greeted them warmly.



Steve smiled as he turned back to me. “We’re happy you and Heather are back together.”



I nodded and sat, moving closer to Rachel to make room for them. Linda sat next to me, and Steve next to her.



It was awkward all around.



Heather, the true adult in our relationship, was never shy about anything. After the waiter served Steve and Linda their drinks, she took the floor.



“Jack, I invited Steve and Linda to join us.”



“I got that impression.”



“They’re only here because they love you. We all used to be such good friends, and there’s no reason we can’t continue to be. We all know what happened. I told them while you were napping about Indonesia. They’re up to speed. They understand everything.”



I felt ashamed for them knowing about my affair, which is what I assumed Heather told them about. It was the only way to explain my later shortcomings.



“I’m with you,” I said. “I understand.”



“So,” she continued. “That’s that, I guess. It’s up to you now, Jack. You know how I feel.”



Linda’s hand fell on my forearm. “Jack, we do understand. What you did was noble in a way. You feared you’d give Heather a horrible tropical disease or something. I’m so happy it was nothing.”



“Jack’s purple dick?” asked Rachel. “Is that what she’s talking about?”



Heather nearly spit Rémy Martin over the table as Linda stifled a snort. Steve smiled. I guessed they knew everything, even about my purple dick. I remembered how horrified I’d been standing in an airplane’s toilet looking at my cock turn purple. It wasn’t really purple. It was just heading that way along the color spectrum. It was more of a reddish purple. Whatever the color, it had been unnatural.



All eyes were looking at me. I had no escape. I couldn’t deny my cock had turned an unnatural color, especially in the poor lighting of an airplane toilet, or that everything else everyone now knew wasn’t the truth.



And here we were sitting about a year later having a laugh about it. That discoloration had destroyed a marriage, which is no laughing matter, until it is, once the polls are closed and you’ve examined all the facts.



I smiled, and this sent a wave of relief around the table. Linda laughed openly, which provoked Heather. Rachel wasn’t so moved, probably thinking we’d all been silly, plus she knew from reading Rousseau that were all just savages wearing nice clothes. Steve didn’t laugh but did look amused. I wasn’t sure by what.



After a moment of quiet Steve felt it appropriate to add to the conversation.



“Well, Jack. At least your ass hasn’t been branded for life.”



This caused both Linda and Heather to guffaw rather seriously.



“You really need to see it, Jack,” said Linda. “It looks like someone drew red circles around his butt cheeks.”



“I know!” said Heather.



Rachel bent to my ear. “You’re doing well, Jack. Relax now.” She kissed my cheek as her hand roamed my lap. Linda’s bare shoulder rubbed my side. I felt pinned in but in a most delightful way.



“Well, Jack,” said Heather. “Do you have anything to say to us?”



I looked around the table. All the faces were friendly, and three of them quite beautiful. I didn’t begrudge any of them anything. Certainly not Rachel, who had offered Heather succor in her time of need. I understood Heather’s affairs. I had no qualms with Linda, who drew Heather into a threesome with her husband. Steve was a red-blooded male, and I knew how that worked. In his eyes, I’d abandoned my wife and my husbandly duties, which is how they would have referred to them in other times.



I had to man up and accept that I was the eye of the storm that had blown through all of their lives.



“Well, I said. “I think we should get a few more bottles of this stuff and get very drunk tonight.”



“Here here!” said Linda. Heather concurred, as did Steve, and Rachel squeezed my thigh and paid my cock a quick visit. We all smiled and laughed, and Linda kissed my cheek in an earnest way and gave me a hug.



“Sorry about your ass,” I said, looking at Steve.



“Let’s say we’re even?”



“Even Steven.” We shook hands across the table. This inspired Linda to give my cheek another kiss. Her eyes were beaming. Rachel’s hand continued to play in my lap.



“A toast to us!” said Heather. We all drank. A bottle of Rémy arrived and Steve refilled our snifters. It was an expensive way to get drunk, but our gold haul would cover it.



We soon became one of those tables in a bar that drew stares for the good time we were having. All the heaviness of the past had lifted. I was happy to have mended the bridge between Steve and me. I’d always liked him. We weren’t so different, both being successful entrepreneurs, and we always had much to discuss.



The attractive heat emanating from Linda along my left flank couldn’t be denied. Her legs kept brushing mine, and each time they met, I felt an electric current. Feeling her knee linger against my thigh meant something. It was like a frontier scout probing the territory to see if it was friendly or hostile. My cock was already on alert thanks to Rachel’s probing. The more I felt Linda’s heat, the more I wanted Rachel and Linda’s hands to have a meet and greet over my lap. Wouldn’t that be something?



We emptied the bottle in no time and Heather suggested we retreat to one of our homes and carry on there. Was this a signal to Linda and Steve to express her hopes and dreams? I played with the idea, wondering if a retreat to their house meant one thing, and to ours meant another thing. Or, they could say they’d had enough for one night and make their excuses. That would, of course, mean something entirely conclusive. We would not be sharing our beds that night, and this possibility sunk my mood.



With the fences mended, I’d already begun imagining Steve and Heather making love and felt eager to see this.



Why?



Hadn’t I had enough change in my life over the past twenty-four hours? Why did I want to add to the pile? I already knew Rachel was in the picture as she planned to stay the night with us. Her touchy-feely behavior beside me in the bar was signal enough that we would get together later. Did I want to share her too? Did I want to watch her go down on Steve?



My mind was not operating at full capacity due to the Rémy consumption and the wine before it. I viewed all the above as promising prospects. Yes, I wanted to watch Rachel making love to Steve, Linda, and Heather. I wanted Rachel and Linda to make love to me. There was no mixing and matching between us that didn’t appeal aside from me with Steve. That would never happen.



At this point in my rumination the hoped for but unexpected happened. Linda’s hand joined Rachel’s in my lap. There was a telltale moment when their fingers discovered each other in the form of a lapse of activity. Rachel had been playing with the peak of my erection, twirling it between her fingers, when Linda’s hand, while searching for the prize, discovered Rachel’s hand already squatting over my cock. Once they fully assimilated the situation, their hands worked in concert, and a moment later the two of them leaned over me to offer each other a kiss, after which they giggled like schoolchildren. I assumed telepathy was at play here. What else could it have been that told them they could kiss? They’d just met.



After the kiss, their hands played nicely together in my lap. I got the impression Steve and Linda would not be making their excuses to retreat alone to their home.



Heather, now aware of the pleasant turmoil in my lap, offered a smile and a knowing nod. She rose and moved across the banquette to Steve’s side and whispered something in his ear. He smiled and nodded his head.



“Hey, everybody,” Heather said. “We’re going back to our place!” She went to pay our bill and was back in a flash, eager to move on.



“Let’s go!”






Chapter 15: Long Day’s Night

WHATEVER THREE CAN DO, FIVE CAN DO BETTER


I wasn’t sure what I expected, but when we got to our place, it felt like any other evening when couples, after a meal out, retreated to one or the other’s house for a nightcap. We congregated around the kitchen island while I made drinks, chatted over each other, and coyly flirted for humorous effect.



In other words, we didn’t step into the foyer and rip each other’s clothes off. I wasn’t disappointed. As mentioned, I didn’t know what to expect.



Heather stayed by me, put her arm around my waist, found cause to kiss my cheek, make a joke, laugh and generally enjoy herself. Rachel mingled, though she seemed to favor Linda, and for obvious reasons. She looked fetching in her black dress. Her boobs were quite evident, but in a tasteful, womanly way, and her complexion beamed health. She was a natural blonde of the Scandinavian variety, with blue eyes to complete the look. She was also naturally cheerful but not perky.



Steve remained by her side, more or less, but also had a long conversation with Rachel, who had removed her Persian jacket and stood in her tight, black top which revealed shadows from her nipples. If I had a fetish for anything, it was for nipple shadows.



After a half hour, I retreated to the living room with Heather and Linda. I sat on the sofa and Heather scrunched into me. Linda took my other side and also leaned in intimately. She kicked off her shoes, and I found this maneuver slightly suggestive. I wasn’t a foot man, but she did have lovely feet.



She gave me a one-sided hug. “I’m so happy you’re back, Jack. Oh, that rhymed!” She chuckled. “So is Heather.” She smiled at Heather, who nodded. Linda’s hand then stroked my chest, but only to emphasize her happiness.



“I’m happy too,” I said. I took a drink.



“I’m so sorry you had a bad time in Indonesia,” said Linda. Perhaps she had not quite put the two-and-two together on that score. I’d had a terrific time in Indonesia, which was the reason for my problems following Indonesia.



Heather laughed at Linda’s comment, but not in an evil, contrived way. She found it genuinely funny that Linda hadn’t quite gotten the full gist of that situation.



“Everything’s okay now, right?” Linda asked.



“Linda,” said Heather. “Jack is fine. There was never anything wrong with his cock other than a rash.”



“Psoriasis,” I offered, to clear up the matter. Heather moved a hand over my cock to indicate it was once again safe territory.



“He’s good to go,” she said. “Aren’t you, Jack?”



I nodded and smiled.



Linda kissed my cheek again. “I’m so happy to hear it.” She winked at Heather, whose fingers now manipulated my erection before moving to my thigh.



“Steve had an affair early in our marriage,” said Linda. “It almost ended it too.”



“You can tell him your story while I refresh our drinks,” said Heather. She collected our glasses and retreated to the kitchen.



“I’m sorry to hear it,” I said, speaking to Linda about her husband’s affair.



“It worked out for the best. Do you want to hear the story?”



“If you’d like to tell me, sure.”



“Steve had come home late from work and was a little funny. We’d been married about three years. I grilled him and he just blurted it out. He said he had slept with someone.”



“That must have hurt.”



“I hit him with a frying pan, like they do in cartoons.”



“Wow. He got the message then.”



“Right. But I kept grilling him until he told me who she was. It was the woman who managed his account at Channel 9, where he did a lot of advertising.”



“Did it help to know?”



“Oh, yeah. I went to her house right after Steve told me where she lived. She was married too. So I pounded on the door and found she was alone. Her husband was out of town. I barged in and started yelling. I kicked over a lamp—I mean, I went real psycho on the bitch.”



“I can’t imagine you behaving that way.”



“I know… So we got in a physical fight and landed on the floor. I slugged her in the face with my fist. I’m telling you, Jack. I really went at her. And then something popped. I looked at her and her eyes changed. I saw how pretty she was. And the strangest thing happened. She pulled me down and we kissed. It was a mad, crazy kiss. My tongue took on a mind of its own. I was all over her.



“Then our clothes flew off. I’d never kissed another woman before, not like that, and now I was kissing her tits and licking them, and she was on mine, and then her hand went into my panties and, oh my God. I loved it!”



“Jesus.”



“So we made love right on the floor. She went down on me and my head exploded. I’d never, ever wanted a woman to do that, and now she was down there and I was loving it. She made me come twice, right in her mouth!”



My cock had a clear picture of the whole scene. Linda was driving me mad with desires I didn’t think possible.



“So then I went down on her. She came like a maniac. And I could taste Steve had already, you know, been there too. I tasted him there. When my tongue landed on her for the first time, there was no going back, really. Right then, I was a woman who had gone down on another woman. And I loved it, Jack. I really did.”



“Wow. I don’t know what to say, Linda. That’s all so…”



“Hot! It was the hottest sex I’d ever had up to that point.”



“It’s almost too much to imagine,” I said, which was a lie. I was imagining all of it and in extremely fine detail.



“I know, but that’s how I discovered I liked women too. Crazy, isn’t it?”



“What’s crazy?” asked Heather, now handing us our drinks.



“I told Jack about Karen.”



“Oh, right. It’s quite a story.” Heather sat as before, scrunched into me.



“Where’s the woman now,” I asked.



“Karen? She lives in Dallas now. We’re friends on Facebook.”



Crazy world, I thought.



“I wasn’t with another woman until Heather and I got together. I have pictures of Karen on my phone. I’ll show you later.”



“You’d better not, Linda. Jack might run off to Dallas.”



Linda laughed. “I know. She’s pretty hot.”



“You’re both pretty hot,” I said. I meant it.



“Aw, you’re so sweet,” said Linda, sincerely.



Heather’s fingers moved to my zipper, which caused me to gasp a little as I wasn’t expecting it. The three of us watched her efforts. It was not a single-handed maneuver, so Linda lent a hand, holding the top of my trousers fixed. My zipper came down and Heather spread the opening. The bulge was rather apparent, and Linda felt it. My entire body responded filled with anticipation, and I felt a tingling sensation all over.



Was the evening taking a turn?



As Linda’s hand massaged my bulge Rachel and Steve joined us from the kitchen. I expected Linda to withdraw her hand, but it remained pleasantly occupied where it was.



“Hey, guys,” said Heather. “What have you two been up to?”



“Rachel was showing me her nice treasure,” said Steve.



What? Not her treasure, I worried, then realized he meant the gold we’d found on our hike. Rachel sat next to Linda, who drew her hand away from my crotch. I know looked like I’d failed to dress myself properly. Linda fell into a chat with Rachel and Heather gave me a kiss while Steve took the chair.



“Are you having a nice time?” asked Heather.



“Superb,” I said. “You?”



“We’re getting there.”



Where was there? I whispered into her ear to ask. She smiled and gestured I should look to my left where Linda and Rachel were sitting. They were kissing.



“I think Rachel likes Linda. She likes blondes,” Heather whispered in my ear. She smiled and her hand returned to the void left by Linda’s hand. She gave my cock a nice visit, then reached over to the zipper on Linda’s dress and pulled it down. It gave her no resistance.



It startled Linda at first. She couldn’t know if it was me or Heather attempting to disrobe her. She clued it to it being Heather’s doing and smiled, then pulled her dress off her shoulders down to her waist. She leaned over and kissed me, then Heather, then turned back to Rachel, who stood and removed her tight top.



Heather finished what she had started by removing her dress. She stood beside me and bent to give me a kiss and pull me up as she rose again. She unbuckled my belt, then pushed my trousers down to the floor along with my briefs. I stepped out of them as she removed my shirt. I was now naked, and the only one in the room in such a state. Heather embraced me, pressing my erection into her stomach. It leaked on her tummy, and she wiped it with her hand. I felt Linda’s hands on my ass directing me to turn around.



Now facing Linda, she smiled and held my cock in her right hand as her mouth enclosed the tip. She took a hard suck, then another one before releasing my cock so she could lick my balls. Rachel, who had been watching, moved to her knees in front of me and joined the party. She licked my balls too, and they worked out between them how to progress from there. My knees unlocked as the sensations from their oral play drilled into my core.



Linda stood and fully removed her dress, then her bra and panties. She rubbed her belly and fluffed her tidy bush, which was blonde, then turned and bent over the sofa. She turned her head and smiled at Steve, but spoke to me.



“Fuck me, Jack. I’ve been waiting so long for this moment.” She bowed her head and prepared. Behind me was her husband, upon whose lap Heather now sat. I was feeling a little intimidated, but Rachel drew me out of my head by standing behind me and reaching around to grab my cock. She leaned me into Linda, guiding my cock as it entered her. I discovered she was fully prepared for a visit.



Linda groaned as her buttocks clenched.



“Oh yes! Jack! Fuck me! Oh, oh, oh… Nice! You feel so nice!” Rachel removed her bra and pressed into me, riding my thrusts into Linda, who responded with increasing enthusiasm.



“Harder Jack! Harder!”



Rachel assumed control and made my thrusts more exuberant than I would have chosen to have them myself, being one who liked to ramp things up slowly.



“YES! YES!” exclaimed Linda, convincingly. Rachel let me go to remove the rest of her clothes. She mounted the sofa next to Linda and looked behind her, but not at me. A moment later Heather appeared, now naked too, and she buried her face into Rachel.



“Oh, fuck yes!” she said. “Eat me, bitch!” she added.



Linda looked at Rachel and Heather and wailed and bucked into me as hard as she could. I slapped into her and feared I would come. I pulled on Linda’s nipples, and that seemed to take her over the edge.



“FUCKING HELL!” she said. “OH, OH, OH, AW, AW, OH… FUCK!!!” She came with vigor, perhaps feeling she was now making up for the all the times we had not been fucking in the past. I didn’t know for sure. This was my first experience of a Linda orgasm. She made me feel like an expert lover.



Once expended, she collapsed into the sofa, freeing my cock. The vision of Heather’s face buried into Rachel, and from this most intimate angle, filled me with fire. I carefully signaled my intentions to Heather, who release herself from Rachel, who I then plunged into with psychotic urgency. Rachel dialed up a fresh dialogue in response.



“OH, FUCK ME DADDY!!! I’VE BEEN SO BAD, SUCH A BAD GIRL!!! OH! OH GOD YES, DADDY! FUCK ME!!!



I did my best. It tested me. She felt so deliciously wet and warm I again had trouble not coming. Why was I waiting? Because I felt there would be more. I knew there would be. I’d had not yet seen my wife fuck another man. That would be the grand finale. I knew it. I was saving myself for it. I had to.



Rachel gave me the signs necessary to conclude she was about to have a colossal outburst. Her panting and grunting had become primal. Her clenching down on my cock was fierce.



“OH DADDY!!! YOU’RE MAKING YOUR POOR GIRL COME!!! OH DADDY!!!”



Everyone there would have agreed Rachel was having a terrific orgasm. She held nothing back. I expected to read about it in the morning press. Having depleted herself, she fell to the sofa still writhing. I once again saw her soaked bush and glistening thighs and wondered why none of us had thought to put down a towel.



Linda was lying on the other side of the sofa so, along with Rachel, their legs were now entwined and spread. I could have had my choice. Their wet pubes and pink centers reminded me my fires were still burning, but I wanted to watch my wife making love to another man before combusting myself. I had to see this.



I had no choice.



Heather tapped my shoulder. She was standing beside me but I hadn’t noticed her there.



“Go sit in the chair,” she whispered into my ear. Steve was standing naked on my other side. Somehow, he didn’t have an erection. I was expecting to see a bent cock, but it looked normal.



I sat in the chair as Heather rearranged the other two women on the sofa. Linda and Rachel now cuddled on the far end to give Heather room to operate. Steve sat and Heather kneeled in front of him. I faced them diagonally, so I had a good view. Seeing my naked wife bent over Steve, her lovely bottom, so well shaped and muscular, drove me mad. She was offering herself to another man!



She picked up his cock, still soft, and put it in her mouth. Very slowly she pulled it up as she sucked. I saw it grow, and each time she rose up his cock got longer and longer. Her familiarity with it meant she knew when its resurrection would be complete. She released it from her mouth and damn if it didn’t bend a little. It wasn’t severe, but enough to be noticeable. She dipped her tongue to his balls and spent time there while his now hardened shaft rubbed her cheek. His eyes closed as his head tipped back onto the sofa.



Seeing Steve’s balls rest on Heather’s curled tongue was a sight I would not soon forget. She gave each ball equal time so neither of them would feel shortchanged.



Heather rose and straddled Steve, her knees on either side of him resting on the sofa cushions, and slowly guided his cock in. I saw her lips part as his tip entered. This vision of another man’s cock sliding into my wife made my own cock ache. A mixed fury of emotion seized me. It was stunningly fierce.



But I couldn’t look away. I saw her breasts swaying in his face as she lifted herself up and down. Her lips glided back and forth over his cock, something I never imagined I would ever see. Her lips were separating to accommodate another man’s cock! She had spread her legs for him! Every which way I put it in my mind sent in another storm front.



Steve leaned in and bit Heather’s nipples. She gasped as he now heaved his hips more forcefully. He grunted, his hands squeezing her ass. He was getting close and Heather knew it.



She dismounted and got between his legs to pump his shaft with her fingers. I expected her to take him back into her mouth. She didn’t, and Steve’s cock jetted his ejaculate over her face and into her mouth. She closed her eyes with her mouth wide open. When he ceased to spasm, she took him into her mouth and sucked him dry. When she finished, she drew his cock back and forth over her face, mixing it with his essence, then licked it clean.



Linda, who I’d completely forgotten about, came into frame and kissed and licked Heather’s face. Their tongues mingled. After a few moments, both stood and went into the guest bath.



As for me, I couldn’t move. Rachel came over kneeled in front of me. She took my cock into her mouth and gently sucked, then licked my shaft. She then pushed my cock into my belly as she sat in my lap. She kissed my lips before gently whispering in my ear.



“Your wife is so hot. Did you enjoy that, Jack? Did you like seeing Steve come on her face?” She kissed my cheek and looked into my eyes. “She did it for you, Jack.”



I nodded. I needed water desperately and motioned my need to get up. Rachel followed me into the kitchen. I got us each a water and gulped mine down. Rachel did the same and released a tiny burp. She smiled.



“You guys are all healed now,” she said.



“I think you’re right.”



“Is it okay if I stay awhile, Jack?”



“You mean, longer than just the weekend?”



“Yes. Just for a while.”



“Sure.”



“Heather said it would be fine.”



Linda came into the kitchen.



“Hi,” she said. She fixed herself a glass of water too. After she drank it, she put an arm around my waist. The women were on either side of me now.



“Your wife is amazing,” said Linda.



“I agree.”



“Don’t worry about her and Steve. They just enjoy sex with each other. I liked it with you too. I loved it!”



“Me too.”



“Jack is great,” said Rachel.



Heather came into the kitchen now, her face freshly scrubbed. She joined our circle. I now had three beautiful naked women around me. Of course, I had an erection. We all stared at it while we chatted and variously, one or another of them would give it absent-minded though friendly strokes.



“What do you think, ladies?” asked Heather, a short time later. “Should we draw straws?”



“You should have him, Heather,” said Rachel. “You haven’t come yet. Neither of you has.”



“What do you think, Jack? Do you want to fuck your wife?”



“If she’s got a minute,” I said, not wanting to sound too eager. Heather laughed.



“I’ve got a minute.”



“I like watching,” said Rachel. “If that’s okay.”



Heather smiled. “Let’s go upstairs.”






Chapter 16: Jack Be Nimble

CLOSING THE CIRCLE



It surprised us to find Steve fast asleep in the center of what we later affectionately referred to as our Pussy Water Bed. He looked quite handsome there. Heather said aw when she saw him, like a mother marvelling at her sleeping child.



“We tuckered the poor boy out,” she said.



“He had a bit to drink before we joined you guys,” said Linda. “He was really nervous.”



Rachel sat next to him and picked up his flaccid cock. As far as I could recall, they hadn’t yet been properly introduced. She examined it with her fingers, flipping it back and forth like it was a toy.



“It’s not bent,” she said. I began to think she was like a kid who just said anything that came into her mind.



“Not when it’s like that,” said Linda.



She sat next to Rachel and stroked Steve’s cock.



“See,” she said, once his cock responded to the attention. “Here it bends a little.” It took a definite left-hook at the middle, pointing to his right side. From my angle it was now particularly noticeable.



“I see it now,” said Rachel. “Does it feel different inside you?”



I wanted to remind them Steve was right there.



“You get used to it.”



Heather, standing naked beside me, laughed. “I think they’ve preempted us.”



“Can I see?” asked Rachel. Initially, I wasn’t sure what she meant, then it became clear. She wanted to experience a bent cock, and she was exhibiting good etiquette by first asking the wife if this was permissible.



Linda gave it some thought. “I think he needs to be a little harder.” She descended with her mouth to suck on Steve’s cock. How was he not waking?



“There,” said Linda. She held it up. Quite immodestly, Rachel climbed over Steve and lower herself onto his cock while spreading her lips with her fingers. Linda, who was a helpful type, guided it in.



Rachel, being somewhat too eager, gently bounced up and down. His cock fell out, and Linda restored it.



“It feels nice,” said Rachel. She continued to roll herself over his cock, and his pelvis began to undulate. His eyes opened.



“Hi,” said Rachel. She pushed her hair over her ears.



“Hi, honey,” said Linda. She was tickling his balls. “Rachel’s having a visit with you.”



Steve smiled, probably thinking he’d died and landed at the gates to Heaven.



“I know,” said Rachel. She dismounted. “Steve, stand on the side of the bed.” He gave Linda a look who returned one suggesting he do as he was told. He got up and stood beside the bed, his cock now fully erect and prepared to direct any oncoming traffic to the right. Rachel, laying on her side, hung her ass over the bed next to Steve and pulled her butt cheeks open to expose her center as a sign of encouragement. Steve figured out what she was going for and demonstrated the fact.



He slipped inside and was now rubbing Rachel exactly where she wanted and probably in a whole new way.



Heather whispered: “I’ve done that too.”



Good to know.



“This is nice!” said Rachel. “This is what I want.” She rammed her ass into Steve’s cock. “That’s it now… Oh, fuck yes!” She looked at Linda and nodded her head. “Yeah, this works!!!”



Seeing Rachel being ravaged this way was turning us all on. Linda, standing beside her husband, was tickling his balls as he rammed into Rachel’s lovely though sideways backside, sending tiny ripples through her firm flesh.



Once their rhythm was firmly established, this Persian princess demonstrated once more her incredibly foul mouth.



“FUCK ME HARDER!!! YOU BITCH!!! GOD DAMN YES!!!



She came with her now usual exuberance. I wanted to push Steve out of the way and jump right in. Heather’s gaze was fixed watching Rachel’s facial contortions as she came. Perhaps she was having a sympathy orgasm of her own.



Once fully expended, Rachel rolled herself into a ball and rocked herself, then spread her arms and legs as she laid on her back enjoying a good stretch. She sat up with a broad smile and leaned forward to give Steve’s cock a thank you kiss, then stood and embraced Linda.



“It works fine.” She laughed.



Steve had not been in on the beginning of this experiment, and no one felt the need to bring him up to speed. He stood there with his erection looking somewhat disoriented, and this inspired me. I desperately needed to fuck my wife, and I wanted her to suck Steve’s cock while I did it.



I whispered in her ear.



“Are you sure?”



I nodded.



Heather whispered into Steve’s ear. He climbed onto the bed and centered himself against the headboard. Linda came over and rubbed my back and kissed my cheek, then sat on the occasional chair by the dresser. Rachel sat in the chair on the other side before I could suggest she get a towel.



Heather climbed onto the bed, spread Steve’s legs, then centered herself over his cock. She brought in her knees as she raised her ass. She turned her head, which I thought was her signal to me, but she called for Linda as she wiggled her bottom.



“Take Linda first, and then me, Jack.”



Linda laid on her back and shimmied under Heather, who lowered herself onto Linda’s face. Heather descended on Steve’s cock and I positioned myself to fuck Linda. I slipped inside her and she heaved as Heather rolled herself over Linda’s face and sucked Steve’s cock. We became one undulating mass of copulating humanity.



Rachel felt she could improve the situation by joining in.



As I fucked Linda, who was licking Heather, who was sucking Steve’s cock, Rachel straddled Steve and buried his face in her dense garden. This pointed out one benefit of owning a California King bed—it had plenty of room. My view was of Linda’s breasts, Heather’s ass, her head bobbing over Steve’s cock, and Rachel’s ass as she ground herself into Steve’s face.



I worried the Earth would now swallow us whole, viewing us as unfit to live on the surface.



I felt Linda’s clenching down. I resisted the urge to come. Rachel erupted with another filthy round of dialogue, this time reprising her daddy theme.



“LICK ME, DADDY!!”



Linda moaned and whined and bucked into me as Heather ground herself into Linda’s face. The latter craned her neck to satisfy Heather but had to abandon the effort as she burst into orgasm.



Heather lifted her ass higher to disengage from Linda.



“Fuck me, Jack!” she said. She wiggled her bottom.



Linda scooted out from under me and I sank my cock into Heather as Rachel dismounted from Steve’s face, having been thoroughly sated by her new daddy.



The three of us stilled engage continued to ramp up our lovemaking. I fucked Heather as she continued to suck Steve’s cock. My wife was sucking another man’s cock as I fucked her doggy-style. My mind was in the process of being blown apart.



Heather leaned her ass into me. I couldn’t wait any longer. I’d been the good boy Jack who now deserved his reward. I heaved into her as I saw streams of ejaculate shoot over Heather’s head. We were both coming in my wife! She responded immediately, but was drawn between swallowing Steve’s prodigious output and jumping with both feet into her own orgasm.



She managed to do just that. She laid her head on Steve’s cock and focused her attention on the tremors taking control of her body.



“OH GOD!!! JACK!!! OH FUCK YES!!! She rolled her body into me. I thrust until she stopped. She fell onto the bed with me on top, her face planted in Steve’s cock and balls.



We all gasped for air, panting and wheezing, sounding like a burst iron lung. My muscles twitched and sparked like downed power lines. It took minutes before I regained my composure. A smooth hand stroked my back. I looked over to see Rachel lying opposite-wise beside me, smiling. I reached a hand over to feel her legs and bum. Heather wiggled beneath me, a sign she needed to sit up. I gave her space and she got up on her knees while lifting her hair off her neck. The pose she struck looked utterly sublime.



She turned and embraced me. Linda crawled on the bed next to Steve and they embraced too. We looked down at Rachel. Her eyes were now closed. She looked very peaceful. Heather stroked her back and she emitted an “Hmm” sound and smiled.



Heather got out of bed and turned out the lights. Steve and Linda were now lying on the far side, she on the inside. I laid next to her as Heather whispered into Rachel’s ear. She climbed up next to me as Heather got on her other side.



Rachel snuggled into me as Heather spooned her back and put her hand on my shoulder. Rachel’s hand slipped down and held my flaccid cock as she fell asleep.



I felt Linda’s bum pressing into my back.



I had truly landed in Heaven.






Chapter 17: Trust Me

NO ONE KNOWS ANYTHING, SO WHY WORRY?


I heard muted sounds of gentle encouragements being delivered in raspy whispers. I listened, still half asleep, unsure of whether I was dreaming or not.



“There, that’s it. That’s my girl.”



Moaning. A whimper. The sound of moist lips kissing.



“Come for mommy.”



“Ah, huh. Oh… Oh yes!”



“That’s it. Shush now… Don’t make noise. Just come like a good girl.”



The bed gently rocked. An arm was around me, and warm breathing my neck. This was my other side, the one opposite the whispers.



“That’s a girl. Do it for mommy. Come on now.”



Deep moaning. A sound of someone gulping air.



I rose on one elbow and looked at Heather. She was facing Rachel, who was lying flat. Heather’s hand was in her crotch.



“There’s my girl,” she said. Rachel moaned deeply. A whine followed, then a gasp.



“Shush now. Just come for mama.” Rachel did her best to stifle her moans. She heaved into Heather’s hand. The bed shook.



“There’s my girl. Flow with it.”



The bed shook more. A deep moan.



“There we are.”



Rachel turned to Heather and they kissed. I laid back down and Linda whispered in my ear.



“It’s their morning ritual when they sleep together.” I turned my head. Linda winked and kissed my lips. We both smelled like sex.



I had to pee.



I climbed over Linda and went to the bathroom. There was no sign of Steve. As I finished up, Linda came and sat on the toilet. She apparently wasn’t shy about peeing in front of me. I washed my hands and face and, now finished with the toilet, she hugged my back.



“Let’s go make coffee.”



I slipped on fresh briefs and she put on her panties. We went downstairs. I made us each an espresso, and we went and sat on the sofa. In the soft morning light she looked even more terrific. Her nipples were very pale, something I hadn’t noticed the night before.



Seeing her this way reminded me Steve was missing.



“Where’s Steve?”



“He had a six o’clock tee time. Can you imagine?”



“No. Why so early?”



“The heat. They’ll finish by eleven.”



“What was that upstairs?” I asked.



“You mean Heather and Rachel?”



“Yeah. The ‘mama’ stuff.”



Linda thought for a moment while she sipped her coffee.



“Who knows anything, really? It’s how Rachel gets off. I don’t think it means anything.”



I hoped she was right. When I first heard her dirty talk, I rather liked it. In fact, I liked it a lot. In the brightness of a new day, hearing it first thing had jarred me.



“So, you don’t think we’re sick, demented people who should be carted off to hell?”



“God, no!” said Linda, without missing a beat, her eyes glistening. “We’re the sane ones. Think of all those people out there starving for love and physical contact. They’re too sick to know what they want, or too afraid to go for it if they do.”



She rubbed my leg. “I enjoyed last night.”



“So did I.”



“Can you believe our grand finale?” She laughed. “I’ll need a pen and pencil to figure that one out. I slept like a baby.”



“It was pretty powerful,” I said. It had been more than that. It had been mind-expanding.



“I think it’s a keeper. I mean for the playbook. We’d die if we carried on like that all the time.”



She was right. It wasn’t something for everyday. No one could survive like that. But the memories, those would never die. I would be thinking of last night on my deathbed and likely be having an enormous erection. It would put a smile on my face and people would wonder what I was so happy about.



“Jack, we don’t have to analyze this stuff. We’re good here. Everything is cool. We love each other in our own ways, we like sex—I mean, we love sex, don’t we? And think of it. What’s the one thing that keeps renewing, no matter how much you do it? Sex. It always comes back. You’ll feel sated for a while, and then you’re overcome with a desire for more sex. Always.”



She was right here too. Sexual desire always comes back. The two essentials for life always do. Hunger, and our sex drives.



She leaned over and kissed me.



“See? Just one kiss and I’m ready to jump your bones.”



Again, she was spot on. My cock had responded immediately.



Linda stood and removed her panties, then bent over and pulled my briefs down. I had a full erection.



“What are you doing?” I asked. I actually knew what she was doing. I wanted to know why she was doing it.



“I just want to visit while we talk. You look ready for it.”



“We are visiting.”



She rolled her eyes. “Just lay down already.” I did as instructed, and she pulled my briefs over my thighs. She tapped my leg brushing the back seat cushion. “Move over a little.”



I moved away from the back cushion and she sat over me and lowered herself into position. She rubbed my cock up and down her slit before sitting on it. She made a sound like she was slipping into a too hot bath, then settled in and wiggled her bottom.



“See, this is all I want. A visit.” She giggled, then bent to my ear. “I like your straight cock. I don’t think I’ll be able to get enough of that.” She rose and smiled. “Could you hand me my coffee?”



I handed her the coffee. She wasn’t moving now, but I could feel her kegeling. It felt good. I wanted to thrust.



“Isn’t this nice too? It doesn’t always have to be rip-roaring sex, does it?”



“I’m afraid it’s not that easy.” I was resisting the impulse to lift into her, but her kegeling was taking the pressure off. “Are you kegeling me?”



“You can feel it, huh? It keeps me in shape.” She laughed. “You can come if you want to.”



“I’m okay.”



“Really, I don’t mind. I like quickies too.”



“So, what’s the deal? Are we just having sex now whenever we want?”



“I’m not moving in if that’s what you mean.” She laughed lightly and rolled her pelvis.



“You know what I mean.”



“It’s not like we’ll have a schedule or anything. If it happens, it’s okay. Steve and Heather won’t mind.”



“Won’t mind what?” The voice was Rachel’s. I hadn’t heard any signs of movement. When she reached us, she took in the situation, smiled, then kissed each of us on the lips. She was wearing her tight top but no bra or panties.



“Where’s Heather?” I asked.



“She’s in the kitchen making coffee.”



“Oh.” I wasn’t sure what to do. Linda wasn’t moving, except for occasionally rolling her pelvis over my cock.



“Could you take her my cup?” asked Linda. “I’d like a refill.”



After Rachel left, I gave Linda my ‘what the fuck?’ expression. She smiled.



“What?” She teased me by increasing her rolling pelvis action. I couldn’t help but lift into her.



Heather came into the living room with a tray of fresh coffees. She set it on the coffee table, handed Linda a cup, took one for herself and sat in the chair.



“Are you enjoying yourself, honey?” she asked. It was the first ‘honey’ since we’d gotten back together. My heart burst. Unfortunately, I reflexively heaved into Linda. Those wires were connected, apparently.



I nodded and she smiled.



“I think he’s in shock,” said Linda. She wiggled her bottom some more and lifted off. My dick flopped out and smacked my belly. “Thanks for the visit.” She gave me a kiss.



“Don’t stop because of me,” said Heather. “I like to watch too.”



“Maybe later?” suggested Linda. She sat naked on the sofa after I moved my legs and pulled up my briefs. Rachel returned and sat next to me. Her free hand drifted to my thigh.



“Where’s Steve?” she asked. I wondered if she’d just noticed he was missing or had delayed the question.



“Golf,” I said.



“Oh.” She squeezed her breast. “My period’s coming.”



“You poor girl,” said Linda.



Why was she sitting with no panties on my creme-colored leather sofa if her period was coming?



“When?” asked Heather.



“Two days.”



Whew.



“My breasts get sensitive at least a week before,” said Linda.



I was now in the midsts of girl-talk, which I much preferred to golf. But they drifted into a few of their best period stories, so I went up to shower. A few minutes later Rachel joined me. I began to worry about my stamina, but she just wanted to shower and have me wash her hair, which I did gladly. She had the thickest hair I’d ever run my fingers through. With that done, she gave me a kiss and a hug, pressing my cock into her belly.



With the kiss and hug completed, she left, and as I was about to follow when Heather appeared. She frowned when she saw I was leaving and convinced me to stay. She was all business, however, which was frankly a relief. I would need recuperation time before engaging any of these women in a more familiar way.



We got out of the shower to discover Rachel had absconded with more than her fair share of the towels. Heather went to the linen closet as Rachel stepped back into the bathroom with a towel around her hair but nowhere else. She bent over to get the hair dryer, turned it on, spread her legs and began her tropical blow-dry. Heather returned and handed me a towel.



In the bedroom, we discussed Rachel’s query about staying with us for a while. I sat on the bed in my towel while Heather stood naked looking through her bag for underwear.



“She’s pretty busy during the week,” said Heather. “During the summer she works for her father. I doubt she’ll want to drive back and forth every day,” She studied her panties. “Which one?” Heather held up a white pair and black pair.



“How about neither one?” I stretched my arms indicating I wanted her to come over. She pulled my head into her bush and rubbed it in. I pulled her to the bed beside me and she giggled.



“Haven’t you had enough already?” she asked.



I leaned over and licked her pubic hair. She laughed. “Don’t tease me!” Despite her resistance, she opened her legs and I carried on.



“You monster!” She watched what I was doing. “Hey, do you want me to grow it out? You seem pretty crazy about Rachel’s bush.”



“So do you… If you want to, sure,” I licked her more fervently and she moaned. At this point, Linda chose to enter the bedroom.



“Hey, you two!” She sat in the occasional chair. She had put her panties on but nothing else. “I thought I should get dressed so I could go home and clean up.”



Heather sat up and laughed. “You saved me from Caligula.” She stood and returned to her bag.



“I thought you two were going to put on a show,” said Linda, sounding disappointed.



“I think we all need a cold shower,” said Heather. “Hey, you can wear some of my clothes. They’ll fit you. I brought enough.”



“I don’t want you to get tired of me. Plus, I’m a little sore. Your Caligula over there really fucked me good.” She looked at me and smiled.



“I didn’t say I wanted you to have sex with us. I was actually thinking we could go shopping.”



“Okay. Can I shower first?”



“Sure.” Linda went to join Rachel in the bathroom.



Heather held up a thong. “Remember this? I wore it once. It’s been stuck in a side pocket since our L.A. trip three years ago. I should let Linda wear it. What do you think?”



My wife was asking if I wanted Linda to wear one of her thongs. To be honest, I thought it was a good idea. I was hoping to choose the bra next.



She held up two. “What do you think for Linda?” They did have the same size breasts, more or less.



“You pick.” Heather picked the one she wanted and threw the other in a chair for Linda. I watched her put on her bra.



Once that show was over, I resumed our earlier conversation. “What about your job? You’re in the same boat as Rachel with the driving.”



“I can do most of my work from home.”



“That’s nice… No desire to come back to the coffee business?”



“Your plans were to always sell out, eventually. Is that still a possibility?”



“Maybe in five years. I don’t know, really.”



Rachel emerged from the bath. She’d really fluffed up her pube situation, which had doubled in volume. I couldn’t get over how exotically gorgeous she was. Her dark skin reminded me again of Cibie.



“What are your plans, Rachel?” I asked. “Where will you be in five years?”



“School, most probably.”



“I would have thought you were done with school.”



“I’ve barely started. I go back in the Fall.”



“You’re still in college?”



“Jack, she’s only twenty-one. She spent a year in Paris before starting.”



She was almost Cibie’s age but looked older.



“Where are you going to school?”



“Yale.”



“Nice school.”



“Can I stay here on weekends?”



Heather smiled. “Rachel, you’re going to meet someone soon. You know you will.”



“I’m not in a hurry. I feel safe with you guys.” She remained naked while she brushed her hair. As she did, she pulled stray hairs out of the brush and let them drop to the floor.



“You can come as often as you like,” said Heather. “Jack won’t mind, will you, Jack?”



“Not at all.”



Rachel smiled and returned to the bathroom.



“Twenty-one? How long have you known her?”



“She was twenty when we met. That was three months ago. A month later she was back from New Haven and we’ve been hanging out since. She’s like my comfort food. Well, we’ve been like that for each other, really.”



More than just comfort food, I thought. Their early morning banter was still processing in my brain and was nowhere near landing on a final verdict.



I shook my head and stood to get dressed.



Linda, having noticed the towel deficit now raging through the Carter household, emerged from the bath dripping from her shower. She aimed for the towel I’d left on the bed and dried herself. On the way to the bed, she had stepped into Rachel’s hair mess on the carpet. She sat on the bed and removed it from her foot.



“Rachel’s kind of messy,” said Heather, stepping into her panties.



“Those are pretty,” said Linda. Heather retrieved the thong she’d selected for Linda and tossed it to her, who let the wad of hair fall from her hand as she grabbed the thong.



“Oh, I don’t think so,” she said. She held it up. “Butt floss.”



“Nice,” said Rachel, joining us. Her hair, or what remained of it, was now dry. “Can I try them on?” This was a request you would never hear between two men.



Linda tossed her the thong. Rachel stepped into it and pulled it up. Her pubes were escaping every which way, and this made her laugh. She took them off and tossed them to me.



“Maybe Jack should try them.”



I was already wearing a new pair of black Calvins. I thought they looked very sharp and did great things for my buttocks.



“I’ll pass.” I picked up the thong from the floor along with Rachel’s furball and put both in the bin by the dresser. Heather tossed Linda a pair of simple white panties and she put them on.



“Jack picked out a bra for you.” Heather smiled as I blushed. “He said he can’t wait to see it on you.”



Linda chuckled as Heather tossed it to her. I watched Linda put it on. It looked nice on her, a perfect fit.



Rachel turned to her bag, seem conflicted, and went over to Heather’s ear where she released a whisper. Heather nodded and Rachel returned to her bag. She took out a pretty pair of sheer black panties with lace trim and followed with a matching bra. I didn’t move an inch as she performed her preliminaries getting dressed. She adjusted the bra and cupped her breasts and made a final adjustment. She followed this with a simple plunging romper that tied in the front.



Linda put on the clothes selected by Heather, who slipped into jeans and a nice top. I’d never before had so much fun getting dressed. Sexy times did not require sex to be sexy. With these women, life was foreplay even when we weren’t touching.



Linda started making the bed and Heather stopped her.



“I think we’d better strip it, don’t you? We can run a load can’t we, Jack?”



Technically, it was still her house too. She could do whatever she pleased, but there was no need to point this out now. I gathered the bedding and took it to the washer on the landing. This gave me a moment to wonder what Rachel had whispered into Heather’s ear in the bedroom. Were they plotting something?



Nothing in the world could top the last twenty-four hours. Unless Heaven had a Heaven, there were no higher realms into which I could ascend. If I died at that moment, I would still feel my life had been complete. Not only had I climbed out of the pit of the last year but I’d also kept climbing. I had been bathed in Rachel’s exquisite holy waters and tasted the sweet silky pink flesh of Linda. My wife was back. What more could I hope for?



Heather joined me by the washing machine for a private tête-à-tête, though she to speak over the rushing water filling the tub.



“Jack, Linda and I are going shopping. Rachel doesn’t want to go. She was wondering if you would take her back to where she found the gold.”



“With just me?”



“That’s the idea. She wants to spend time with you too. She really likes you, Jack.” Heather winked without actually winking.



“Sure. I don’t mind if you don’t.”



“No. I think it’ll be good for both of you.”



“Good for me?”



“Trust me. Just have fun.” She managed another winkless wink. “By the way, she asked what kind of underwear you like.” She smiled and kissed my cheek.



“I’ll do my best.”






Chapter 18: Woodland Nymph

OUT OF THE MOUTHS OF BABES


A man’s heart aches when there’s no woman in his life. This ache produces a steady drone in his ear. It’s humming, look, there’s no one here. You are alone. You are a loser. This aloneness is an absence that sits in an always present void, like the phantom standing beside him when he eats alone over his kitchen sink. She, who is not there, is a hole in his life that lives and breathes and renders the rest of his life meaningless.



It’s even more acute when she has a face or once laid in his bed, or stood by him in the bath brushing her teeth asking what he wanted for supper.



Two days before, I was that man with the aching heart. I was scrambling eggs in a cup to put in the microwave—in the microwave! How far can a man fall?—when I saw the text. It was from Heather:



“I’m in town tonight. Let’s have dinner. I want to talk.”



I read it three times. Talk. What could we possibly have to say to each other? The truth? Could I tell her the truth? Could I not? My secret sat in my gut like dragon fire. I had to put it out, but couldn’t.



Or maybe I could.



She wanted to talk. Telling her the truth could kill the dragon. What did I have to lose? I text her to meet at Tonelli’s at six. She replied with a thumbs up.



Two days later, I stood in the same kitchen with a Persian princess. She was looking through my pots and pans. With most other women, her posture for rummaging through my cupboards would have been considered obscene. Bent from the waist, her short romper lifted up over her pretty black panties, a vision which made my bones shake.



“You don’t have any pie pans,” she said.



“Why do you want one? Are you thinking of baking pies?”



She stood with a bemused look of exasperation.



“No. I thought we could pan for the gold like they do in old westerns.”



“They still do it that way.” I went to a different cupboard and returned with two aluminum pie pans. They hadn’t been touched since Heather moved out after our fake divorce.



“Yeah! Those will work!”



The girl had gold fever.



We packed a bottle of wine, glasses, and a large bag of pistachios for a snack. She also insisted on taking a blanket, saying it would be fun to rest by the creek after “panning” for gold. I didn’t disagree.



Once across the plowed field on our way to the hilly forest, Rachel held my hand as she stepped over a short fence. Once over, she continued to hold my hand and swung it like a child might do walking the neighborhood with a parent on Halloween. We reached the creek where we had been the day before, laid out our blanket, and sat to cool down in the calm shade of the pine forest. She had been complacently quiet the whole way there.



A few feet away was where I’d made love to Heather the day before, which had left an impression in the pine needles. I imagined her lying there naked. Today, I was back and alone with another woman, a young woman whose rich musk still filled my lungs, whose womanhood I’d tasted, whose lips I had penetrated with my erection. It was difficult putting it all together, not that there wasn’t a seamlessness to it. Rather, there had been a flow. There had been no coarseness or frugality in our motions, nor greed or avarice. We had given and received in equal measure. My love for Heather had blended into the erotic fervor I felt for Rachel and Linda.



It had all been good.



After we’d piled up an impressive amount of empty pistachio shells between us, Rachel stood, brushed off her backside, and said it was time to pan for gold. She grabbed the two aluminum pans from our day pack, kicked off her sandals, and stepped into the creek. I had wondered if she’d be removing her clothes first, and was, of course, disappointed that she had not. Why? Hadn’t I had enough by now?



Desire always comes back, just as Linda had said.



I followed her down the creek to where we’d found the gold the day before. A thunderstorm late in the night had dumped an inch of rain, and this was apparent in the creek’s flow and the refreshed pile of pebbles, into which Rachel’s hand now dug. She emptied it into a pan and let the current carry away the silt. She repeated the process several times before finding paydirt.



“Look!” She held up a nugget possibly weighing two grams.



Thus emboldened, she stepped out of the creek to remove her clothes. I found this invigorating. She came back and sat in the creek to work the pile of pebbles. The water barely came up to her waist.



“Another one!” she said, after several more minutes. Though distracted by her nudity, I dug into the pile of pebbles too but came up short after ten or so handfuls. I sat on the bank to watch Rachel without the distraction of panning for gold myself.



She demonstrated extreme focus in her pursuit of treasure. Several times she rose to adjust the pile of pebbles with her foot exhibiting her complete lack of modesty. After another half hour, she had a small palmful of nuggets and came over to show me.



“They must have washed up out of the mines.”



“Let’s not tell anyone.”



“Okay.” She sat next to me in the pine needles, one of which poked her bottom. She brushed it away. The aluminum pan she’d been using was floating away, likely headed to the Atlantic ocean. She simply watched it, feeling recovery would be an unnecessary nuisance. I got up to retrieve it, and we walked back to our blanket. I opened the wine and poured us each a glass. She smiled beautifully as we toasted.



“To gold,” I said.



Opting not to savor the wine, she drank it down in one gulp and laid on her back. Direct sunlight worked its way through the pine branches to place a spotlight on her breasts.



“This is nice,” she said. She fluffed her pubic hair, still damp from the creek.



“It’s a beautiful day.”



“Thanks for bringing me here. I’m really enjoying myself.”



“How do you usually spend your weekends?” I refilled my glass and took a sip. It was a fair wine which went surprisingly well with pistachios.



“I’ve been staying with Heather. She likes to explore, so we do a lot of that. Shops, bookstores, antiques.”



“I’m sure you have other friends too.”



“Not really. No one like Heather.”



“Do you view her as a lover?”



Rachel smiled. “Yes. You too now if that’s okay.”



“You mean the sex?”



“That too. You can touch me if you want.”



I leaned back on one elbow and faced her.



“You’re very free-spirited, aren’t you?” I said, smiling.



She gave me a quizzical look. “Around you and Heather, maybe. I keep mostly to myself. I’ve only been with six men. That includes you and Steve if that’s what you mean by free-spirited.”



It wasn’t exactly sure what I meant, but this was interesting nonetheless. I had imagined a string of broken hearts in her wake, men who had savored her flesh and were now forever pining for her return. Six men weren’t so many, not in our age.



“Why did you sleep with me?” I asked. “Or Steve.”



“I felt safe with you and Steve. Heather told me I would be.”



I palmed her belly, which rose into my hand as I touched it. Her fingers greeted my forearm and stroked.



She rolled to her side to face me. “Aren’t you warm? Take off your clothes too.”



I stood and undressed, then laid on my side facing her. My cock was hard but not fully erect.



“I’ll have some more wine, please.” I refilled our glasses, took a big sip and set the glass down, then stroked her raised hip, following the curve up to her breasts.



She looked at my cock and smiled, then held it in her hand, but without a purpose in mind.



“That was pretty underwear you were wearing,” I said, thinking of Heather’s earlier comment about Rachel asking what I liked.



“I can put it back on if you’d like.”



“No, that’s okay. I just thought it was pretty.”



“Thanks!” She gave me a bright smile and pumped my cock, perhaps unintentionally, which caused me to leak over her finger.



“Lay on your back,” she instructed. She moved closer and resumed holding my cock, gave it a firm squeeze, and more leakage dripped onto my stomach. She just looked at it with wonder in her eyes, then let my cock go to play with my balls.



“You like holding an older man’s balls?” I said this jokingly.



“You’re not that much older. You don’t look it either.”



“Thanks.”



“I like balls. They’re funny.”



“Thanks again.” She laughed, then resumed with my cock, squeezing it. There was more leakage onto my stomach and she giggled.



“What?”



“I like playing with you.” She leaned over and licked my stomach, then looked at me. “Do you want to taste it?”



“Really, no. But thanks.” She smiled and swallowed. Her hand moved to my chest and she kissed me. It was a sweet, short kiss.



Rachel lifted her leg to scratch her inner thigh, then drew her fingers through her pubic hair as she let her leg fall. Her hand came back to my cock and gave it another purposeful squeeze. She was enjoying this, watching me leak valuable fluids onto my stomach.



“What are you doing?” I asked.



“I’m just playing around. You don’t mind, do you?”



“Not at all.”



“I’ve never just looked before, not like this, not in daylight.”



“Okay. Have fun.”



She laughed again.



“Here,” she said. She lifted her leg again and drew my hand to her between her legs. She was now gloriously wet. “See? Me too.”



I let my fingers explore. They slipped inside her slit and she responded by laying on her back.



“Just play,” she said.



I let my fingers play as she watched me. Her pelvis rolled, but only slightly.



“This is nice too, isn’t it?” she asked.



“Just playing? Yes. I like it.”



“Heather said that’s what so great,” said Rachel. “Wherever we go, we can have this. Our body is like our private amusement park. We can play with it anytime we want.”



I had definitely heard Heather mention something similar. She was speaking of us, saying we had this private playground we shared with each other. That was the gist of it. It wouldn’t be the same alone though we could make due in a pinch.



“Heather really missed that with you. She said you really know how to please her, and when you stopped being intimate with her, she felt broken.”



“I know. She knows I’m sorry.”



“She really loves you. I can see why.”



As we spoke, we gently played with each other’s private bits. It was a different form of eroticism for sure, foreplay just for the sake of it. I let my hand roam to her breast to cup and squeeze them. They felt sublime. I tickled her belly, then her lush pubic hair, and returned my fingers to her lush garden. I felt her plump vulva, circled around it, then up and down her slit. She’d soaked my hand, so I rubbed it over my thigh.



“I really get wet, don’t I?” she said, watching me dry my hand on my thigh.



“It’s lovely, really. I like it.”



“It used to be a real problem.”



“How?”



“In high school. I would get excited just thinking about sex and leave a puddle in my seat.” She laughed at that. “I had to tie my sweater around my waist to hide it.”



“It’s okay now.”



She gave me a kiss, then sat up and reached into the daypack. Her hand came out with a slim paperback I hadn’t seen her put into it.



“Have you read Hafiz?”



“No, I haven’t.” The title on the book was The Subject Tonight Is Love.



She pushed me flat and climbed over my cock and smiled.



“May I read to you?” she asked. She slipped down over my cock. Lord, she felt terrific. She was so heavenly warm and wet. I felt her pubes licking my balls.



Rachel opened to a dog-eared page and read. As she did so, she rolled her pelvis over my cock. The poetry was beautiful and more like conversations with God, or a lover, filled with ecstatic imagery and love. Her voice carried it wonderfully, filling in between the lines with ethereal grace and charm. As she read, she ground into me meaningfully, pressing down with a purpose. Soon, her voice faltered, and she began to moan. Her eyes became dreamy. She put the book down and rolled over my cock, her earthy moans nearly a chant. She came in a way I hadn’t witnessed before. No dirty talk nor loud wailing. Her body trembled slightly, and then she was calm.



She bent down and kissed me, then rolled to my side.



“That was lovely,” I said. It truly was. Her hand stroked my side. I kissed her lips and then her breasts as her hand caressed my neck. She was insanely beautiful in her post-orgasmic state, still bathing in her euphoria. After several moments she stood and went into the creek. She squatted in the water and bathed herself, then returned to the blanket. She remained standing until the water finished streaming from her body, then sat next to me.



“You liked the poetry?”



“Yes, all of it. What it did to you especially.”



“You did that. I loved sitting on your cock.”



“I loved it too.”



“This is how it will be now, okay?”



“What do you mean?”



“Like this. We make love whenever we want. You, Heather, and me too.”



“I’d like that.” She gave me a kiss and picked up my cock. She bent over and kissed it, then sucked the tip. I laid down, and she stroked it while she kissed my chest.



“I’m going to beat you off,” she said. “I want to watch you come.”



That was fine with me. I wasn’t going anywhere. She brought her other hand into the mix to play with my balls. She was an expert. I began to heave my pelvis into her stroking as my brain went numb. I soon ejaculated onto my stomach and chest. She laughed as she watched, like an amused child. She gave me a few final strokes then sucked the tip again, drawing out the last of it, then licked my belly and chest clean.



Oh, God, I thought. She was terrific in every way. And she had just beaten me off, joyfully, happily. It had given her pleasure to do so. So, who was she? How was she to fit into my life? Into Heather’s and my life? Just like this? Was it simply to be my good fortune? I had trouble thinking it could be so easy. Common wisdom said it could never end well. Polyamory couldn’t work. Why? It wouldn’t be reasonable to think it could work forever. But it could simply work when it worked, couldn’t it?



My panting subsided, and she pulled me up to my feet and into the creek. She told me to sit so she could wash my chest, but slapped mud over me and laughed before rinsing me off. I push her down into the water and retaliated with more mud. We played until both of us were panting and calling time. We did a final rinse and stood by the blanket to dry.



“I’m going to climb that tree,” she said, pointing to a tall oak in the distance with low branches, one of the few hardwoods surviving among the pines. We walked over and Rachel hauled herself up several branches and sat.



“Come on,” she said. She started climbing again, perfectly immodest, and I followed. We got up maybe twenty feet and rested. She looked like a nymph hiding in a forest. Her legs were spread for support and I couldn’t not stare at her. I felt like a savage sitting with this Goddess.



I heard my name being called from somewhere nearby. I panicked until I realized it was Heather. Rachel called out and then giggled.



“Let’s stay up here and let her figure it out.”



Heather came into view. She walked over to our blanket and waited a few minutes, called for Rachel, and started walking again, aiming for the spot where we’d panned gold. Feeling our ruse had gone far enough, I called out from the tree.



“Oh,” said Heather. “You’re up a tree!” She walked over. “Well, look at you guys. You’re naked.” She laughed. “Playing Tarzan and Jane?”



“You’re back early,” I said.



“No, I’m not. I said three. It’s nearly four. I got tired of waiting.”



“Really?” I started down the tree and Rachel followed.



“That was graceful,” said Heather, smiling. “I don’t think you’d want to do that in public.” She gave me a nice kiss and then offered one to Rachel when she hit the ground. We walked back to the blanket and Rachel showed her our gold haul.



“That’s more than yesterday!” said Heather.



We sat on the blanket facing each other. Heather gave me a grin.



“What?” I asked.



“I don’t think I’ve seen you without an erection since, well… Since I came back.”



“I beat him off,” said Rachel, absently, before popping a handful of shelled pistachios into her mouth. The ground was now littered with pistachio carcasses.



“I’m happy for you, honey,” said Heather, the second honey in two days. “I hope you reciprocated.”



“Rachel read some poetry.”



“Hafiz?” she asked. “I know how that goes. You had playtime.” She laughed and Rachel smiled. Clearly, Heather and Rachel had used the poetry to the same effect. I wondered how that worked. Who reads to whom?



“It was lovely poetry.”



“You must be a happy camper, Jack. You’ve got your wife back and you’ve made love to two other women this weekend.”



“It would be a lie to say otherwise.”



“He told me he liked it,” said Rachel. “He liked that we could make love, whenever we wanted.”



“He won’t always be around, you know. Jack’s got his coffee business. He has to travel. He may even have to go back to Indonesia.”



I knew she was teasing now. I thought about Cibie.



“We can go with him,” said Rachel, hopefully.



“We could. Would you like that, Jack?”



I imagined it. It could work. Why not? Then I wondered.



“I don’t think we can keep up the pace we’ve set this weekend.”



Heather chuckled. “That’s for sure. This morning I was feeling a little sexed-out myself.”



“It always comes back,” I offered. “Linda said that this morning.”



“I know. You’re getting an erection. There’s your proof.”



“I’m afraid it has a mind of its own.”



“I don’t mind. I like it.” Heather leaned over and fiddled with my cock, then sat back.



I thought for a moment. “I’m having trouble thinking it can always be like this.”



“Jack, it won’t always be like this. We’ll have kids someday. We’ve both always wanted to. Rachel’s going to find someone. Linda and Steve have talked about selling out and moving to the Northwest. All we have is right now. That’s all we’ve ever had, really. We used to live that way in college, remember?”



“Like when you slept with Nicole’s boyfriend and Charlie while you were dating me.”



“Don’t forget Vince,” said Heather, teasing me again. “What can I say? I was a whore.”



“And I missed sleeping with Nicole.”



“Who is Nicole?” asked Rachel.



“My old roommate in college,” said Heather. “Jack, Rachel’s helped you make up for Nicole, hasn’t she? Anyway, we only have the now, We can’t live in the past.”



“And we can’t live in the future until it gets here, and we don’t know what we’ll find there until it does.” I thought that sounded about right though it could probably have used some work. Regardless, it offered a good summation.



“And you don’t want to get there full of regrets,” said Heather. “Let me ask you something. Despite what followed, do you regret sleeping with Cibie?”



I thought about it. Did I regret Cibie? Or did I regret my failure to abide by the marriage contract? It was the latter, not Cibie. She had been wonderful.



“I don’t regret sleeping with her, to be honest, but I do regret breaking my vow to you.”



“Let’s change the vows, then. I promise to love and cherish you forever. Will I forsake all others? Not if they give good head.” She laughed at herself then spoke more seriously. “That doesn’t mean I want to go out and screw everyone I meet. I don’t. I’ve never been like that.”



“I get what you mean. What do you think, Rachel?”



“I don’t believe in monogamy. I told you that yesterday.”



“You said it was a lie.”



“Then I said I didn’t believe in it. Who said sex should be exclusive to marriage? They should be shot.”



Heather stood and removed her jeans and panties, then went and squatted in the creek to wash. She came back to the blanket and stood while she removed her top and bra.



“Do you have something in mind?” I asked. My erection was now stretching its wings. I looked at Heather’s now naked body, then over at Rachel’s.



“I want you two to play with me,” said Heather. “I’ve been dreaming of it all day.” I tried to imagine how we would do that. Aside from the previous night’s near orgy, I’d never shared that duty with anyone else.



Heather laid flat, and Rachel and I took positions on either side of her. We explored every inch of Heather with our fingertips and her body began to undulate as she quietly moaned her appreciation.



“Rachel,” said Heather. “Read The Woman I Love.”



Rachel read as I continued to fondle and tease Heather’s body. I dragged my lips over her pubic hair and licked her nipples, but ever so lightly. She closed her eyes as her belly heaved.



“Our bodies are one,” read Rachel. “With you, I am with God.”



I kissed Heather’s ears and neck, then slowly descended her torso leaving butterfly kisses as I went. I spread her legs and ran a finger over her slit, just a tease which caused her breasts to swell as she drew a deep breath.



“I hold your soul in my palm as I kiss your heart.”



I drew my tongue flat along Heather’s slit. She put a hand over my head to ride its motion. I dipped further while raising her legs and knees on either side of me. She curled her calves over the small of my back and I pulled them up over my shoulders, lifting her ass off the ground. I licked her ass and slit and flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue.



“Your nectar fills my head with longing. I drink you.”



I rubbed my cock over her belly, then let it drop between her legs. It fell beneath her and I drew it up into her slit. She bucked into it and gasped. I slid in slowly, teasingly drawing my hips back when she raised her bottom to draw me in more.



“Oh, Jack…”



Rachel, who had stopped reading, was kissing Heather’s breasts and stroking her head.



I thrust harder and grunted and Heather moaned triumphantly.



“YES!!! Oh, Jack!!! You’re back, Jack… Oh, my love…”



I thrust harder as she clenched down. I slowed, and she whimpered for more.



“Jack, fuck me, Jack…”



I thrust even harder. She was nearly curled into a ball with her legs riding my shoulders, her ass in the air as I rammed into her.



“OH FUCK JACK!!!”



I felt the first pulse, the first release.



“FUCK JACK YES!!! OH MY GOD!!! OH, OH, OH YES!!!”



She bucked like a proverbial bronco. I grunted madly as I spilled my seed into her. Rachel held Heather as tremors rocked her body. After one final shudder, she relaxed. Her legs dropped from my shoulders. Rachel stroked her head as Heather pulled me down for a crippling embrace. She rocked us back and forth.



After several minutes we were all calm. I listened to our breathing and the sounds of the creek rolling over rocks and licking its narrow banks. Heather rose and returned to it, splashing water over herself as she gazed into the forest. Like Rachel before her, she looked like a Woodland nymph bathing in a stream with an eye out for sinful satyrs lurking in the green.



Rachel joined her, and they frolicked like children splashing in a kiddy pool. Their naked bodies glistened in the dappled sunlight with their beautiful breasts accenting their movements as their muscular bottoms flexed. I would have been happy to watch them play all day and night.



I sipped the last of wine feeling blessed by my good fortune.



I loved women. I loved everything about them, which isn’t a crime. But was it a crime to love more than one? Before I went to Indonesia, I was in every way the devoted husband. Heather knew my likes, she knew how to please me, and me her. She knew her body excited me and didn’t hide it. She kept herself fit. That was a bargain we’d both struck. We agreed we wouldn’t go the way of so many couples who fell away from their passionate beginnings. We wouldn’t let ourselves fall into a slothful comfort zone in which neither of us was truly content or attractive to each other.



We knew we had kept each other on our toes.



Though I had been faithful, I noticed other women too. I noticed Linda, who always wore sexy outfits and innocently betrayed her affection for me. It was an appropriate affection. It never crossed a line but teased it. I would feel a pleasant ache, a manageable longing, and find it agreeable. I looked forward to feeling it, but never felt we would ever know each other that way. I accepted this fact.



I knew I would never stray from Heather.



And then came Indonesia. I’d consumed too much alcohol in the company of an attractive young woman, with whom I was forced to spend the night. We didn’t need to do anything. I had tried to resist. But, halfway around the world, in an alcohol-induced stupor, I had tasted her fruits and found them to be delicious.



And then my dick turned purple.



The chain of events unleashed could not have been predicted but were wholly comprehensible from this end of the continuum. Heather had escaped her woes by finding physical solace elsewhere. Rejected by me, Heather, Steve, and Linda discovered each other in a new way. And then there was Graham, a trusted employee, and the good doctor, seduced by his patient in an examination room. One only needed to witness Heather’s beauty and charms to know the doctor was defenseless.



And then came Rachel, whose own beauty and charms drew Heather like a moth to a flame.



And now I had slept with Linda and Rachel and had Heather’s blessings to do so. I loved women, and now Heather did too. It had been there all along for her, and now she was free to express it. It was the same for me.



The chapter which had opened with Cibie in a tropical jungle in Indonesia closed in a temperate pine forest in North America. Now, a new chapter in my life had opened. I would write it with Heather at my side, safe in the knowledge our human instincts would never again be a threat to our marriage. We would conform to our essential natures and, using our good judgment to guide us, write the end of the novel that would be our life together.



But where were we headed? What part would Rachel, Linda, and Steve play in our future lives? I was sure none of us knew. We were all walking on new ground here. Did I want things to continue as they now were? Did I want to continue sleeping with Linda and Rachel? I did. Did I want Heather to continue sleeping with Steve? What about other men? Did I want to sleep with other women too?



I couldn’t get a clear signal. I didn’t know.






Chapter 19: Life Goes On

YOU CAN GET USED TO ANYTHING, NEARLY


As with all things new, you get used to them. Right there was one of the primary challenges facing any marriage—to keep it interesting, not that dependable familiarity was a bad thing. I cherished this aspect with Heather and missed it tremendously when we fake divorced. But comforting familiarity does not always the sum of marriage make.



Or a life. We need to find nurturing ways to evolve or risk stagnation and boredom. But what’s the proper lifespan for anything new? Hell if I knew. This was merely a preemptive meditation. As things stood, I was a very happy man, and didn’t feel I would ever tire of our “new arrangement”.



As summer progressed and after Heather fully moved back in, it was as if our marital break had never occurred. We resumed our usual routines and our days assumed their former pace. We were good together in that we shared an almost telepathic means of knowing when we each needed our space or company.



What was different this time around was my wife now slept with other people too. As I quickly learned, this didn’t require advanced warning or planning of any kind. It was strictly a matter of convenience and impromptu hormonal opportunism, meaning coital interludes could erupt spontaneously.



Several weeks after my afternoon with Rachel and Heather in the woods, I arrived home to find Steve and Heather on the sofa. Linda was expected to arrive soon. This meant Heather and Steve were killing time waiting for Linda and me to show up. Our plan was to have dinner together at a new restaurant in town.



This was not at all unusual, except for the fact that Heather’s blouse was open, which revealed one of my favorite bras, and Steve’s dick was outside rather than inside his trousers. It was occupying Heather’s hand. In normal circumstances, a husband coming home to find his wife thus disheveled and occupied could have caused an argument.



It didn’t.



“Oh, hi, honey!” she said, standing to greet me. We kissed, then she sat back down and, in a wifely fashion, put Steve’s dick back in his trousers with a chuckle, gave him a kiss, then buttoned a few buttons of her blouse.



“Hey!” I said, nodding to Steve. He looked not the least bit sheepish, contrary to what one might have expected.



“Linda’s almost here,” said Heather. “She just called a minute ago.”



“Good. Is there time for a drink before we go?”



“That’s sounds nice. Let’s all have one.”



We filed into the kitchen to make drinks just as normally as could be.



After dinner, rather than getting together at one or the other’s house for a suburban-couples sex menage, we said goodnight at the restaurant and returned home with our proper spouses. I was frankly disappointed, as Linda had looked particularly sexy that night and, because we were now two adults who slept with each other, I was feeling especially randy.



Once home, I queried Heather about the evening.



“So, we didn’t all get together tonight,” I said, affecting no tone whatsoever.



“Are you disappointed?” asked Heather, crawling into bed. “You still have me.”



“No, not disappointed. It just struck me I have no idea what to expect now when we’re with Steve and Linda.”



“I think she’s having a rough period,” said Heather. “She told at dinner she had bad cramps.”



“I missed that.”



“She was talking to me, not the table.”



“Oh.” Not that I would know personally, but having cramps could kill the mood for sex. “So, if Linda hadn’t been having cramps, we might have all gotten together?”



“Maybe.”



“Tell me about this afternoon,” I said. “When I came in, you were holding Steve’s cock and your blouse was undone.”



“We were just goofing off. But really, we were just talking.”



“And you felt the need to hold his dick.”



“He kept staring at my breasts, so I opened my blouse so he could feel them too. You know I love it when a man feels my boobs.”



This gave me a telltale ping. “That makes sense.” I was trying to sound aloof.



“He got an erection, so I played with it while he fondled me.” As she said this, she reached over to play with my cock. It was quite firm at this point.



“I’m sorry I interrupted you two. It was rude of me to come home.”



“It really was. I was about to go down on him.”



“I’m sorry I ruined your plan.”



“You should be. I really wanted him to come in my mouth. I love that with Steve. He comes so much…”



She pushed the sheet down and climbed over my cock, then rubbed it back and forth rather intimately.



“I wouldn’t know about that,” I said.



“Yes, you would. You’ve seen him come on my face.” She inserted my cock and ground into me, released a gasp, then leaned over, resting on her arms to dangle her breasts over my chest. I couldn’t not admire them.



“Yes. I’ve seen it. You like it when Steve comes on your face.”



“Oh, God, yes!” She closed her eyes and focused. “And I love when Steve fucks my…” Her dialogue was working as much for her as for me.



“And when he comes in my… Oh, God, Jack… Oh… Oh… yes!” She focused once again as we ground into each other rather enjoying this new magic in our lovemaking.



“Oh, fuck! Jack! Oh! Oh, Jack, I’m so close… Oh…”



We achieved yet another of our now nearly routine mutual orgasms. They seemed to get better with each one, even when it was just the two of us! What was this magic we had found? It was the magic of letting ourselves freely express our true natures. We were, above all else, sexual beings. It’s how we got here in the first place.



Rachel was a regular and welcome visitor. Near the end of summer, she worried she was falling in love with a man who worked for her father in Westport. When she shared the news my heart sank, which I knew was greedy of me, but I couldn’t deny suffering an advanced feeling of loss at the prospect of her moving on.



Sadly, but only for her, of course, the new relationship didn’t work out. I felt the reason for this turn was rather humorous though I kept that to myself.



“He didn’t like the way I talked when we made love, and he wanted me to get waxed.” Rachel paused to add emphasis by pointing with her hands to her crotch which at the time was naked. “Can you imagine?” The thought of her getting a wax made me wince sympathetically.



“I’m so sorry, Rachel,” I’d said, though I was far from sorry. I was feeling possessive, and my mind ached at the idea of her being naked with another man. Well, another man beside Steve. It gave me an erection to think about it, and I felt an urgent need to bury myself in her wondrous, lush bush. During her weekend visit, we made love three times, and this was before Sunday had arrived.



That morning, I woke to find Rachel’s behind, naked, pressing into my cock, which had awoken before me. I was overcome with desire but wasn’t one to interrupt a beautiful maiden’s sleep. Heather was nowhere around. I made do with sliding my cock between Rachel’s legs and pulling her bottom gently into me.



She made a “hmm” sound in response, which I found encouraging. I rolled my pelvis to slide my cock back and forth between her legs. This elicited another favorable humming sound followed by speech.



“Are you going to fuck me, Daddy?”



Oh, Lord!



Her fingers went down to guide my tip in. I was happy to find her gloriously wet and willing. She rolled her backside into me as I reached around to squeeze her breasts.



“Oh, Daddy!!! I’ve been so bad!!! I let another man fuck me!!!” This admission forced her to moan in an anguished fashion. Holding her tightly, I pushed us flat on the bed, pulled her up on her knees, and began thrusting in earnest. Rachel was so wet we sounded like a landed tuna smacking around a fisherman’s deck.



“Oh! Yes!” She banged into me, and her exuberance proved too much. I couldn’t hold back and came hard. She bucked earnestly in response and seemed to join me in my orgasm. As I collapsed on top of her, panting like an over-extended Labrador, Heather came out of the bathroom toweling her wet hair. She must have been having a bath as I hadn’t heard the shower running.



She surveyed the scene and smiled, bent over the bed, offered a kiss, and then mouthed that she was going to make coffee.



As she left, I experienced the usual consequences of making love to Rachel. The bedding was soaked. For the third time that weekend I would be changing the sheets.



Rachel visited several times over the Fall, and we did connect carnally with Steve and Linda, but only once. Unlike the first few times, we were gentler now, quieter as it were. Tenderness had replaced avarice—something like that. By then Linda felt like a second wife, and that’s how it felt when we made love.



Though no longer new, sharing my wife with another man still excited me, and when Steve and Heather made love, I watched them avidly but discreetly. I always felt an ache, an existential sting, when she fondled Steve’s cock, put it in her mouth, or let him fuck her. Her habit, whenever one or the other thing was to happen, was to briefly look at me. Maybe she wanted to make sure I was watching. Maybe this excited her as much as the doing. But the reason didn’t matter. Part of the magic was not completely understanding how it worked.



It just did.



Now that the door had been opened, I found myself imagining Heather with other men. It wasn’t obsessive, but occasionally we’d meet a man and I would wonder if Heather was attracted to him. I never asked, but the words would form in my brain. Would you like to sleep with him too? I would imagine her doing so, and it would excite me. In contrast, I did not look at other women and fantasize about making love to them. As mentioned, I was happy as things stood.



Was Steve happy with our new arrangement? Did it please him to share his wife with me as well as with Heather and Rachel? I was curious and had wanted to ask but the opportunity had never come up. Asking when we were all together as couples would have been awkward, to say the least. I couldn’t have said, “How do you like fucking my wife?” Or more importantly—and this was the point upon which I was most curious—how did he feel about me fucking his wife?



Steve and Linda owned a health club franchise, and during the holidays they held an open house for members and new prospects. It was always packed and leaned towards the wild side but in a mild suburban-couples sense. There would be live music, an open bar, and an extravagant buffet which most of the guests could ravage without guilt as they were all extremely fit. Heather and I knew a good many of the people and always looked forward to attending.



Holiday parties struck me as sexy affairs. The women dressed extra sparkly, and many flirted as if they’d received hall passes from their husbands. For all I knew, maybe they had. This “swinging” stuff was still new to me, not that I called it that.



Linda and Heather set the bar for looks and sexiness. I was therefore immune to flirting with another woman. Still, it was fun to watch the other men and women operate, see how far they’d go, witness whose husband or wife became miffed or took things too far. This was not to suggest Caligula would have felt at home.



Near the end of the evening, I sat with Steve on the sofa in his office, both of us quite drunk, and for the first time, we found ourselves alone since beginning our new arrangement. We weren’t exactly alone as his receptionist, Christine, an attractive young woman, sat passed out in Steve’s office chair. Her head had fallen back and her mouth was agape.



“I bet she calls in sick tomorrow,” said Steve, nodding to the receptionist.



“She’s a nice girl. She calls me Jacko for some reason.”



“I’m Stevo. It’s a habit of hers. I often don’t know who she’s talking about when we discuss members.”



“She’s sexy too.” I noticed her dress had fallen off one shoulder and revealed most of a bra-cradled boob.



“Yeah,” said Steve. “We should probably fix her dress.”



“You’re right.”



Neither of us moved.



“She’s dark, like Rachel in a way.” He seemed to fondle a memory for a moment. “Rachel’s quite something.”



A door was finally opening.



“You could say she’s a free spirit,” I said.



“I guess we could say the same about our wives.” He chuckled at that.



The door was now firmly opened, but I had no idea how to transition into a general discussion about us each fucking the other’s wife. Speaking frankly about it out in the open had an unsavory flavor attached. Neither one of us ever boasted about our luck with women. Plus, we weren’t just “fucking” each other’s wife. There was more to it—but what was “it” exactly? 



For the moment I was stumped.



The receptionist startled herself by snorting in her sleep, then realigned herself in Steve’s office chair before returning to her drunken slumber. This caused her dress to reveal her entire port side breast. Steve rose to address the situation. It was the right thing to do.



“I can tell you, Jack, Linda’s always on fire now. She wears me out.”



I smiled. We were definitely “going there” now.



“It’s the same with Heather.”



“It’s strange how this all turned out, don’t you think?”



“Are you comfortable with it?” I was now worried he might be having second thoughts.



“Oh, yeah. I just can’t believe… I’m not sure how to say this, Jack, particularly as—well, you know the circumstances. Heather and I were sleeping together before you started with Linda.”



“That’s all in the past. Don’t worry about it. What were you going to say?”



“I can’t believe I’m sleeping with your wife with your permission. I mean, Heather’s gorgeous, and the sex is great. And there you are watching us.”



“You watch me with Linda.”



“I know! And it drives me crazy but in a good way. Watching Linda with you is just, I don’t know. It’s erotic as hell. I guess that’s what I’m saying.”



I thought for a moment, momentarily startled by Steve’s frankness, and how well his thoughts aligned with my own. Our wife swapping produced the same emotional response in both of us.



“I know what you mean,” I said. “I could say the same. Just seeing Heather naked around you gets me crazy—but in a good way crazy.”



“Same with Linda being naked around you.”



We were in sync. But did Steve also think about Linda being with other men? I was afraid to ask the question. I was content with where we all now stood. It was tidy. I didn’t feel the need to experiment any further, despite the nagging wonder in my mind. Just thinking of Heather with someone other than Steve or myself produced the same alchemy on my libido. I couldn’t imagine it going any higher if she actually did.



Or could it? The fact that I didn’t know worried me. Was having a “hotwife” like doing crack? Would you have to keep upping the dose to have the same effect? This was a troubling prospect. I didn’t like the idea of swinging, and here I was in a wife-swapping situation. Where Rachel stood in all of this I couldn’t say. A married couple having an “affair” with a single woman really wasn’t any different than the husband or wife alone having the affair. Well, it was different. It was better! Watching Rachel and Heather enjoy each other was pure joy.



Clearly, when you stepped out of the box you’re used to living in, life gets more complicated.



And here I was, outside the box, having nightcaps with the friend who had made me a cuckold, and me him. Why would I bother thinking any subject could be out of bounds?



“May I ask you something personal?” Given our situation, it sounded funny asking but provided a handy segue.



“Sure. At this point, Jack, I don’t think either one of us has to ask first.”



“What about Linda sleeping with other men? I mean, men other than me?”



By his expression, I could see he was giving it a good think.



“I wouldn’t like her to sleep with strangers. That kind of turns me off. I can feel that right now, just thinking about it.”



“I think I can agree with you there.”



“If we knew the guy already, and we liked him, I don’t know. I can kind of see it. I can imagine it. You and Heather were the key for us. We knew and liked you guys. What happened before you became involved, I’m not sure I have a good…”



“We can let that bit go, Steve. Those were unusual circumstances.”



We could see late hangers-on through the glass walls of Steve’s office. Linda was talking to a couple I was vaguely familiar with.



“What about him?” I asked, nodding to the male half of the couple. “He’s an attractive guy.”



“No. Not him. Plus, he’s married.” He squinted through the glass. “No one out there.”



I perused the crowd and found I agreed with Steve. None of the men gave me a “vibe” to suggest I would like to see them sleeping with my wife. If anything, I got an “anti” vibe. And Steve was right. A married man wouldn’t do. He would have to be single and unattached.



Clearly, this idea had a firm grip on me, and as I thought more about it, the idea of Linda sleeping with another man struck me the same as imagining Heather with one. Then I thought of Rachel’s summer fling, the one that didn’t work out, and how I’d felt a sting hearing about it. I was now being possessive of three women like they were Steve’s and my harem and our property alone.



I was really feeling the booze.



“Maybe someone we know who doesn’t live around here,” suggested Steve. “I mean, someone not local.”



“I get what not around here means… Why?”



“We don’t want this to get out of control. What if Heather and Linda really liked it and wanted to do it even more? It could open a can of worms.”



I didn’t disagree. Opening a marriage up to sleeping with another couple was one thing. To all-comers? No, that wasn’t desirable by any means. This is what Steve was saying, and I agreed.



Before I could respond Heather walked into the office, looked at the receptionist passed out in the chair, then gave each of us a dirty look, like we’d been bad boys.



“You guys having fun?” She was looking at the receptionist as she said this.



“She was passed out there when we came in to sit down,” I said.



“Uh-huh,” said Heather, but with a smile. “What are you boys talking about?”



“Nothing much. Sports.”



“You don’t follow sports, Jack.”



“Yeah. Someone should let Steve know.”



Heather laughed.



“Actually,” I continued. “We were talking about you and Linda, and what whores you’ve become.”



“I know. It’s terrible. I’m so ashamed.” She laughed again.



“We thought we should find you two a few more men to play with. You’re tiring us out.”



“That’s thoughtful. I’m sure Linda will be happy.” She chuckled. “But really, I think we’re both fine with the way things are.”



It was funny how her first comment gave me a tingle and her follow-up produced a let-down. Why did it produce a let-down? She was saying she was happy with things as they were.



“Give me some room,” said Heather, indicating she wished to sit between us. We gave her room and she landed a hand on each of our thighs. “Linda wants you to ravage her tonight, Jack. Are you free later?”



“I need to check with my wife.”



“She’s okay with it. She wants to ravage your friend Steve.”



“He was saying earlier how tired he was. Sorry.”



Heather chuckled and rubbed Steve’s thigh up to his crotch where she parked her hand. “Oh, I think he’s up to it.”



Though we were somewhat off by ourselves, it was still a risky move. If her hand belonged anywhere, it was on my cock, where, if found there, would just be considered vulgar. On Steve’s, it would be viewed as scandalous.



As I waited to see how far Heather was going to go with the hand business, the receptionist woke with a start, luckily catching herself from falling over. An attempt to orient herself proved shortcoming.



“Am I late?” she inquired.



“Late for what?” asked Steve.



She examined her disheveled dress, which had once again slipped from her shoulder to offer an encore presentation of her boob. She could have been posing for a French cigarette commercial. With her dark features and disheveled hair, she had that look.



“Am I working?” she asked. Her obvious confusion made me wonder if she’d scored some Indonesian liquor.



“No, Christine. This is the holiday party we have every year. I suspect you had too much to drink.”



Christine stood, found this move too challenging, and sat back down. “Yeah, I could use one…” She squinted at me and Heather. “Oh, hi there Jacko, Feather! I didn’t see you guys come in.”



“We’ve been sitting here all along.”



Heather’s hand, which had been absently fondling Steve’s crotch during the whole of Christine’s resurrection, drew her attention.



“Are you giving him a hand-job?” She asked in a way to suggest it would be entirely normal if Heather was giving Stevo a hand-job.



“Oh fuck!” said Heather, while also laughing. She removed her hand from Steve’s crotch. “I got them confused, Christine.” She laughed again.



“I’ll give him one,” said Christine. “Him too.” She motioned to get up but again abandoned the idea.



“Maybe I should give you guys some space, huh?” said Heather, rising as a smile indented her cheeks. It made me wonder if she would be fine with Christine giving Steve and me hand-jobs. Perhaps the holidays were putting her in a generous spirit.



Steve rose and straightened Christine’s dress. “I think we’ll be giving you a ride home tonight.”



Despite her drunkenness, this seemed to inspire Christine. “Hey, we can all come too. I’ve got mistletoe… Don’t you want to kiss me, Stevo? I do. We can all kiss and have hand-jobs.” Her hand attempted to grope his crotch, but he intervened just in time.



Had we been anyone else, Christine’s evening might have taken quite a turn.



“I don’t think any of us should drive tonight,” said Heather.






Chapter 20: The Two Of Us

THERE WILL ALWAYS BE US



“I don’t know if I can keep this up,” said Steve. We were in his kitchen the morning after the holiday party. After getting Christine safely home, the four of us relocated to Steve and Linda’s house for a nightcap, code which meant, for Steve and me, being subjected to two very randy women. They had been in Olympic form.



“I know what you mean,” I said, truly knowing what he meant.



“Maybe we should find someone to tame those two.” He chuckled. “Like we were talking about last night.”



“We didn’t really decide anything. We just talked.”



Steve nodded as Linda came into the kitchen wearing a winter-appropriate robe. She kissed Steve on the head.



“You two okay this morning?” She smiled at me, then went to fix herself a coffee.



“Couldn’t be better,” I said.



“Heather said she needs a cold-pack for her crotch, the poor thing. You two are brutes.”



“We just followed your directions, dear,” said Steve. “Jack and I were just saying we need to find you two some young bucks to take the pressure off.”



“Oh, that sounds like fun. Will you two watch?”



“Of course.”



Linda laughed, then took her coffee, along with one for Heather, up to the now communal bedroom.



“I know she’s kidding,” said Steve. “But I can’t say I minded the idea.”



“You said you would have to know and like the guy. Anyway, we don’t know any young bucks.”



“You’re right.”



“Are we really thinking of this?” Steve looked worried.



“No, I don’t think so… Well, you never know what might work out down the road. I don’t know where any of this goes, but we’re smart people. We’ll know beforehand if we might be taking things too far. We’ll feel it.”



“It doesn’t have to go anywhere, really. Maybe it’s just what it is and it stays there.”



“I’m fine with that.”



Several weeks after the holidays my friend Peter from Indonesia confirmed a visit for late in the month. He was bringing fresh coffee samples along with contracts to sign for our joint distributorship venture. I was excited at the prospect of entering the wholesale business and deepening my business relationship with Peter, who I viewed as very talented and trustworthy.



“When will he be here?” asked Heather, as we sat for our dinner. She was excited by the news of his visit. He was sure to have more battle stories from his adventures in the jungles of Asia.



“The end of the month.”



“Goodie.”



“You really like him.”



“As you’ve said before, he’s kind of a man’s man… I think you said that. Plus, he’s European, and kind of formal, you know? His manners are impeccable, but he’s such a…”



“Man’s man?”



“Yeah. Plus, I’ll get to thank him for introducing you to Cibie.”



“Right.” I thought for a moment. “He doesn’t know anything about that.”



“He put you in a tent with a young woman and doesn’t suspect you two might have gotten it on? Sure, I’ll buy that.”



“If he did suspect anything, he wouldn’t have said. You know, his being European and all—they’re very discreet about such things.”



“Maybe he’d already had Cibie.”



“I doubt it, but who knows? Maybe he had.”



“He wouldn’t have had to try too hard.” Heather gave me a sly grin, knowing she was rubbing it in insofar as his desirability. Her overt admiration for him made me curious as well as feeling a little snarky.



“Maybe you and Peter can have a go when he visits.”



Heather wiped her mouth, put her napkin in her lap, and assembled her quizzical face, which involved creasing her forehead.



“I wonder if he’s circumcised,” she said. “It’s not so common in Europe. Have you seen it?”



“Jesus, Heather. How could I have seen it?”



“You said you two roughed it together out in the jungle. Or was that all just talk?”



“Yes. I mean, it wasn’t just talk. We roughed it out in the bush, but not as you might think. We’ve stayed in some pretty rough hotels, you know, the type where you’d sleep with a gun under your pillow if you had one. We’d find monstrous bugs in our beds, that sort of thing. We weren’t out in the jungle running around naked.”



“I suppose you only did that with Cibie.”



She was teasing me now, which didn’t take my mind off her question about Peter’s cock and whether it was circumcised. I frankly didn’t know. If he wasn’t, would it make a difference? She never mentioned having met a hooded cock in person, or having preferences one way or the other. Steve and I were cut. I’d only see a few that weren’t in high school gym showers. I admit they had startled me, as at the time I didn’t know being uncut was an option, or even that I was cut.



“You know I can’t deny it,” I said, referring to her comment about Cibie.



“It’s okay.”



“Anyway, I’ll email Peter and ask about his cock. I don’t want you to have to suffer through any suspense.”



“That’s thoughtful of you, honey.”



“I do what I can. Say, have you ever been with one?”



“What?”



“An uncircumcised man.”



“Not yet.” She gave me another sly look. “What do you have in mind?”



“Nothing. I just wondered. You brought it up.”



“Not really. I asked you if Peter was circumcised, that’s all.”



“Would it matter if he was?”



“Matter to whom?” Heather now offered an innocent smile.



“To you… Oh, I see. You’re playing dumb.”



She laughed. “I don’t know, Jack. I’ve never seen one in person.”



At this point, I didn’t know if she really was playing me or wanting me to ask if she would ever consider sleeping with Peter, cock status unknown. The idea of it was getting me a little hot, and I feared it would reveal my hand if I pressed the case, so I changed tack.



“Linda and Steve have been quiet lately.” I couldn’t be sure but thought I detected disappointment in Heather’s face when I switched topics.



“Didn’t I tell you? They’re in Seattle for a couple weeks. Steve’s serious about moving out there.”



“Really? I’ll miss them if they do.”



“You’ll miss Linda.”



“That too.” It would be lying to say otherwise.



“They’re just looking around. I wouldn’t worry.”



“Won’t you miss Steve? I doubt you’ll find anyone else with bullseyes burned into his buttocks.”



Heather laughed. “I know.”



“That would be it, I guess, as far as this new arrangement of ours.”



“Don’t forget about Rachel. She’ll be here this weekend, by the way. That should make you happy.”



“You too, I suspect.”



Heather smiled. “Jack, I never thought the thing with Linda and Steve would go on forever. I think we both knew that.”



I felt a little crestfallen to hear her say this, but I already knew it was true, even with Rachel. There was no way all of it could have lasted forever. It didn’t have to.



“There will always be the two of us, Jack. We can still have fun.”






Chapter 21: Moving Forward

ONE CHAPTER CLOSES, ANOTHER OPENS


There will always be the two of us, Jack. We can still have fun.



There was no way to misread this. Heather was saying our new arrangement, this codicil, as it were, now appended to our marriage vows, did not depend on or refer to any specific arrangement. We had agreed our sleeping with other people was okay, provided we agreed on the desirability of specific opportunities. That was the safest way to put it. We knew each other well enough to know we would be in sync when it came to deciding how or when to exercise our new arrangement.



That was the hope, anyway.



We can still have fun… This was good news, but it pointed to our lack of due process in assuring a seamless execution. Of course, I was thinking of Peter now. I couldn’t just put the prospect on the table in a serious manner. There had to first be the seduction, a slow reveal of subtle hints adorned with hypothetical enticements and temptations. I couldn’t ask her if she wanted to sleep with Peter. I had to get her to think of what it might be like for her to sleep with him. In effect, I had to seduce my wife, but on another man’s behalf.



It was a strange business, but I thought I was approaching it in a prudent and thoughtful manner. Before I could finish formulating my strategies, her voice drew me back to the table.



“Are you thinking of me sleeping with Peter?”



So much for the thoughtful and prudent seduction.



“Now that you mention it, it’s crossed my mind.”



“What do you think?”



“I think we’ve never really talked about how this all works.”



“I know. I’ve wondered about that too.”



We sat quietly for a moment wondering how it should work.



“I guess this is how it works,” said Heather. “We just talk about it out loud and feel each other out. If we don’t agree, we pass.”



“You mean, if I said I didn’t want you to sleep with Peter, you wouldn’t?”



“That’s right. It works both ways. Are there any women you want to sleep with that I don’t know about?”



“None.”



“And if one came up?”



“Then I guess we would talk about it.”



That was all clear enough, at least on the surface. A complicating feature in “our new arrangement” was Heather also slept with the women I was now permitted to sleep with. What if a new woman wasn’t bisexual? Well, Steve and I weren’t bi, so I guessed it would be fair if a new woman wasn’t as well. If Heather and I slept with her, and the latter wasn’t bi, it would be up to them to sort out their boundaries.



This whole train of thought struck me as unwholesomely strange, not that I was much bothered by it.



Heather touched my forearm, usually a forewarning that sincerity was to ensue and I should pay attention.



“Are we still together on this? Do you still want to have an open marriage, say if Steve and Linda, and Rachel too for that matter, move on?”



I took a beat before responding, then placed a safe bet.



“Only if you do, Heather.”



She smiled. “I think so, I mean, if we agree on who it is, you know, and both want it to happen.”



“Like Peter.”



Heather looked at her plate, forked a crown of broccoli, then set her fork down.



“Would you like to see me make love to Peter?”



The question gave me a familiar stir. I imagined it, Heather lying on her back with her legs in the air, Peter between them, his buttocks flexing as he thrust into her. I wasn’t surprised to discover I was irrevocably turned-on.



Just the thought of Heather willingly letting Peter or any man view her naked breasts did the trick. No matter how much I was a liberated male of the 21st Century, my mind remained besieged by atavistic impulses from another era. A husband had sole rights to viewing his wife naked. But the mere idea of another man seeing her nude sent delicious streams of prickling energies flowing through my veins. It produced a sweet agony and longing in my heart. I both hated and loved the idea of sharing Heather. Though I wasn’t a masochist by any means, I loved the pain. It came with an erotic fervor that intensified beyond all measure my erotic longings for Heather.



“Yes,” I said, without elaboration, in response to her question about whether I wanted to see her sleep with Peter.



Heather smiled as she resumed her attack on the broccoli. She gave it a thoughtful chew and swallowed. Was she now imagining Peter making love to her? Her look remained neutral whatever she was thinking. Another moment passed before she spoke.



“Okay,” she said.



“Okay? Does that mean you want to sleep with him?”



“It means I will sleep with him if that’s what you want.”



“I don’t get it. Do you want to sleep with him?”



“If he’s good, of course I do. I won’t know that until it happens. Now all I can do is imagine it might be fun. Do you see what I mean?”



Did I? I wasn’t sure but trusted I would soon enough. For now, she would do it if it pleased me. Later, she would know if it pleased her as well.



“I think I see what you’re getting at. Sure.”



“Remember Vince, that boy I told you about from back home?”



“The one you slept with while you were dating me?” I feigned hurt feelings.



“That’s right. I thought he would be good, but when we did it, he was awful. You see, I wouldn’t have known that without doing it, would I?”



“I get it. So, if Peter is good in bed, you’ll like making love to him.”



“That’s right, as long as you want me to.”



“This is strange stuff, isn’t it, talking about us sleeping with other people?”



“It’s fun though, don’t you think? I love that we can be open. You’re my one true love. Nothing will take that away, even a divorce!” She laughed at our fake divorce.



“It is fun. Just talking about it is titillating.”



“Do you want to screw? I have no plans for the evening.”



“Just me? Or are you going to ring up Steve as well?”



“That’s an idea.” She laughed. “No, just you and me. I like that too.” I was happy to hear this but still had Peter on my mind.



“Well, about Peter then. How do you think that could come about?”



Heather gave it some thought. “I guess I’ll have to seduce him.”



“How will you do that? Flowers? Chocolates? Slip him a note?”



“I don’t know yet. I’ll come up with something. I don’t think getting a man into my bed will be that hard, do you?”



Was she referring to her looks, which were wonderful any way you looked at her, or the fact that most men were whores?



Heather rose from the table, took my hand, and led me to the sofa. We sat next to each other, but not closely, and she arranged her body to face me. Her posture was suggestive, and her eyes now had a peculiar dazzle.



“So, Jack, are you sensing anything from me?”



“You seem very open.” She was wearing tight jeans and was turned in such a way as to accent her crotch. You could say it was smiling at me. She had also unbuttoned a few of the top buttons on her blouse, and from my angle, I enjoyed a generous helping of bra and boob.



“What else?” Her eyes continued their dazzle.



I studied her face. Her eyes, as mentioned, had taken on a special glow. I now noticed her lips were especially moist and somewhat pouty looking, like a nubile maiden’s might be in pulp fiction.



“You’re seducing me with your body posture and the way you’re taking me in, or looking at me—I’m not sure exactly, but I’ll say it’s working.” She twirled her hair around a finger and blushed in a coquettish way.



“See, it’s not that hard, really. I’m telegraphing my intentions with my body and face.”



“Flirting.”



“That’s right. Now pretend you’re Peter. What would you be doing and thinking now?”



“I would be thinking you’re very hot while also getting an erection.” I knew I was, simply from the show of breasts slipping through her opened blouse. I imagined Peter having the same view.



Heather laughed. “Maybe.” She stroked my thigh and let her hand rest there for a moment before removing it.



“Am I still Peter?” I asked.



“Yes.”



“I would find the hand on my thigh just now as suggestive.”



“See? It’s not that hard, is it?”



“There’s the question of me, isn’t there? Won’t I be here too?”



“The fact that I would be doing this front of you will let Peter know you’re okay with it.”



That seemed like a stretch but what the hell did I really know? I’d never given much thought to seduction. Perhaps I’d always let the women do the work. When I slept with Heather the first time, she had more or less taken her clothes off in front of me, ostensibly changing for a hike. I didn’t realize I was being seduced.



“Okay. Then what will you do?” I asked.



“Hmm, go for some eye action, lean in and gauge his response, and go from there.”



“Go where from there?”



Heather leaned in as if she was going for a kiss. My natural reflex was to lean in too. She pulled back and smiled.



“If we had kissed, I would have put my hand on your crotch.”



She demonstrated.



“And if Peter is as hard as you are now, I’ll play with it, then slowly pull down his zipper and reach my hand into his trousers.”



She demonstrated this too.



“If he doesn’t flinch, I’ll take his cock out and go down on him.”



This too she demonstrated. Her warm mouth felt like Heaven, and I imagined Peter feeling this too as he watched her head bob over his lap. This simple vision alone of her delicate fingers guiding his cock into her mouth put my mind in a tizzy. Her lips, her fingers, his cock…



Heather lifted off and stroked me while we kissed. I stayed in character as Peter but let her run the show. Our tongues swirled and mingled and this too seemed excruciatingly intimate. Her tongue in another man’s mouth, her lips on his, her hot breath inhaling his own. My wife.



Heather stood and removed her clothes. Once she’d flicked her panties into the void, which was any space outside the cocoon now enveloping us, she sat on my lap, letting my cock glide effortlessly into her.



“Fuck me, Peter. Oh, yes, fuck me! Jack wants to watch us…”



I did as instructed.






Chapter 22: Peter

WHEN ONE DOOR CLOSES



Peter was the spawn of a long line of elitist Dutch colonists who occupied various land masses of an area now known as Indonesia. A great-great-grandfather was, for a while at least, the head of the Dutch East India Company, later subsumed into the Dutch government in 1800.



According to Peter, the Dutch were a rather ruthless bunch, imposing rigid racial and social structures on their subjects until the disruptions of WW2 liberated the colonies. They later nationalized into their current form, more or less. Peter offered this background over a lengthy drinking session the first time we met. He was here on a mission to open distribution among small coffee businesses in the U.S., my own little enterprise possibly being among his lowest targets.



Nevertheless, we’d been doing good business ever since. The only hiccup in our history was my unsavory tryst with Cibie during my trip to Indonesia. I had mistakenly blamed her for my purple cock and subsequent fake divorce. I remained unsure whether Peter deduced anything from my night in a tent with Cibie. Being European by blood, it was a subject he would never bring up on his own.



His pending visit would be his sixth. Heather met him on his third pass through the region and immediately liked him, commenting later it was refreshing to meet someone with such a colorful background and lifestyle. This was a good summary. I liked Peter for the same reasons, but never once pondered he and Heather sleeping together. We were good hosts, but our hospitality had only stretched so far.



At least that was the case during all of Peter’s former visits.



My staff, comprised of a bookkeeper, a warehouse manager, and two clerical assistants, were all female, and they brightened considerably at the prospect of another visit from Peter. As he resisted the natural ease with which he could have appeared charming, he made genuine efforts to make people feel comfortable and in turn was well liked. His rugged overtones and beaming good health sealed the deal. Women found him very attractive on all fronts.



The bookkeeper, Ella, my oldest employee in both age and length of employment, was very efficient in her work, but also relentlessly tedious and unappealing in her general manner. This manifested in her habit of lecturing me as if I was a small child. This was why I kept her on. I often called her in to share what I thought were bright ideas, and she rarely failed to find the dimmer switch. A recent exception was the idea of starting a wholesale coffee distributorship with Peter. She approved wholeheartedly of my plan: He would be in charge of sourcing product at the best prices, and we would sell it around the North East and beyond. Ella assured me it was a brilliant idea.



Whether Peter’s good looks and charms played into her support was an unknown. I did notice Ella sported a revised look the day Peter was due to arrive (as was the case with the other female employees). Her hair had received a rethink, and her wardrobe reflected a spit and polish leaning towards the sharp and sexy. In these times it was dangerous to notice such things, so I didn’t comment.



Once Peter did arrive we were all business. He’d brought a duffle bag full of vacuum-packed samples with a focus on Toraja coffees from Sulawesi and dark Mandheling coffees from Sumatra. We tasted varying blends of each and they were all extremely satisfying. After roasting, we would be able to wholesale them at $9 a pound and earn a nice margin of 43%, nearly unheard of in wholesale.



As was our custom, we abstained from after-hours mischief, which with Peter only meant drinking, until our business was done. This included several overnight trips to visit potential customers and meetings with lawyers to finalize our contracts and begin incorporation proceedings.



Once all of that was settled, it was time to begin the carousing back at my office. We cracked open several bottles of champagne and celebrated with the women there, then Peter and I headed to my house, much to my staff’s chagrin, where Heather was preparing a festive meal.



She had been in good anticipatory spirits since Peter’s arrival. I hadn’t noticed any special effort put into her looks, but none were required. Heather greeted Peter with an effusive hug, which was not out of the ordinary as she was a hugger. He was his usual courtly self, one of the several features upon which Heather had remarked favorably.



She was dressed as she had been the night I functioned as a surrogate for Peter in the seduction demonstration on our sofa. A white blouse, opened at the top, was tucked into slender fitting hi-rise jeans, now back in favor, and the combined look was casually chic and sexy. She even wore a touch of makeup, which was hardly necessary, that gave her eyes a smoky look.



I prepared a round of martinis. We sipped them standing around the kitchen island as Heather put finishing touches on the meal; Italian stuffed pork chops, one of her specialties, served with a Caprese salad, sauteed green beans with bacon, zucchini stuffed with Ricotta, and grilled polenta. As she worked, there was no doubt Peter noticed her generous display of boob as she bent over her tasks or the lovely reveal of her firm bum as she moved from island to sink or fridge.



Clearly, the seduction was in progress.



We gulped rather than sipped the first two martinis. I prepared another round and we retreated to the living room to wait until the pork chops finished roasting. Heather and Peter sat on the sofa and I took the chair facing it on a diagonal. She faced Peter with a very open disposition, just as she had done with me, and this posture meant an even more generous display of cleavage.



“So,” said Heather. “Tell us about your latest adventures, Peter.”



“There’s not much to tell, really. A few scrapes here and there, but it’s normal.”



“Scrapes?” she asked with widening eyes.



“Yes. Pirates, rebels. They’re a problem over there.”



“Pirates? Really?”



“Oh, yes. It’s very dangerous going anywhere on small boats. Going from Kolaka to Malili we saw them. The captain knew what to do. His boat was armed. The pirates run if there is any sign of resistance.”



“Thank God,” said Heather, putting her palm on Peter’s thigh for emphasis. She turned to me. “You didn’t see any pirates, did you, Jack?”



“No. We stayed on Sumatra. They don’t have pirates in the mountains.”



“No,” said Peter. “But they have rebels. The Free Aceh Movement, Jemaah Islamiyah, Komando Jihad. There’s quite a few.”



“I had no idea it was so dangerous over there,” said Heather.



“I felt safe,” I said. This was true but was not a testament to my courage. I had no idea we may had been close to rebel groups. I’d slept in a tent, for Christ’s sake.



“We were very close to the rebels in Parlak, Jack, but there was no need to mention it.”



“I’m glad I wasn’t aware, then. My only worry was the cockroaches in the bathrooms.”



“But they are harmless,” said Peter. “What you needed to worry about were the scorpions, mosquitoes, cobras, vipers. They’re why I never wear shorts and always wear boots in the bush.”



I had worn shorts and stylish sandals every day we were out in the “bush”. Peter had said nothing about deadly insects and snakes. I’d even walked naked through the damn jungle with Cibie!



A kitchen buzzer signaled the stuffed pork chops were ready.



“Give me five minutes,” said Heather, rising to put the final touches on our meal. Her jeans fit her in such a way to make her exits extremely enjoyable to view, if Peter’s eyes offered any clue.



Ten minutes later we were seated at the dining table. The meal was delicious on all fronts and the wine superb, a nice Chianti, the likes of which had never graced Tonelli’s cellar, not that it had a cellar to be graced.



Heather’s fascination with Peter’s escapades proved endless. He regaled her obediently, even dipping back to his several years living in Africa where he explored Ethiopia, Kenya, Tanzania, and even Yemen on the Saudi peninsula. His was a career path I didn’t choose to take, not that my own experiences were without interest, but I felt no need to bring them up.



His stories took us right through to dessert, a pannacotta served with ripe berries. This heavy meal might not have been chosen by someone with seduction on their mind, just thinking of the human biologies involved in digestion, but I noticed Heather had eaten very little.



Along with the martinis beforehand, the two bottles of wine which disappeared during dinner meant none of us were feeling any pain. Nonetheless, I thought an after dinner cordial of Sambuca would be fun, served with a few submerged coffee beans for added flavor. We reassembled in the living room where I poured.



Peter and Heather resumed their former positions on the sofa. As the two of them had dominated dinner conversation, I now felt like a third wheel but didn’t feel put out.



Knowing what she had in mind made it fascinating to watch Heather operate. She was always charming when we had company, but that night she exhibited a special flair. I knew her interest in Peter was genuine and, frankly, his stories were quite good. However, at some point, she would need to steer the conversation in a new direction. Otherwise, the evening risked going down as a wholesome travelogue.



I needn’t have worried. After the second round of Sambuca, Heather used a pause in conversation to select another gear.



“So, Peter, you must meet interesting women in your travels. Tell us about them.”



Peter nodded, smiled, then took a moment to gather his thoughts. I admit I was as eager as Heather to hear of his conquests around the globe though was sure he would never frame them that way.



“There’s really not much to tell. I travel alone for the most part, and there usually aren’t many women where I’m going.”



“Where do you call home? I’m surprised I don’t know already.”



“Jakarta. I have a house there, in the Kemang district. It’s where lots of expats live, many Europeans, Americans, Australians.”



“That’s nice,” said Heather. “I’m sure you have lots of friends there.”



Peter only nodded. I wasn’t expecting him to elaborate without further prodding from Heather.



“I’m sure Peter has lots of friends,” I said. “Including women.”



“Are you dating anyone?” asked Heather.



“Yes, you could say so,” said Peter. “I am close to a few.”



“No one special?”



“Yes, I would say they’re all special.”



“That’s nice. But you don’t want to be single forever.”



“Someday, yes, I will settle down, as you say here.”



“And for now you’re just having fun, I suppose.” Heather gave him a sly look, and he smiled.



“Of course,” said Peter. “We Dutch aren’t so eager to marry, not like you are here. We wait a long time, and couples often remain open after marriage. It’s not uncommon.”



Heather’s eyes twinkled when Peter mentioned “open”, referring to marriages. I knew the Dutch were more liberal than most Europeans, but this surprised me.



“So, couples do get married,” said Heather. “But they still see people outside their marriage?”



“Some, yes. It’s not a problem.”



Heather digested this information as I poured another round of Sambuca. I wasn’t sure how the evening was going. Peter had presented what could be viewed as an opening. Apparently, open marriages for the Dutch weren’t a big deal. Heather and I weren’t Dutch, but we did have an open marriage. Surely, Heather would be able to connect these facts and steer the evening to her advantage, but in my mind, I couldn’t. The Sambuca and the earlier wine and martinis were hampering my ability to think properly. I couldn’t see a path forward. Heather didn’t seem to share this problem.



“Jack and I have an open marriage.” She mentioned this in an offhand manner, like saying we both liked sushi or yoga. “We like it this way, don’t we, Jack?”



I nodded, unsure of what to say. In some cases, the less said the better.



“You could say it started when he went to Indonesia, Peter. Of course, you were there too.”



Peter looked perplexed.



“With Cibie. Jack told me all about that.” Heather was now reaching into territory I hadn’t expected to roam. I wasn’t sure what she was up to now.



“Cibie?” said Peter. “Yes, a very sweet girl.” He betrayed no other knowledge.



“Oh, maybe you don’t know. Jack said they got together one night, in a tent. Isn’t that right, Jack?”



Of course, she knew she was right.



“Yes, but Peter doesn’t know about that I’m sure.”



Heather’s eyes probed Peter’s handsome face. He seemed unruffled by the news and eye treatment.



“Yes, Cibie is a very fine girl. She’s back in Europe now.”



“I was happy for Jack,” said Heather. Perhaps she was getting drunk.



“Good,” said Peter. “There’s no reason it should be a problem.”



“No,” said Heather. She really had nowhere to go now. “Jack lets me sleep with other men, too. He’s even watched me.” Here we go, I thought. I expected her hand to fall into Peter’s lap, but she didn’t go there.



“Honey,” I said. “I don’t think Peter is interested in that stuff.”



“I’m sure Peter likes sex…”



“That’s not what I meant,” I interjected.



“I don’t mind,” said Peter. “I do like sex, of course. Who doesn’t?”



“See, we all like sex,” said Heather. She was clearly a little drunk now. I knew I was getting there. She took a sip of her Sambuca, set the glass on the coffee table, and turned back to Peter. “We could have sex, Peter. Jack wouldn’t mind.”



My head exploded.



Peter smiled but remained unruffled. I felt sorry for him though why escaped me. My wife had just offered to have sex with him. Perhaps I felt she was putting him in a bind, but I had no clue how to help him out.



“I mean,” continued Heather. “If you’d like to sleep to with me.”



Peter smiled again and spoke. “Of course! You are a beautiful woman. Why wouldn’t I want to have sex with you?”



Being somewhat beside herself, Heather nearly giggled. From my perspective, the seduction had turned into an outright offer and seemed to have come out of nowhere. What was next? Would she stand and remove her clothes? I had no idea, but the thought provoked me in a predictable fashion.



I had just heard my wife tell a man, a new man, he could bed her. How many men had now slept with my wife? A dozen? She was saying she would willingly spread her legs for him. I ran this line through my head a dozen different ways and fell into a near delirium of excitement and anticipation. I either had a screw loose or was onto something.



I remained silent. The air was getting a little thick, as no one had said anything for a good couple of minutes, or enough time to put great weight on the next words spoken. Who should say them? As it turned out, no one.



Heather, once recomposed, leaned into Peter and kissed him on the lips. As far as I could tell, it was a slow, dry, introductory kiss, meant to signal there was more to come. She leaned back and smiled, took a deep breath, then went in for another kiss. This time, Peter’s arm went around her shoulders and she reached an arm around his neck. Sounds of wet lips smacking ensued as well as a moan from Heather. This continued for some time and elicited several appreciative moans from both of them.



After several more minutes of lips smacking, which included Peter dropping a hand to feel Heather’s ass, they separated. She leaned back and smiled at me, then undid several more buttons on her blouse. She pulled it open, pulling the tails out of her jeans, and smiled at Peter.



“This is one of Jack’s favorite bras.” She arched her back to accent her lovely bosom. “You can feel them, Peter.” Feeling this was a good plan, he raised a hand to her breast and squeezed. Hollywood style, Heather’s head fell back as if in the grips of ecstasy. Peter played with her breasts until Heather pulled one side of her bra down to expose a nipple. Without instruction, Peter’s mouth descended on it, and she repeated her earlier move of letting her head tilt back. She was taking immense pleasure in having yet another man savor her nipple.



The narration in my mind accompanying their movements and activities was put me a near frenzy. I hoped their tempo would pick up and keep pace with the private ecstasies now pinballing through my mind. But then again, there was no reason to rush. The night was still young.



Heather removed her blouse, stood, removed her jeans, and sat back down. Her hands wandered into Peter’s lap where she undid his belt and lowered his zipper. She pulled his trousers open, then felt his bulge, which seemed enormous. She ran her fingers along his shaft over his underwear as Peter watched. Now in just her bra and panties, with one nipple exposed as her hand fondled his cock, I felt my mind would ignite.






Chapter 23: OMG

GOING DUTCH IN A BIG WAY


I felt a cosmic hand reach down and say there, there now. This is what you wanted, isn’t it? But what was the what? Extreme hedonism? I was sharing my wife but there was no Linda in the bargain for me. No Rachel with her dirty talk and luxuriant bush. All I could do now is watch. Or would Heather draw me into their twosome once their foreplay had transitioned into furious penetration? We never discussed this possibility, which I now viewed as an oversight.



Should Peter and I have consulted privately before the two of them actually got it on?



Instead, we were winging it, which was maybe for the best. Wife sharing was still a new territory for us, and we couldn’t draw the map until we fully explored the terrain. Whatever now followed, I knew Heather and I would later review and dissect in intimate detail. We’d already incorporated the what was it like to sleep with stuff into our foreplay. Every time Heather described how it felt to have Steve’s cock in her mouth, I would have an explosive orgasm afterward.



Strange stuff.



This vortex of erotic, psychological turmoil was undeniable. Watching Heather fondle Peter’s shaft was sending my fervor into the stratosphere. I had to straighten out my own situation, and did so, by loosening my trousers. This verged on me feeling creepy, like I was some bum in an alley watching a couple make out, but I had no choice. It was an absurd situation, one that would no doubt provide stimulating memories down the road.



Heather’s arm went around Peter and her head leaned into his neck as she watched her hand play with his bulging but still obscured erection, still growing and nearly reaching over his hip, which seemed inconceivable. He had to be twice my size, maybe more. It must have been an illusion.



But there it was, overwhelming Heather’s grasp, as she and Peter now kissed. What could Heather possibly be thinking? Did his size excite her? Scare her? I really wished I could have hit a pause button and had a private chat, but being novices at this sort of thing, we hadn’t arranged a “safe word” or private signal to indicate one or the other of us needed a time out.



Peter’s hand slipped down Heather’s back and under her panties. He squeezed her bottom, pulling her into him, which caused her thigh to ride over his. She gripped his cock, still over his briefs, and lifted it, demonstrating that my prior estimates of his size hadn’t been an illusion.



Peter was a very well hung Dutchman.



She let it go and repositioned herself to pull his briefs down. His cock sprung to a fully upright position and reached to his navel. There was no sign of a hoodie, and this filled me with relief for her sake. Strange as this may sound, I wasn’t prepared for her to make love to a man with an uncircumcised cock. But a cut penis? Well, by all means…



Clearly, when sharing one’s wife, the mind can stray into the absurd.



Heather held Peter’s now exposed cock in her hand and lifted it from his belly. It looked like it belonged to an alien species. Undeterred, she put the tip in her mouth. To do so, her jaw had to hyperextend, like a snake’s might do when it swallows a rabbit. Two or three inches of Peter’s Dutch manhood disappeared into Heather’s mouth, leaving a good seven inches or more out in the cold.



My Lord! I thought. It was an unbelievable sight on several fronts, and even more so when she released his cock and slapped it on her cheek before licking his shaft up and down. When she reached his balls, she had to pull his briefs to gain full access. He lifted his bum to facilitate this, revealing his testicles were in proportion to the rest of his equipment.



Heather seemed briefly startled by this revelation but she quickly acclimated. I had no idea how women generally felt about big balls, but it was clear Heather found them inspiring. Her tongue drew circles around each one as her hand stroked his shaft, which had begun to deliver a steady drool of precum. It glistened on her fingers.



She took him back in her mouth and sucked, evidenced by her cheeks collapsing, then let him go with a pop. Sitting up, she removed her bra, squeezed her breasts, then began removing Peter’s shirt. He assisted in the effort, then they both stood to remove the rest of their clothing. Heather didn’t look at me once though of course she knew I was watching them.



Peter’s cock, now having to contend with gravity, hung a full ten or more inches out in front of him. His testicles did indeed look proportional. Heather reached to hold them, but couldn’t quite fit them both in her palm. Forevermore, I would have the sight of another man’s balls overfilling my wife’s hand as his towering cock leaned on her naked belly.



They embraced convincingly. Peter’s own hand made its first exploratory visit to Heather’s nether region, to which she responded with great enthusiasm, lifting a leg and pressing herself into his side. When he removed his hand from Heather’s crotch, she pushed his cock between her legs and rocked into him. I could see his cock pushing out between her legs in the back for several inches, which made it look like she was sitting on a pole.



As far as I knew, Heather had never been with a man of this size. I tried to think of analogous experiences I might enjoy with a new woman. A tryst with a true Amazon, a woman twice my size? I had to imagine a huge vagina, one in which I could bury my head if the analogy was to fit. In the moment, it wasn’t a vision I could warm up to, though it was not without interest for down the road. I had to keep an open mind.



Heather had been setting the pace, but now Peter took control. He gently motioned Heather to sit on the sofa, then pushed her down as he raised her legs up over his shoulders. He lifted her bottom up to his face and sunk his head into Heather’s bush. It had been a graceful effort and may have startled her, though she submitted completely. As Peter’s tongue worked its Low Countries wonder, she looked at me for the first time. At first, she gave me a probing look, attempting to discern how I was feeling. She was naked on our sofa with yet another man’s tongue probing her most intimate center, licking her folds, flicking her clit most probably. I nodded, and a pained look overcame her as she let herself sink into the pleasure of Peter’s apparently deft oral foreplay.



I smiled, and she smiled back, now reassured she was free to go wherever Peter took her. She closed her eyes and moaned, sinking her fingernails into Peter’s shoulders.



Her moans rose in intensity.



“Oh! Peter! Oh, God!” Her toes pointed downward as she began to pant. “OH GOD!”



Peter now rose, letting Heather’s bottom fall to the sofa. She held her legs up and spread them further as he rubbed his cock up and down her lips. She looked at his cock, now poised to enter, and nodded to Peter’s face. Slowly, he let his cock slip into her, inch by incredible inch.



“Oh, God! Peter! Slowly! Oh, God… Okay, Okay now… Yes! Okay! Fuck me, Peter!”



Incredibly, she was able to take all of him in. I couldn’t believe it. I had no idea there was so much room in there, so to speak. But she was able to accommodate him and seemed to love doing it.



“Oh God Yes! Peter! Fuck Me!”



They made furious love. This was not at all like watching Heather with Steve. There was no similarity whatsoever. Heather’s heat was of a new order and one I’d never witnessed before. We’d stepped beyond the idea of two couples having a suburban menage. Another man was fucking my wife on our sofa. The circle had widened, though this time I wasn’t included. This was new.



But it wasn’t like we’d met a stranger in a bar and brought him home for my wife so I could watch. We both knew and liked Peter. But still, there I sat watching. My wife was adding yet another notch to her belt of lovers. It had grown by one. And this arrangement, whatever it was, had a different energy. This was certainly the cause of the extra fire I was noticing in Heather’s lovemaking.



She looked at me again, her head bobbing back and forth as Peter thrust. She bit her lower lip. Her eyes beseeched me to come to grips with the facts. I fucking another man now they said to me. I have another man’s cock in me!



This fresh connection between us sent Heather over the edge. She wailed as she banged herself into Peter’s enormous cock. Spasms ricocheted through her limbs as she moaned from the center of her being. She came as if she’d been lifted into a supernatural realm of unimaginable bliss. As for myself, I was aching. I had never been so hard in my life.



Peter stopped thrusting once Heather’s orgasm was complete. He held himself above her, kissing her breasts, her nipples, her neck, as her naked body continued to undulate under him. Wordlessly, they communicated, and Peter sat up, his erection still towering.



I wasn’t sure what to expect. At some point, was I to be tagged in? Or would that ruin whatever was happening here, not that I knew what that was? In this scenario, I was the cuckold, was I not? The man forced to watch his wife make love to another man? I felt an erotic fervor which was new to me, beyond what I’d felt watching Heather with Steve. It involved a brand new agony of desire, a desire intensified by seeing my wife fucking someone else while I watched helplessly.



If I now stepped in it could ruin it, but how otherwise was this to end? What was the proper finish for an evening such as this? As much as I wanted to lift myself out of my chair and take my wife, I couldn’t. I felt there was more agony ahead, more volcanic desire, not that I could imagine it ever going higher.



Heather did not tag me in. She told Peter to stand and face her on the sofa. He rose to face her, his cock hovering in front of her lips. She held his shaft in one hand and cupped his balls in the other. She put the tip in her mouth and began to suck.



Peter watched as her face bobbed over his cock. She took in as much as she could but by no means all of it. Still, it filled her mouth. She stroked him purposefully as she sucked and worshipped the tip. Her jaw strained at the task as Peter’s hips began to roll, forcing her head back. She pumped his cock harder and Peter grunted manfully. She let go of his balls so her hand could ride his ass as he bucked into her face. His balls now bounced into her chin.



Sensing Peter’s release was imminent, she released his cock and pumped furiously, aiming his tip at her mouth and face. Peter moaned submissively as the first pulses filled his cock and emptied into Heather’s mouth and onto her cheeks and nose. Stream after stream ensued to fill her mouth and drip down her face onto her breasts and thighs. It was an unbelievable amount of ejaculate, an amount no one would believe if told them. It would have been hard to work it into a conversation anyway.



Incredulously, I watched as Heather submitted herself to this shower of Peter’s essence. She rubbed it off her breasts and licked it off her fingers. It was too large a job to be managed in this way, so she used her discarded blouse to wipe herself. Peter sat next to her, his head falling back over the seat cushion, and she kissed his cock, his tummy, his chest, his neck.



I was nearing the limits of my self-control. I wanted to lunge at Heather, take her from behind, come on her face, in her mouth, but I felt glued to my chair. I couldn’t defeat the surrounding gravity. I looked at Heather, naked, still glistening from Peter’s ejaculate, him naked beside her, his giant cock now lying comfortably across his thigh. They looked like Gods. Aphrodite and Dionysus, perhaps—my Greek mythology wasn’t in top form, but I knew as a couple they now looked otherworldly.



Several whispers were exchanged, a few post-coital kisses, tender little smooches and gentle touches. For them, I wasn’t there now, that much was clear.



Heather rose holding Peter’s hand and he followed. She bent to take a sip of her drink, then handed Peter’s drink to him. He drained it and she set the glass down. Another whisper followed, and they headed to the stairs. As Heather, still naked, of course, walked holding Peter’s hand, she looked over her shoulder, smiled at me, and gave me a small wave before turning back and climbing the stairs.



It was definitely a goodbye wave. It wasn’t an open palm with fingers curling in a beckoning motion. It was a see you later dismissal. It was a signal not to follow them.



I couldn’t believe it. They were going off to bed. Just the two of them.



My heart churned as my brain broke in two. It felt like a hundred scorpions were stinging my extremities. The pain was complete, the agony immeasurable, and most strangely, my erotic fervor no was longer comprehensible or containable.



Still, I didn’t move.



I replayed the scene of their departure a thousand times. Naked, she walked across the living room, with him, holding hands. Her naked ass, so exquisite, was wandering off out of my reach. It was his to hold now, as were her breasts, as were her lips to kiss. I was not in the program. She would spend the night with another man, sleep with him, cuddle, feel his breath on her neck, feel his cock pressed against her back as he nestled into her…



I guessed it meant I was sleeping on the sofa, the scene of their first crime together, their illicit lovemaking. How could this be? I was the man of the house.



I feared I was losing my mind. The pain! The mysterious pain! I couldn’t not think of his cock in her mouth, his seed spilling over her breasts, his balls in her palm, in her sweet delicate fingers.



And now they would do it all over again. This time around, I would not be there. Was this Heather’s plan? Did she know what she was doing? Had she read somewhere that this was how it should go? Did she intuit this was my secret desire all along? That I be cuckolded in my own home?



Hell if I knew. I didn’t feel that way with Steve, aside from the kitchen incident when he grilled his buttocks on our stove. With Steve and Linda, it was a menage situation, not a cuckoldery.



I heard the shower running and the muffled sounds of their voices echoing in the stall. He was no doubt now washing her down, erasing his earlier claims so he could execute them anew. Would he come inside her next time? Knowing was out of my reach. I had been excluded from knowing now.



I found my legs still operated and instructed them to take me into the kitchen. I prepared a stiff scotch on the rocks. I guzzled it down and prepared another, guzzled it too, and prepared yet another. I returned to my chair and listened. A buzz of silence greeted my ears, then once again the sounds of muffled amorous activity.



I heard Heather’s wonderful voice, but not well enough to know her words. Perhaps I was hearing her moans. They had that ring. They increased in intensity, subsided, then increased again until reaching the point where her precise words clearly reached me:



“OH! PETER! YES! OH YES! OH GOD!!!”



I couldn’t bear to listen or not listen. The headboard banged the wall. Did it excite her to know I was downstairs listening to her fuck another man? I suspected it did. She had purposely constructed this scenario. That was the point of the wave, her instruction not to follow them up the stairs. She was playing a part, just as I was. We were actors in each other’s fantasies. I, the cuckold, she the cuckoldress.



She had pulled it off rather well.



“OH FUCK PETER!!!” I worried the bed would fall off its frame.



“JESUS YES!!! FUCK ME PETER!!!”



I sat in my chair half drunk, perhaps even more than half drunk. Let’s call it a stupor. As my wife’s wails penetrated the night’s silence like a piercing wolf’s howl, my consciousness began to slip away. I could have addressed my personal situation in no time, but I resisted. I wanted to prolong and enjoy my private agony. I closed my eyes to focus on the audio drama playing in my ears, the sounds of my wife’s carnal exuberance drilling into my soul. The last sounds I heard before losing consciousness were of my wife having another orgasm with another man.



It was part of our new arrangement.






Chapter 24: God Yes

WAS IT GOOD FOR YOU?


Somehow, angels in the night had moved me to the sofa, and at some further point, they covered me with a blanket and rested my head on a fluffy pillow. I had no memory of this occurring, but these were the facts that welcomed me upon waking. The sun was well up on the crisp, wintery horizon, a clock ticked in the background, and I could hear the soft murmur of the furnace. As Saturdays went, aside from waking on the sofa fully dressed, the world appeared rather normal.



A grumbling behind my eyes suggested a slight hangover.



Aside from the furnace hum and ticking clock, the house was quiet. I registered this as I recalled my wife, naked, walking to the stairs with an also naked Peter, and the peculiar wave she offered suggesting I stay put. I felt the same ache as I had the night before along with a fresh spike of erotic tension, which found its way into my unbuckled trousers.



I listened more intently.



Nothing.



Like a little boy, I was afraid to disobey Heather’s command to stay put, which kept me from climbing the stairs to investigate the master bedroom. Heather and Peter might still be asleep, cuddling there naked, his monster cock in repose on her bare leg. That possibility caused a further stir in my speedo area but also a pain in my heart. I guessed this was how it supposed to work if one was to be a cuckold. It was a sweet, mysterious pain which for unfathomable reasons, stirred my passions for Heather like an atomic blender.



With nothing better to do, I fell back to sleep.



Perhaps an hour later the sound of the kitchen door opening and closing stirred me awake. The fridge door opened and closed several times, as did several cupboards, the sounds of putting things away after a store run. That didn’t quite make sense as I assumed Heather and Peter were still upstairs lying in bed. The mystery was solved when I heard a voice at close range creep over the back of the sofa.



“Honey?” It was Heather’s voice.



I opened my eyes. She looked pink and fresh from the cold, her hair in a cute ponytail, with no makeup or other signs to indicate she’d done herself up that morning.



“Hi, there,” I said, rubbing my eyes. “What time is it?”



“Noon.”



I sat up. Fortunately, earlier signs of having hangover had dissipated. I actually felt pretty good. Heather came around the sofa to sit next to me.



“Are you okay,” she asked.



“Fine. Couldn’t be better.”



“Okay.”



“How are you?”



“Good!”



“So, we’re both fine.” The only remaining thing to consider was the whereabouts of Peter. I had a feeling we were alone in the house. “Where’s Peter?”



“I drove him back to his hotel this morning. He’s got a flight to catch.”



“Right. I forgot he was leaving today.”



“And then I did some shopping. I got us some nice steaks and lobster for dinner.”



“Surf and turf. Good.”



“So, you’re really okay?” Heather looked me over like one might an accident victim looking for injuries.



“I am.”



“Shouldn’t we talk?” It was clear she wanted to.



“Okay.”



“You’re not upset? About last night?”



“No. You knew I was okay with it, with you sleeping with Peter.”



“I know, but it was different, wasn’t it? It wasn’t like with Steve and Linda, or even Rachel for that matter when we all got to play.”



“I wasn’t included in the fun.”



“Right. It was just Peter and me.”



“I’m aware of that.”



“I didn’t include you.”



“I’m aware of that too. You seem to be rubbing it in.”



“Did you get why?”



I gave my memory a summary swirl of the events of the night before. I’d watched my wife fuck another man. That was the short of it. She hadn’t made me watch. That was my decision. I couldn’t think of a proper reply and let the question hang. Heather took a few beats before continuing.



“It excited me to just have you watch, Jack. I can’t tell you… The idea of it, I mean, and then doing it. And I thought you’d like it too, just watching me do it but not being a part. When I’m with Steve and you’re with Linda, and the four of us were doing it, it’s not the same, is it? Do you see what I mean?”



“It was a proper cuckolding.”



Heather thought about it before replying.



“That’s right, like you were watching me through the window, me with another man.” She took a few more beats. “Did it excite you?”



I felt a fresh erection brewing. It would have been a lie to say it hadn’t excited me.



“Yes, though I can’t quite get my mind around it. Did it excite you?”



“I just told you it did.”



I let this sink in. What kind of door was our new arrangement opening here? As much as it excited me to think we now had the option of sleeping with other people, I still only thought of it within a limited framework. Steve and Linda, Rachel—they made sense in that we’d gotten there organically and rather indirectly if one really examined it. Rachel was our first mutual decision. Then came Steve and Linda, at least where I was involved. The three of them comprised our new arrangement, which is where it stood until the prior evening.



In other words, Peter was the first victim of our new arrangement. The others had been grandfathered in. Peter represented an expansion of our prior arrangement.



Putting aside women for a moment, it was discomforting to think a string of new men would be entering our bedroom on a regular basis. As I’d discussed with Steve when we considered the idea of other men with our wives, we both said it would have to be someone we knew and liked. After Steve and Peter, I could only think of one or two other men I actually knew and liked, and neither of them really worked out as prospects. One was rather old, the other gay.



My mind must have telegraphed my discomfort. Heather put her warm palm on my knee to get my attention.



“Jack, we don’t have to do it again. I’m not dying to sleep with dozens of men and having you just watch me. I got it out of my system, plus, in the back of my mind, I think I was getting you back for Cibie. Does that make any sense?”



“You were getting even, except you’d already slept with the help, and the good doctor, not to mention Steve.”



“Yeah, but that was in response to something else, to you not wanting to make love to me anymore.”



“And Peter wasn’t a part of that… I guess I see your point.”



“Anyway, like I said. I don’t want to start sleeping with other men, but I do like the idea that if we both agree to bring someone new into our bed, we can discuss it. Peter was a one-off.”



“Now you’re contradicting yourself.”



“No, I’m not. I’m saying if I sleep with another man again, it’ll be the three of us. You won’t have to just watch—unless that’s what you want… You know, Peter asked if you’d be joining us when we went upstairs.”



“What did you tell him?”



“Not this time. I didn’t say anything else.”



It was good of Peter to think of me. Maybe the next time I went to Indonesia, he would feel a need to reciprocate, not that I was eager for this to be the case. It simply crossed my mind.



“You seemed to have a good time with him,” I said.



“It was pretty hot, but I think that’s because you were watching me.”



“I didn’t watch you upstairs.”



“No. But you knew what I was doing.”



“I have to ask, how was it, you know, his size?”



“I know, right? That startled me at first, but Vince was like that, so I knew I could handle it.”



“Didn’t you say Vince wasn’t any good?”



“He wasn’t, but not because of his size.”



“I see.”



“Peter knew what he was doing.”



“Happy to hear it.”



Heather laughed. We both knew she was teasing me. I liked how it felt.



“I thought you were going to choke when you took him into your mouth.”



Heather rubbed her jawline and smiled.



“And I was surprised when you did what you did.”



She gave me a perplexed look.



“When you let him come on your face.”



“I thought that would take you over the top, Jack, seeing that. I did it for you. I half expected you to join in at that point.”



It had taken me over the top, but also into a state of stasis. I couldn’t move. When Peter had finished coming, she looked like she had been pasted up in preparation for wallpapering.



“I let him come in me later upstairs,” continued Heather, teasingly. “I leaked all night.”



Jesus, I thought. What had become of us? Why did that turn me on too? There was no denying it. I had a stiff and very evident erection despite my normal human proportions. Heather noticed and put her palm over it as she leaned in to kiss me. I responded fervently, which caused Heather to pause.



“Jack, I have to tell you I’m a little sore right now. We can’t be too rough.”



“I can believe it.”



“I still want to take care of you. I’d like too.”



She stood and removed her clothes, which I took as a signal to do the same. She looked down at the sofa.



“Here?”



“The scene of the crime you mean.”



She smiled. “Do you want to come on my face too?”



“Do you want me to? I can’t say it’s a thing for me, personally.”



“I want you to do whatever you want, Jack, but be gentle.”



“We don’t have to do anything.”



“I want you inside me. You wouldn’t mind, would you?”



She laid down and spread her legs encouragingly. I imagined Peter having this same intimate view. She had opened her legs for him too. Thinking this way set me on fire, but I knew “gentle” was on the agenda, and kept to it. I got between Heather’s legs and gently introduced myself. She was wet and warm and intoxicating.



“Hmm,” she moaned. “I do like your cock, you know. It’s perfect for me.”



“You’re not disappointed?” I rolled into her.



“God, no, Jack… Oh, just like this.”



I felt ready to explode the moment her wonderful warmth enclosed my normal-sized member but resisted. I wanted this slow burn too.



“You like our new arrangement, right?” she asked, between moans. “You know we’ll always be together, don’t you?”



“I’m happy if you’re happy. And yes, there’s no one else I want more than you.”



She looked at me with a twinkle in her eyes as a devilish grin creased her cheeks.



“What?” I asked.



“I really should send Cibie a thank-you note.”



“Why?”



“Without her,” she said, nearly breathless.  “Without her, none of this would have happened.”



She rolled into me with more urgency and I responded in kind.



“Oh, God!” she said. “This is going to work for us, Jack… Oh, God! That’s it! Yes!”



“What?” I managed to say between grunts.



“Our new… Oh GOD! … This new arrangement, Jack… Oh, God! Fuck me, Jack!”



I did as I was told.



The End



∞∞∞

Other Books In The Wife Chronicles



The Hotwife Project: What Could Go Wrong?



Take My Wife, Please!



The Cheating Wife (Not Really!)



Love Thy Neighbor’s Hotwife



The Layover (Other Men’s Wives)



Coming Soon In The Wife Chronicles



You Let Him Do What?



Couples Therapy



Other Books By David Stone



A Very Good Plan: Saving The Billionaire



This billionaire is in trouble. She’s got



a plan to save him.



Whoops!



When is loving the wrong person the right



thing to do?



Loving Daniel Wood: A Silicon Valley Seduction



Falling in love in a time of hi-tech isn’t easy.



Loving Kate: Love Is Complicated



Kate’s conflicted about who she loves. With the help



of a married couple, she gets it sorted out.



Coming Soon
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Sign up for my mailing list for news of new releases.



Reviews are always welcome! Thanks for reading!
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me at: david@authordavidstone.com
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