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The Hotwife Project: What Could Go Wrong? is part of The Wife Chronicles, a series of stand-alone, thematically related stories I hope you will read with pleasure. They involve smart couples enduring the trials and tribulations of married life as they try to spice up their marriages. Their courageous and often hilarious adventures are always rewarded with happy consequences.

Sign up for my mailing list to receive previews and advance notice of new books in the series.

Thanks for reading.
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Chapter 1: One Of Those Calls
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“I’m so sorry to hear this, Adam.” I was also sorry he had chosen this moment to share his bad luck. Why is it no one bothered you with bad news when you had time to enjoy it? I loved the guy, but a tee-off time in twenty minutes meant I was in a rush. “It’s terrible news. We thought you two were happy together.” After a further ten minutes of commiseration, he let me go, but not before releasing a few manly sobs.

“What’s up with Adam?” asked Laurie, my loving, lovely wife of six years. She bounced a pencil off her forehead as she strained to compose a shopping list for our Memorial Day weekend.

“Bad news,” I said. “Liz left him.”

“Oh, that’s terrible! He seemed so happy with her.”

“I thought so too, more or less.” This was the problem with appearances. They were often false. “Anyway, I’ll tell you all about it later. I’m late for my tee-off. Ben will be pissed if we miss our slot.”

“You hate golf. Screw it.”

“He’s my boss, honey. It doesn’t matter how I feel about it.”

“Then I guess you have to go. I’m on my way to meet Stacy for brunch and we’ll shop together after.”

“So I’ll see you this afternoon. I’ve really got to get going.” I grabbed my keys and headed for the door as a form of encouragement. Her car was parked behind my shiny new BMW roadster, or what Laurie sweetly referred to as my penis extension. There was no reason for her to park behind me. Our lovely, mortgaged suburban home had a long, double-wide driveway.

“You know,” she said. She wasn’t one to walk and talk, which meant our exit was now delayed. “Adam won’t have any trouble finding someone. He’s a handsome guy. Stacy thought he was when she first met him. If I weren’t married to you…”

“Thanks for the update. Listen, I’ve got to…”

“Maybe we should hook them up. Stacy will rock his… What’s the expression?”

“I think you’re aiming for ‘rock his boat’ there.” I betrayed no impatience.

“Yeah. Stacy will rock his boat... As I was about to say, I would if I wasn’t stuck with you. I’d be all over him in a second—oh, did I say that out loud?” She laughed at her joke, gave me a chaste, couples kiss, and we walked out the door together.

Laurie got in her car and I waited while she completed her usual departure routine. She tossed her bag in the passenger seat, dithered with her phone to set up her music selection, air-kissed the mirror and fingered her bangs to sort them out, reached for and attached her seat belt, checked the mirror again, and turned to back out of the driveway. Realizing the car wasn’t in gear, she turned to put it in reverse and turned again to be on her way. As she reached the street she failed to yield, forcing a passing car to screech its tires. She gave the driver a wave and sped off.

Aside from her road etiquette, Laurie was a properly mannered, smart and attractive woman. She always appeared effortlessly put together but never overdone. Her fashion sense was impeccable. She went light on make-up, which she seldom wore as her natural, vibrant skin tone made it unnecessary. She kept fit, which meant slim, which made her ample bosom one of her prominent features. I loved her bosom with all my heart.

My rear-view mirror voyeurism filled me with a surge of pride. This pride made her last comment before separating sting. Though it was a joke,  she said she would rock Adam’s boat if she wasn’t stuck with me. I envisioned her doing just that, the two of them naked, petting each other, she with his cock in her hand, him kissing her breasts. This vision gave me an erection, the evidence of which was my need to shift in my seat to accommodate the stirrings in my shorts.

This surprised me. Why would it have this effect?

My wife and Adam always got along. After a bit of wine, they might flirt, but it was never serious or over the top. I did the same with Adam’s wife, though she was a cool sort of person. She thought highly of herself without anyone’s encouragement. There were times when I noticed Adam avidly admiring Laurie’s breasts, but what man wouldn’t? It pleased me that he found her attractive. Liz, who was now taking her leave of Adam, did not provoke my admiration, but I couldn’t deny her looks. She was basically an attractive woman until she played up the sexy business with a wardrobe that tried too hard.

Poor Adam.

His sobs made it clear. He was heartbroken. I should have canceled my golf date and taken him to lunch. I would have to make it up to him later.

Jokingly, and only in my head, I thought of offering him Laurie’s services. Then the joke turned into a “what if?” and a long meditation. What would Laurie think of such an offer? Would she like to sleep with Adam? And would Adam go for it? Most importantly, how would I really feel about it?

I had to give it a good think, but it would have to wait until after my round of golf with Ben. For now, there was no denying the idea of my wife sleeping with Adam had a profoundly peculiar effect on my libido. I was beginning to feel like a teenager under siege by hormones. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t keep the idea out of my head.
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Chapter 2: A Realization
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“How’d it go with Ben?” asked Laurie, smiling brightly.

“Terrible,” I said. I’d walked in from several hours of golfing with Ben in brutal tropical heat, uncharacteristic for this time of year. It made me wonder if something was up with the climate. She was putting away groceries and looked as fresh as the first day of Spring. In contrast, I looked like damp laundry blown off the line.

“I’m sorry, honey,” she said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “Oh boy, you really need a shower. You stink.”

“Thanks for noticing. How was your brunch date with Stacy?”

“Good. I told her all about Adam.”

“What could you have told her? I barely gave you any details.”

“I guess I mean, after I told her about Liz leaving him, we talked about Adam generally. Stacy doesn’t really know him well. They’ve never hung out alone.”

How could they have unless they’d had an affair? Until that morning, Adam had been a married man. For a scant second, a pang of jealousy coursed through my veins thinking Stacy might steal Adam away from possibilities brewing in my mind all afternoon—I hadn’t stopped thinking about my wife being with Adam. Why was I thinking this way? It was absurd. Why would I ever consider sharing my wife with another man?

“Stacy and Adam have hung out plenty with us, haven’t they?” I said. “Anyway, it’s too soon. Adam may need time to sort this all out. You should have heard him on the phone.”

“Yeah. You still haven’t given me the details. So what happened?”

“Liz has been having an affair with their accountant.”

“Oh, God!” Laurie was genuinely stunned, then thoughtful for a moment. “You know, I wondered about her at times, the way she would go on about their great ‘financial advisor’. She got gaga-eyed when she spoke about him. Plus, she was never loving toward Adam or warm to us. She tolerated our company, but didn’t seem to enjoy it much.”

“Yes, she was kind of aloof, but that’s just how some people are generally. I don’t think it reflected on us. Anyway, that’s not the real zinger. Liz is pregnant.”

“Oh, Jesus!” she said, using up her two go-to, ecclesiastical exclamations. “What does Adam want to do? Are they going to keep it?”

I paused before answering to add drama to the moment. After examining my fingernails, I looked back to Laurie. “Adam said it isn’t his. He said he and Liz haven’t slept together in three months. She’s six weeks pregnant.”

“Holy Hell,” said Laurie, having used up Oh God and Oh Jesus. She was honestly shaken and, frankly, it was only now sinking in on my end. If Laurie got pregnant by another man during a secret affair, I’m not sure sanity would prevail. Adam had sounded sad, but not insane.

“I know. I should have canceled the golf. Now I feel like a real shit. I’ll give Adam a call.”

“Yeah, you should, honey. But take a shower first. You’re stinking up the joint.” She laughed. “By the way, Stacy is coming for dinner. Should we invite Adam too?”

“Let me talk to him first and find where his head is at.”

I left her to go shower. As I was finishing up, the shower door opened and Laurie popped in naked. I viewed this as an unexpected but nice turn and decided to hang around. Her body was a true delight. She took care of herself.

“I just want a quick rinse, honey,” she said. “Do you mind?”

“No. I’ll watch. No need to rush. Be thorough.”

“I didn’t think you’d mind.” She did a few turns in front of the torrent and handed me her wash mitt. Scrubbing her down was one of my favorite hobbies and it had been a while. After letting me linger over her breasts, she turned and spread her legs slightly, keeping in mind my instruction to be thorough.

“I can’t believe Liz got herself pregnant by another man,” she said, over the noise of the streaming water. “That’s not too classy.”

“No, it isn’t.” I was drawing circles with soap on her bum. “But what did you think about the other thing?”

“The other what?” she asked.

“The fact that they hadn’t made love in three months.”

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

She turned to face me. “When did we last make love?”

I had to think about this. It wasn’t long ago. “A week? Surely no more than two weeks.”

“Almost four weeks.”

“Jesus.” It was my turn to blaspheme.

“I know. We used to make love like bunnies.”

“I think you mean fuck like rabbits.”

“Ethan! You know what I mean. You used to make me sore!” She thought for a moment. “I miss it. I mean, I don’t miss being sore. I miss the frequency…”

“Maybe we could do something right…”

“Not right now! There’s no time. Stacy will be here soon and you still have to call Adam.”

“You’re right.” I turned off the shower and we dried off. Thinking of making love had given me the beginnings of an erection, and Laurie was quick to pounce in her delicate way.

“You a little excited there, bub?” She held my burgeoning erection in her hand, gave it a shy pump, and bent down to kiss it. “You know, I do love you, and I love my little buddy here. I don’t know why it’s been four weeks since we last made love.” She took me in her mouth, made a long “hmm” sound, which vibrated delightfully, then stood and gave me a real kiss. “Hey, kiss my boobs! They miss you too!”

I kissed her nipples and it dawned on me I missed them too. I used to fall asleep every night with one of her breasts cupped in my hand as my cock pressed into her backside. She would wiggle her bottom to express her approval.

“Aw, that’s nice,” she said. “It’s too bad we don’t have any time. I’m definitely in the mood now. I love when you kiss my boobs.”

My hand naturally slipped between her legs.

“Honey!” She protested, but not convincingly. She leaned into my fingers, closed her eyes, and emitted another “hmm” sound. She was instantly wet. How could it have been four weeks?

A few moments passed and she kissed me, pushed herself away and smiled. “Your timing sucks, you know.” Her shoulders shivered as she pulled herself together. She bent and gave my cock a final kiss and went to her dresser.

I watched her get dressed. She had the loveliest lingerie, a testament to her good taste. Every detail mattered, even the ones others weren’t likely to witness. I wished we’d had more time. In my current state, I felt five minutes would suffice, maybe three.

“Why do you think we’ve fallen off?” I asked. “I’m talking about our lovemaking.”

Laurie viewed this as an opportunity to offer a serious and apparently previously meditated reply. “We’re familiar to each other now? We know each other’s moves? I don’t know. It’s to be expected, I guess. I still love you as much as humanly possible.” She released a long sigh.

“How do we fix it? I don’t want us to end up like Liz and Adam.”

“I don’t either! I guess we have to find a way to spice things up. Maybe there’s a book for married couples…”

“We don’t need a book, honey. We can be creative on our own, don’t you think?”

“I want us to be, Ethan. I want us to be creative.”

The doorbell rang and as was her custom, Stacy helped herself in and yelled, “Hey, guys! I’m here!”

We finished dressing. Laurie went downstairs to greet Stacy and I called Adam. As I was dialing, I wondered what Laurie meant when she said, “I want us to be creative”, and whether her jest earlier in the day had been a clue.
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Chapter 3: Stacy’s Confession
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Adam answered on the first ring. He sounded morose. Normally, he was an upbeat kind of guy, but never annoyingly upbeat. “I’m sorry I couldn’t talk earlier,” I said. “I wanted to check in and see how you’re doing. We’re really sorry about you and Liz. It’s terrible, especially the circumstances. Laurie and I want you to know we’re here for you. Anything you need.”

“Thanks, Ethan,” he said, sighing heavily. “I’m feeling a bit better now. I just finished talking with Liz again. She’s not altogether to blame. We’d both kind of let things slide.”

“I don’t want to rub it in, Adam, but getting pregnant is a bit extreme in my book, even if things, as you say, were ‘sliding’. That’s not the way to deal with it.”

“Yeah, but it’s sort of beside the point now. She was leaving me anyway.”

“I see.” I didn’t really, but I didn’t want to argue with him. “What can we do? Laurie wants you to come to dinner. Her friend Stacy will be here. You know her. She could take your mind off things.” The last bit was guy-talk, and I immediately regretted it.

“Thanks, but I don’t think I’m up for it. Maybe tomorrow night?”

“Sure thing. Let’s plan on it.”

I went downstairs to join Laurie and Stacy. They were drinking wine at the kitchen table. Stacy was looking particularly attractive. In fact, she always did. We enjoyed each other immensely. As a team, Laure and Stacy were two sides of the same coin. Laurie was the prim one, Stacy more down to earth, but in a good way.

“Is he coming over?” asked Laurie. She appeared excited by the prospect.

“No. He said he’s not up for it tonight. I told him to come over tomorrow for dinner.”

Laurie turned to Stacy. “I’m sorry, Stacy. Maybe you can come tomorrow night too?”

“What are you two cooking up here?” I asked. “The guy only lost his wife this morning. She’s having another man’s baby. I doubt he’s in the mood for a fling.” I didn’t mean it, of course, as the thought of hooking Adam up with my wife had been on my mind all day.

Laurie got up to get me a glass. “I was just telling Stacy what you told me, I mean about the baby.”

“What a bitch,” said Stacy. “Adam deserves better, so your wife is thinking I should hook up with him.” She grinned and eyed me with mock earnestness. “What do you think?” She straightened her spine, which sent a mixed message. Was she accenting her breasts to demonstrate their possible appeal to Adam, or preparing herself for my response?

“Aren’t you seeing someone, Stacy?” I asked.

“Not in ages,” she said.

“It’s been two weeks,” said Laurie. “You stopped seeing Dave two weeks ago, not ages.”

“Same difference,” said Stacy. “No, Ethan. I’m free as a bird, plus I’m on birth control.” She batted her eyes. “Do you think Adam could resist me?”

There was no doubt Adam would find Stacy extremely desirable. She could be brassy at times, but she was always upbeat and up for anything, the sort of woman many men hoped to meet on business trips. I knew from Laurie’s loose tongue Stacy was adventurous in bed. It was a safe bet she could take Adam’s mind off his troubles. Another pang of mysterious jealousy rose at the thought, still thinking Laurie could be of service to him. I was clearly losing my mind.

“Stacy,” I said. “I’m sure Adam would enjoy spending time with you, but it’s early to think he’s actually ready to start seeing someone.” I was now testing her resolve.

“Oh, he can leave the lights off if wants.” She smiled at Laurie, who gave her a knowing nod.

“I get it,” I said. “You want to get laid and feel Adam would be vulnerable to you having your way with him. Very noble.” I took a sip of wine and feigned indignity.

“If she won’t I will,” said Laurie, laughing. “Adam won’t last long out there single.”

“How great to hear, honey,” I said. “I’m sure Adam will be very pleased with that prospect.”

“I’m only kidding around, honey. You know I love you.” She mimicked Stacy’s earlier fluttering of her eyelashes to confirm her statement, meaning they had now both used up their flirty eyelash routines.

“Hey!” said Stacy. Her hand smacked the table. “That could really spice things up for you two! Get Adam in your bedroom! You’d kill two birds with one stone.” Laurie swatted Stacy’s arm, which was international sign-language for “shut up”.

“What are you talking about Stacy?” I asked. “What two birds?”

“She’s only goofing. Ignore her,” said Laurie.

“I’m not goofing. You said you and Ethan lost the magic between the sheets. You just told me you both wanted to spice things up. If you sleep with Adam you’ll brighten up his mood and spice things up for you two. Win-win.”

“Gee, Laurie,” I said. “I was hoping to be the first one to tell Stacy all about our sad, intimate private life.”

Laurie blushed. She rubbed her finger around the rim of her wine glass and looked at me. “I’m sorry. It just came up.”

“I’m not really upset,” I said. “I’m sure Stacy is joking.”

“I’m serious,” said Stacy. “Couples do it all the time. It’s a thing now.”

“Do what? What’s a thing?” I asked. I thought I knew what she meant, but I wanted her to be specific.

“Bringing someone into your marriage for, you know—sex.”

“What couples do it all the time?” I asked. “I don’t know any.”

Stacy studied us for a moment to think about a reply. She refilled her wine glass and took a deep breath while staring at the table.

“What?” asked Laurie. “Stacy, speak.”

Stacy viewed us again and sighed. “Look, I’ll tell you guys something, but I don’t want you to think any less of me, okay?”

“It would be impossible,” I smiled as I said this, but Laurie still gave me a thwack.

“Go ahead, Stacy,” she said. “We’re listening.”

“Okay. I’ve been sleeping with my boss and his wife.”

“Oh, my God, Stacy. Really?” asked Laurie. “You sleep with both of them? I had no idea you liked women.” The prospect of Stacy being with a woman appeared to invigorate Laurie.

“I don’t sleep with her. We double team her husband. And we don’t actually sleep much. We fuck. It’s hot as hell.”

“Stacy!” said Laurie, seemingly shocked.

I too was a bit floored by this information. I knew Stacy’s boss Carl fairly well, and he’d never once given me any indication he would be into that sort of thing. He didn’t seem the type. His wife Carol was attractive, I would even say in league with Laurie and Stacy.

Once again, an agony of a jealous nature came over me thinking of Stacy sleeping with her boss and his wife. If she was going to sleep with a couple, it should be us! Laurie was her best friend. Did I want to sleep with Stacy? She was sexy as hell, but was like a sister to me, even when I saw her one time naked in the hot tub. Putting her in a new light was not inconceivable, but until a few seconds earlier my mind always viewed her as out of bounds sexually.

“Wow,” said Laurie. “We’re going to need another bottle of wine here.” She got up to get one. I decided to let the women unravel Stacy’s bombshell as I listened. I was most interested to hear the inevitable line of questioning surely to be coming from my wife. She returned with the wine, refreshed our glasses, and the inquisition began.

“First things first, Stacy. What does his wife get out of it if she’s not into women?” This was not the question I would have opened with, but it was an interesting one. I would have asked Stacy what she got out of it.

“It gets her off to watch her husband with another woman,” Stacy said. After taking a beat, she added: “She may be bi too.” One might have wondered if Stacy was contemplating this from a personal perspective.

Laurie looked at us. “I’m trying to picture you and Ethan going at it. You know, I can see it. For some reason it’s kind of exciting to think about, but…”

“It’s usually the guy who gets turned on by watching his wife with another man,” said Stacy. “That’s why I think you should consider Adam.”

Laurie didn’t respond to the suggestion but instead went to the question I would have begun with. “What do you get out of it, Stacy?”

“It’s no-strings-attached good sex?” The raised pitch at the end of her reply meant she wasn’t sure what she got out of it.

“He makes love to you and his wife watches?”

“Some, but she participates too if you know what I mean.”

Laurie thought for a moment. “I don’t, really.”

“Well, he’s got a penis and a mouth, so…”

“At the same time?”

“Why not?”

Laurie thought hard now, trying to envision precisely what having a penis and a mouth meant in view of entertaining two women at once.

“You mean he goes down on one of you while he makes love to one of you?”

“Bingo,” said Stacy. “Or we both suck him off… When you think about it, the possibilities are a little limited. Now, two men on one woman, there’s a party.” She laughed.

The image this put in Laurie’s mind appeared to please her.

“And when you guys are in the office? Isn’t it weird?”

“No. It’s better somehow. I think it’s helped our working relationship. He knows he can see me naked, plus he gets to put his dick in my mouth, so he’s kind of easy to get along with now.”

“Stacy!” said Laurie. The frankness of Stacy’s comments had caught her off guard, though possibly this was more for show. Who knew what the two of them talked about when others weren’t around? No one.

“Well, you asked,” said Stacy, smiling.

“And after you have sex, then what?”

“I usually go home.”

I could no longer resist diving in. “How the hell did this all start, Stacy? Did he propose it? Did his wife?”

“She did. We were all together at a trade show in Vegas. At the end of the second day, we were loosening up with cocktails. His wife simply blurted out, ‘Stacy, you should come back to our room. It’s Carl’s birthday’. I thought, sure, why not? Booze kind of loosens me up.”

“And you all had sex?” asked Laurie. “What about since Las Vegas? You went there eight months ago.”

“About once a month we get together, have a nice dinner and bang. They’ve both said our little threesome has really spiced up their sex life when they’re alone. They’re always at each other now.”

“Wow,” said Laurie. “I’m surprised you never said anything before.”

“What could I have said? That sort of thing needs an opening. Plus, I thought you two might view me as slutty.”

Laurie winked at me, making me the designated responder.

“I don’t think it’s slutty, Stacy,” I said. “You’re saying if Laurie and I brought Adam into our bedroom, it would spice things up for us.”

“I don’t know, Stacy,” said Laurie. “I couldn’t cheat on Ethan, ever.”

“Who said anything about cheating?” said Stacy. “No one is lying or keeping secrets. My boss isn’t cheating on his wife when he fucks me. She’s right there! I guess you two have to decide what ‘spice things up’ really means. If you say anything about ‘date nights’ or ‘discussing your feelings’ I’ll kill both of you.”

I appreciated Stacy’s mention of these tired tropes endorsed in magazines at grocery store checkouts. It meant she had serious ideas on the subject, and clearly, one of them was tried and true. Without a single doubt in my mind, I was certain Laurie and I were a happy couple, but things had gone soft in the bedroom, no pun intended. We had a secure marriage. We just wanted to spice things up between the sheets. It meant finding a way to ramp up our libidos.

I already knew thinking about Adam with my wife gave me a serious erection. Simply the idea of my wife sleeping with another man was working some magic. What if she really did it?
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Chapter 4: Where There’s Smoke
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I looked at Laurie hoping she would say something but she appeared reluctant to speak. This was a situation where pressure could have an adverse effect, so I didn’t press her for a response to Stacy’s comments. As it was, we tabled the topic while getting our dinner ready, which involved consuming another bottle of wine. By the time we sat to eat we were all slightly tipsy.

Finally, Laurie resumed our earlier topic. “Stacy, what else can you tell us about ‘other couples’ and their sex lives? I really doubt there are lots of couples swinging or whatever it’s called. Is that how you view it with your boss and his wife?”

“Lord no!” said Stacy. “We’re not swinging. I think that involves anonymity and a free-for-all with hairy bald men. You’re banging strangers, and women become bowling balls.”

“Bowling balls?” asked Laurie.

Stacy gave Laurie a “duh” look. “Three holes.”

“Stacy!” This was Laurie’s default response whenever Stacy’s comments shocked her.

“What about ‘key parties’?” I asked. “Those people know each other.”

“Hmm, I’m not sure about those. I think key parties were a Seventies thing.”

Laurie spoke before I could reply. “Well, what do you call what you’re doing?”

“What I’m doing is having great sex with a lovely couple. I guess you would call it having ‘friends with benefits’. What they’re doing is having an open marriage. They’ve removed the exclusivity clause on the sex. They’re okay having sex with other people, but not any people. In their case, it’s me. They don’t have sex with anyone else. Anyway, there isn’t a one-size-fits-all label. You can call it anything you like.”

Stacy was making good points. I was eager to steer the conversation into the direction of Laurie and me having a ‘friends with benefits’ situation with Adam but knew it would be best if Laurie got there on her own. Knowing it had to be her idea, I took a different tack.

“Stacy, what else do you know on the subject. You said ‘couples’ do it all the time. Do you know other couples with open marriages?”

“There’s a guy at my office,” she said. “One night his wife was flirting with their neighbor in their kitchen. They had finished dinner and she went their to get more wine. The neighbor followed her. He ended up fingering her while his wife and her husband were in the next room. She told her husband about it the next morning. It got them both so hot they fucked standing up in the kitchen, the scene of the crime.”

“Jesus,” said Laurie. “I think Ethan would explode if one of our neighbors fingered me.” I would certainly have been shocked. All of our neighbors were elderly.

“It’s kind of hard to do without some cooperation, you know?” said Laurie. “She had to let him do it, didn’t she?”

“She helped him do it. She unzipped her jeans. He must have found it encouraging.”

“Right there in their kitchen?”

“Yup,” said Stacy. “Like you, she wanted to spice up her marriage too. Letting this guy finger her while her husband was nearby apparently did the trick. They all slept together eventually. Crazy, huh?”

I could envision it. The idea of Adam fingering Laurie while I was in the next room had a stimulating effect on me. I pictured Laurie in the kitchen, her panties at half-mast and legs spread, leaning into the counter as Adam fingered her. Yeah, this image was working for me.

Why?

I wondered if the reverse was true. If Laurie imagined me with Stacy, would it get her aroused? Or would it end their friendship? If I fucked Stacy, would it change our relationship? There was a lot to consider all around. I had landed in a new country and didn’t know the language or customs.

“Do they still sleep together?” asked Laurie. “I wonder if it would get old once the novelty wore off.”

“As far as I know it’s an ongoing deal,” said Stacy. “They vacation together, so I imagine everyone still digs it. They’re definitely all still happily married. Plus, you know—moderation? It’s not a lifestyle. It’s just part of their life.”

“The idea of Ethan and I hooking up with another couple for sex is kind of out there. I can’t imagine it.”

“It doesn’t have to be a couple,” said Stacy. “Let’s get back to your friend Adam. We both think he’s a catch. You wouldn’t mind letting him finger you, would you?” Stacy laughed, but I hoped it was a question Laurie might take seriously. She took her time reflecting on it.

“What about you, Ethan?” asked Stacy. “Would you mind if Adam slept with Laurie?”

My strategy of holding back was working. The two of them were doing all the heavy lifting. But Laurie still hadn’t answered the question, so I turned it around.

“Stacy,” I said. “What I think is kind of pointless to pursue until we know what Laurie thinks.”

“Nice evasion… So what do you think, Laurie? Does the idea of sleeping with Adam get you sticky wet?” Stacy grinned to lighten the directness of her question. I was glad she was speaking so frankly now.

“Shouldn’t Ethan have someone too?” asked Laurie.

That was also an evasion, but one full of information. It indicated Laurie was considering the idea of sleeping with Adam. In other words, she wasn’t outright dismissing it.

“Sure,” said Stacy. “Ethan, let’s go fuck.” Though she wasn’t serious and laughed when she said it, Laurie still looked at me for a reaction, but my true reaction was out of sight.

I smirked at both of them. “Sure, Stacy… Honey,” I said, looking at Laurie. “This won’t take but a minute.” I pretended to be getting up.

“Great,” she said. “I’ll watch.”

A pregnant silence followed. I topped off our wine waiting for one of them to speak. The silence grew longer. Finally, I could take it no longer and was about to speak when Laurie broke the lull in the conversation.

“I can visualize it, sleeping with Adam,” she said. “But Ethan would have to be there too.”

Okay, the cat was out of the bag, or at least something was out of the bag, and it had taken hardly any effort to set it free. It was quite a leap.

“There ya go,” said Stacy. “What do you think about that, Ethan? Your wife is a whore.” She, of course, laughed again. “I’m only kidding, Laurie. You’re brave to speak your mind. I’m really surprised.”

I didn’t respond, assuming Laurie had more to say.

This proved to be true. “I admit it. I like the idea of Ethan watching me with another man. Maybe I am a whore. I’d sleep with Adam, then Ethan, or both of them at once, who knows?” Her shoulders shivered. “I don’t know… I mean, this is theoretical, right? So, thinking about it kind of excites me, you know, like a fantasy might.” She looked at me. “I’m sorry, honey. Am I being too honest?”

This stung deep but in a cupid’s arrow sort of way. I was falling in love again with my wife of six years. In my eyes, her admission made her beguilingly exotic and erotic. I shook my head to indicate I was fine with what she had said.

“Wow,” said Stacy. “When you go all in, you go all in, don’t you? I get everything you said, Laurie. It’s hot, right? To imagine two men having their way with you, you being their subservient whore, whatever. Or you could be all dominant, make them serve you. We should look online for leather outfits.”

Once again, Laurie looked to me for a reaction. Had I been naked she could have taken an exact measure of how I was feeling. My cock had turned to granite. The picture the two of them were now painting on my mental canvas made me deliriously excited.

I smiled at Laurie. “Whatever makes you happy makes me happy,” I said.

“You’re not shocked, Ethan?” she asked.

“A little. You took a big jump there.”

“But you’re not angry?” She looked concerned about this possibility.

“No, not in the least. As Stacy said, you were brave to say what you said. Adam is my best friend. The idea of you two getting it on doesn’t trouble me for some reason. In fact, I like the idea in a strange sort of way.” I now believed everything I said was true. Laurie’s confession had removed any lingering doubts.

Laurie reflected and summarized her thoughts. “If you wanted to sleep with Stacy, I wouldn’t mind. You guys have been friends a long time. I’m sure you both have thought about it, like the night we all hot tubbed together.”

“I’d be honored, of course, but that’s…” Before I could finish Stacy spoke up.

“I’m right here, guys! Sheesh!” she said. “One step at a time, folks, please.”

“I’m saying I wouldn’t mind,” said Laurie. “I wasn’t telling you to run upstairs and fuck my husband.”

“Well, gee, Laurie,” said Stacy. “You give me a bone, then take it away…” As she was being whimsical, she didn’t complete her thought. I was happy the mood was playful. Now on the table was Laurie’s possible desire to sleep with Adam, and the prospect of me sleeping with Stacy, which hadn’t been on my mind until moments before. Our typical evenings together were seldom this groundbreaking.

Though the idea of sleeping with Stacy was indeed interesting, I didn’t feel driven to pursue her sexually. I enjoyed our relationship the way it was. The three of us formed an inner circle, not an inner threesome. It was easier to talk about things in the theoretical that way. Maybe down the road, if Laurie expressed an interest, I would revisit the idea of including Stacy in our lovemaking. It would be a lie to say I’d never thought of sleeping with Stacy, but I’d always been able to channel that energy into the friendship in ways which didn’t risk its continuity.

Before Laurie or I could respond to Stacy’s latest comments, Laurie’s phone rang with a call from her mother. She took it into another room leaving Stacy and me alone. This gave us a chance to address Laurie’s comments about us sleeping together.

“Stacy, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but I like things the way they are between us. Laurie was only spit balling when she said you and I could sleep together.”

“I’m not so sure, Ethan,” said Stacy.

“Why?”

“Because she wants to sleep with Adam, you ninny. She wants to fuck your best friend. If she gives me to you it makes her feel less guilty.”

“She framed sleeping with Adam as a fantasy, though.”

“Desire is what fueled the fantasy. Have I already said ‘ninny’? Anyway, the fantasy was camouflage. She had to frame it that way so she could get her feelings out.”

I thought for a moment. “Stacy, I like the idea of her sleeping with Adam. To be honest, it excites me.”

“There ya go. Believe me, it excites her too. She’s as good as said she wants to.”

“What’s going on here?” I asked. I needed Stacy to help me process the situation. My feelings struck me as counterintuitive. I should be furious at the idea of her sleeping with another man.

“She wants to be your hotwife. As I said, it’s a thing now.”

“She is a hot wife. She’s my hot wife.”

“No. You don’t understand. Yes, she’s hot looking. A ‘hotwife’, one word, is a woman who fucks other guys with her husband’s consent. It gets them both hot. Couples do it to spice up their marriage.”

“How does it work in your situation? I mean, with your boss?”

“It’s different. In that scenario, he’s a ‘hothusband’ I guess. It turns his wife on to watch him fucking another woman. Plus, I also think she wants to do stuff with me, but I’ve nixed it so far.”

“Did she try to do something?” I viewed this as an interesting sidebar.

Stacy snorted. “Yeah, she tried to go down on me. Well, actually, she did go down on me. At first, I thought it was her husband, then I looked down and saw her head bobbing over my pussy and I jumped, literally. I banged my head on the headboard. It was a little embarrassing. We’ve never talked about it. She hasn’t tried anything since aside from a titty-grab. I didn’t mind that. I didn’t really mind the other, but I wasn’t prepared for it. She was pretty good, actually.”

“Jesus.”

“Yeah. It didn’t occur to me to set any ground rules. I just assumed we were banging her husband and that would be it.”

“It’s a strange world out there,” I said, buying some time. I wasn’t sure what to say next.

Stacy wasn’t so unsure. “If your wife sleeping with another guy gets you both hot, you’re lucky. It’s really going to spice things up, but don’t go overboard.”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t look at it as a lifestyle. Look at it as something in your bag of tricks.”

“Don’t go off and join a cult in other words.”

“Thattaboy. Just make sure you and Laurie stay on the same page. I think you guys are on the same page, but you need to kick it around and consider all the possibilities.”

“I think I understand. By the way, I’m sorry I don’t want to bang you. I like you too much for that.”

She laughed. “How lovely of you to say. Me you too. I look at you as a brother. In that context, having your dick in my mouth would be weird, though I’m sure I could get used to it.” She gave me a devilish grin.

“What would be weird for you, Stacy?” Laurie said, returning to the kitchen after her phone call.

“Oh, you’re back,” said Stacy. “We were talking about Ethan’s dick.”
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Chapter 5: There’s Fire
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Not being up to speed, Laurie’s face looked puzzled by Stacy’s comment. Perhaps she wondered what was wrong with my dick, and why were we discussing it. My intuition was swiftly confirmed.

“What’s wrong with Ethan’s penis?” Laurie asked.

Stacy looked amused. “Nothing, Laurie, at least as far as I know. I view Ethan like a bud or brother. It could be weird if we had sex.”

Laurie frowned, perhaps feeling if I didn’t sleep with Stacy, she would have to shelve the idea of sleeping with Adam. This complicated the picture, but also made it more intriguing.

“How’s your mother?” I asked, wondering if this could be the true reason for her fallen demeanor.

“What? Oh, she’s fine,” said Laurie. “She wants to visit on Memorial Day.”

This would explain the frown. Laurie had a difficult relationship with her mother. We all did. Her primary goal in life was to make you feel inadequate. It was not as endearing as one might think. “I’m sure it’ll be fine, honey. We always get through her visits. Don’t let it ruin your mood.”

She reflected for a moment. “It’s not my mother. I’m wondering how this affects what we were talking about before.”

“I’m lost. How what affects what?” asked Stacy.

“Adam,” said Laurie. “If you and Ethan don’t sleep together, I can’t really be thinking about Adam.”

“Oh,” I said. She had confirmed my suspicions and Stacy’s speculations. Plus, it appeared she had moved beyond the theoretical stages. “You’re thinking if I don’t sleep with Stacy, you can’t sleep with Adam because it would be unfair. We discussed this while you were talking to your mom. There’s no linkage there. Your sleeping with Adam is a stand-alone subject in other words.”

“What he’s saying is he wants you to sleep with Adam. The idea gets him hot.”

“Why?” asked Laurie, her eyebrows arching into her hairline.

“Who knows?” said Stacy. “It simply works that way for some couples. It gets them both off when the wife sleeps with other men.”

“So, you want me to sleep with Adam?” I noted Laurie’s eyes had a pleading aspect in them, or a yearning. One of the two.

“If you want to, yes,” I said. “Simply thinking about it is arousing. It’s a mystery as to why. I can envision it, and it doesn’t make me jealous. It makes me as Stacy said—hot.”

Laurie looked at Stacy, who nodded. This completed the confirmation stage. I assumed we’d moved into the plotting stages next. Laurie’s sleeping with Adam wasn’t going to happen out of the blue.

“I have to say it’s working for me too,” said Stacy. “The idea of two men banging me gets my porno juices flowing.” She chuckled at her comment. People will do this when they’re alarmed over something they leaked unintentionally. It eases the tension produced by their honesty.

The idea of “two men banging” my wife produced a seismic awareness of the erotic possibilities in such a scenario. I thought of Laurie sucking Adam’s cock while I took her from behind and hearing her moaning in ecstasy. The erotic energy produced by the mental images alone was taking me over the top. I wanted to make love to Laurie right there at the kitchen table. Maybe Laurie would enjoy doing it in front of her best friend.

Many other imagined erotic possibilities were also staking their claims on my sexual horizons. I felt fortunate for having such an open mind and such an open-minded wife. It wasn’t due to me having any gripes with monogamy. I understood what marriage meant and had always stayed true to my vows, but what if they could be rewritten? Our retooled vows could allow sex with other people within the boundaries of our marriage. Why would any secure and loving couple take issue with this prospect?

“Have you been with two men before?” asked Laurie. Stacy was uncharacteristically taken aback.

“I think I need more wine,” she said. The last bottle had seemingly evaporated. I opened a fresh one, selecting from the lower price-points in our wine rack, my custom during evening-long drinking sessions. We were no longer savoring the wine. We were maintaining the warm buzz drinking wine gave us generically rather than enjoying it.

Once I refilled our glasses Stacy continued.

“Twice,” she said. “I’ve slept with two men at the same time twice. Both times happened in college.”

Laurie was impatient. “And? Don’t leave it there. Tell us what happened.” I was glad Laurie pleaded for more information. I liked being on the “inside” when two women discussed their sexual histories.

“The first time, I was in my boyfriend’s dorm room. We were petting when his roommate walked in. I was down to my bra and my jeans were unzipped. When I didn’t bother to cover up, my boyfriend got weird, then he looked and me and said, ‘Take off your bra’. I said something like ‘no way’ and pretended I didn’t want to, but what I secretly wanted was for him to beg me. I acted all shy.

“So, he insisted, and I gave in. I unhooked my bra and tossed it on the floor. My boyfriend looked at his roommate and asked if he wanted to feel my tits. It startled me and excited the hell out of me at the same time. I covered my boobs with my hands, pretending to resist, then gave in. They both fondled my tits and started kissing me.

“My boyfriend pulled down my jeans and panties and started fingering me while his roommate sucked my tits. I’ll be honest. I was digging it. I started feeling the roommate’s crotch over his jeans, and it really took things up a notch. The roommate knelt on his knees and took out his cock. Without thinking, I put it in my mouth and started blowing him. It sent my boyfriend over the edge. He started fucking me like a maniac. He came and then his roommate fucked me. I came with him.”

I took a deep breath, having forgotten to breathe while listening to Stacy’s threesome story. Having her right in front of me helped form the proper imagery in my mind. I envisioned her with a cock in her mouth as another man fucked her. Knowing Stacy liked it fortified the vision.

“And did you guys do it again?” asked Laurie.

“No. It happened only once with the roommate. His girlfriend found out about it right away. It didn’t go over well with her.” Stacy laughed.

“Okay, tell us about the second time.”

“It was the night before graduation and I had a new boyfriend. A bunch of us had rented a hotel room to party in. Predictably, there was a lot of drinking. The room had twin queen beds. We started petting on one of them and, you know, everyone is pretty drunk by this point. My boyfriend is feeling my tits and we’re kissing, then I feel a foreign hand feeling me up. I know someone has joined us because my boyfriend’s right arm is behind me, his left hand is feeling my right tit and now there’s this third hand on my left tit.

“It belonged to a guy I liked, so I wasn’t too bothered because, you know, college and sex and booze kind of go together. My boyfriend noticed and grabbed this guy’s hand and I thought he was angry, but he was only moving the guy’s hand so he could pull up my top and pull down my bra. He starts sucking one tit and the other guy worked the other one.

“So, my tits are out. There are two couples on the other bed fooling around, a couple people sitting on the dresser lost in their world, the lights are low and we’re all pretty drunk. I tapped the boys, told them to get up, pulled down the covers of the bed and got back in. I took off my clothes under the sheet. The boys clued in and did the same.

“They took turns fucking me. I wanted to stay under the covers so it restricted things a bit. Someone said, ‘My God! Are they fucking over there?’. That got me going. The room went quiet as I fucked these two guys under the sheets. Pretty slutty, huh?”

“Pretty wild, maybe,” said Laurie, smiling. “Thanks for sharing.” She turned to me. “What about you, Ethan? Did you have wild sex in college?”

I was nearly too floored by Stacy’s stories to speak. Until hearing them I thought I had an active sex life. But my college sexual history never involved threesomes. Once, while making out with a girl on her bed in her dorm, I had her down to her bra. Her roommate came in, started to change in front of me, and I thought, hell, how more erotic could life be? I was in a room with two women in their underwear. If they’d both had sex with me I doubt I’d ever left college.

As that never happened, then or later, my history involved only one-on-one sex.

“No,” I admitted. “No threesomes for me, ever. How about you, Laurie?” Assuming she may have held back before, the time was now ripe for full-disclosure.

“You know my history. I was practically a nun in college, compared to Stacy.”

“Thanks a lot, Laurie,” said Stacy, again not truly offended.

“I only know what you’ve told me so far,” I said. “You’ve always tended to clam up whenever I’ve dug into your sexual history.” She didn’t respond, and I interpreted this as an invitation to dig. “So, what haven’t you told me? It’s only fair you tell us, now that Stacy has shared her whorey past with us.”

Stacy kicked me amiably under the table.

“Yeah, Laurie,” she said. “Let’s hear about your whorish behavior in college. A looker like you is sure to have some great stories. Wasn’t your high school yearbook motto ‘Never say never’?”

“Okay,” said Laurie. “Maybe there’s one thing I haven’t mentioned to Ethan. I’m not proud of it.”

“Oh, goodie!” said Stacy. “Or do I already know?”

Laurie shook her head. Clearly, what Laurie shared with Stacy might not match exactly with what she’d shared with me. This possibility spiked my attention.

“I had an affair with a college professor,” said Laurie. “I’ve never told either of you about that.”

“Go on,” said Stacy, comically. “First, how old was the guy?”

“In his fifties. He had a wife and kids.”

“Older man, married, an authority figure…” said Stacy, as if checking boxes.

“Yeah. He was much older. I had a crush on him and I guess I didn’t hide it well. I used to dress for him, trying to imagine what he’d like me to wear. I’d sit in the front of the class.”

“Did you flash him? Details are important,” said Stacy.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I’m asking if she flashed him, Ethan. Women have ways of showing their interest, like showing some boob, up skirt action, drooling, pressing their cheek out with their tongue and mimicking a hand-job—you know, innocent stuff like that.” She chuckled at her summary.

“Oh,” I said, pretending it was news to me.

“Yeah, kind of,” said Laurie. “I’d lean over my desk and show him some cleavage, maybe leave my legs further apart when I was wearing a skirt.”

I liked the idea of Laurie finding ways to reveal herself to other men. On various occasions when we were out, when I could look into her blouse a little more than she might have thought proper, it excited me that other men might be looking too. I never warned Laurie about these wardrobe mishaps, and never before questioned whether they were intentional or not.

“One day,” Laurie continued, “I made up an excuse to visit his office, and I may have slutted it up a bit. I was wearing a really short skirt and tight top.

“He asked what he could do for me. I said I was unhappy about a recent grade and wanted to know if I could fix it. He asked if he could look at the paper. Of course, I hadn’t brought it with me.

“He smiled and said, ‘Okay. What is this really about?’ I didn’t know what to say but I’m sure I looked gaga-eyed. I answered it was really about the paper, but not convincingly because he didn’t buy it. He insisted I tell him the real reason I was there. I didn’t say anything.

“He got up, locked the door, came over and said, ‘Stand up please.’ I stood, and he gently bent me over his desk. I didn’t resist at all.”

“Jesus! Run!” said Stacy.

“No! I knew immediately what was going on. He lifted my skirt, pulled down my panties and tapped my feet apart with his foot.”

“Oh fuck! You’re kidding!”

“I’m not. At first, I thought he was going to spank me. I mean, I didn’t know for sure until there were sounds of him undoing his belt and unzipping. I was totally ready for him too.”

“You didn’t think he was going for your ass?”

“Oh, God! No! Well, it didn’t occur to me he might be going there. He did rub himself up and down my backside, but then he kneeled a bit.” Laurie paused to glance shyly at me, possibly wondering if she should go on. Fortunately, my tongue wasn’t hanging out. I gave her a go signal and she continued. “He put in his tip and rubbed it up and down, and then he slipped it in all the way. I was soaking wet. Neither one of us said a word.

“He knew what he was doing and wasn’t timid at all. He paced himself too. Up to this point, I’d only been with boys who came within seconds of being inside me. I moaned like I was coming the whole time, and it went on longer than it ever had before. When he started coming, he pulled out and it landed on my back. I was disappointed. I hadn’t really come yet.”

“Men are the worst,” laughed Stacy.

“He told me to stay put and got a bunch of tissue to clean me up. I pulled up my panties and turned to face him expecting a kiss. He didn’t kiss me. Instead, he helped me straighten my clothes, handed me my backpack, and said, ‘I’ll see what I can do about your term paper. Come back next Friday, same time’.

“I gave him a naughty smile and left. I went back the following Friday. I didn’t even sit down. He got up, locked the door and told me to take off my jeans. I took them off and it made me feel really exposed because, you know, I couldn’t simply pull down my skirt if someone knocked, and these were jeans I had to jump up and down in to get on.”

“I feel you, sister,” said Stacy.

“So, I stood there half naked,  he bent over the desk, and we did it again. This time I came, and hard. He had to cover my mouth. When he was ready to come he pulled out, turned me around and pushed me down to my knees. He rubbed his erection over my lips. I stared up at him and dropped my jaw. He masturbated into my mouth. What I mean is, he came in my mouth. This had never happened to me before with anyone. I was horrified and turned on at the same time.”

“Wow,” said Stacy. “I love story time.”

Laurie blushed and continued: “I saw him every Friday until the term was over. I never went back to his office after that. Later, when he saw me on campus, he stopped and asked if I was okay. I told him sure, I was cool. He looked relieved and said, ‘I’ll see you around’ and walked off. I didn’t see him again until the summer after I graduated.

“I was sitting in a coffee shop filling out a job application. He came in and placed his order, got it, saw me and asked if he could sit. I said sure. He asked what my plans were and I told him I was in grad school. He said I’d go far because I knew what I wanted out of life. I was never sure what he meant, or why he would think this way. He barely knew me.

“I said, ‘Thanks’. I looked at him hard. He was a handsome older man. I was sure he’d been popular with women all his life. We made love about twelve times. I wondered how many girls he had like me coming to his office for sex, so I asked him.

“He said there was usually a new girl every term. I asked why he’d chosen me and he said he didn’t. I was the one who came to him. I asked why it was always the same, why we didn’t talk, why we never met anywhere else, and why it was always the same. What it came down to is, I went in his office, he locked the door, told me to strip, bent me over his desk and screwed me, and I would leave.

“He said it was the same with every girl. There were never any hotels. The sex always happened right there, in his office. He couldn’t resist the offer to have sex with a coed, but they had to instigate it. Then it was only the sex and he said that’s all it could be. I told him I understood. He left the coffee shop and I never saw him again.”

The idea of this professor fucking my wife, though she wasn’t my wife at the time, stirred me up. I imagined recreating the scenes Laurie had outlined, or watching Adam recreate them. It was intoxicating. Of course, she had been with other men before me, but I never knew the intimate details associated with those men. This was exciting new ground for us. Hearing my wife talk about other men, something she had always been reluctant to do in the past, was exciting.

“It’s quite a story,” said Stacy. “I wasn’t kidding when I said it got me little hot. I can see being taken by a couple of my college professors, being used for a fuck. It’s crazy, isn’t it?”

“I’ve tried to write it off as my slutty period, but I still feel a little ashamed by it. I’d go have sex with my professor at 2:00 pm every Friday. At 2:20 pm, I’d go have coffee in the student union with my friends. My back would still be sticky with whatever was left after he tried to clean me up.”

“It’s surprising, isn’t it, the things we do for love?” said Stacy.

“Love?” I said. “How does love come into play here?”

“Don’t nitpick, Ethan,” said Stacy. “You know what I mean. Love, acceptance, affirmation, being wanted, being desirable. I’m talking about women, not men. The things women do for love.”

“Got it. It’s different for women,” I said. I truly did get what she meant. For most men, fucking meant fucking and nothing else. There were no higher implications or meanings associated with it. This wasn’t how I viewed making love. Erotic energy was informed by and involved much more than the simple facts of life. I once read humans don’t make love with their bodies but with their minds. Well, it was true for some humans at least. Without a mind attached, how could sex be any good?

The conversation drifted into first times, subjects we’d shared in the past though never in such detail. We had now crossed a bridge of sorts taking us deeper into our private lives. Laurie and Stacy were revealing sides of themselves I’d never known. After some further reminiscing, I wanted to return the conversation to my wife’s intentions with Adam. Maybe it had already been settled in their minds and I’d missed the cue.

“So,” I said, in a summary fashion, drawing out the vowel. “Where are we in the Adam discussion? Have I missed something?”

“What do you mean?” asked Laurie.

Stacy interjected. “He means, what did we decide about you sleeping with Adam.”

“Oh,” said Laurie. She looked at me unsure of herself. “Ethan, what do you really think about it?”

“Like I said, it’s fine with me. I think it’ll spice things up for us.”

“He wants you to be his ‘hotwife’ Laurie,” said Stacy, laughing. “He’s giving you a hall pass. Lucky you!”

“Now I don’t know.” I knew this meant she needed further prodding to know I was okay with it.

“We’ll make it our weekend project,” I said. “He’ll be here tomorrow night. You have some time to prepare yourself for the idea.”

“Project Hotwife!” said Stacy. “This will be fun. We can get you all whored-up and everything!” Laurie smiled coyly, which I took as an affirmative response.

It was settled.

All of this talk had made me furiously horny. I was eager to get Laurie to bed, but it wasn’t until after midnight when Stacy left. By then, both Laurie and I were too tired for a serious romp. It would have been our first lovemaking after learning of my wife’s desire to sleep with my best friend. I wanted it to be fully energized as well as not suffering from a wine-induced blur.

For the first time in a long while we spooned as we fell asleep. I held her breast and pressed my cock into her backside. She wiggled her approval.
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Chapter 6: Morning After The Night Before
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I was surprised to wake feeling fine. I guessed the wine consumption had only flirted with hangover territory. I rubbed my eyes and saw Laurie standing at the dresser. She was naked except for her bra, studying herself in the mirror.

“Hey there,” I said. “Good morning.”

“Good morning, honey,” Laurie said this without looking at me. She was intent on her image in the mirror. She turned to face me while unhooking her bra. Her breasts barely changed latitude when liberated. “Are you feeling okay?”

“Surprisingly, yes,” I said. “What’s the bottle count? Did you notice?” I yawned elaborately.

“Just four… Well five, but we barely touched the fifth one. I don’t know what there is about having Stacy over and sitting at our kitchen table. We didn’t move for six hours.”

“She’s fun to talk with and you sort of lose track of time. Plus, you know, she’s always perky, never down.” I got up to pee. As I was finishing Laurie walked into the bathroom wearing a different bra. She looked at herself in the tri-fold mirror, cupped her breasts, pushed them upward, and released. I rather enjoyed this.

“What’s with the mirror business?” I asked. “You seem preoccupied with how you look in your bra.”

“Oh, it’s nothing. Do you want coffee? I’m heading down to get some.”

“I’ll go with you.”

We went down to the kitchen as we were, me in boxers and Laurie wearing only her bra. This was unusual for her. Her morning kitchen attire usually involved a cozy robe or panties and long t-shirt. I then noticed she’d given herself a rather severe trim in the down under.

“You’ve been busy,” I said, in a deliberately vague manner.

She nodded before realizing she didn’t know what I meant. “Busy?”

“I see you’ve trimmed yourself,” I looked to her private area to help her focus.

“Oh, that.” She reviewed her work. “Yeah, I thought you might like it.”

“Why aren’t you wearing panties? I don’t think you’ve ever been in the kitchen bottomless. I don’t mind, of course.”

“I nicked myself a few places shaving. I didn’t want to bleed on anything.”

“Ouch,” I said. Wouldn’t one, in fact, wear their panties if they didn’t want to bleed on something? And what places was she talking about? I took another discreet look when she reached for two cups in the cupboard. Her pubic hair ended where her lovely lips began.

It then occurred to me. She was grooming herself for Adam, due for dinner that night! This thought gave me a tingle which made me aware of my cock’s reaction to the thought. Wearing only boxers was not a good choice in these situations.

So it begins, I thought. She was prepping for Adam.

“What should we make for dinner?” I asked. I was purposely moving on from the pubic hair discussion. I needed to reflect on how I should best present my continuing feelings on the subject of Adam. Without question, this had to be her idea entirely, from beginning to end. If I pushed or in any way appeared eager, she would get cold feet. She had enough on her plate figuring out what was going on in her own mind.

“I’m thinking red meat,” she said. “Something easy we can grill, maybe some twice-baked potatoes, grilled portobellos. I don’t know, really. I’m not feeling up to a big Julia Child presentation.”

“Save it for another time. Let’s keep things simple and grill steaks. Adam won’t care. He may not even feel like eating. What’s the bourbon situation? I should check.”

Laurie thought for a moment. “I think we’re out… Listen, where do you think Adam’s head is at right now?”

“He’s probably in shock. Hearing your wife is pregnant by another man will have an effect on a man similar to a blunt-force injury.”

She appeared frustrated by my levity so I shifted course.

“The rug has been pulled out from under him. He told me he had no idea this was coming. Their love life hadn’t been great, but he didn’t think it was so bad that she would cheat on him.”

“She didn’t give him any signs?”

“We didn’t really discuss those details,” I said. “Maybe you could ask him tonight. He might want a woman’s perspective to sort some of this out.”

“Should I tell him what I told you, about noticing how Liz went on and on about their great financial advisor?”

I thought for a moment. I forgot where anger placed in the stages of grief, but it was in there somewhere. “You should tell him. You might even embellish a bit. I think you said she swooned or something when she talked about him. Hit hard on those points. It could make Adam angry, and then he’ll feel less sad. I forget how it all works exactly. I know there are seven stages of grief but I can never keep them straight.”

“Neither can I, but I know what you mean. If he’s angry at Liz, he doesn’t feel so bad about losing her.”

“That’s it.”

We took our coffees to our bedroom. As I followed her up the stairs, I noted her new shaving enthusiasm extended further than I’d thought. I liked the looked.

I took a shower and shaved and joined Laurie at our dresser. She was still panty-less and trying on bras. About six rejected ones laid on top of the dresser. I loved empty bras as much as full ones.

“What’s going on with the bras? Are they not fitting properly or something?” For a split second, I thought she might be pregnant, and her breasts were already responding. I liked the idea but doubted it could be true. She was meticulous with the birth control.

She continued checking herself out, particularly how she looked from the side, and her eyes were concentrating on her breasts, not her face or general profile.

“Oh, I’m tired of my underwear. I think I’ll do some more shopping today.”

“For lingerie?”

“Yeah. I need to go grocery shopping anyway, and you said you wanted bourbon for Adam, so…”

“So, of course, you may as well buy new underwear too. It makes perfect sense.” I smiled and she leaned over to give me a kiss.

“You don’t really mind.”

“Not really… You know, I wanted to make love last night. After talking with Stacy, and hearing about your professor, well, I’ll be honest, I was ready to burst sitting at the table.”

“Me too, but it was so late.”

“We have some time right now.”

“Not to do it properly. I don’t want to rush it.”

I knew what she meant. As I had surmised the night before, the next time we made love would have all of last night’s energy playing into it. Thinking about it again re-stirred my pot, and the evidence was obvious.

“Oh, honey, are you in pain?” She was looking at the erection tenting my boxers. I gave her my helpless face, which involved eyebrow raising and an open palm gesture.

“Pull those off and sit down.” Had anyone else asked me to do the same, I would have been worried.

I dropped my boxers and sat on the bed. She got on her knees in front of me, put my cock in her mouth, and stroked it as one hand cupped my balls. She looked up at me, her eyes smiling. I returned her smile then tilted my head back. She ramped up her motions and in no time I was coming harder than I’d come in a long while.

She hadn’t lifted off, which was her normal custom. It wasn’t my birthday, so I was surprised she swallowed and, not only that, she seemed to savor it. After I’d stopped coming, she sucked hard a few more times, lifted off and drew her tongue across her lips.

“Will that hold you for a while?” She stood, kissed me, and returned to the dresser.

“I can’t tell you how nice that was,” I said, pulling up my boxers. Already, things were picking up in the bedroom, and her hotwifing was only in the speculative stages.

“For me too. I like pleasing my man!” She winked.

“I wish I could reciprocate. Maybe you should…”

“Don’t worry about it. Anyway, I won’t be gone long.”

We finished dressing, ate a casual breakfast, and Laurie left to run errands after enlisting Stacy to join her. The “quick errands” meant I wouldn’t see Laurie until 3:00 pm at the earliest. This was fine with me. I needed time for reflection.

Normally when I came I was thereafter absolutely sated, and it would take time for the familiar urges to return. Instead, my preoccupation over the weekend’s project meant my urges scarcely paused long enough to catch their breath. My erection had barely abated before it stirred again.

We were dealing with some powerful magic here.
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Chapter 7: A Summary Rumination
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Once upon a time, a girl broke my heart. I was a young man, still a teen, and my life was over. I’m not one who’s prone to depression, but it’s the only fit word to describe the mood which descended over me like a pile of bricks. It was the lowest point of my barely started life. The world sunk beneath me and I was neck-deep in woe.

My father once told me the good thing about human nature is how quickly we recover from setbacks. He said we can be going along fine then one day something terrible happens and everything changes. What do we do? We pick ourselves up and keep going. We adapt to the ‘new normal’ immediately. He said life is a series of setbacks, and the sooner we accept this fact the better.

He was a gloomy sort of guy.

The name of the girl who broke my heart was Colleen Baxter. She was tall and thin and by all accounts a stunner, possessing the kind of beauty that could put older men on embarrassing registries. They would have forsaken their good jobs and families and dignity for a night with this girl.

For eight months she had been mine and mine alone. We were together over the holidays. Though it was ruinous to my budget, I splurged on her gift, an expensive leather jacket. It meant cutting my numerous family members short. I had a brother and two sisters and we were all navigating our teens. For Christmas, I gave each of them a CD from the bargain bins.

Between Christmas and New Year’s Eve, Colleen stole my virginity. We had both recently turned eighteen and were latecomers to this rite of passage. It was after dinner at her parents. After they went to bed, we slipped down to the basement sofa. By this point Colleen had jerked me off a few times and I had fingered her. It was now time for us to cross the threshold into adulthood.

Mine was not a stellar performance, but it got the job done, and thereafter we had intercourse as often as possible. After school, before school, in the woods, on my father’s docked boat, twice in an empty church. Both of our parents often left us alone at home, so we even made love in our own beds.

If we went to my house after school and my mother went shopping, it meant we would be screwing before she was out the driveway. An empty house was code for having sex.

I loved the sex, of course, but I also cherished the fact that this was a girl who allowed me to view her naked or in her underwear. Along with the sex, these were my rights exclusively. NO OTHER MAN HAD THE RIGHT TO HAVE SEX WITH HER OR SEE HER NUDE OR IN HER UNDERWEAR.

When her parents went away for a weekend and Colleen’s older sister was put in charge of ignoring us, we played house. I told my parents I would be staying with my buddy Rob and they were not the types to check up on me.

Friends, both ours and those of Colleen’s sibs, came over, so there was a party atmosphere which included helping ourselves to the liquor cabinet. It was a normal event as late teen parties go. The highlight for me came when it was time to go to bed. We went to her room, which that weekend was OUR ROOM. No other man had the right to be in her room. Or to see her naked, or in her underwear. Having sex with her was my exclusive right.

Only me.

Two weeks later Colleen told me she’d met someone else. I would no longer be allowed to see her naked or in her underwear. I would no longer be allowed to hold her breasts or have sex with her. Of course, this was all implied rather than said.

I had viewed Colleen not simply as a girlfriend, but as a sum of opportunities which came with a bill of rights I assumed would last in perpetuity. I had the sole rights to having sex with her, to fondling her breasts and feeling her naked ass, to fingering her or giving her tender, wet kisses. I possessed the only cock she was allowed to hold or beat off and I was the only male permitted to shower with her. 

When Colleen told me all those rights and permissions now belonged to another man, the entire world could have collapsed due to a meteor strike and I would have thought ‘good’. It would have meant this other guy was out of luck.

For weeks I imagined Colleen changing in front of her new man, or holding his cock, or letting him kiss her nipples. Had I possessed a pistol I would have used it. The shock of a bullet banging through my skull would have been nothing compared to the pain I endured envisioning Colleen with this other guy.

For months I suffered intense nightmares. Colleen would slip into my dreams and terrorize me anew. She would be standing in front of me naked and smiling while another man fondled her. As was true in many dreams of this kind, I couldn’t move. My limbs were frozen. All I could do was take it or strenuously try to wake up. Though no longer frequent, these nightmares still made appearances, and enough so to make me feel haunted. I had been wounded for life.

It was months before I met a new girl. Apparently, I was working my way through the “C’s” as her name was Corinne. She was not as good looking as Colleen but she possessed all the essential bits young men like. We quickly fell in love.

Thanks to my experiences with Colleen, I watched Corinne like a hawk. If I caught her looking at another man, even if only to avoid running into him while walking down the street, I would get jealous. Once, when we were shopping for clothes, she didn’t fully close the curtain to the changing room. I caught a glimpse of her in her bra, and if I could, it meant anyone could.

It made me furious. I was the only man on earth permitted to see her in her bra. How could she recklessly expose herself this way? Did she want other men to look at her in underwear?

Thanks to Colleen, I had clearly lost my mind.

Things didn’t last long with Corinne. It took several years to realize the follies of my ways and deal with my insecurities. In the end, it was an older woman who straightened me out. This was after I went away to college. Her name was Denise, putting me firmly into the “d’s”, and she was ten years my senior and a lawyer. In other words, she was a bona fide adult. She taught me the playful side of love and sex. When I told her my history with Colleen and Corinne she laughed, but only after mentioning how extremely fucked up I had been.

She had a gentle mean streak.

But she was right. I had viewed relationships as one might a property deed. Relationships weren’t about ownership or rights. I had been looking at them the wrong way. Relationships were about love and wanting to please the other person, sexually or otherwise, and letting the other person be themselves.

Denise was the first woman to swallow my cum. This happened on her sofa. I was so stunned I couldn’t hide my surprise. She activated a smile and asked if anyone else had done that for me, and I went with the truth. Two girls had tasted my cock, but none had let me come in their mouths. The finales always involved them jerking me off or us having sex.

I had yet to perform oral sex on Denise or anyone else, and this got me to thinking. Ecclesiastes came to mind, wherein it was noted there was a time for everything, and a season for every activity, etc. Whether this applied to oral sex one could only guess. I took this to mean my time had come. What concerned me was my lack of experience. I wanted to please Denise but sadly, had only a slim grasp of the basics, and sticking one’s nose where it didn’t belong could be a tricky business.

Being a knowing woman, she intuited what was on my mind, laid on her back, opened her legs and said, “Eat me.”

She started stroking herself and twirling her fingers around the top of her slit. “Right here,” she had said, parting her lips. I closed my eyes and descended as her willing apprentice and discovered I instinctively knew what to do. When my tongue first met and licked her silky furrow and her musky scent filled my nostrils, I was thoroughly intoxicated. In short order, Denise came volubly and exuberantly in my mouth. I had balanced the ledger and discovered a whole new erotic playground. I knew I would come to master it.

My head had been soaked with her exotic flavors. Denise ignored this and hugged and kissed me all over, her way of showing immense gratitude. One could say she was really, really appreciative. Oral became our thing, and over the next few weeks we barely did anything else. A new channel had opened for our enjoyment of sex and each other. For Denise, I was a successful convert.

One day, when we were preparing to go out, she told me to dress her. She removed all of her clothes and directed me to her lingerie drawer. I rummaged through it but was at a loss. She laughed and picked out a few things, then paused to ask, “How about I slut it up?”

We picked out a low-cut bra and tasteful but sheer top, the kind that didn’t entirely cover the bra, and matched it to a tight but still tasteful skirt. She suggested she go panty-free and I had no objections. We went to a mid-market bar, and it was there I noticed how thorough had been my transition from jealous maniac to prideful show-off. Men stared at Denise with their tongues out and it turned me the hell on.

I encouraged Denise to loosen up even further. She went and removed her bra, and as she walked back from the lady’s room her sheer top meant her nipples were plainly visible. She sat back on her stool with her legs slightly apart. I asked her to face outward away from the bar and spread her legs even more. This drew attention, and it sent me over the top. We went home and made love until dawn.

Circumstances finally drew us apart, and within a year she met someone else and got married. Instead of feeling jealous, I was extremely happy for her. I had matured.

And by then I had met Laurie.

I was smitten literally from the moment I ran into her. One day, I exited a Starbucks and turned right to go around the corner. Before my eyes caught up with this new direction, Laurie barreled into my chest riding her Royal 8i bicycle, of which it later turned out she was very proud. The collision knocked us both to the ground and spilled hot coffee everywhere.

Before I could say “What the fuck, lady?” my eyes took a quick inventory. This woman was stunning. I looked at the sky for the hole through which this angel had dropped to earth. As we collected ourselves and stood, she said, “Fuck. That hurt.” She rubbed her skinned elbow and a bruised knee, surveyed the situation, and looked at me. “You okay?”

Aside from the coffee staining my shirt and shorts I was fine though still a little breathless. I hadn’t had the wind knocked out of me like that since playing varsity football.

“I’m okay. You?” I asked.

She held up her bloody elbow and inspected it. “I haven’t had one of these since I was a kid. I think that involved a bike too.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Are we looking at a no-fault situation here?” she asked. “I didn’t see you.”

“I don’t think you’re allowed to ride bikes on the sidewalk.”

“Good to know… Listen, let me buy you a fresh coffee, unless you want to wring out your clothes into your empty cup.”

“Not necessary, but thanks. I should probably go change, anyway. I live right over there.” I pointed to my building.

“Hey, maybe I could clean up there? I want to wash out this cut.”

“Sure.”

We walked over to my apartment. She secured her bike, and we climbed the three flights to my door. I pointed her to the bathroom and went to my room, one of three in the apartment, and took off my shirt and shorts. My briefs were also wet from the coffee so I took them off too and put them in the hamper. As I went to my dresser, she appeared in the doorway and saw me standing there naked. It didn’t faze her in the least.

“Hey,” she said. “Do you mind if I take a quick shower?” I told her to go ahead and finished getting dressed.

She took a good twenty-minute shower.

I was standing in my kitchen when I heard it turn off. A minute later she came in looking refreshed though her cycling shorts and white top had been soiled in our collision. She surveyed the apartment and gave me an approving look.

“Nice place,” she said.

“Thanks. Can I get you anything? Bottled water?”

“No champagne, huh?”

“Fresh out. But I can run down to the bodega on the corner…”

“No. I’m kidding. Water is great.”

I gave her a bottled water. She took a long swig and suppressed a burp. She put the bottle on the island counter, leaned over it with her arms spread, and gripped the edges. A generous amount of her bra became visible, which had the effect of activating my staring mechanisms. She noticed my stare, looked down at her top and decided she didn’t mind.

“So, what’s your story?” she asked.

We exchanged our stories.

Within twenty minutes we were chatting like old friends.

Within a month we were living together.

A year later we were married.

Now, six years on, we were discussing the prospect of her sleeping with another man. This was quite an incredible trajectory, in view of where my erotic life began with Colleen, the girl who broke my heart.

Colleen had left me for another man and ruined my life, and now I was conspiring to have my wife sleep with Adam. Instead of suffering debilitating jealousy at the idea of my wife being in another man’s arms, an overpowering erotic fervor possessed me from simply knowing she was considering this very prospect.

Humans indeed be crazy.
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Chapter 8: Let’s Talk
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While ruminating over old flames, and analyzing the journeys I’d taken with each of them, I was also bouncing around Facebook. I had the impression everyone did this now. You’d think of an old lover and naturally put their name into Google and Facebook.

I found Colleen easily enough. She’d married Eaton Chesteroot, an oddly named classmate of ours from high school, so Googling was easy. When her Facebook page came up, I noted she wasn’t shy about posting pictures of herself. My first thought was I’d dodged a bullet. It wasn’t so much the weight gain as the way she presented herself. Her hairstyle reflected a lack of interest in current fashions as did her glasses. She “liked” things I hated, and her politics skewed toward deranged.

Corinne, now Corinne Bentsen Benner, looked much better. She kept up with current fashions, had some nice looking kids and lived in Florida, which explained the deep, leathery tan. Otherwise, there wasn’t much on her page. She was no more than a footnote in my life and, as I regretted being such a jealous freak around her, I’d probably muted all the highlights of our relationship to the point of extinction.

Denise, now Denise Calcagno, was a bit harder to find. Though years older than myself she had aged well and still looked desirable. I thought of messaging but nixed the idea, knowing those types of impulses required late night drinking beforehand. That way, you could blame the booze if it didn’t go well.

I looked for a few other old girlfriends. Most of them, which is not to say there were many, eluded my searches. These were the ships-in-the-night women, my co-conspirators in short-term flings or failed summer romances. They had either changed their surnames through marriage or somehow managed to stay off the grid. In one case, being sealed away in witness protection was a definite possibility.

Thankfully, I remembered what all of them looked like naked. I doubted women bothered with this sort of recall. Aside from Laurie, Colleen was the definite stunner of the lot. On reflection, though she was pretty and sexy looking, her beauty was of a cool nature, and in bed she was at best adequate, when compared to Denise and a few others and of course my wife.

My sex life with Laurie erupted like a cinematic volcano. It began a week into our relationship. We were at her place, and after much wine and in the midsts of an August heatwave, we simply tore into each other. We were like hyper-sexed barbarians, and once one round was complete, or whatever you called a lovemaking session, we commenced another.

Everything clicked.

After a few months our sex life settled down, but only slightly. Novelty is a thing, and it does wear off. It didn’t diminish our attraction for each other, which only grew. Once the initial fireworks subsided, and we had the opportunity to appreciate all the other aspects of our relationship, we discovered its real boons. We really liked and respected each other.

Most importantly, we made each other laugh. Every day.

That our lovemaking had fallen off over the years would be viewed as normal by any couples therapist. There was nothing essentially wrong with our lovemaking. True, we no longer got as fired up as we used to, but the sex was still good, despite being infrequent and lacking the intensity of our first year together.

But why accept this? Not so long ago, we wouldn’t go a day without sex, and it was always good. It used to be so fiery, so passionate, so soaked with perspiration. If this level and frequency of lovemaking could be restored, who wouldn’t want to restore it?

Stacy said letting Laurie become a “hotwife” would revive our sexual passion. The psychology was a tad murky though I understood the logic. A man fears his wife may be impregnated by another man, and his natural instinct is to get his seed in her first. It’s not a sexy way of looking at it, but it’s useful for understanding the basic mechanics and chemistries involved. Having a hotwife tapped into your natural, primal instincts, and those instincts did all the heavy lifting. If the idea of your wife taking another man’s cock into her mouth excited you, confounding as this prospect was, you didn’t need to understand it for it to work its magic. You simply accepted the magic.

Of course, if the husband wasn’t in on it, it could lead to trouble, as was the case in Adam’s situation with his soon-to-be ex-wife.

I could feel the sting of the arrow now piercing his heart and knew I was neglecting my best friend in his time of need. Even though I was thinking of letting him sleep with my wife, ignoring him while I ruminated over the possibility wasn’t helping him much in the moment.

And it’s what friends are for. You’re there for them in their moment of crisis. You’re not sitting at home conspiring to use their pain as an incentive for them to screw your wife so you can spice up your marriage.

Of course, I didn’t think Adam would be troubled by this conspiracy. I was sure he wouldn’t be.

I decided to invite him over early. The women wouldn’t be home for hours and we would have some meaningful man-to-man time to ourselves. It would also give me a chance to feel him out and perhaps steer us in a mutually beneficial direction.
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Chapter 9: Sobriety Is The Worst
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I sent Adam a text and twenty minutes later he tapped on the kitchen door. He was wearing frayed cargo shorts and a T-shirt stained with mustard in the vicinity of his left nipple. He was normally clean-shaven but wasn’t today, and his hair looked like it could use a wash. The guy usually took great pride in his appearance, which made this lapse ever more noticeable. He worked for an airline which demanded its pilots have a professional appearance at all times. Adam had even modeled in one of their ads.

He certainly failed to hit the male model mark today. I grabbed two beers and took him out on the deck. We sat in two loungers scooted into the partial shade of a lumbering silver maple. It was day two of the rest of his life.

“How are you feeling?” I asked.

He took a swig of beer and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “It’s still sinking in. She came by this morning to grab a few things. It was hard. The guy was sitting in the car waiting. He had the gall to wave.”

“It can’t have been pleasant.”

“It wasn’t. I went into our bathroom after she left. All her stuff was gone. It was just my stuff now, and two sinks. Hers and mine. I don’t know why but it struck me pretty hard. I now have a pointless double sink in the master bath. I’ll have to look at it every time I shave.” This explained the not shaving.

“Do you think you’ll stay in the house?”

“Don’t know. She won’t need it. The guy’s rich.”

“You two were going to remodel your place. You could do it on your own now anyway you want.”

“Yeah. I don’t know. Maybe.”

This guy was really down. I didn’t want him to wallow, especially in front of me. I don’t hug men generally and his body English was saying “I need a hug”. Rather than console him, I thought it would be more useful to both of us to get him angry instead. I decided to mention what Laurie told me about Liz and her new lover.

“We were talking last night,” I said. “Laurie mentioned Liz was always a little funny when she talked about the guy, and would go on about him being a brilliant financial analyst.”

“Brilliant? Jeremy is just a glorified accountant. What did Laurie mean by ‘funny’?”

“She said Liz always sounded a little ‘gaga’ when she spoke about him, like there was something there.”

“Then Laurie was right. She nailed it.”

“Yeah, she did.”

“I should have seen it myself… Maybe I did, in a way. She often used him in conversation, saying things like, ‘Well, Jeremy says…’ to make a point.”

“It’s a tell, I guess, if she was doing it a lot.”

“What else did Laurie say?”

She actually hadn’t said much more, aside from mentioning it wasn’t too classy of Liz to get pregnant and noting she never warmed up to us much. I decided I could stretch these comments in a number of ways.

“Laurie thought Liz’s move really lacked class, Adam. Getting pregnant? Come on, it’s trailer park stuff. You didn’t deserve it. No man does. She’d probably been cheating on you for a long time was her guess.”

“I wish Laurie had said something to me.”

“It’s a tricky thing to do. In all other areas you and Liz appeared fine. You always said ‘Great’ whenever I asked you how things were at home.”

“It’s what everyone says, whether they think it or not. Anyway, that’s how things go, isn’t it? You think things are fine until someone tells you they’re not. If Laurie had said, ‘I think your wife is fucking your accountant’ I would have listened. Laurie is the brightest woman I know. I would have trusted her judgment.”

I was happy to hear this. Adam was becoming more talkative, and I hoped this meant he was letting his anger rise to the surface. I saw no reason not to stoke it.

“Getting pregnant was a bitch move, Adam. I have no reason to view it any other way.”

“It was a bitch move. You know how she brought it up? She said, ‘Adam, I’m pregnant, and it’s not yours.’ That was it. We were standing in the kitchen. She could have said, ‘Adam, I’m leaving you,’ but she saved it so I could stew first about her carrying another man’s baby, right there in front of her.”

“She stuck a knife in you, let you twist it yourself, and stuck in another knife.”

“Something like that.”

“Fuck Liz, Adam. You’re better off without her. You probably don’t see it today, but you will. I mean, Christ, she’s been balling a lacky accountant. She’s carrying his kid.”

I thought that might do it, bring his anger to a full boil so he could begin the healing process. Instead, he started crying.

I wasn’t sure what to do though I did lean forward on my lounger to signal my attention and sympathies. I hoped it expressed a there, there sentiment. He recovered quickly, pinched his nose, and smiled.

“Sorry, Ethan. I’m such a girl sometimes.”

“Don’t worry about it. We should talk about something else, maybe, get your mind off her.”

“No, it’s fine. She is a bitch. She was so pretty and sexy she got away with stuff all the time. Do you know how much she spent on herself? Even with our two incomes, I had to get a second mortgage to pay off our credit cards. I mean, there was more than the infidelity going on. Her sole concern in life was herself.”

There ya go, I thought. Spill your guts. “I had no idea, Adam.”

“I always looked the other way because she was so damn good looking.”

“Men do foolish shit when it comes to pretty women.” Sure, Liz was good looking. There was no denying it, but it wasn’t effortless. It required a lot of daily maintenance and make-up.

“She did have nice tits,” said Adam. He seemed to have an image of them in his mind. “The way she dressed made them hard to miss.”

“Lot’s of women have nice tits. Laurie has nice tits. There are loads of nice tits out there.”

“Laurie’s are nice and she’s not a bitch.”

He was right. I was lucky. “Laurie is a nice catch. I would do anything for her. Anything at all.”

Adam chuckled, indicating his old form was returning. “I think when this sort of thing happens to one of us, we’re supposed to agree all women are bitches, aren’t we?”

“You mean, I shouldn’t be bragging about my wife. Sorry. I wasn’t thinking straight.”

“No, I’m only kidding. Laurie is a great catch. Maybe now I’ll find a woman like her.”

“You don’t want to rush into anything. Take your time.” Men have to say this, even when they don’t mean it. I didn’t.

“A man has needs… Liz and I weren’t exactly satisfying each other in the bedroom. It’s been a while. Now I know why.”

Clearly, it had been a while since he’d enjoyed sex and this would be useful to Laurie’s ‘project’.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But it’s that way for lots of married couples. Things can go stale.”

“How’s it going for you and Laurie? You don’t have to answer, of course.”

I viewed his question as an opportunity to lay some groundwork. “Frankly, we’ve noticed we’ve slacked off in the bedroom. I don’t mind telling you. We’ve been talking about it. We know we have to spice things up. All couples do after a while. Laurie said something yesterday about us having become too familiar to each other, and needing to be creative, find a way to bring back the magic.”

“See, that’s good. You two can talk about stuff. Liz wouldn’t discuss our sex life. And if I tried to instigate sex, she’d say something about needing to feel better about herself and run off to Nordstroms.”

These insights into Liz’s character surprised me. I viewed her as decent though benign company. Beyond that, I hadn’t thought much else about her aside from privately skewering her tarty wardrobe and overdone makeup with Laurie. Socially, with Liz it was like sitting down to face a mannequin. Chatting was strenuous unless she was the topic of conversation. Otherwise, her sole purpose in life was to sit in the background looking pretty.

Adam was a friend from my college days. Liz came into the picture well after Laurie and I were married. We had a pre-Liz relationship with Adam, and then the one that came after. Now we were slipping back into the pre-Liz Adam vibe.

“Are you flying tomorrow? I was thinking we should switch to a real drink. It must be five o’clock somewhere in Europe.”

He looked at his watch. “It’s going on 7:00 pm in London. Sure. Let’s have a drink. Bourbon, neat. I’m don’t fly again until Wednesday.”

“I’m sorry. We’re out of bourbon. Laurie is picking some up. How about sangritas? Tequila shots with spiced tomato juice chasers? I grew fond of those in Mexico.”

“Olé buddy.”

He followed me into the kitchen. Standing next to him I recalled the odors of a poorly kept locker room.

“Adam, you might want to freshen up before Laurie gets home. You stink, and you have mustard on your shirt. Let me lend you some clothes. You can use our shower.”

Adam did a self-test on my stink hypothesis and found he agreed with it. “I see what you mean. I kind of let things slip there.”

He followed me upstairs. I gave him a clean pair of shorts, a polo shirt, and a pair of clean underwear still in the wrapper. We were standing at our dresser, on which Laurie had left an assortment of bras. Adam looked at them with longing in his eyes.

“It’s the little things, you know. Seeing your wife’s underwear lying around. You don’t think about that stuff when you’re married.”

“Adam, you’ve only been separated twenty-four hours or so. Anyway, you’ll soon have other women’s underwear lying around your bedroom again. Don’t think about it now.”

I left him to his shower and returned to the kitchen. I grabbed a bottle of tequila, tomato juice, four shot glasses, sliced lemons, and a salt shaker, and put it all on a tray. I decided two more beers for variety was a good idea and got those too and went out to the deck to wait for Adam.

I was glad he was feeling better. I was also glad he agreed to clean up. I didn’t want Laurie to come home and see him as he had arrived. Some women like a man to show grit and exude masculine odors. Laurie was not one of those women. If I didn’t shave she’d notice right away and say, “Are we not shaving today?” or “Are we staying home today?”.  Her brother had a hipster beard and when I asked her about it she said, “It looks okay on him.”

Adam returned looking like his old self and we each took shots of tequila and tomato juice, which I had spiced up. The tequila burned and the tomato juice chaser offered immediate relief. We had another round then opened the fresh beers to pace ourselves.

It was indeed beginning to feel like old times, the pre-Liz days when Adam and I would sit around and shoot the breeze. We agreed on most things. I don’t think we’d ever had a true argument.

A fat robin that had apparently missed the morning shift stopped by to drag a fat worm from the lawn. For some reason, it reminded me of fishing with Adam off Hilton Head. He had caught a shark, and we dragged it on the boat while it was still thrashing. Its tail brushed Liz’s ankle. I’d never experienced a woman becoming more hysterical.

“Remember the shark?” I said. “And how Liz almost jumped out of the boat?”

Adam laughed. “Oh yeah. I caught hell for that.”

“The shark was maybe three, four feet tops, a tiny white tip.”

“She’d never been around one so close. Four feet of angry shark is a big fish for someone from Chicago.”

“I suppose,” I said. “Laurie felt bad for laughing about it at the time.”

“Imagine if it had bitten Liz,” said Adam. “It wasn’t impossible. I thought the damn thing was near dead when we hauled it in.”

“I remember the time when Liz got mad at you in Key West.”

“She threw her drink at me.” Adam appeared to relish the memory. “It hit the bartender.”

“Her aim wasn’t so good when she was drinking.” I was already feeling the shots, and this tended to stir up old memories. We’d had some good times together, even with Liz around.

“I can’t remember what got her so mad,” said Adam.

“You were talking to the woman with the painted tits. It was during Fantasy Fest. Women were having their breasts painted on the street. Neither Liz nor Laurie went for it.”

“That’s right. The painted tits lady. I think she was from Palm Beach.”

“It’s always the people you least expect,” I said. “Socialites from Palm Beach letting their hair down.”

“Now I remember… Liz was also mad because I wanted her to have her tits painted too. Lot’s of women were doing it. I thought it was kind of erotic, the idea of your wife exposing her breasts in a bar.”

This got my attention. “Do you mean it turned you on?”

“Kind of. Weird, isn’t it? I was pretty drunk though. Liz would never have gone for it. She monetized her nudity and viewed sex as a commodity to be traded. I’m not even sure she enjoyed sex.”

I wasn’t sure how to reply or steer the conversation. Letting Adam vent about Liz was helping improve his mood. His revelation of being excited at the possibility of Liz exposing her breasts was a good sidebar that showed me we had some common ground.

I prepped another round of shots knowing the burn of the tequila and soothing coolness of the tomato juice would inspire me.

“So,” I said. “It sounds like Liz was hot and cold in the bedroom. Hot if there was something in it for her, cool if it only meant satisfying your needs.”

“You could say that.” Adam drew a long breath. “Men do crazy shit, Ethan. I let Liz’s looks blind me to the fact that it was a shell. I put more value on how she looked than anything else. I’m not even sure she has a soul.” He was repeating himself now, working a theme. I knew it would help him purge his emotions.

“How do you really think you would have reacted if she had exposed her breasts in the bar,?”

“The night in Key West?”

I nodded and he thought about it.

“If she exposed her breasts in public, it would have charged me up. Even thinking of it now does it. What if Laurie had done it?”

Now the conversation was going in the right direction.

“I’m thinking the same way, Adam. It would have turned me on if Laurie had done it and, more importantly, wanted to do it.”

“If Laurie had done it, Liz would have. I think she viewed Laurie as competition.”

I didn’t feel the reverse was true. Laurie had unwavering self-confidence. Liz would have been solely interested in protecting her brand. She viewed herself as the hot one of the two, but she truly wasn’t, and Laurie wouldn’t care one way or the other.

“It would have been something,” I said. “I should have asked Laurie to do it. It didn’t occur to me at the time.”

“And she would have?” asked Adam.

“I think she might have. We were all pretty drunk by that point. I read somewhere lot’s of women have stripper fantasies, and this is sort of in a similar vein.”

“You’re a lucky man, Ethan. I think I’ve said that already.”

“Thanks.” As I fixed another round of shots I heard Laurie and Stacy entering the kitchen. It was only a few minutes after three o’clock so she was right on time.

I handed Adam his shot. “Sounds like Laurie’s home. Stacy might be with her.”

“Great,” said Adam. We toasted. The sliding door to the deck opened and Laurie and Stacy came through it. Laurie was nearly skipping to greet our guest.

“Hey, Adam!” she said, cheerfully. “I didn’t expect you until later.”

Adam got up to greet her and they hugged.

“I’m so, so sorry to hear about what happened. How are you feeling? Any better? Ethan said you sounded so sad on the phone.”

They broke their hug as Adam replied. “I’m okay. Your husband is getting me a little buzzed. It’s helping.” He looked at Stacy, “Hi there, Stacy.”

“Hey Adam,” she said. She gave him a friendly rather than meaningful hug. “Me too. Sorry to hear about Liz. What a cunt!”

“Stacy!” said Laurie. “Adam doesn’t want to hear that! What are you guys doing?” asked Laurie. “Shots?”

“Oh good,” said Stacy. “Sobriety is the worst.”

The women returned to the kitchen to get more shot glasses and put away the groceries. I didn’t know if Stacy planned to stay for dinner or just have a few drinks with us before leaving. She appeared to be dialing down her effervescence, perhaps meaning she was in league with Laurie’s objectives regarding Adam.

“She’s right,” said Adam. “Liz is a cunt.”

I couldn’t disagree, but agreeing could trigger resistance to the idea. The angrier he became with Liz, the better his chances of moving on quickly.

To my wife.

We slipped into general topics waiting for the women to return. They were taking their time, and it turned out there was a reason for this. Laurie had changed her clothes. She now wore shortish-shorts and a light and alluring sleeveless blouse which revealed nice cleavage. I got two chairs for them, putting one on either side of Adam and myself. Stacy chose the one next to me. I fixed us all a round of shots.

“Cheers!” said Stacy. She did the whole routine with the lemons and salt and smacked her lips. “Booyah! Is that what marines say?”

“Something like it,” I said. I turned to Laurie. “We were discussing the shark incident earlier, and the night in Key West when Liz lost it.”

“Oh, those were fun times,” said Laurie. She brought Stacy up to speed on the shark business. “I guess I don’t feel so bad laughing about it now.”

“I told Ethan I wished it had bitten Liz,” said Adam. It wasn’t exactly what he had said before the women returned, not that it mattered. The tequila was now affecting short-term memories, something many viewed as one of its benefits.

“I never understood what made her so angry in Key West,” said Laurie. “One minute Liz was fine, the next minute she was throwing drinks at the bartender.”

“She was aiming for Adam. She missed,” I said.

“Why?”

“I asked her to have her breasts painted,” said Adam.

“No,” I corrected. “You were talking to the woman with painted breasts after you asked Liz to let someone paint hers.”

“That’s right,” said Adam. “I think the tequila is kicking in.”

“How many shots have you guys had?” asked Stacy.

“Three, I think,” It was probably four.

“Then set up two more for me. I want to catch up.” I poured the shots for Stacy and looked at Laurie.

“I’d better pace myself. Tequila doesn’t always get along well with my brain.” She laughed.

Stacy finished her two shots and looked at Adam. “What’s with the tit painting? Were you guys at an orgy or something?”

“The night we spent in Key West there was a festival going on…”

“Fantasy Fest they called it,” interjected Laurie.

“Right. Fantasy Fest,” Adam continued. “It involved lots of drinking and women getting their breasts painted by street artists.”

“So women went topless, but painted?” asked Stacy.

“That’s it. It’s a Key West tradition,” I said.

“You didn’t do it, Laurie?” asked Stacy. “You could have put it on Instagram.”

“It didn’t occur to me. I guess I could have, huh?” She winked at Stacy and gave me a sly grin.

“I would have,” said Stacy. “It sounds like fun. Do you guys have any body paint?” She laughed.

I imagined Stacy’s breasts naked, which I’d seen hot tubbing, then imagined them painted. It was a reflex. I was sure Adam was imaging them too, along with Laurie’s.

“Sure,” said Laurie. “We should paint each other naked. Do you want to paint our boobs, Adam? It’d take your mind off things.” She gave Adam what I thought was a sly and meaningful grin. Stacy saw it too and tapped my foot. I acknowledged the tap and she gave me a look which involved raising her eyebrows in mock shock.

I smiled.
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Chapter 10: Stirring The Pot
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As Adam was sufficiently loosened up and in good spirits, I decided to give Laurie some space. If I was any judge of flirting, she was setting her course employing her natural feminine wiles. I asked Stacy to follow me into the kitchen on the pretense of helping me get dinner started.

“What do you think?” Stacy asked once we were out of earshot.

“About Laurie? I think she’s got control of the situation.”

“And you’re still cool with everything?”

“I think so… Are you staying for dinner?”

“What do you think? Am I in the way here?”

Was she in the way? I wasn’t sure. I didn’t think she would interfere with Laurie’s hopes in regard to Adam. I could tell she was dialing down the charm. She was a natural flirt but wasn’t exhibiting the tendency with Adam.

“Stay,” I said. “Maybe we can help steer things along. I have no idea of how. Let’s just see how it goes.”

“Project Hotwife. We really should give the corruption of your wife a name, don’t you agree?”

“Didn’t we name it already?” Perhaps the previous night’s wine had fogged her memory. “Do you think this is nuts?”

“No. I think you and Laurie are being ballsy. You’re doing this for your marriage, and it takes a real man to let his wife sleep with another man.” She used her sincere tone here, which involved lowering her pitch.

“Well, there is a purpose to it. You said married couples do this to help their marriages.”

“To keep their marriages sexually charged, but you have to be a happily married couple to begin with. It won’t save a bad marriage, but it’ll definitely add some spice to a good one.”

“We have a good marriage.”

“Then you’re all set. She’s probably out there sucking his dick right now.”

“Then our job is done…” I smiled, though it may have looked insincere.

“Aw, I’ll suck your dick, Ethan. It’s what friends do for each other.”

“Thanks. You are a good friend, Stacy, but let’s get the dinner going instead. What did Laurie decide on?”

“Steak and a huge salad. It’s too warm for anything else.”

“Okay, I’ll watch you make the salad. I’m grilling the steaks so…”

“I get it…” Stacy got what she needed to make a big salad. “Let’s have some of that bourbon.” She was looking at the fresh bottle on the counter.

“You don’t drink bourbon.”

“The tequila shots put me in the mood, and I’m kinda flexible when it comes to booze.”

I prepared the shots and we downed them.

“Stacy, those women in Key West who flash their boobs—why do they do it?”

“There’s a little stripper in every woman. They only need a little encouragement to let it out. Do you want to see my boobs? Beg me and I’ll show you.” She chuckled, though I had no doubt she would show me her boobs if I insisted.

So, it was as I had thought. “You’re saying they want to be coaxed into it?”

“Right. If they just did it, it would be whorish. If their husbands said, ‘Oh, honey. Let’s show your tits’, they would get to be all shy about it. Then it’s, ‘Well, you told me to show my tits!’ if later the husband had second thoughts. Usually they don’t. They fuck like rabbits later.”

“Same thing then,” I said.

“What do you mean?”

“In this case, he gets off watching his wife expose herself; she gets off exposing herself. Later they have the best sex of their lives.”

“I think that’s how it works, yeah. Now I’m jealous. I need a husband to show me off so I can have great sex.”

“You’ve got your swinging couple to play with.”

“Yeah… Well, it’s not exactly the same is it? I’m kind of a sex toy in that situation, aren’t I?”

“Does it matter? You said the sex was good.”

“You’re right.” Stacy tossed the salad and covered it with plastic wrap. “Now what?”

“I guess that’s it. I sort of want to give them more time though.”

“What are they doing?” She squinted her eyes, though from her position she was looking through a wall. “Are they banging yet?”

I peeked out the window. It looked like they were having an earnest discussion. Laurie’s feet were now on Adam’s lounger with her knees raised. In her tight shorts it could present a meaningful view.

“They’re talking,” I said.

Stacy moved to the window to look. “If you guys are going to be serious about this, you should put in a pool. There’s nothing like a pool to get people’s clothes off.”

“What do you mean by serious about this?”

“Hotwifing… I was kidding. Relax. I know you’re just experimenting.”

“We’ve got the hot tub. It’s usually what suburban households have installed for getting people naked.”

“I forgot about that… You just reminded me of my creepy uncle with his, ‘You don’t need suits, kids!’.” Stacy paused for a moment. “Yeah. The hot tub works. But’s it kind of warm for hot tubbing. Should we use it anyway?”

“Tonight?”

“Yeah. I’ll say something like, ‘Let’s get in the hot tub!’. Laurie will protest a little, and five minutes later we’ll all be naked in the hot tub.”

“You wouldn’t mind getting naked in front of Adam?” For some reason, the idea made me feel jealous.

She rolled her eyes indicating it was a foolish question.

“Have you seen Adam naked?” she asked. “Is he a bull? I may have to reconsider.”

“A bull?”

“Big dong, but not too big.”

“Oh.” I reflected. It wasn’t something I was aware of. I’d seen him naked, but a big dong didn’t register. I tried not to notice them one way or the other. “I don’t recall. Anyway, what’s with big dicks?”

“Nothing really. I was joking. A big dick can hurt. You’re a nice size, though I haven’t seen you with a hard-on.”

“Thanks… Let’s see how the evening goes. I guess you’re thinking if Adam and Laurie get naked in the hot tub, they might get touchy-feely.”

“That’s the idea, incentivized. I’m not necessarily thinking this stuff all the way through, Ethan. I’m just coming up with ideas.”

“I understand. I guess we can’t stall anymore. Let’s go join them.”

“Okay,” said Stacy. “They may be picking out baby names by now.”
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Chapter 11: Ramping Things Up
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“Where were you guys?” asked Laurie as we joined them on the deck. I noted her chair had shimmied even closer to Adam’s lounger. She was still playfully swinging her knees back and forth, which, as I predicted, highlighted the benefits short-shorts accrued to a casual male voyeur. When her knees opened her panties were visible.

“Getting dinner ready,” said Stacy. “What are you guys up to? Smack-taking Liz?”

“Well, kind of, but not really,” said Laurie. “We moved on from that.”

“Good,” I said. “Adam needs to move on.”

Adam nodded. He was already a bit loopy. “Laurie is being helpful.”

“I’m only giving you some fresh perspectives, Adam. That’s all.” She was well loosened up by the tequila. I noted the bottle at the nearly empty mark.

“Like what?” asked Stacy.

“Like, we kind of knew all along Liz was a trophy hunter, right?”

“You mean gold digger. Men hunt trophies,” said Stacy.

“Right. A digger. Adam said they kept separate accounts. She never once contributed to household expenses. She used Adam’s debit cards to buy her clothes and lunches, stuff like that.”

“I need a rich husband,” said Stacy. “I’m missing out on all kinds of stuff.”

“I’m serious, Stacy. Liz left Adam in quite a bind. He had to get a second mortgage on his house.”

“That was before she left,” said Adam.

“I know,” said Laurie. “Who knows what else is out there?”

“Only her new boyfriend,” said Adam. “He handled all our finances.”

A sufficient case against Liz had been drawn. It would approach beating a dead horse territory to go on. It was time for Adam to start thinking about his future prospects, so I seeded our conversation with this in mind.

“I know travel is in your job description, Adam,” I said. “But maybe you should consider taking a long break, go somewhere you haven’t been, have an adventure.”

“An adventure!” said Laurie. “We could go somewhere exotic, like Morocco!”

Laurie evidently surmised “you” included herself. I wasn’t quite there yet as far as sharing my wife with Adam. Then again, I didn’t know the exact parameters of hotwifing. Maybe it included her going off on adventures with him. It didn’t disagree with me. It was just unexpected.

“Morocco would be cool,” said Stacy. “Do women have to wear burkas there? My geography isn’t so great. I was home-schooled before college.”

“No,” I said. “It’s a cosmopolitan place. Women wear western clothes there too, drink, drive cars.”

“Cool,” said Stacy. “So where is Morocco?”

“North Africa,” said Adam. “I guess I could take a long sabbatical. Sure… Why not?” He picked up his empty shot glass and looked at it.

“We need more tequila, Ethan,” said Laurie. “Oh, I got you some bourbon, Adam. Can I get you one?”

Let’s see, I thought. I was in charge of the tequila, but she would be in charge of Adam’s bourbon? Check. Adam nodded and Laurie stood to commence her hostess duties.

“What can I get everyone?” she asked.

I decided a beer would help slow things down for me. Stacy asked for a vodka tonic and Laurie began to leave, paused and reconsidered.

“Do you want to help me carry, Adam?” she asked.

“Sure.” He got up and they left together.

“I guess your wife is heading to Morocco with Adam. Are you sure you don’t want me to move in with you to keep you company?”

I laughed. “She may not remember Morocco tomorrow. Tequila is her nemesis. Adam too for that matter. Neither one of them drink much.”

“Like us, you mean.” There was a shot of tequila left in the bottle. She picked it up. “You mind?” I shook my head. She emptied the bottle and winced. “You know, I don’t really care for tequila.”

“I only drink it with the chaser. It’s just to get things going. You can’t drink it all night, at least not this brand. It’s Silver Sierra, 150 proof.”

“That’ll do it.”

“Stacy, do you think Laurie is okay? She’s not coming on too strong to Adam?”

“No. Anyway, if Adam keeps drinking he may not last long tonight.”

“I wondered about it too. I wasn’t necessarily thinking ‘tonight is the night’ anyway. I frankly don’t know what I was thinking as far as to the progression.”

“Me either. With Carl and Carol, it was a spur-of-the-moment decision.”

“You mean with your boss and his wife.”

“Right. She said, ‘Let’s get a room’. There was no discussion of any kind until the next day.”

“What did you say then?”

“We all woke up together in the same bed and laughed about it. No drama at all. When we stopped laughing, we banged again. Or rather, he banged me while she snoozed.”

I liked the idea of the ‘no drama’. There was already too much of it in life. We could hear Laurie laughing in the kitchen. I imagined her in her sleek blouse and shorts driving him mad with desire. This was probably a case of wishful thinking in view of Adam’s state.

“She’s having fun, Ethan. She’s going to be thankful as hell you’re letting her play around. I think you’ll be rewarded tenfold.”

“Maybe. We’ll see.”

Adam carried out a tray with our drinks as Laurie led the way. She handed me my beer. “Cheers, honey.” She was definitely feeling happy. She handed Stacy her vodka tonic and sat.

“What is that?” I asked Laurie, referring to her drink.

“It’s an improvised Old Fashion. Adam made it for me.”

“By the way, you’re out of Angostura bitters, Ethan,” he said.

“Noted. Well, cheers, everybody.” We all drank.

“Adam said we should all go to Bimini,” said Laurie, speaking to me. “You and Adam can fish all day and Stacy and I will sit by the pool.”

“It’s not a bad idea,” I said. “My first big deep-sea fishing trip was to Bimini with my dad when I was a kid. He caught a seven hundred pound tuna. A bluefin.”

“Wow,” said Stacy. “That’s a lot of fish. Liz would have loved it.”

Adam laughed. “Yeah. I could have told her it was a shark too and she wouldn’t have known any better.”

“There’s not much there, though, aside from the fishing,” I said.

“They’ve got beaches, right? And pools?” asked Laurie. “That’s all Stacy and I need.”

“And drinks,” added Stacy.

The idea of a Bimini trip elevated everyone’s mood considerably. Assuming we weren’t leaving immediately, I had time to sort out what they all might be thinking about such a trip. Was it Laurie’s hopeful opinion she would be Adam’s companion? Would Stacy only be going along for the hell of it? Or was Laurie thinking there was still a possibility Stacy and I would hook up sexually, share a room and play man and wife for a weekend?

I was sure Adam remained clueless about Laurie’s intentions. For the present, he was probably thinking it would be fun to go to Bimini with his best friend, his wife, and their friend Stacy. Like him, Stacy would be going along without any expectation of having an affair. I was satisfied this was the case as I detected no chemistry in the air between Adam and Stacy.

Travel possibilities consumed the next hour and another round of drinks. Adam was now in high spirits, and I could swear another button of Laurie’s top had come undone and her shorts had shrunk. They had a tasteful French cut, whatever that was, and didn’t look sleazy but they were sure sexy. The occasional glimpse of her panty was driving me mad, and surely Adam as well if it was able to register.

Laurie and I made the next round of drinks. In the kitchen, she stopped me cold, put her arms around my neck and gave me a nice kiss. I asked what it was for and she said, with her face beaming, “You know!” I worried for her now. I didn’t want her to be disappointed or somehow embarrassed if things didn’t work out.

We sat to dinner at six. It was still muggy and warm so we ate on the deck. The neighbor’s bug zapper was working overtime. Every five minutes a flying creature of some sort was electrocuted into eternity. With a similar frequency, I’d get a nudge from Stacy instructing me to notice new signs of affection between Adam and Laurie, usually involving minor touching used for emphasis. It felt like there were two couples at the table and I had been paired with Stacy.

We drained two bottles of wine over dinner. Adam was definitely over his limit, which meant he was passing Laurie. Stacy and I were working our maintenance schedules, simply topping off to keep a manageable buzz going. She and I cleared the table while Adam and Laurie chatted about various dark dramas streaming online. It was in the “Did you see…” stages.

Once in the kitchen alone with Stacy, we had an opportunity to catch up on project “Hotwife”.

“What do you think?” she asked. “Is tonight the night?”

“I don’t know. Adam seems kind of drunk. So is Laurie. He’ll have to stay the night whatever happens. I can’t let him drive. How are you, by the way? You can stay too. There’s plenty of room.”

“You’re just trying to get in my pants…” She laughed. “Yeah, I probably shouldn’t drive, huh? I’ll take the mother-in-law room unless Adam ends up there. Hey, it means I can drink some more!” She moved to the rack of wine in the corner of the kitchen to select a bottle.

“So, Stacy…”

“Yeah?”

“You find Adam attractive, but you’re not attracted to him? I thought you were serious about sleeping with him when you and Laurie first joked about it.”

“No, but he’s definitely bangable. He’s not giving me, I don’t know, any signals? I’m not sending any either. You simply know with some people. I usually know right away if I’m going to sleep with a guy.”

“You’re talking about the chemistry,” I said.

“Right. No chemistry.”

“Do you feel chemistry with your boss?”

“Yeah, a sexual chemistry. If he was single would I date him? I don’t know. I don’t think so. He could be a great friend, though, with benefits.” Her eyelids lowered in a provocative manner. “Like you.”

“We don’t have the ‘benefits’ part,” I said.

“No.” She paused to ruminate. “I’ll be honest, Ethan. I’d like to sleep with you. I think you’re sexy. But I LOVE our relationship as it is, you know? Maybe it wouldn’t change if we slept together. I don’t know. But I like the tension of wanting to sleep with you and then not sleeping with you. Nutty, isn’t it?”

“I think we’re on the same page. I’d love to sleep with you, but I like the sexual tension of not sleeping with you.”

“I think we’ve taken a big step here, Ethan. We’ve agree not to fuck each other because we want to fuck each other. It’s brilliant. Can I open this?” She held up a bottle of cabernet from the Napa Valley.

“Sure.”

She took it to the counter, extracted the cork, and sniffed the opened bottle. She held it up to my nose. “Tell me something smart to say about this aroma.”

I sniffed. “Too soon to tell. But I know this one has a dry aftertaste, unusual because it’s fruity on the tongue.”

“See, that’s smart.” She poured us each a glass. “So, what do we do about those guys?”

“I don’t know. What do you think?”

“Get me a sec. I’ll go pour them some wine and take their temperature.”

She was back in two minutes. “Her hand is on his arm and she’s giving him bedroom eyes. He’s right there with her. They’re both really drunk.”

“Hmm. Maybe we go with your idea about the hot tub. It might sober them up a little and set the stage.”

“Boy, you can’t wait to see me naked again, can you?” She gave me a smirk, knowing she had nailed it.

“What should we do about that? I can lend Adam a suit and you can wear one of Laurie’s.”

“My tits are bigger.”

“In a pinch then.” She wasn’t kidding about her tits.

“Look, let’s grab everyone a suit, and we’ll go out there holding the suits and say, ‘Let’s get in the hot tub everybody!’. I bet Laurie will say something like, ‘Who needs a suit?’. I bet a million dollars she’ll say that.”

“How much do you have in the bank, Stacy?”

“I’m sorry. I don’t understand the question. What’s a bank?”

I laughed and went upstairs to get the suits. I looked in the pull-out bin where Laurie kept hers. It was a disorderly collection of straps and triangles in bright colors. I did my best to sort out two suits and grabbed two men’s pairs from my drawer. I took them downstairs with fresh towels for everyone.

I showed the results of my foraging to Stacy.

“You’ve got three bikini tops and one bottom. How is that supposed to work?”

I look at the tangle of suits in my hand. “Well, these are for show only, right? Laurie’s going to say we don’t need suits. She never wears one in the hot tub. She didn’t when it was the three of us.”

“You see, Ethan, I’m a girl.”

“I keep forgetting.”

“What I mean, dickhead, is if I was a guy, she’d probably have worn a suit that night.”

We stuck to our plan and went outside.
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Chapter 12: Into The Hot Tub
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“Hot tub everybody!” said Stacy, as we walked out on the deck. “We’ve got suits for everyone.”

Laurie had both hands on Adam’s tabled forearm and they appeared to be in a deep and earnest conversation, looking like people do when discussing the meaning of life or their “true feelings”.

She looked at Stacy and revealed she was much enthused by the prospect. “Yay! Hot tub.” She looked at Adam to gauge his enthusiasm for the prospect.

He leaned back in his chair as Laurie removed her hands from his forearm and said, “Sure. Great!” Adam’s eyes had become liquid, suggesting either inebriation or the onset of allergies.

I was waiting for Laurie to comment about the suits, wondering what I’d do with a million dollars if I won my bet with Stacy. She and Adam got up and came around the table. I pretended to be getting ready to hand them their suits. Laurie leaned in to kiss my cheek and whisper in my ear. “We don’t really need suits do we?” It was an inexpert whisper in that everyone could hear the question.

“Hey, I don’t care,” said Stacy. “We’re all friends here.” She smiled at Adam and pulled off her top. Her breasts looked magnificent in their bra. There was a distressing movement in my shorts. There was no denying Stacy’s sexiness, and a tang of jealousy erupted seeing her exposed this way with Adam around.

And we were all about to get naked.

“Okay,” I said. I put the suits on a chair, went to uncover the hot tub and laid the towels next to it. I pulled off my shirt and stripped out of my shorts and underwear, folded them neatly, set them next to the towels and stepped into the tub. It was almost unbearably hot, so I turned off the thermostat and started the jacuzzi function to cool it down.

When I looked over at the others Laurie was gone. Stacy finished undressing and Adam followed suit. They walked naked together from the outdoor dining table looking like a very attractive couple. It gave me my first opportunity to view Adam’s cock with the concept of “bull” floating through my brain. I thought, well, maybe. No, definitely. Stacy gave me a look, but I wasn’t sure what it meant. I had trouble not staring at her breasts and lovely bush, both wonderful to look at. Immodestly, Stacy got into the tub, made the face people make when entering a too-hot bath, then settled in. Adam was more modest, facing away from Stacy as he scissored his legs over the rim of the tub.

Stacy sat opposite me, meaning our feet could touch, so naturally she played footsie. We now awaited Laurie’s arrival. I assumed she’d made a potty stop. She came out a few minutes later holding a bottle of vodka I kept in the freezer in a block of ice. In her other hand were four shot glasses, her fingers inserted as one would do with bowling balls. It wasn’t the most hygienic method of delivery, but I was sure no one minded.

She set the glasses down on the rim of the tub. She hadn’t undressed yet, and I wondered if this was deliberate. She would now have our full attention. She unbuttoned her blouse revealing a sexy bra, dithered a bit laying the blouse down on my clothes, then pulled down her shorts and repeated the dithering process.

I watched Adam discreetly eyeballing my wife as she undressed and was thankful for being submerged from my upper chest down. I had a near-full erection. Seeing Laurie standing in her underwear as Adam watched was what did it, of course. I assumed a full erection would come along shortly when she got naked.

Laurie unhooked her bra and removed it, put her thumbs on either side of her panties and pulled them down. She flicked them on her other clothes with her foot, a delicate move considering the state of her sobriety.

Now naked, she scissored her legs into the tub and, rather than move to a position opposite from Adam to keep the symmetry going, settled right next to him. That was fine, even preferred, but it made the distance between Stacy and me odd in some way. Stacy picked up on this and moved next to me without getting up. Spying the shot glasses on the rim of the tub reminded her of the vodka.

“Where’s the vodka Laurie?” she asked.

Laurie looked where she’d put the shot glasses. “Oh, I left it on the ground. Would you get it, Ethan?”

Why didn’t she ask Adam? That was my first thought. I didn’t want to stand with an erection. I tried to signal Stacy I had a situation going on beneath the surface chop. She didn’t pick up immediately, so I said, “It’s Stacy’s turn to get drinks.”

“Why is it my turn? Oh, right. Because I’m naked…” Stacy mocked being bothered but didn’t mind getting in and out of the tub. She was completely immodest when naked. Her pubic hair was on the long side, and wet looked even more exotic. Standing outside the tub she poured us each a shot, handed them out, and repeated the process once more before getting back in the tub.

This time she sat as close to me as was Laurie to Adam. Her knees brushed mine, sending another wave of encouragement to my cock, now reaching the upper limits of its erection capabilities. I wondered about Adam’s situation. I’d forgotten to turn on the hot tub light.

Laurie, rather than facing out to the center of the tub, was turned to face Adam. She sat in a way that kept her breasts above the water line, meaning she was holding herself in what could be called a modeling posture. Stacy’s shoulders were relaxed and her nipples were partially submerged. They were the template for perfect nipples, much like Laurie’s, and I was beginning to question my earlier conviction that sex between us wasn’t the best of ideas. Maybe it was inevitable.

Within five minutes it was unbearably hot. Laurie was the first to respond. She sat up on the rim of the tub and was momentarily obscured by the steam rising from her body. The night air had cooled and our tiny microclimate was filled with mists.

When the steam cleared, I was shocked anew eyeballing Laurie’s naked body so close to Adam’s. Her legs were spread enough to encourage admiration of her recent grooming. He had put one arm on the rim to face her and thus couldn’t have escaped this intimate view. The bubbles popping around us muted their conversation. Stacy, now feeling liberated, having decided to stay the night, stood and reached over me for the vodka. This made her left breast graze my face. I had to resist the urge to lick her nipple, an urge which preceded any thought on the matter. It was one of my natural instincts when a breast brushed my face. She gave me a sly look as she settled back into the tub.

“Like that?” she asked.

God yes! I thought, but I ignored the question and held up my glass. She refilled it and stood again to refill Laurie’s and Adam’s glasses. Stacy returned to my side and sat on the rim of the tub.

“What temperature do you keep this thing at, Ethan? Scorch? I think we’re making bouillon here. You should cool yourself down too or you’ll faint soon.”

I was still nursing an erection and didn’t consider rim-sitting an option. Adam, on the other hand, did. He lifted himself out of the tub and sat next to Laurie with their legs brushing. His cock was about half erect though I was guessing as to the degree. It was definitely not flaccid.

Stacy tapped my shoulder. I ignored it. “Come on, Ethan. Sit next to me or you’re going to turn into a pot roast.”

I looked at Laurie to gauge whether she was occupied. She was, so I mimed to Stacy about my erectile situation. She understood immediately.

“Hey everyone, Ethan has a woody!”

I didn’t view drowning her as an option but did consider it.

Laurie looked over and grinned. “Honey, are you getting a little excited by the naked women? It’s okay!” She laughed, waded over, and tested the veracity of Stacy’s comment. “Oh, Ethan, we’re flattered!” She played with my cock, which didn’t help my situation, gave me a kiss, and stood. As the water streamed down her glistening body, my erection grew another inch, putting it into painful territory. There really is a painful territory as far as erections go. It wasn’t just something people said.

Laurie grabbed the vodka, refilled our shot glasses, and returned to Adam. His manhood was nearing its full glory which tickled her pink if her eyes and manner were any indication. I was surprised he hadn’t dipped back into the tub to hide his erection. Maybe he didn’t care or was too drunk for these trifles to matter. As cocks go, it was hard to ignore, though the rising steam may have been refracting and thus amplifying his situation from my perspective.

As the heat was definitely getting to me I decided to join them. I got up and sat on the rim, my erection now exploring its happiest reaches. Stacy leaned over, kissed my cheek and said, “There ya go, you brave boy!” The kiss was unusual, but so was this whole scene. I’d been naked around Stacy before, but never with an erection.

I turned up the bubbles and, now sure my voice wouldn’t carry over to Laurie and Adam, leaned into Stacy’s ear.

“Hey, thanks for pointing out my erection.”

She snickered, then indicated she had a response. I turned my head to hear it. “I thought it would help move Laurie along. Look.”

Laurie’s hand was now rubbing his thigh as she spoke to him, her pinky within inches of his starboard testicle and cock, now standing tall and proud. I wouldn’t say his manhood put mine to shame, but it could challenge a weaker man’s self-esteem.

“What should we do?” I whispered to Stacy.

“What are you up for, Ethan? You tell me.”

“Come on, Stacy. We’ve talked about that.”

“Never say never, right?” She wrangled with her hair to ventilate her neck. “Let’s get out of the tub. I’m getting a little overdone here, anyway.”

“Hey you two!” said Laurie, breaking through the bubble sound barrier.

“Hey girl!” said Stacy.

“You two having a nice chat?” Laurie was now standing next to us. She reached for the vodka. “We need a refill.”

“We are, but Ethan and I have had enough hot tub. We’re getting out.”

“Okay,” said Laurie.

“Are you staying?” asked Stacy.

“Yeah. Is that okay with you, Ethan?”

“Sure, honey. We’re overheating here. That’s all. We’ll cool off and maybe come back.”

“Okay. Well, you two have fun.” She gave me a kiss before returning to Adam, who appeared to be flirting with the late stages of inebriation.

Stacy and I got out of the tub, dried off, and went into the kitchen.
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Chapter 13: Give Them Some Space
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“Water, water, water…” said Stacy, going to the sink. She stuck her head under the faucet. I’d wrapped my towel around my waist and Stacy had left hers outside, thus remaining naked. She finished drinking from the faucet and turned and leaned against the counter. Her nudity in the kitchen under the bright light seemed out of context. Usually she was fully dressed when she visited.

“What do you want to do, Ethan? I think we should stay out of sight now.”

“Really?”

“I think so. If anything is going to happen, it’s going to be soon.”

“Jesus.”

“How are you feeling? You’ve still got an erection.” She widened her eyes to feign shock.

My erection was tenting my towel. Stacy came over and pulled it off with a dose of comical fanfare. “Ta-dah!”

“What are you doing, Stacy?”

“Just hold on a minute. I’m going to give you some relief.” She grabbed my cock around the base and squeezed it like she was choking a small child.

“Stacy!”

“Hold on!”

By the time she released me I’d lost half of my erection.

“See? If you squeeze the base real hard it cools your jets. You can last longer too. I dated a premature ejaculator once. His doctor told him to do that.”

“I could have done it myself, Stacy.”

“You have a point… But hey, I didn’t mind. Look, this is turning into a crazy evening. Let’s relax about the whole sex thing, okay? I don’t care if you touch me. Play with my titties.” She wiggled them in my face.

“I understand, but I’m a one big leap at a time guy. Anyway, you said you liked the tension…”

“Yeah, but I’m not so sure anymore. Everything I said before is true. I want to fuck you and I don’t want to fuck you. It’s hard when we’re standing here naked to stick to the side of me that wants to resist.”

“No kidding.”

“So you feel it too?”

“Of course I do.” I looked down at my cock. It was well on its way back to a full erection.

“We should probably get some clothes on, huh?”

“They’re outside.”

“How about some robes?”

We went upstairs to get robes from the guest room closet where Laurie and I kept our “hotel collection” of stolen hospitality items.

“What’s the ‘S’ stand for?” asked Stacy, eyeing the lapel.

“The Savoy in London.”

“Fancy… I didn’t know you guys were thieves.”

“Afraid so, as far as stealing from overpriced hotels.”

Stacy sat on the bed and patted it, indicating I should sit.

“Listen, here’s the plan, Ethan. Go down to the kitchen and get us a bottle of wine. Bring it up with two glasses. We’ll stay here for a while and talk. Later we’ll check on them. Maybe Laurie wants to bring Adam to your bedroom, or bang him on the sofa downstairs, or in the hot tub. Who knows? But if they see us, it could break the mood.”

“I guess we should have discussed it more. Winging it may not have been the best plan.”

“Right,” said Stacy, ironically. “We should have typed it out and put it on the fridge… I’m kidding. This needs to happen organically, whatever that means.”

“I guess so.”

“Now, here’s the main thing. Do you want to watch them fuck, just know they fucked, or join them?”

I was lucky to have Stacy on the inside of this project. I was safe telling her where my mind roamed on delicate or even embarrassing matters. I might get needled, but it was a small price to pay for her often useful insights. I knew she would help me get my feelings sorted.

“Do you remember what Laurie said at the kitchen table last night? She said she wanted to sleep with both of us.”

“I remember,” said Stacy. “What if it happens all three ways? Sometimes you’re there, sometimes you join them, sometimes you hear about it later?”

I envisioned these possibilities, and each netted the same result. All three scenarios made me incredibly horny. Her word choice of “sometimes” jarred me a bit. I hadn’t thought of Laurie’s hotwifing becoming our new thing, or at least thought of it on that scale.

“All the above, I guess. Stacy, what do you really think? I want to hear how this all appears to you.”

“Again? It’s pretty funky. But remember, I’m the girl who’s banging her boss while his wife watches. You may also remember I was holding your dick in the kitchen a few minutes ago. I guess you could say I’m kind of flexible on these things.”

“It’s not perverse, then?”

“It depends on who you ask. It’s not the kind of thing I’d bring up at Thanksgiving. Hell, be thankful you guys aren’t Puritans. Think of living that kind of hell. One cock per life, or in your case, one pussy.”

“Okay. Thanks for your honesty. I appreciate it. I guess I’ll go get the wine.”

“Maybe check if they’re still outside first. Can you see the hot tub from here?”

“Yeah.” We went over to the window. Laurie was sitting crosswise on Adam’s lap as they talked, though “sitting” wasn’t exactly right. She was rocking her bottom back and forth. What this meant was indecipherable. Were they fucking? I didn’t think so, but it was beyond my jurisdiction to know for sure. She had one arm around his shoulders and her free hand was on his chest.

“That looks cozy. I’d say they’re on their way, Ethan. Their genitals are, like, touching already. So long monogamy.”

“It’s one way of looking at it.”

I went down to the kitchen and got the wine, an opener, and two glasses, and rejoined Stacy in the guestroom. She was lying on the bed with her head resting on pillows propped up against the headboard. She’d let her robe unravel and looked like she was waiting to have her portrait done by Leonardo DiCaprio.

I poured us each a glass and laid next to her, propped up on my elbow.

“Cheers!” she said. “This is quite a day for you guys. Will you mention it in your Christmas letter?”

I laughed. “We’ll be sure to give you credit as our marital advisor.”

“Perversion advisor.”

“Or that. It has a nice Christmasy ring.”

Telltale sounds of the sliding door from the deck opening and closing indicated someone had entered the house. I fell silent listening for footfalls on the stairs. None were apparent.

“Bathroom break?” said Stacy.

“Could be.” I got up and looked down at the deck. Only half of the hot tub was visible from the guest room. It now looked unoccupied.

“I think they both came in,” I said.

“What do we do now?” Her voice carried a note of panic.

“Hell if I know.” Muffled voices reached the upstairs. “I think they’re in the living room.”

“Go check”

“Shouldn’t we give them a few minutes?” I was worried I might break whatever spell they’d drunk themselves into.

“Okay,” said Stacy. “Are you sure you don’t want to mess with me? I’m totally fucking horny right now. The sexual energy in this house is through the roof. Touch me you fool.”

I had no doubt she was at least semi-serious. I did want to mess with her but my focus was on my wife and what she was up to. Laser focus was a thing with me, which made multitasking an issue.

“You wouldn’t mind if I pleased myself, would you?” she asked.

“What are you talking about, Stacy?”

“Pleasuring myself. Someone’s got to. I’m serious about being horny.”

“No! Count sheep or something.”

“I’m not trying to go to sleep, Ethan. I’m wanting to get off.”

“Well, go in the bathroom.”

“That’s sick. I haven’t masturbated in the bathroom since middle school when we got a new shower attachment.”

“Jesus, Stacy.”

“You can do it too. We won’t touch each other. I promise. We can race.”

“Really. It’s a lovely offer, but I think I’ll pass. Maybe some other time.”

“I didn’t offer you anything, Ethan. I kind of gave you a non-offer.”

“Drink some more wine and shut up for a minute. I want to listen.”

Stacy sat up and refilled our wine glasses. I could hear soft murmurs coming up from downstairs. In other words, no sounds of orgasmic bliss, no sounds of bodies crashing together in ecstasy, no shouts of instruction or encouragement.

Laurie was quite vocal during sex. I knew what to listen for.
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Chapter 14: Emergency Measures
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“They’re pretty quiet,” I said. “I wonder how things are going down there.”

Stacy got up, went to the door, cracked it open and listened intently. “Nothing.”

“Laurie is usually pretty vocal during sex,” I said. “She gets a sailor mouth.”

“Dirty talk?”

“Something like it.”

“So do I. When you’re getting banged right you lose all those filters that prevent you from yelling ‘Oh Fuck Yes!!!’ and stuff like that. God, I’m so horny, Ethan. Where does Laurie keep her vibrators? This is an emergency.”

“Maybe you should have a cool shower.” I didn’t really mind Stacy’s preoccupation with her own horniness, but it was distracting.

She got back on the bed and sipped her wine. “Ethan, what’s something you’ve wanted to do in bed but haven’t had the nerve to do?”

“It’s hard to say. I’ve pretty much done what I’ve wanted to do.”

“Two women at once?”

“I already told you I hadn’t.”

“How about a guy?” Stacy looked hopeful.

“No. Never, and it would never happen. Do women have a thing for that?”

“Some do. I think I’d like to watch two guys going at it.”

“Can’t help you there,” I replied. “And you’re not into women. That’s what you indicated earlier talking about your boss’s wife.”

She gave it a rethink. “I could be. I was just caught off guard. If someone is giving me head, I assume it’s a man. That’s how I was raised,” she laughed. “So it was a shock to see a woman’s head down there, even though I was enjoying it. If we had talked about it first, I might have gone for it. I’m not against another woman eating me out. I’m just not sure I could return the favor.”

“In the moment, you might enjoy it. Some things aren’t so hot when you think about them in broad daylight. When you’re making love, it’s different. You can end up doing all sorts of things.”

“Like assholes,” said Stacy. “I frankly don’t want to have anything to do with assholes, then in the moment you think, hey, let’s stick a finger in there.”

“Yeah. That’s what I’m talking about. Like I said, thinking about it is one thing. When in the heat of the moment, it’s another thing. You make hasty decisions.”

“Have you and Laurie done anal?”

“No. Some ass-play, yes, but never true anal. It’s not on my bucket list.”

“Isn’t talking great?”

“Yeah.” It was good to have someone to talk to on such matters who wasn’t your wife. With any other woman I would have been crossing a line, but not with Stacy.

She put her wine on the nightstand and laid herself flat on the bed. Her robe opened across her legs and I could see her bush. It had a reddish tint in the light which was odd. Her other hair showed no sign of it. She scratched her inner thigh and drew her fingers up through her luxuriant pubic hair, which she gave a fluff.

“Let me ask you a question, Stacy.”

“I’m not busy. Go ahead.”

“When women masturbate, they’re so rough with themselves.”

“You’ve watched women masturbate? Does Laurie let you watch her?” The thought of this excited her.

“No, not really.”

“Oh. You’ve watched women do it in porn.”

“Let’s say I’ve seen it. The women aren’t always so gentle with themselves.”

“They know what they’re doing. If a guy tried to do what a woman does to herself, well, it might not go over so well. I like a guy to be kind of gentle. I guess I’m a little rough with myself, though. You do have a point. Do you want me to masturbate? I’ll show you how I do it.”

“That’s not where I’m headed, Stacy. I’ve simply always been curious, that’s all.”

“It’s no problem.” Stacy pulled her robe fully open and began a demonstration just as there was a shy knock on the door. She closed her robe in response, looking both annoyed and panicked, like we’d been caught.

I got up and opened the door. It was Laurie.

“Am I interrupting anything?” she asked. She stood there naked. She had a right to suspect she might have been interrupting. In any other situation, Stacy and I would have appeared complicit in the crime of marital infidelity.

“No, honey,” I said. “We were simply talking in here to give you some space. How’s it going?”

“Adam passed out.”

“Oh.”

“You mean, you screwed, and then he passed out?” asked Stacy. “I’ve been there.”

“No! We sat on the sofa for a nightcap and before we could really get anywhere, he fell asleep. He’s down there naked, sort of half on, half off the sofa.”

Laurie gave Stacy and me another once over. “Did you guys…”

“No,” I said, before she could finish. “We’ve been talking all this time.”

“I asked Ethan to watch me masturbate,” said Stacy. “He wasn’t into it.”

Seeing Laurie naked was reviving my erection, which had barely taken a break. Knowing she’d just left another man in the same state was expediting its resurrection. I put my arm around her and led her to the bed. We sat at the foot facing Stacy, now sitting up against the headboard.

“Did anything happen with Adam?” asked Stacy.

“I’m not sure… I kissed him. He didn’t respond like I thought he might. I sat on his lap too, but by that point, he seemed a bit out of it. That’s why we left the tub. I thought he was overheating. I brought him inside and we sat on the sofa. He came around a bit and…” Laurie paused and looked at me, then down to the bedcovers. “He was semi-hard. I held it in my hand and he looked confused. I started to go down on him and he said ‘Oh, Liz, I knew you’d come back’. I’m not sure exactly if it’s what he said, but I know I heard her name. Anyway, I kept doing what I was doing, and he got hard again, but then he passed out.”

“You sucked his dick and he thought you were Liz?” asked Stacy. “That didn’t go so well.”

“I had only started to, really.”

“But you had his dick in your mouth?” Stacy clearly wanted more details. “And you were sucking it?”

“Oh yeah. For like five minutes, maybe.”

It was my opinion that, as Stacy said, it hadn’t gone very well for Laurie. There she was, stepping out of her comfort zone into an experimental extra-marital affair, and her candidate fell asleep after confusing her for his wife. It was the sort of thing that could damage Laurie’s self-esteem. From my side of the equation, I now had the vision of Laurie’s mouth descending on Adam’s cock. She wanted to put it in her mouth, in other words, and this was having an amazing effect on my libido, like it had inhaled nuclear fuel or an extra helping of oysters.

“He simply drank too much,” I said. “I shouldn’t have brought out the tequila. Adam’s not a big drinker since he has to fly all the time. I’m sure it would have worked out better if he’d had less to drink.”

“Laurie, did you give Adam any clue about what was going on?” asked Stacy. “Otherwise, the kiss you gave him probably came out of the blue.”

“I told him how much Ethan and I loved him, and how sorry we were about Liz, and I’d do anything to make him happy. I put a stress on anything.”

“Yes, well. That’s not really giving him the heads up on you wanting to bang him, is it?”

“No, I guess not. But I was being very familiar, plus, we were naked of course, and touching and stuff.”

“Touching how?” Stacy choreographed her question by fondling her boobs.

“No, he didn’t feel me there or anywhere, really. I rubbed his thigh, and of course, sat on his lap naked. We were connecting a lot that way, you know? But I didn’t hold his penis with my hands until we came inside.”

“And by then he was too out of it,” I said. “He probably won’t remember any of it tomorrow, other than getting in the hot tub with us all naked. I’m sure that’ll stick.”

“So what do we do now?” asked Stacy. “I mean, since Ethan won’t sleep with me. Do you guys have Scrabble?”

Laurie looked at me earnestly though I couldn’t decipher her meaning. “What, honey?” I said.

“Do you want to sleep with Stacy? I can go to our room and leave you two alone.”

“Yay!” said Stacy, jokingly.

“No, honey. Stacy and I have talked about it and we like things as they are for now.”

“It’s true, Laurie,” said Stacy, mock seriously. “We agreed since we’d like to fuck each other, we won’t. I guess it means if we don’t want to fuck each other someday, we will. We’re still working out the details.”

“Look,” I said. “We can’t leave Adam downstairs half on the sofa and naked. We should straighten him out, or put him in here.”

“And where will I sleep?” asked Stacy. “I don’t want the sofa.”

“You can sleep with us, Stacy,” said Laurie. “We’ll leave you alone.” She looked at me and back to Stacy. “It looks like we’re both being rejected tonight.”

“And you won’t try to go down on me?” asked Stacy.

Laurie mimed a gag reflex.

We all three went downstairs to check on Adam. He was as Laurie said, half on and half off the sofa and naked. I tapped him a few times but, aside from a snorty snore, he didn’t budge. Even with three of us, getting him upstairs would be difficult.

“He looks peaceful,” said Stacy. “Nice body.”

“He works out a lot,” said Laurie, pridefully.

I lifted him up so I could lay him properly on the sofa. As much as I liked Adam, handling him in the flesh was not something I wished to do. Laurie got his legs settled. Though he didn’t wake from the jostling, his cock had a mind of its own. The three of us watched as his subconscious produced a full erection. It went from lying docile on his thigh to upright, firm and reaching nearly to his navel. I wondered if the women viewed this as bull territory.

“Wow. Nice,” said Stacy. “And look. His balls are moving on their own… How do you guys do that in your sleep?”

“I’m not sure I have a good answer. Maybe the body contact inspired it. His brain sensed Laurie’s hands on his legs.”

“Laurie,” said Stacy. “Do you have a tape measure?”

“I know you’re joking,” said Laurie. “But I have no doubt you’d measure it if I got it for you.”

“He looks so peaceful. Do you think he’d respond to a hand job or if I sat on his dick?”

“I don’t know, Stacy,” I said. “Be my guest… I’m going to grab a blanket and pillow.” I returned with both and covered Adam, set his head on the pillow, and we left him otherwise unmolested. We assumed our usual positions at the kitchen table and I poured us each a nightcap of Drambuie.

“I guess we suck at this, huh?” said Stacy.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Turning Laurie into a hotwife.”

Laurie looked genuinely disappointed by the evening’s failure to compromise her marital purity, then a thought struck her mind and she brightened.

“I liked it,” she said. It came across as a broad statement lacking useful information.

“Liked what?” I asked.

“That until he fell asleep I was seducing him and had your permission to do it. It worked on that level.”

“You mean it got you hot?” asked Stacy.

“Yeah. I’ve been feeling perky all night.” She laughed, then noticed she was still naked. “God, I’m sitting here without any clothes on.”

“You look great,” I said. I drained my glass. “I think I’m ready for bed.”

“Me too,” said Stacy. “Last chance to call dibs.”

“Thanks, Stacy, but I have some catching up to do with my husband.” Laurie put her arm around me as we climbed the stairs. We said goodnight to Stacy and went to our bedroom.
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Chapter 15: Debriefing, Seduction, Consequences
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As soon as I closed the bedroom door Laurie was upon me. Along with ravenous kisses, she hugged me urgently, in what would in other circumstances be a death grip. I responded wholeheartedly. We fell onto the bed in a passionate embrace. After a few minutes thus enraptured, we both needed to come up for air. Panting, we laid on our backs next to each other, both with our forearms bent over our foreheads.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been so horny” said Laurie. Her hand stroked my thigh, then moved up the canyon formed by the other one to rest on my cock, which had responded in its usual fashion.

“You’re so hard,” she said.

“It’s been this way most of the night. You may have noticed.”

“I did. In the tub when you were sitting next to Stacy. That was crazy.”

“How so?”

“My best friend saw your erection. Not in a thousand years would I have imagined it.”

“Oh. I see what you mean. It was the same for me when I saw you sitting naked on Adam’s lap.”

“You saw that?”

“Yes, from the window in the guestroom.”

“My God. How did it feel for you seeing your naked wife on a naked man’s lap?”

“It didn’t trouble me. I guess I liked it. I wondered what your genitals were up to.”

Laurie laughed. “Yeah.” She was hesitant to elaborate.

“Well,” I said. “Tell me about it.”

“What? Sitting on his… His erection?”

“That’s it.” She gently stroked me as we spoke and teasingly tickled my balls. This was where the expression “painful yearnings” came from in popular literature.

“Well, he was lined up with me. I was sort of riding it.”

I envisioned a hot dog lying in a bun. Not a sexy image, but it gets the job done. “You were riding it?”

“Yeah, I was rubbing myself back and forth. It was sort of teasing my insides. I even thought it might slip in.”

“And he didn’t respond to it?” The image of my wife rubbing herself over another man’s erection was a powerful one.

“He was hard as a rock, but he was kind of out of it too. I’m not sure it all registered.” This was clearly a case of the body over mind. Adam’s cock was in the game, but his mind wasn’t up to performing its usual navigation.

“It could have been your moment if he were a little more sober, your crossing over into hotwifedom.” Had Adam been more with it, they might have screwed right there in the hot tub.

Laurie thought for a moment, still playing with my erection. I turned on my side and her hand followed. I kissed her cheek.

“Where are you right now,” I asked. “You’re thinking about something.”

She hesitated, then spoke. “I’ve crossed the line, haven’t I? I mean, I was trying to get him to slip inside me. I was ready for it to happen.”

I wasn’t sure a line had been crossed, but I was viewing it from a different perspective. It was questionable whether Adam would remember anything after getting into the hot tub. He might have a vague and untrustworthy memory of Laurie’s advances, but that’s it. Things looked one-sided for the moment. Technically, Adam hadn’t deliberately made skin contact with Laurie. He was strictly on the receiving end, which he probably wouldn’t remember one way or the other.

But this wasn’t the issue. What was the issue was Laurie’s readiness to let Adam fuck her—to want him to fuck her. This was the line she crossed. There was no retreat from the expressed desire. It was out in the open.

At that moment, what stoked my fire was Laurie’s telling us she had gone down on Adam. She had taken his cock into her mouth. That Adam was more or less unconscious by this point was a trivial detail—she had tasted his cock. Whatever Laurie’s prior record on such matters, it was now advanced by one. There is not a husband alive who hasn’t wondered how many cocks his wife had put in her mouth. It’s one of those brutal statistics all men in relationships must endure. It was painful to imagine, but also mysteriously invigorating.

On top of Adam, though not literally, was Laurie’s earlier story about her professor, and their trysts in his office. The image of her bent over his desk while he fucked her doggy-style zoomed into focus now. Also, the matter of his coming in her mouth. These historical details, along with the night’s attempted seduction of Adam, made me hysterically aroused.

“Tell me about on the sofa,” I said. “Tell me about the moment when you decided to go down on Adam.”

Laurie hesitated once more to form a response. As she was now pumping my cock with purpose rather than playfully, I guessed she was stimulated by the thoughts stirring in her mind.

“I didn’t think about it. I was already holding it, and a second later it was in my mouth.”

“How did it feel?”

“He was only semi-hard at that point.” She paused, seemingly embarrassed, then continued. “I kissed his balls and he got hard again.” A dagger pierced my heart with this admission, but what it delivered was not pain but erotic fervor.

“I mean, how did it feel to be blowing another man?”

“Naughty? Slutty? I don’t know. It felt like it should be wrong, but you had given me your permission, so…”

She was right. Though we hadn’t discussed the fine details, it was safe for her to assume she had my permission to perform oral sex on another man. This was one side of it. Viewed from another angle, she had my permission to do something she wanted to do—suck another man’s cock. I was now simply playing with words, exploring the semantics, but nonetheless, the truth was out in the open. My wife wanted to suck another man’s cock, a new cock. She wanted to add to her total of cocks sucked.

And she did.

“Show me,” I said. “Show me what you did.”

Laurie looked me in the eyes, released a coy grin, and bent down to take me in her mouth. She performed her usual routine, which was to proceed slowly, letting her lips slide over my tip as if in slow motion, and gently sucking once enclosed. She followed with gentle swirls of her tongue around the crown before taking me, or in this case, Adam’s surrogate, in as much as she could. Her hand pumped and she increased the suction as her lips moved up and down my shaft.

The idea of Adam watching her perform this action on himself was too much to bear. It was hard to imagine a more intimate thing a man’s wife could do with another man. It even surpassed intercourse if that was possible.

Laurie released my cock and raised her head. “That’s about as far as I got before he fell asleep.”

How he hadn’t responded was beyond me. Laurie squeezed my shaft, causing a liberal amount of precum to surface. She licked it like she would an ice cream cone. The idea of her having Adam’s precum on her lips sent me over the cliff. I had no choice now but to take my wife like a warrior home from a prolonged battle.

I sat up, rolled Laurie over and pulled her up on her knees. There was no gentleness as we were both in a savagely aroused state. I grunted as I mounted her. She was thoroughly ready, wet, warm and hungry to feel a cock inside of her. An hour earlier it could have Adam’s cock, and she would have been equally eager for it.

As I ramped up my pace Laurie moaned in submission. She gripped the headboard for support as she pounded her ass back into each thrust, making it penetrate deeper. This was new. She gasped each time we collided, saying “YES!!! YES!!! YES!!!” Her pussy clenched down sending a rush through all my systems, making me thankful for her strict Kegel regimen. She started yelling, “OH FUCKING GOD!!! YES!!! The “go” button had been punched. I came like a maniac, like the proverbial volcano. As orgasms go, it was unsurpassed and nearly interminable. Finally, I could thrust no more and collapsed on top of Laurie. We were both soaked with perspiration and gasping for air.

I fell to her side and made an elaborate whew sound. The afterglow that followed rolled over us like a blessing or affirmation of sorts. We’d found some magic, perhaps a never-ending stream of magic thanks to her extra-marital ambition.

I felt absolute bliss and absolutely no regret.

“Oh, man,” said Laurie, after a long silence. “Holy hell that was wonderful.” She rolled over to kiss me. “I don’t think we’ve ever been so savage making love.”

Savage was the right word. I was an uncaged beast with a single purpose—to dominate this erotic woman completely and spread my seed. Impregnate her with my lust. This terminology didn’t feel exactly right, but it was in the ballpark.

I kissed her tenderly, stroked her hair, and gently turned her to her side, her back facing me. I cupped her breast and pressed my body into hers, my cock landing in the cleft of her bottom. She wiggled an acknowledgement, put her hand over mine, and we fell asleep.
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Chapter 16: Hair Of The Dog


[image: image]








I woke early, showered, dressed, and went downstairs to check on Adam. He was still asleep. His covering had fallen off so he was fully exposed, and it forced me to make an impromptu assessment of his physique. I could understand what Laurie and Stacy saw in him, but not because my body was so different. Perhaps I had two percent more body fat, tops.

I went out to the deck to get his clothes and placed them on the coffee table in front of him. I didn’t bother covering him up, feeling this might wake him before he was truly ready to face the world. The man had lost his wife, now pregnant by another man, and had expertly tied one on. He needed his rest.

Every time I recalled his wife was not only leaving him but also pregnant by the man she was leaving for, it startled me anew. I couldn’t imagine what he was going through.

As I was preparing coffee in the kitchen Stacy came bouncing in with her usual sunshiny demeanor, though she toned it down knowing from Laurie I wasn’t a morning type.

“Hi,” she said. She was wearing a T-shirt which barely covered her bum. Her clothes were still on the deck. “I hope you don’t mind.” She pointed to the T-shirt and lifted it to reveal it was the sum of her attire. “I found it in a drawer in the guest room.”

“Good morning, Stacy. No, you’re welcome to it.”

“Thanks. So, did you murder your wife last night or what? Or is Laurie a screamer when you two bang? I know I am.” She wasn’t expecting a reply.

The coffee made a gurgling sound, signaling it was done brewing. I poured us each a cup.

“By the way,” said Stacy. “There’s a naked man in your living room.”

“I saw that.”

“Nice dick. Do you think he’d mind if I borrowed it for a minute? I’ll be quick.”

“If you must, but I don’t think he’ll be in the mood. He’ll probably have a hell of a hangover this morning.”

“Haven’t you ever heard of ‘hangover hots’?”

I hadn’t. “No, Stacy. Is it a thing?”

“God, yes. It’s when most girls get pregnant. Do you know how many kids are conceived during hangovers? Lots.” We sat at the kitchen table. Her T-shirt rode up her thigh to expose a lovely triangle of bush. As I was now comfortable with her nudity, which isn’t to say I didn’t still find it stimulating, I didn’t say anything, though I doubt she would have minded.

Otherwise, I wasn’t feeling hungover, so I couldn’t test her theory. Stacy took a long sip of coffee and put her cup down. “So, you guys had some heavy sex, huh?”

There was no denying it. “Yes. You could say that.”

“And it was because your wife fooled around with Adam, right?”

I couldn’t deny that either. “Yes, it definitely played into it.”

“It’s like I told you. Knowing your wife was with another man got you hot.”

“It worked for both of us, I think. To be honest, Laurie was a different person last night.”

“You mean, in bed with you, right?”

“Of course it’s what I mean. We were like savages.”

“Oh, I like the sound of that… I want me some! Take me right here, Ethan. I’m so horny!” She stood, came beside me and bent over the dinette propped on her elbows. This exposed her ass. She spread her legs as a further encouragement. Though she was kidding, it would be a lie to say I wasn’t tempted.

“Thanks, but I’ll take a raincheck.” This statement shifted the prospect into the future, which I felt was the most honest reply I could offer. In the meantime, she had a lovely behind, and I was grateful to have the right to view it so casually and in such proximity.

“Take a raincheck for what?” asked Laurie, who had silently slipped into the kitchen wearing her boudoir robe, the sort that never left the bedroom when we had company.

“I was offering my ass to your husband, but he passed.” Stacy returned to her seat feigning a pout.

“He’s so selfish that way,” laughed Laurie. She poured herself a cup of coffee and joined us. “I checked on Adam. He’s still out.”

“I noticed,” I said. “He’s not flying today. He’ll be okay.”

Stacy drummed her fingers on the table. “So, where does this leave our little project?”

“The Hotwife Project?” asked Laurie. She looked at me.

“Incomplete?” I suggested. We hadn’t had time to speak further on the subject. I didn’t know what Laurie was feeling about Adam in the dawn of a new day. I confess I hoped it was still on. I liked the energy it was producing between us. The magic.

As with most things, timing is everything. I didn’t think the project’s success hung on the outcome of a single night, especially when it involved alcohol. The varying tolerances of the individuals involved, where they were in terms of their private grief or joy schedules, had to be factored in. Adam was clearly in the mood to get drunk, and what man wouldn’t be in his shoes? That he hadn’t taken advantage of my wife when she was so forthright with her availability was understandable. His perceptions were askew.

But it was a matter of degree too. Alcohol had to play into any forthcoming seduction between Laurie and Adam. It was the grease in the gears of seduction, and it would be illogical to assume otherwise. Next time, I would leave the tequila in the cupboard. The distance between drunk enough and too drunk was a fine line.

“So, we’re not giving up?” asked Laurie, striking a brighter tone.

“It’s fine with me if we don’t,” I said, truthfully.

“Oh, goody,” said Stacy. “This is fun. I wish I could be a hotwife.”

Laurie’s eyes sparkled. “It’s fun to think about.”

“That too,” said Stacy. “Let’s go for a soak while Ethan makes us some breakfast.”

“Do you mind, honey? I think Stacy wants to girl-talk.”

I didn’t mind though I did wish the hot tub was within earshot of the kitchen. I wouldn’t have minded hearing their conversation, knowing they would go deep into Laurie’s feelings about the prior night’s events and any forthcoming possibilities.

Assuming Adam would be up soon, and knowing nothing was better for a hangover than a heart-terrorizing platter of pork products, I got bacon and sausage from the fridge and heated up a frying pan. As I stood at the stove flipping the sizzling coronary feast, Adam appeared, dressed in the clothes I’d left on the coffee table, the same clothes I’d lent him the day before.

He looked the worse for wear. I gave him a tall glass of orange juice and a cup of coffee. All he could manage was a ‘thanks’ in the form of a muted grunt.

“How are you feeling?” I asked.

He gave me a pained look. His tongue was unwilling to cooperate but he finally managed a reply.

“I’ve felt better. Where are the girls?”

“The women you mean… They’re in the hot tub. You can join them if you want.”

As he didn’t move, I guessed the offer either didn’t register or strike him as inviting.

“How are they feeling?” he asked.

“I think we’re all fine. You won the prize there. I shouldn’t have pulled out the tequila so early. I’m sorry.”

“No,” said Adam. “Don’t be sorry. I needed to have a blow-out, I guess.”

“Mission accomplished then. It’s what my dad used to say, whenever it was the morning after a binge.” He also once told me I should never marry anyone I couldn’t lift. He was full of good advice.

“Mission accomplished.”

“You’ve had a tough couple of days. You deserved a break.” A sausage burst, sending a searing droplet of grease onto my forearm. I jumped like a girl.

“Ethan?”

“Yes? What’s that, Adam?” I was now running cold water over my arm, which affected my hearing.

He spoke up. “I wanted to say, well, I’m not sure how to, really… I didn’t do anything untoward last night, did I? I mean with Laurie?”

“No. Well, she hasn’t said anything. Why?” I turned the water off and dried my arm. That he singled out Laurie rather than Stacy could be significant.

“I’m not sure. I remember getting into the hot tub, but everything after that is hazy.”

“To be expected. What happened was, we all got naked and sat in the tub. You talked with Laurie and I talked with Stacy.”

“Did Stacy sit on my lap? I mean, naked, in the hot tub?”

“No. Laurie sat on your lap.”

Adam looked alarmed. I wondered if this triggered a more acute memory, knowing it was Laurie and not Stacy. I didn’t want him to worry either way.

“You two were simply having fun, Adam. Don’t worry about it.”

Naturally, this appeared to worry him. “Fun?”

“You know, we were all kind of drunk, naked, having fun, like that.”

“Oh. And you didn’t mind?”

“Why would I mind?”

“Laurie is your wife. You’re telling me she sat naked on my naked lap. We were both naked, right?”

“Yes,” I said. “We were all naked in the tub.” This was a good opportunity to open Adam’s mind. “You and Laurie were having a good time. I didn’t mind. Laurie’s a free spirit.”

“Free spirit?” Adam was having difficulty with the concept. I worried I had gone too far or was leading him to make a wrong assumptions. I didn’t want him to assume Laurie was “loose”.

“She’s a free spirit meaning, well… Let me put it this way, Laurie likes you, and I have no problem if she expresses it, especially under these circumstances. She knows you’re in pain. It’s not like she behaves that way with anyone.” I felt this cleaned up any possible misapprehensions. “We’re a solid couple, so…” I didn’t finish the sentence, feeling a dose of ambiguity was the best course. He would fill in the blanks on his own.

He chewed quietly on my comments while I moved the bacon and sausage to a paper towel.

After another moment he came back to life. “When did Liz come by?”

“Liz? She wasn’t here.”

Adam was digging deeper into the mists of his alcohol-addled memories. In his mind, Liz had paid a visit the night before.

“Why do you think Liz was here?”

“I don’t know. I must have imagined it, I guess. I was on the sofa and Liz was, you know… She was there with me. We were having sex.”

Now, this presented a dilemma. Do I tell him the truth? Should I say, no, it wasn’t Liz. It was my wife sucking your dick? I was in a quandary, as they say, when Laurie and Stacy bounded in from the deck wearing towels, the latter with her clothes bundled in front of her.

“Hey, Adam,” said Stacy. “You’re alive!”

“Barely,” he said.

“You don’t look so bad,” said Laurie. “Some breakfast will get you back in shape. Is it almost ready, honey?”

“I just have to cook the eggs and make the toast. It’ll be five minutes.”

“Great. I’ll go get dressed,” said Laurie.

Stacy didn’t follow but instead stood at the end of the counter. She put her clothes down, picked out her panties and pulled them on under her towel, then turned her back to us, dropped the towel, put on her bra and pulled on her top and jeans. Watching her put me into a state of suspended animation. I was holding a spatula in midair as if preparing to swat flies.

“Hair of the Dog?” said Stacy, putting me back into motion.

“Sure,” I said. “What would you like?”

“Bloody Mary, of course. How about you, Adam? A little hair of the dog that bit you?”

He shook his head though I thought it would in fact perk him up. I made three Bloody Marys, assuming Laurie would want one.

We sat to eat when she returned. Adam’s appetite was light until he downed a sausage, then he became ravenous. There was nothing like saturated fat to bring the dead to life.

When it came time for another round of Bloody Marys Adam tagged in, and near the finish line of his first drink of the day was ready for a recap of the night before.

“So,” he said. “What did I miss?”

“You mean you really blacked-out?” asked Stacy. Her eyes were pools of mischief. “What do you remember?”

“We finished dinner and someone said we should all get in the hot tub. The last thing I remember is getting in the tub.”

“That’s right,” said Laurie. “We all got nekkid and then you were all over Stacy!” She smiled at Adam to show she was teasing, and I wondered if this might revive more of his memory.

He was in a better mood now, thanks to the grease and Bloody Mary, and decided to play along.

“No,” he said. “She was all over me. I recall it clearly. I’ve never seen such whorish behavior in a grown woman.”

“You wish!” said Stacy. “No, I was all over Ethan. Isn’t that right, Ethan?”

“Exactly right,” I said. “I can’t believe Laurie went along with it.” I gave Laurie a covert wink. She caught on.

“Oh, you know me. I never want to stand in the way of your fun. Anyway, it meant I had Adam all to myself.” Laurie gave Adam another broad smile and a sly wink which seemed to set him back.

“Right,” he said, on the surface assuming it all a joke, but I could see his mind was churning through the murk of his memories. Surely he was finding snippets of clarity among the flotsam.

“Laurie told me how good you were, Adam,” said Stacy, pursuing Laurie’s theme. “You should be proud. Maybe later we can trade partners.” She giggled, her eyes now looking devilish. For some reason, I felt jealous of losing her to Adam, even conceptually. Recalling our chaste intimacies from the night before, along with the memory of her naked in the hot tub, in the kitchen and later in the guest room, made me feel possessive. This was odd, in view of the easy manner I took toward sharing my wife.

It then struck me. Having had no real sexual history with Stacy, novelty was the fuel of the unexpressed erotic fire between us. We didn’t need Adam in the mix. In contrast, with Laurie, the novelty of her becoming a “hotwife” was the fuel to those erotic fires now burning only conceptually. In this case, Adam was essential.

Though the idea of bedding Stacy remained an exciting one, even a real possibility, I didn’t want to stray from the course. The long weekend meant we had another carefree day ahead of us. The weather looked promisingly warm and sunny, and we’d already opened the bar. It meant a road trip was out, fortunately, so we would have to make do with home entertainments. The usual fare when Stacy visited on summer weekends was she and Laurie lounged on the deck sunbathing while I puttered around. It wasn’t much of a plan, but we could toss in a barbeque, possibly some croquet, and make a day of it. I’d spent nearly a grand on a professional croquet set imported from England and never used it. I needed to get my money’s worth.

“So,” I said, getting the ball rolling. “What’s everyone up for today? It’s a holiday.”

They traded looks, each waiting for the other to speak. Finally Stacy, seldom the shy one, spoke.

“How about another round while we decide?” She held up her empty glass.

“Do you two feel like sticking around?” asked Laurie, speaking to Adam and Stacy.

Adam didn’t deliberate. “I can’t say I’m eager to go home, such as it is now.”

“Stacy?”

“Well, if you guys insist, I guess I can rearrange my schedule.”
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Chapter 17: The Boys Talk
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After another round of Bloody Marys and agreeing to spend the day together, we rose from the table and, without verbally forming a consensus on what to do next, we all chipped in to clean up the mess. Adam scraped plates, Stacy emptied and loaded the dishwasher, Laurie washed the pans, and I put away the food and cleaned the counters. Congenial chit chat circulated all around, and the atmosphere murmured with goodwill and bright spirits.

It occurred to Laurie, who loved planning menus, that we should decide on what to eat for dinner.

“How about a rack of lamb?” she suggested. This was directed at Adam in a near wifely tone. An afterthought corrected her first impulse, and she turned to me. “You loved it at Mikos.”

“Aren’t burgers the norm on Memorial Day?” I said. “There’s no need to go to any trouble.”

“You mean little baby sheep, right?” asked Stacy, feigning concern for defenseless but delicious animals.

“That’s right,” said Laurie. “I have a recipe in a cookbook somewhere.”

“What’s a cookbook?” Stacy held up her phone. “Have you ever seen one of these? They’ve got all sorts of recipes.”

Laurie ignored her and went to find her cookbook.

Adam, who after finishing the plate scraping had leaned against the counter to watch the rest of us, now had an idea. “What do you have in the way of lawn games, Ethan?”

We were clearly on the same wavelength. “Funny you bring it up. I was thinking earlier we could play croquet. You recall I purchased a…”

I was interrupted by a snoring sound from Stacy. “Croquet? Really? Is it 1955? Has anyone seen my pearls by the way?”

“I’m afraid I don’t have a Slip N Slide, Stacy,” I said. “Anyway, as I was saying, I bought a nice set from England. We’ve never used it.”

“Used what?” asked Laurie, having returned with her cookbook.

“I was telling them about the croquet set I bought from England.”

“Oh, God yes, you two,” said Laurie. “Please play croquet with Ethan. He’s been on my case for two years to play with him.”

“We’ll all play,” I said. “Two teams.”

With that decided, the women agreed on the menus for the day, Laurie scribbled a list, and she and Stacy left to do the shopping. As I had watched and listened to them sorting out the meal plan, the underlying project of the weekend reoccurred to me. Streaming beneath the congeniality and good moods on the surface was a current of steaming erotic possibilities. That was the track we were on here, and while the women were off shopping, I would have a chance to further steer Adam to its destination.

But what destination? Mixing in with Laurie’s ambitions were stirrings between Stacy and myself. My mind revisited the images of her uninhibited nudity and playfulness in the guest bedroom the night before. Without the least bit of shame, she had circled her finger over her clit right in front of me. I could still feel Stacy’s hand on my painful erection in the kitchen, on top of which was the vision of Laurie sitting naked on Adam’s naked lap, and the memory of making savage love to her later in our bedroom. I was charging on two fronts. I was lost in these reveries until Adam tapped into my stream of consciousness.

“Okay with you if I we have some more coffee?” he asked.

“Sure. I’ll make a pot and we can take it out on the deck.”

As mentioned, I was glad to have more private space with Adam and time for some real man talk, though I wasn’t sure how to do it. I wanted to feel him out on the previous night’s activities while not overstressing them. I was sure his mind had dug up more memories, or at least the echoes of memories. What interested me was how he might feel about them.

Adam said he wanted to have a quick shower first. I told him to help himself to my clothes and left him to it while I made the coffee, this time employing the French press method. We seldom used it as it was a mess to clean up, but this was a special occasion. By the time I finished, Adam had returned looking fresh and without a hint hangover. I put the French press and two cups on a tray and we headed to the deck.

It was already quite warm. Despite the calendar, a summery haze was forming on the horizons, and a general mugginess hung in the air. We sat in the shade and I poured us each a cup.

I was still unsure of how or where to start the conversation. Adam was by default a quiet sort but pleasantly communicative when prompted to engage. I was about to open with an ambiguous “That was something, eh?”, knowing he would say “What?” to which I would reply “Last night” when he volunteered to go first.

“You know, Ethan, Liz was always jealous of Laurie. It was an issue between us.”

This was a fortuitous opening. Straight to the women. “How so?”

“I always spoke highly of Laurie. It got under Liz’s skin after a while.”

“And that made her jealous.”

“Right.”

Looks-wise, Laurie was many notches above Liz, and Laurie didn’t have to try. She woke up looking great, whereas Liz had a “put together” look, meaning after some effort she could pull it together, but she never woke up looking that way. This was the big difference.

Laurie also had a covert sexuality whereas Liz’s was overt. You could see Liz worked it whereas Laurie’s sexiness snuck up on you. You picked up on her intelligence first, which beamed through her eyes as she spoke. Liz’s vibe never went there. She was made-up sexy and beamed nothing aside from possessing a useful and basic bipedal functionality. She was an administrative assistant whereas Laurie ran a whole division where she worked.

“Well,” I said. “I guess next time you’ll know better what to look for. Sexy isn’t enough.”

“Laurie is sexy as hell.”

“Thanks. But you know her now. Did you think it when you two first met?”

He thought for a moment. “I guess I first noticed she was smart, then I tuned into her sexiness.”

Exactly, I thought. “That’s how I look at it. I don’t think I could make love to a dumb woman.” I immediately feared Adam would think I viewed Liz as dumb. I didn’t, exactly, but nor did I think she was far from it. “I mean to say, good looks aren’t enough for me.”

“I knew what you meant.”

“Good. I didn’t want you to think I was talking about Liz.”

“No. Liz is average. To tell you the truth, she’s about average for  a pilot’s wife.”

I understood what he meant. There were professions that drew good-looking women, and to such a degree dating became effortless. These women could obscure what else was out there, the other women who weren’t attracted to a man’s profession but rather to the man himself.

“Athletes, pilots—they seem to draw women like flies,” I said. “We’ve never talked about conquests and that sort of thing. I usually don’t, but I am wondering about other women you may never have told me about before Liz came along.”

It was true I didn’t normally talk about conquests. Though at twelve I stepped onto the forever escalator of desire, and seldom had an hour passed since when some stray erotic notion didn’t whisper through my cranium, I never boy-talked or man-talked about my erotic adventures. I didn’t have a locker room spiel, so I wasn’t skilled in the practice and I wasn’t sure what to expect in Adam’s reply. Laurie and I had only met a couple of the women he dated before Liz.

“I guess I fooled around a little,” said Adam. “But nothing like the other pilots. It could make things uncomfortable in the cockpit.”

“How so?” I was pleased with his tame response. If he had said instead he had “fucked lots of bitches” and given me a knowing nod, my esteem for him would have fallen dramatically. Of course, that wouldn’t have been his style, anyway.

“You could tell if a flight attendant and pilot had been screwing around. In a tight space it can be weird.”

“I see. There are also plenty of female pilots come to think of it.”

“I’ve flown with a few, but they’re on a different level. I only slept with flight attendants. Just two.”

“Just? Two is something.”

“Compared to the other pilots I was bush-league.”

There was something comically contrary in his statement but I let it go. “And this was before you met Liz?”

“Right.”

“And you’ve never strayed since?”

“I’ve been tempted but no, I’ve never cheated on Liz.” He emptied his cup and I refilled it.

He was like me then, at least until recently. Adam was a fellow monogamist. I wondered how he’d feel if he realized Laurie had his cock in her mouth the night before. Reviving the image in my brain made me eager to press on.

“Before you knew Liz cheated on you, did you ever imagine her with another man?”

Adam thought for a good while, took a sip of his coffee, set the cup down and rubbed his hands together.

“Sure,” he said. “She was always kind of flirty with other men, so it was easy to imagine.”

“And how did it make you feel to imagine it?”

“Mixed, usually. As a hypothetical I found it kind of, I don’t know what to say. Arousing? The idea of it, and me watching. I guess it sounds sick, right?”

“Not at all. I learned recently it was a fairly common response.”

“How about you?” Adam looked me in the eyes as he said this. “Have you imagined Laurie with another guy?”

This was going faster than I assumed would be the case. I had to re-sync my thoughts and strategies to bring them current.

“I have,” I said. “But not of her cheating on me with someone. That would turn my stomach, so I think I know how you feel right now. But if it was above board and we both went along with it… I guess I’m saying I could see it. Hypothetically, I see some value in it.” Of course, it was more than hypothetical now.

“Value?” Adam understood what I meant but wanted me to elaborate.

“It would add a dimension to our sex life which isn’t there now. Laurie and I have talked about it, I mean hypothetically. The idea is, it would spice things up for us if she had an affair, but it wouldn’t really be affair because I would be in on it.”

“And did Laurie indicate she was up for it? To sleeping with other men?” While anticipating my response, Adam’s spine elongated like it might when he was coming in for a landing.

I wasn’t quite sure how to shape the affirmative in my response. A “yes” was too broad, wouldn’t be the exact truth, and could give Adam the wrong impression. Laurie and I weren’t looking for random men for her to have sex with. Not by a long shot. I decided to back into an affirmative response by negating options not on the table.

“Not generally, no,” I said. “She’s not talking about picking up strange men in bars, or men she knows from work I don’t know, or let’s say strangers to one or both of us. That wouldn’t work. We would both need to be well acquainted with the person.”

“So, someone you both already knew, or happened to meet and liked.”

“That’s right. A known entity. A guy we both know and like and is available. He couldn’t be in a relationship. Under the right circumstances, we could see her sleeping with him as a possibility.”

This put the facts on the table. Adam was now in a position to wonder if he might be a candidate. He knew his current circumstances presented an opening, though he might feel it presumptuous to assume Laurie would want to sleep with him.

I didn’t expect him to bring it up either. It was tricky terrain. I decided to revert to my earlier strategy, the one he interrupted with his comment about Liz being jealous of Laurie.

“So, that was something, eh?” I said, whimsically, while leaning back in my chair.

“Last night?” Clearly, my comment wasn’t as ambiguous as I thought it would be.

“Right. The hot tub, socializing naked with Stacy and Laurie.”

Adam paused to examine his thoughts, or possibly the fragmented images his memory managed to serve up. “Yeah. I wish I hadn’t had so much to drink. It’s all still a bit foggy.”

“You enjoyed yourself. I could tell.” I was teasing him now. I wanted to provoke a further inquiry into what he missed by blacking out.

“I guess so. I actually remember a little more now.”

“Oh?”

“When Laurie was sitting naked on my lap, I think I had an erection.”

“We both had some trouble with erections. Naked women will do that to a man.”

“But, like I sort of said before, Laurie was sitting on it. I mean, it was right…”

“You mean your genitals made contact. I know. I could see it. It’s okay. Laurie was having fun. You were too even though you don’t fully remember. Listen, with enough booze, our natural instincts take over. We both had erections. There’s no shame in it when everyone is on the same wavelength.”

Surely Adam was catching on. There was no need for a gentleman’s agreement now. His genitals had been in contact with my wife’s genitals and I was okay with it. This information was now in the bank.

Sounds of the women arriving home from their shopping put an end to our conversation. They sounded giddy and full of mirth. There was no sound sweeter than two women having a good time. Somehow, it was full of sweet promise, and there was energy in it which enlivened me. The question in my mind was, how could we restore the right mood to accommodate and progress Laurie’s agenda for Adam? I now sensed he would be receptive. All we needed were a few sparks for Laurie to light the fire.
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Chapter 18: Caution: Adults At Play
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“Oh, hey!” said Laurie, when Adam and I joined them in the kitchen. “We’ve got a surprise for you guys!” Laurie fumbled in a bag and extracted what looked like a string with tiny triangular flags randomly attached. “New bikinis! We each got one. They match.”

Laurie held the top over her breasts. It didn’t seem large enough to do the job unless modesty was strictly forbidden. “What do you think?”

“Nice,” said Adam, though the question was directed at me. I concurred anyway. Stacy fished out a bottom and held it over her crotch. It barely covered the area. These suits would definitely dial up the temperature for the afternoon, something clearly intended in the minds of Stacy and Laurie when they purchased them.

“I may need a trim,” said Stacy, laughing. “You may not remember, Adam, but I’m a little Seventies down there.” She laughed again. “Do you guys have any hedge-trimmers?”

Laurie found that amusing. “Help yourself. You know where everything is. I’ve got to prepare a dry-rub for the lamb so it can sit for a few hours.” She turned to me. “We got some Papa Murphy’s pizzas for lunch. Is that okay?”

“Sounds great. We can snack on them until dinnertime. Should we aim for six?

“That’s about right,” said Laurie. She set about preparing the rub for the lamb, and Stacy left to groom herself. “I also got fixings for Mint Juleps. Do those sound good?”

“Great. I’ll make a pitcher.” I set to it while Adam watched Laurie prepare the rub for lamb. She put cumin, paprika, thyme, basil and curry powder in a bowl and mixed it up, and applied it to the meat. As she was finishing up Stacy returned wearing her new suit.

“Ta-dah!” she said. She struck a modeling pose, which involved bending a knee, dipping a hip and spreading her arms out with open palms, like she was presenting a new washer/dryer on the Price Is Right. She looked stunning. Miraculously, her ample bosom, about two-thirds on display, looked secure in the tiny triangles.

“Nice,” said Laurie. “I guess it’s my turn, though I’m not sure I should follow that.” She laughed, went to the sink to wash her hands and disappeared upstairs.

I had the Mint Juleps prepared. They looked proper, like they would in a Town & Country feature on the Kentucky Derby. I handed one each to Adam and Stacy and we toasted.

“To adult playdates!” offered Stacy. When she set her drink down her eyes were drawn to several errant pubic hairs escaping the fabric of her tiny bottom. She reached down and tucked them in. “Sorry boys, but it’s only natural.”

“Skipped the trim, eh?” I asked.

“No, I trimmed the hell of it. You’ll notice when you go upstairs.”

“Lovely,” I said.

“My pleasure… So, what have you boys been up to?”

“Just chit chat,” said Adam. He turned to me. “Is the suit still available? I’m feeling overdressed now.”

“Sure, I think it’s still outside. Look on the chairs by the outdoor dining table.” Adam left to grab the suit and Stacy eyeballed me.

“So, chit chat, huh? No secret plotting?”

“Not really, but I think Adam knows the what-what, as they say.”

“The ‘what’s what’… You mean you told him Laurie has the hots for him?”

“Not exactly. I said if she did, it would be fine with me. Not so much directly, but it was implied. Or do I mean inferred?”

“You imply, he infers. You know, English?”

“Right.”

Adam returned wearing the suit with the clothes he’d removed in his hands. In broad daylight, his chest looked especially muscular, which is to say not exactly like my own, and I was no slouch. Stacy must have noticed too as her eyes gave him a once over.

“Where should I put these?” asked Adam.

“You can toss them upstairs, maybe in the guest room. You may want them later.”

He left to put the clothes away. A moment later we heard a shriek, but not the kind one would associate with a damsel in true distress.

“Adam must have surprised Laurie,” said Stacy.

“Good guess.” Adam returned looking sheepish. “Is Laurie okay?” I asked. “We thought we heard a scream.”

“I’m afraid I startled her while she was changing. Your bedroom door was open.”

“Nothing more than you saw last night I imagine.”

“Ah, but you see, Ethan,” said Stacy. “Remember there are two kinds of nudity. The kind where you know someone is looking, and the other one. You know, good nudity, bad nudity.”

“Gotcha.” As I said this Laurie appeared in her suit. It fit her perfectly whereas Stacy’s suit strained around her curves. “You look great, honey!”

“Thanks… Sorry about that Adam. I didn’t know you were there.”

“No, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you.”

Laurie turned to me. “Adam saw my naked heinie, honey, as I was stepping into my suit.”

“As I said, nothing he hasn’t seen before.” This was true though Adam might not fully remember. “Anyway, we’re all friends here.”

“Hey, fair is fair, Ethan,” said Stacy. She turned to Adam. “Show us your ass, buddy.”

Adam looked embarrassed, and not in a pro forma fashion. It was genuine.

“It’s okay, Adam. I’ve seen your ass,” said Laurie, smiling coyly. “It’s nice… So, let’s go sit on the deck and enjoy the day, shall we?”

I topped off our drinks and we filed onto the deck. It had warmed another ten degrees. Adam and I arranged it so we would remain the shade while the women sunbathed on the loungers. The two of them would have drawn admiration from any man on earth drawing a breath, so we were enjoying our view.

After a few minutes, I walked over to the hot tub to retrieve my suit, paused for a moment to consider Stacy’s earlier comment about good and bad nudity, which led me to the kitchen to put it on out of sight. As I was returning, Laurie called out.

“Honey, could you grab the spray bottle from the laundry room?” I got the spray bottle, topped it off, and returned to the deck.

“Here,” I said, as I was handing it to Laurie.

Stacy intervened. “Don’t you want to spray us yourself?”

I adjusted the nozzle to stream and sprayed Stacy’s forehead.

“Dickhead,” she said, wiping her eyes. I switched the nozzle to spray, wet them down going from head to foot, and returned to my chair in the shade.

I looked at Adam. “Next they’ll have us waving palm fronds over them for a breeze.”

“We heard that,” said Laurie. She and Stacy whispered as if they were scheming. A few seconds later they removed their tops.

I looked once more at Adam. “I guess they were getting too warm.” Adam signaled his agreement.

For twenty minutes we contented ourselves with small talk as Adam and I continued to admire the view. Laurie suggested I pop a pizza in the oven, and thirty minutes later I was passing around slices on paper plates and handing everyone a cold beer. I was now acclimated to the bare bosoms though not dulled to their effect. Every time I looked at Laurie and saw her naked tits anew I endured a mild shock. In broad daylight, with a light buzz on, having Adam around my topless wife had a now predictable effect.

What was strange was, Adam being around a topless Stacy was having a stronger effect. I was definitely feeling possessive of her, but not my wife. As for admiring these two women, my attention was decidedly drawn to Stacy. Every once in a while she would circle her index finger around her cleavage or wipe the beads of perspiration from each breast. After one pass she cupped and lifted them slightly as if to ease the burden of their weight.

When she caught me staring, she notified my wife. “Your perv husband keeps looking at my tits.”

Laurie visored her eyes and looked over, smiling. Adam and I had been quiet for some time, which had the effect of reducing our deck activities to ogling. In this regard, we were both guilty. “Weren’t we going to play croquet?” she asked. “You two could set it up.”

“Right,” I said. I tagged Adam’s knee and gave him a “follow me” gesture. He caught on immediately and we went into the garage and got the equipment and set about approximating a croquet pitch on the lawn. I went with the usual American set-up versus the more pretentious Brit variety. Within a few minutes we were ready to play. I alerted the women to this fact.

“Hey!” said Laurie. “I think I’ll make a pitcher of mimosas first. Does that sound good?” We all agreed it sounded good. Stacy stood and put on her top to follow Laurie, who hadn’t bothered with her top, into the kitchen.

I turned to Adam. “This sure beats a family picnic by the river, wouldn’t you say?”

“I didn’t realize you kept a harem over here.”

I laughed amiably. “This is new. They’ve never hung out like this before. It must be for you.”

Adam didn’t disagree. “To help me through my suffering… I think it’s working.”

I’m not sure why, but I wanted to feel him out about Stacy. All things being normal, in a social situation like we were enjoying, he, newly single, would naturally fall in line with Stacy, also single. It didn’t feel like we were aiming into this dynamic, but I wanted to know for sure.

“Stacy’s something,” I said, cracking the door open for him to comment.

“She’s got a great personality. You two click.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant. “Click?”

“You two get along. You’re simpatico. You seem to enjoy needling each other.”

This was an accurate assessment. “Yeah, we get along fine, which is good because she’s Laurie’s best friend…” I decided to be direct. “How do you feel about her?”

Adam looked down at his toes pinching the grass. “To be honest, she’s not giving me any vibes.”

“No?”

“No, but she’s friendly. I’m not picking up she’s eager to know me beyond us being friends. You know what I mean.”

Though I did know, I thought he was looking at the wrong side of the equation. “Legally, you’re still married, and she’s the type to respect it. You never know. You and Liz might sort things out in the end.”

“Ethan, Liz is pregnant with the guy. I don’t think there’s a happy ending to this story.”

This detail had slipped my mind. “You’re right.” My guess is I was eager to know if Adam had been receiving any vibes from Stacy which missed my radar, and clearly, he hadn’t been. Stacy wasn’t competing with Laurie. More importantly, and aside from her willingness to be topless or naked around him, she didn’t appear interested in Adam as anything more than a casual acquaintance and I had no reason to be jealous. Nor did I have the right. Was the ghost of Colleen playing tricks with my mind?

Laurie and Stacy returned from the kitchen with trays of drinks and snacks. They stepped down onto the lawn, turned to set the trays on the deck for easy access, and Laurie poured us each a drink.

“Okay,” said Laurie. “Boys against the girls?” I handed them each a mallet.

“I was thinking Stacy and I would compete against you and Adam.”

“Yay! Someone picked me!” said Stacy. “So what is this? Like golf, though more boring?”

“It’s a game of skill,” I said. “You hit your ball through each hoop, and then the final two hoops in front of the wicket hoping to hit it. First one to do it wins.” Stacy gave a ball a whack and, from a considerable distance, it went straight through the two hoops in front of the wicket, upon which it came to rest.

“I think I’ve got it,” said Stacy. I’d forgotten she was a natural athlete with a great eye-hand coordination.

Laurie gave her ball a whack and it went straight under the hedge. It was hard to miss considering she’d aimed for it. “I may need some practice,” she said while making no attempt to retrieve the ball.

“It’s to be expected,” I said. “Stacy, give her some hints.” I went to collect the ball from under the hedge.

After five minutes we all had the hang of it and commenced play. Laurie remained topless, and I was still jarred every time I noticed this. Stacy kept her top on.

“It’s not fair, Stacy,” I said. “We’re all topless and you’re not.”

“You didn’t get enough of them before, perv?”

“Oh, God!” said Laurie. “I completely forgot I was topless!” She covered her breasts with her free hand to add drama to her surprise, laughed, and dropped her arm. “Stacy, really, it’s only fair.” She reached around and undid the lower tie of Stacy’s top. It sprung from her breasts like it had been under extreme pressure.

“Guys!” Stacy undid the tie behind her neck and flung the top to the lawn. “There, you pervs, happy now?”

I knew I was. Even though they were bare a few minutes before, the fresh exposure was like seeing them naked for the first time. It was always like this. You admire your wife naked a thousand times, and then you see her naked again and it’s like the first time all over. Well, it was this way if you were lucky. I was sure my uncle Albert dreaded the sight of my aunt naked. There was no way in which her nudity would be considered good nudity.

We continued playing and soon became ruthless with each other’s balls. After a touch, Adam sent Stacy’s ball under the fence into the neighbor’s yard. He dared her to get it as she was, and being the type to find all dares inviting, she walked proudly through the gate topless to retrieve the ball. I didn’t hear any commotion from my elderly neighbor, so either he wasn’t home or the shock of viewing Stacy’s naked breasts gave him a conclusive aneurysm. He was a frail man, so it was a real possibility.

Stacy and I won the first round. She proposed a new rule for the next one.

“Now, you have to call your shot, meaning you have to hit something, and if Adam or Ethan miss theirs, they have to take their dicks out while we take our turns.”

“Stacy!” said Laurie.

“I can’t say I’ve heard of that variation before, Stacy,” I said.

Laurie, over her shock at Stacy’s suggestion, didn’t feel this was workable as it stood. “They’re wearing bathing suits, Stacy. They don’t have flies. They should just have to take them off.”

“Hey, an even better idea!” said Stacy.

I looked at Adam, who was smiling and showing no signs of concern. He was a good player.

We commenced the new round. I was the first to miss my shot, but only by a hair. The women chided me until I removed my suit. Now standing naked, I feared I might get an erection. There was a tingle, but I exerted expert mind control which involved unpleasant thoughts and images.

Laurie was next to miss a shot. We hadn’t discussed penalties for the women, but it was only fair that her bottoms should come off, though she made no move to remove them. I leaned on my mallet.

“Honey,” said Laurie. “It’s your turn.”

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“No. What?”

“You missed your shot.”

She laughed. “Ethan, I don’t have a penis.”

“No, we’ve moved beyond that, and fair is fair as Stacy said earlier in the kitchen. You have to take off your bottoms.” As I had complied with the new rules, I could now put my suit back on and did so.

“Jesus,” said Laurie. She pretended to be put out, but without further pressure, took off what remained of her suit. Now she alone was naked. She looked at herself to confirm the fact and gave her remaining pubic hair a brush. I had an eagle eye for such maneuvers.

“Ah, good sport there, hon,” said Stacy. She took her shot, and it was Adam’s turn. His next shot would be a long one to the center hoop. He hit his ball and missed.

“Yay!” said Stacy. “Drop ‘em, Adam. Let’s see what you’ve got! I mean, let’s see again, in case one of us forgot.”

His complexion reddened, but he proved to be a good sport too. He turned his back to us to remove his suit, then faced us. Lord if his cock didn’t look even larger than the night before. My recollections were not necessarily reliable on this score. In general, I tended to dismiss any and all penis memories from my mind, even recent ones.

I made my next shot, so it was back to Laurie. She now had the right to restore her bottoms but made no effort to and took her shot. It was another miss.

“I knew I’d miss,” she said. “Now what?”

“You saved yourself the trouble of taking off your bottoms again,” I said. “That’s all.”

“Oh. I forgot.”

“No,” said Stacy. “Now she has to suck Adam’s dick. Those are the rules.”

“Stacy!” said Laurie.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “Stacy’s improvising. I doubt there are any rules in croquet involving fellatio.”

“A girl can dream, can’t she?” said Stacy. She took her shot and hit her mark.

Adam slipped back into his suit, took his shot and also hit his mark. I wasn’t so lucky, missing my target by two fingers. I removed my suit.

Laurie missed a shot and laughed. “I’m not sucking anyone’s penis.” Stacy took her shot and missed. Without coaxing she removed her bottoms and tossed them in my face.

“You could sell those on eBay Japan and make a lot of money,” she said. If what I had heard about panty fetishes in Japan was true, she was correct.

Everyone except Adam kept missing their targets until his final shot finished the set, thus meriting each team a victory.

There were three of us now standing naked in the yard. This was not how our holidays at home usually went. But I didn’t feel peculiar or abnormal standing in my backyard nude. Why should I? After a few minutes it felt entirely natural.

It was unfathomably hot and muggy, and we all viewed retiring to the shaded area of the deck as a good option. Despite feeling comfortable as I was, I started to put on my suit but Stacy intervened. “Why bother? As you said, we’re all friends here.”

“You’re saying we should be nudists now?”

“Okay.” She picked up her top and bottoms and flung them to the deck. “Were you being serious when you said no Slip N Slide? I’m drippy hot.”

“There’s the hot tub,” said Laurie.

“God, no. It won’t do any good.” Stacy walked over to the hose, bent immodestly, turned the valve and sprayed herself down with a fine mist.

“Ah,” she said. “This hits the spot. Anyone else?” Without waiting for a reply, she adjusted the nozzle and sprayed us all down. It did feel refreshing, but when the heated water from the hose ran out it became bracingly cold. Laurie ran over to turn off the valve, but not before getting soaked.

Adam, now in a wet suit, stood silently admiring the two naked women. My, I thought, how his life had turned around in a single weekend. It began with news of a cuckolding and accidental pregnancy, and here he was now with two very attractive naked women frolicking around him. It was a beautiful late Spring day. What could be better?

Laurie decided to refresh the pitcher of mimosas and check on the lamb. Stacy joined her and Adam and I retreated to the deck, me naked, he still in his suit. I confess it weirded me out. I fetched towels from a small plastic cabinet we kept on the deck, gave him one, wrapped mine around my waist, and rearranged the chairs and lounges into a cozy circle in the shade.

“Good game,” I said, once settled. “Or was it a match? I’m not sure what they call a round of croquet.” I didn’t want to comment on the peculiarities of our version of play, meaning the nudity. Drawing attention to it was unnecessary, and I wanted it to appear to Adam as a reasonable variation which didn’t exceed the confines of normal and decent behavior. I also didn’t want to come off as too tickled by the idea of hanging out with two naked women. It would make me appear less worldly and possibly immature.

“It was fun,” said Adam. “The game would be a lot more popular if everyone played it that way.” He leaned back in his chair while putting his hands behind his head. He looked happy as a clam.

Screw Liz, I thought. “Would Liz have partaken? I mean, played along with Stacy’s idea of Strip Croquet?”

“Lord, no. First of all, she wouldn’t have seen the point unless some kind of reward was involved, and secondly, she’s no match for Laurie and Stacy and knows it.”

“But you’ve said Liz was sexy and all that.”

“Yes, in clothes she’s sexy. In a bra, her breasts look magnificent. Naked is a slightly different story. Her boobs droop quite a bit, and her bottom is on the flat side. Her panties had padding in the back to compensate.”

Laurie and Stacy had beautiful, muscular bottoms like coed athletes. Their breasts were by appearances firm, and I knew Laurie’s were to the touch. Their droop was negligible, even charming. One could say womanly.

Adam’s comment reminded me the four of us were all fortunate in the genes department. It was nothing to take pride in. That would be like being proud of your ability to grow facial hair. You can’t take credit for your genes. It was fine if you were aware of your good luck there, but only according to what you viewed as your “league”. You had to stay in your lane. Not doing so often led to immense securities.

I’d seen pictures of nudists beaming over their “body freedom” libertinism. For the most part, most of them should have kept their clothes on. Perhaps they lacked body awareness or simply didn’t care. And this was fine. All you could do there is admire their courage.

The variation among nudist men’s equipment was always astonishing. Many of their penises looked like the heads of small, frightened turtles, too shy to come out. If they had a paunch, their manhood looked ridiculously undersized, like a mismatch had occurred during assembly. Because of these wide variations, it meant those could be terrifying moments for a woman waiting to assess how her new man measured up. The variability of penises was uselessly broad.

Men, being men, tended not to care so much when viewing a woman, having over the long march of history commodified their assets into checked boxes, and only one of those boxes really mattered. That was a crude way of putting it, but it was true. This was only not true when they spoke of their conquests, when all their women had huge breasts and tight vaginas.

I was no connoisseur of men’s penises but felt Adam and I both had nice arrangements in this area. You could say there was nothing shy about their appearance.

Aside from weight issues, variations among female nudists were also surprising. Nipples might ride too high or too low, point inwards or outwards, be unfathomably large or non-existent and range in color from black to pale. Hips could vary from boyishly slim to unusefully wide. Their vaginas might look invitingly pristine or resemble an angry snarl. Though I enjoyed the variety of life, I was not so keen on its extremes.

Anyway, the four of us were lucky. We had no real body issues. This was further confirmed when Stacy returned, still naked, bearing a tray of fresh drinks. She put it on the low table I’d set in the middle of our seating arrangement, poured us each a drink, handed them to us, and stretched elaborately, drawing our full attention.

She ended the stretch with a yawn, causing us to follow suit. “Who knew croquet could be so tiring?” She bent over, again immodestly, and poured her drink. She took a swig before sitting on the towel put out earlier on her chaise lounge. After adjusting the back to a higher position, she scooted into it while raising and separating her knees. It could be said she was uninhibited, nude or otherwise.

Laurie returned bearing more snacks. After setting them down she gave me a disapproving look. “You covered up.”

“It’s only a towel.”

“You know what I mean.”

I opened the towel and she smiled. She looked at Adam. “Aren’t you going to join us? It’s no fun if one of us holds out.”

Stacy fell victim to an urge to add to Laurie’s argument. “She wants another look at your dick, Adam.”

“Stacy!”

Adam expression formed a look of submissiveness. He stood, removed his suit, arranged the towel I gave him in his chair, and sat.

“That was fun,” said Stacy. “Do it again.”

“Stacy!” Laurie now said it a way to suggest she was being coy, not offended or shocked.

“Cheers everybody!” said Stacy. We all toasted. Laurie, still standing, rearranged her towel on her chaise lounge, sat, and assumed Stacy’s posture with the raised open knees. It settled the score all around. We were now all looking at each other’s genitals. Perhaps suffering from a delusion of adequacy, I put out of mind Adam’s relatively larger penis and relaxed. Anyway, as all men do, I’d measured myself. I was slightly above average in that department. No worries there.

With both Laurie and Stacy thus displayed in front of Adam, who had the more direct line of sight with Laurie, I was failing to control my excitement. The past twenty-four hours had been a series of me being excited and erect mixing with brief periods of unconvincing flaccidity. As we slipped into a general conversation, the women appeared extremely comfortable with Adam’s eyeballs roaming over their nether regions, naked breasts, and so on. As before, I noticed I was slightly more aroused by Stacy’s exposure than Laurie’s.

I was beginning to understand why. For the sake of our married sex life, I wanted to share Laurie carnally with Adam. I clearly viewed Stacy differently and I couldn’t resist analyzing why this could be.

Stacy and I agreed to keep our relationship Platonic, and this was surely in play here. But the idea of watching Stacy and Laurie both fucking Adam—say, Stacy with his tongue licking her delicate netherworld while his impressive member hammered my wife—stirred opposing poles of energies in my mind, like lust and anger or desire and revulsion. It was a hell of a mix. I both liked the idea and hated it. Even though my relationship with Stacy didn’t include sex, I both wanted her to sleep with Adam and hated the idea, though in a different way than was the case with Laurie.

Why?

In Laurie’s case, I wasn’t a cuckold. I willingly submitted myself to whatever energy a man feels when he allows his wife to sleep with another man. If Stacy slipped into the mix against my wishes, would I feel then like a cuckold? There was a different pain/pleasure brew going on there. Either way, it added to the erotic temperature.

I was jarred from my ruminations by an ice cube landing squarely on the bridge of my nose with meaningful velocity.

“Hey, you” said Laurie, the party responsible for launching the projectile. “You seem lost in your thoughts. Stacy just asked you a question.”

“Sorry… What Stacy?”

“Remember your night in Key West?”
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Chapter 19: Body Painting
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After confirming I remembered our night in Key West, of which Stacy was not a part, she stood and disappeared into the house. A moment later she returned with a colorful box. The cover said “Have Fun With Body Paints!” and featured children at what looked like a festive birthday party.

“I thought we could reenact your night in Key West,” said Stacy. “You guys can paint our tits!” Laurie and Adam laughed. I confess it sounded like something worth pursuing. Plus, I understood it was a tactical encouragement on Stacy’s part. She was moving the party further into the adult arena and setting the stage for Laurie and Adam to interact more directly. This would keep the momentum going from our “nudist” croquet match. I had worried about this, and Stacy now provided a solution.

She took eight generously sized pots of body paint out of the box and an assortment of brushes. Their handles were intended for small fingers, but the brushes themselves were large.

A general shyness followed. Laurie looked at the empty pitcher of mimosas and suggested she and I go prepare another round. I did a quick calculation. We’d each had about six drinks during the day, spaced well enough apart to limit the damage. Adam was in good shape, and I had no worry he would repeat the previous night’s performance.

We went into the kitchen, and once out of sight and earshot of the others Laurie turned and gave me a big hug and kiss. She looked me in the eyes. “I think this is happening, Ethan. Are you sure you’re still okay with it?”

“Absolutely. But tell me why do you think this is happening now?”

“I don’t know… Maybe a woman just knows she’s going to be sleeping with a guy, like the night I first slept with you? We both knew we were going to make love.” I hoped she was right, but her tone sounded wishful, not certain.

“I don’t want you to be disappointed if it doesn’t work out.”

“You think it’s a risk?”

“Not really.”

“And what about you and Stacy? I don’t mind if you sleep with her too.”

“Thanks, but I don’t want you thinking about Stacy and me right now. This is your big moment.”

“Becoming a whore?”

“A hotwife.”

“And you still like the idea?”

I had sprouted an erection and knew it answered the question. Laurie bent down and took me in her mouth, then let me go with a popping sound. She smiled, kissed me again while gently fondling my testicles, let them go, and we made the drinks.

If there was one thing I was unsure of, it was the etiquette involved in body painting. Stacy handed me a brush and beamed a comical expression as she wiggled her boobs. My intention had been to paint Laurie’s breasts, but this was before I’d given it much thought. Stacy was clearly preempting this possibility, and, of course, it should be Adam painting Laurie.

Still, I looked at Laurie, my face a question mark. “Go ahead, honey. Stacy wants you to paint her boobs.” At this point, Adam hadn’t moved from his perch. Laurie directed some encouragement his way. “Adam, I guess this leaves you and me.” She tilted her head slightly downward, which made her grin look flirty, perhaps even naughty. Adam glanced at me and I expressed my consent, but at this point it was simply a formality.

Stacy sat up on her lounger with her legs hanging over either side. It was a wide open position. I mirrored her, which meant our knees were touching. There was no room for modesty in this arrangement. I was not a great artist, but was a doodler, and specialized in cartoon characters. It didn’t occur to me to expand my range, so I started painting Stacy’s breasts white using broad strokes. The way they jiggled beneath my brush was fascinating. Once done, I switched to black paint and did her nipples. Their buds had risen to the occasion, and I noted evidence of increased vascular activity elsewhere, as was the case with myself. I decided not to worry about it and this took the pressure off.

“What are you going for there, pal?” asked Stacy, looking down at her breasts.

“You’ll see.” I picked up the yellow paint and continued. Meanwhile, Adam and Laurie were silent as he painted her torso and side-boobs black. He had first drawn an outline around her torso and down to her navel. I couldn’t grasp what he was going for, and I shouldn’t have looked anyway. Watching Adam gamely painting my naked wife made my brain whirl like it had been placed in a salad spinner, but my cock continued to operate normally.

“Getting excited there?” asked Stacy, indelicately.

This caused Laurie to look. “Oh, honey, are you having fun over there?” She laughed.

“Can’t wait until it’s my turn,” said Stacy.

“Your turn?”

“Did you think Laurie and I wouldn’t be reciprocating? We may need more paint if this keeps up.” I looked at Adam’s situation. He was exercising more control though there was definite evidence of his enthusiasm for painting my naked wife.

I ignored Stacy, grab the brown paint and drew an oval beneath her breasts and with black paint drew a line through it. I added a few squiggly lines atop the yellow dome I’d painted above her breasts.

“There,” I said, putting down the brushes.

Stacy looked down at my work. “What is this? Fried eggs or something? It’s not very sexy.”

“Homer Simpson.” I knew it was an approximation at best. Stacy stood and faced Laurie and Adam.

“Oh, God! It is Homer Simpson,” said Laurie, offering a genuine chuckle. “Good work, honey.” Adam looked and smiled.

“Hold still,” I told Stacy. I painted a black rectangle with a domed top beneath her navel, then painted her pubic hair green, which was still very abundant. I paused and looked up at her. “You trimmed this?”

“Fuck you too,” she said, while looking down at my addition. “What the hell are you doing now?”

“It’s the Road Runner tunnel, you know, the one the road runner paints on a wall for Wile E. Coyote?”

“You goofball,” she said.

“It’s clever,” said Laurie. “You know, a ‘tunnel’, right above…”

“I get it,” said Stacy. “My pussy.”

“I could start over,” I said. “Maybe you’d prefer unicorns? Or Disney characters?”

She mocked some laughter before turning her face into a snarl. “It’s my turn now.”

Adam had made little progress with Laurie, being somewhat too meticulous with his brush. I still couldn’t tell what he was going for, but whatever it was, at his current pace he wouldn’t finish until after dinner.

Before I could speak, Stacy pressed him on another point. “What are you going for there, Adam? Are you going to paint her all black? That’s kind of politically incorrect these days.”

He gave Stacy a hurtful look. “Can’t you tell? I painting a French maid’s costume.”

“Oh, I get it now,” said Laurie. “I like it.”

“Just use your hands, Adam,” said Stacy. “Otherwise we’ll be here all night.” Laurie’s under boob still lacked paint, as he had moved on to her lower torso before completing them.

“It’s okay,” said Laurie. “You can use your hands.”

Adam needed no further encouragement. He dipped his fingers into the pot and reviewed his strategy. A generous portion of Laurie’s breasts lacked paint. As he prepared to fill in the area on their lower half, Laurie straightened her posture and inhaled deeply, readying herself to feel Adam’s flesh on her boobs. From my perspective, Adam was feeling up my wife, and she was looking forward to enjoying it.

And I was looking forward to watching, but Stacy had a different agenda in mind.

She told me to stand and face her as she sat back down on the lounger. She pulled me in closer, which meant my penis was ten inches from her face. She took the brush with white paint on it, stared at her project, and hesitated.

“I don’t think I can do this without holding your dick.”

“Go for it,” said Laurie. She looked at me and winked, but in a peculiar way. I wasn’t sure what she meant to telegraph, and she must have picked up on this. “You don’t mind if Stacy holds your penis, do you, Ethan? I don’t.”

“Just say ‘dick’, Laurie,” said Stacy. “Penis sounds so Sex Ed.”

“Okay,” said Laurie. “Can Stacy hold your dick, Ethan?” She giggled like a schoolgirl.

I didn’t need to say anything. I sensed she was encouraging Stacy and me on, but to an unclear destination. Stacy cupped my cock in her palm and painted it, alternating between lifting and lowering it so she could complete white circles around its full circumference. It was impossible for me not to respond in a predictable manner.

“You keep changing the canvas here,” she said, laughing.

“Sorry.”

“No worries. I’m glad you find me so exciting, but I’ll need to back up if your dick gets any longer.” She was now holding my fully erect penis between two fingers like it was some delicate creature. “Okay, I think we’re there.” Her fingers squeezed my shaft to confirm her hypothesis. I don’t think I could have been any harder. If I was reading her face correctly, she found the whole situation amusing. I had no doubt what she would say if her phone rang and someone asked what she was doing: “Nothing really… Just painting this guy’s dick. You?”

She used red paint to fill in the spaces between the white circles painted earlier, again lifting and lowering my cock to accommodate her strokes. My shaft was filling with pre-lubricant. A man can often feel when it’s coming, and it had no on/off switch. When she lifted my cock to complete another circle her fingers pressed hard enough to release precum.

“Aw, is that for me?” she said. Otherwise, she ignored its presence and continued. Several drops, responding to gravity, dripped onto her index finger. She looked at them, licked her finger clean, and gave me affectedly shy smile. Silently, she clearly mouthed the word “Yummy” and giggled. I had no idea how to feel about this. Stacy had now tasted my precum. Perhaps we were exploring a new, improved form of Platonic relationship.

My cock now looked like Dr. Seuss had executed some drive-by graffiti. Or was Stacy going for a barber pole? Her next moved surprised me. She dipped her fingers in the blue pot and gently painted my balls. Blue balls, of course. Feeling my testicles in her fingers was testing my capacity to resist further engagement. This was usually the case when a woman fondled my balls.

Anyone peering over the fence, and viewing four naked adults engaged as we were, could conceivably mistake our little garden party for a porn shoot. But it didn’t have that vibe and being a porn star was not a role I could inhabit in any possible universe. What made the difference? Why didn’t what we were doing feel like porn?

It was because it wasn’t impersonal. I knew and loved Stacy as a friend, and both Laurie and I loved Adam in the same way. Well, not entirely the same way all around, but close enough. We weren’t exploiting each other. We were exploiting our natural, earthly instincts. Painting a naked woman’s breasts or pussy wasn’t a shameful or depraved act, not under these circumstances. It was more a celebration of and yielding to the gift bestowed upon all humans—an innate ability to experience tantalizing erotic energy. It’s not the sort of thing you wanted to exploit with strangers. But with someone you knew and loved, even Platonically, it was really something.

Adam, having finished Laurie’s French maid paint job, including a thong around the back, was now standing next to her. His erection had grown enough to confirm my earlier suspicions. He was big, and damn if Laurie didn’t appear giddy. Before she commenced painting, she looked at me. We exchanged smiles, and she returned her attention to Adam, and more specifically, his cock.

She positioned him squarely in front of herself and held his engorged penis like it was a precious object. Had it grown another inch, or was this an illusion due to her small hands? She released a gaspy guffaw, which is the best way I can describe it, then giggled while covering her mouth with her free hand. There was a moment of anticipation as we waited to witness the full range of Adam’s erection. It was the sort of thing you would never imagine doing, especially with company and, in my case, when it involved another man’s penis. But we watched as if it was a normal thing to do on a pre-summer holiday.

It was a short wait. His cock was now pointing straight up, something mine no longer achieved without standing on my head. It was impressive. I looked at Stacy. She opened her eyes as wide as they would go to silently express her amazement, and mouthed the word “ouch”. It was now clear every earlier judgment of Adam’s “erect” penis was faulty.

As if she couldn’t help herself, Laurie gave Adam’s erection an introductory stroke. Maybe it was from force of habit. Obviously, I’d never before witnessed another man’s member in my wife’s delicate hands, and the effect was immediate. Adrenaline with an unusual flavor streamed through my nervous system. It wasn’t fight or flight. It said, “Okay, you’re really alive now.” The effect was to put what was unfolding before me in extreme, perhaps high definition focus. I now feared a stiff breeze over my cock might cause me to ejaculate.

“Definitely do an elephant,” said Stacy. She put a hand to her nose and slowly unfurled the attached arm. “You know, an elephant’s trunk?”

“God, you’re right, Stacy,” said Laurie. “Why didn’t I think of it?” She mixed black and white paint and rubbed the result over Adam’s upper thighs and flanks, and drew an outline in black around the edges. “Do those look like elephant ears?”

Close enough was my opinion. She mixed more paint in her palm and, cupping her hand around his cock as if to jerk him off, painted it grey. It was one way to do it. She followed this with red paint on its tip, and filled in the area between the ears. With black paint, she planted two eyes.

“What do you think, guys? It’s good, huh?”

As if on cue, Adam’s erection abated somewhat and it now looked like an elephant’s trunk exploring the mid-course of its range.

Laurie laughed. “Oh, God. Are we sick or what?”

“You forgot his balls,” said Stacy, unmoved by the possibility we were all perverted deviants.

“You’re right.” Laurie stuck her fingers into the untapped pink pot and rolled Adam’s nuts between them. “The elephant’s tongue?”

“Works for me,” said Stacy, laughing. “I forgot about the pink.” She filled her palms and, turning to me, rubbed her hands in concentric circles around my chest. She frowned at the result, filled her palms with blue paint, and repeated the process. It looked like two giant Easter carnations, the multi-colored kind. “That’s better. Stand up. I’ve got enough to do your ass.”

I stood and she rubbed her palms over my backside. I told her to stand and painted hers blue using my hands. Her muscular buttocks, much like Laurie’s, were a delight for my palms. I could have rubbed her ass all night with infinite pleasure.

“What do we do now?” asked Stacy. “Can I sit?”

“It says it’s washable. Go for it,” said Laurie. We sat on Stacy’s lounger, both facing Laurie and Adam. He was now sitting on the end of Laurie’s lounger while she faced him with her legs over each side. I’d seldom enjoyed prolonged views of my wife this way, and never in such a casual way.

“We should have a drink,” said Laurie. Adam got up and refilled our glasses, which emptied the pitcher. We had been drinking throughout, and we were in the deep gray area of inebriation where you thought you could still drive but knew you shouldn’t. One more drink would definitely tip the scale.

“To Fantasy Fest!” said Laurie, holding up her glass.

“Yay!” said Stacy. “So what was it really like down there? Everyone painting each other in like a free-for-all?”

“No,” I said. “They had professional artists on the street, and women would volunteer. They used spray guns to apply the paint.”

“And you and Liz didn’t volunteer,” said Adam, speaking to Laurie with a tone of disappointment.

“No, but I wish I had now. I like the idea of being free that way, walking around town like those women did with their boobs out. They all looked so happy.”

It pleased me to hear this. Next time, I thought.

“And you wouldn’t mind, Ethan?” asked Stacy.

“What do you think?” I nodded to Laurie and Adam.

“Oh, right… Well, with strangers it’d be different.”

“It would, but I’d be with her. If you and Laurie went down there and did it alone, well…” I had to pause and think. “I was going to say I wouldn’t approve. I actually don’t think I’d mind now. I guess it’s because I trust Laurie. But I confess the idea of strange men painting her boobs is a bit funky, but if it was what Laurie wanted, I guess I could handle it.”

“Oh goodie,” said Laurie. “Stacy, let’s go book a trip.”

“There ya go,” I said.

“What do you think, Adam?” asked Laurie. “Would you mind if I was topless around strangers?” She rubbed his inner thigh intimately with her pinky brushing his balls.

“Would I mind?” Her comment didn’t fully register.

“I’m just kidding.” She now rested her hand with her pinky against his testicle. “But I don’t just let any man fondle my boobs or see me naked, you know.”

I thought, here we go. Laurie was aiming for the next level.

“No, I don’t imagine you do,” said Adam. He took a beat. “I enjoyed painting your boobs.”

“Anytime, Adam. Really. And I liked painting your dick.”

That was it. The surrounding air filled with electricity. I expected a thunderclap. She’d just given Adam anytime rights to her tits. I suffered pain like I’d been stabbed in the gut. This was followed by sense of immaculate arousal, then a mix of both before it settled on something else. It was highly erotic in nature whatever it was.

Laurie leaned into Adam who, without hesitation, met her halfway. They kissed hard. She put her arms around his neck, held him for a moment, then dropped one hand to his cock, which she held amiably for another moment before they separated.

It made my head spin even more than before.

Laurie looked over, gave me a bashful expression, and said, “Hi.”

“Hello,” I said, not sure what else to say. My wife had now just given another man a tender, soulful kiss, and held his cock for reasons other than to apply paint. Was it foreplay?

Stacy tapped my knee. “Hey, let’s go make another pitcher. Or how about those tomato juicy drinks we had yesterday with tequila shots?”

She didn’t wait for a reply. She pulled me off the lounger and we headed to the kitchen.


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 20: Shock And Awe
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“Holy fuck!” said Stacy, once we were in the kitchen.

“I know.”

“Did you see it coming? Fuck, I need a shot of something.” She went to the liquor cabinet and extracted a fresh bottle of tequila and a shot glass. She filled it and swallowed in one gulp. “Man, that really does burn. Where’s the tomato juice?”

“Check the oven.”

“Smart ass.” She went to the fridge and got the tomato juice, drank from the bottle, got a second shot glass, filled them both, and handed one to me. We toasted and downed the shots, and we each sipped the tomato juice from the bottle. I now wished I hadn’t done such a good job painting her tits. I wanted to enjoy the unadulterated flesh as she transported herself around the kitchen.

“I mean, she just went for it, didn’t she?” I now understood where Stacy was headed.

“You mean, if Adam hadn’t responded, she’d look kind of funny with her lips pursed and eyes closed waiting for a kiss.”

“Hell yeah.”

“I hadn’t thought of that. You’re right. It was a ballsy move.”

“And you’re still okay with it?”

“What do you think? Even before the kiss, she was holding his cock and balls. If I was going to mind something that would have more likely been it.”

“Yeah. I guess so. I held your dick. Did you like it?”

“You really need me to tell you?” My erection was now returning, of course, to add emphasis. It was helpful in this way.

She poured two more shots. “Here. I’m not feeling it yet.”

“You will.” We downed the shots. I leaned against the counter then thought better of it, remembering the paint. I looked and saw small purplish hues where my buttocks had been. No matter, I thought, and leaned back on the counter.

“You think they’re doing it right now?”

“No. They’re covered in paint. Plus, it’s still daylight. Anyway, I don’t think Laurie would do it on the deck.”

“Why not? You know, spur of the moment and all?”

“Well then, maybe. I don’t know. I think it’s unlikely though.”

“I’ll have a look.” Stacy walked over to the sliding door. “No. They’re not screwing, but they’re kissing, and his hand is on her boob.”

I digested this information. “Where are her hands?”

“I can’t tell from this angle.” She returned and leaned on the counter next to me. “Wow. I’ll tell you the truth. I didn’t think it was going to happen.”

“Why not?”

“Laurie told me while we were shopping she wasn’t getting a vibe.”

“That speaks to his character, not his desires.”

“Yeah. Plus he needed more wooing.”

“The painting did it.”

“Or the croquet. That was fun.”

“You like being naked.”

“Around you I don’t mind. And I didn’t mind being naked around Adam because I was helping the cause.”

“The project.”

“Right.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re comfortable around me. I like seeing you naked.”

“Aw, gee, thanks, Ethan. You too. You’ve got a cute ass.”

“Thanks.”

“So where does this leave us?” Stacy tossed this out while she refilled our shot glasses yet again. I was glad we both had strong constitutions.

I didn’t know where the afternoon activities left us. We hadn’t been intimate in the usual sense, but we’d crossed lines in several other ways. The genital painting certainly qualified as one instance. No other woman had held my cock or fondled my balls without it leading somewhere.

“I don’t know, Stacy. I simply don’t. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to make love to you.”

“You already said that. Last night. We both did.”

“And we said we wouldn’t because we wanted to, and we liked the tension of not making love but wanting to.”

“I know, but that was last night.”

“And today it’s different?”

She gave me a “duh” look and licked her index finger. It was a reminder things were truly different now.

“You licked my precum off your finger.”

“You noticed, huh?”

“It surprised me.”

“Me too. By the way, I think you have too much salt in your diet.” She laughed and I caught on.

“I can’t say I would know about that.”

“You never tasted yourself?” It sounded like a genuine question.

“No. Never. Have you?”

“Of course… I mean, I have. But it’s not like it’s a habit or anything.” She laughed again.

“So it’s no big deal.”

“Jesus Ethan. I said it’s not a habit.”

“I meant me. Or rather, tasting a man’s ‘essence’.”

“No, I mean, gross. It is a big deal. I only did it to startle you. I don’t go around hoping to score some tasty cum, you goof. I did it for you, and…” She didn’t complete the sentence.

“And what?”

She stared at the floor, then spoke shyly. “I did it because it’s okay with me if I have your cum in my mouth. I mean, it would be okay. I like the idea because I like the idea of giving you a blowjob. Anyway, it wasn’t cum.”

“Precursor then”

“It came out of your dick, Ethan. I think it counts.”

“Sorry… Anyway, I like what you said. I feel the same way.”

“Okay,” she said. “We both want to fuck. I’ll just say it. Screw not fucking. I think we should do it. You can put your dick in my mouth right now if you want.” She opened her mouth in a wide, comical fashion. “See? Plenty of room.”

“You have something on your tooth. Could be red pepper.”

“Kill the mood why don’t you.” She rubbed her tongue over her teeth. “Better?”

“You got it.”

“So, what do you think? We can go to the guest room right now if you want. Simply thinking of it makes me ready to pop. You probably won’t have to do anything.”

I knew I was ready to pop. My cock was aching, as they say, and it wasn’t simply a saying. I now truly wanted to make love to Stacy, and I loved the new tension this desire produced. It was now the moment when it was inevitable but we weren’t yet there. The horizon filled with anticipation. Though I doubted many men would agree with me, this was something you wanted to hold on to and savor.

“I agree with you, Stacy. I think we’ve reached a point where we can’t turn back.” I was drippy with precum. “But there’s something about the timing.”

“Timing?”

“You know, with what’s happening outside.”

“Between Adam and Laurie?”

“Of course that’s what I mean.”

“What about it?”

“Don’t you see? If they have sex and we have sex, well, it changes things. Instead of her becoming a hotwife, she’s part of an…”

“Orgy?”

“I guess that’s what I mean. I’m not sure I like the flavor of it.”

Stacy put on her thinking face. While she was thinking my eyes savored every inch of her naked body. It was becoming a theme. When not speaking, I was savoring her body. It took every ounce of my remaining willpower to not take her in my arms and step into the bliss-filled horizon.

“Yeah,” she finally said. “I’m not really an orgy girl. I mean, aside from that couple. Is a threesome an orgy?”

“Don’t know. I’ll have to look it up.”

“Oh, Ethan. Let’s not think so hard. We both want to have sex.” She looked at my erection with its Dr. Seuss paint job. “Jesus, just let me…” She didn’t complete the sentence. Her knees bent and she lowered herself, which clearly indicated her intentions. I tried to dissuade her, but she was insistent. Her mouth opened and as she was about to swallow my cock, a sing-song greeting filled the airwaves. It was immediately followed by a presence in the form of Laurie’s mother Helen bearing a pan covered in tinfoil.

“Helloooo. Sorry I’m so…”

Chances are, the scene before her was pretty clear-cut. Stacy, now with knees on the floor, was holding my Dr. Seuss cock in her hand with her mouth agape. As Stacy’s body turned to the new voice in the room, her mouth still oval-shaped, Helen could no doubt detect a hint of Homer Simpson staring at her from Stacy’s chest. There was no denying this as I had done a pretty good job. There was also no denying my balls were blue, which she would have viewed as unnatural.

I was overcome with a powerful wish to become invisible, or teleported to Middle Earth. Facing salivating Orcs would have been preferable to enduring whatever the next few moments held in store. Helen had a temper like a great howling wind, but even in good moods she could be intimidating. Her manner was to impose her will and personal rhythms into whatever you were doing, but I doubted this included foreplay.

It was in situations like these where you had to think on your feet. In films, this was the part where the husband, with his hands caught in the cookie jar, would say “It’s not what you think!”. Clearly, whatever Helen was thinking exactly matched the facts. She had caught me naked in the kitchen with a naked woman in the process of commencing a blowjob. There really was no other explanation.

Stacy, still holding my cock with her mouth open, was no help. Usually, she was the chatty one. As I tapped her shoulder as an encouragement to stand, the sliding door opened. Laurie, naked though painted like a French maid, and Adam, with his elephant-trunk cock, bounced in as merry as could be.

“What happened to you guys…” Laurie said, before taking in the full scope of the situation. “MOM!!!” she added, once she had.
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Chapter 21: Resetting The Mood
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The next few seconds were a blur. Adam covered his cock and balls, thus gagging his elephant, and Laurie grabbed a hand towel which proved insufficient cover. Stacy got up to speed, stood and released my cock, grabbed the tequila and my arm, and led me out the sliding door. We picked up Adam on the way. There was no point in us hanging around.

As we were leaving, I heard Laurie offer the inevitable “It’s not what you think” to her mother, who by then had set down the pan she was carrying to free her hands so they could cover her heart. I also recall several “Oh my Gods” and “I nevers” before escaping earshot. Clearly, in Helen’s mind, our four fates were intermingled. We were all going to hell.

The only immediate solace I could muster was knowing the four of us were not criminals. We paid our taxes and I did my best to keep the lawn looking neat. What we did in our private lives was our business. I assumed Helen was unfamiliar with the writings of Epicurus, whose theories deftly exhibited the benefits of bodily pleasures and mindful eroticism. So much for educated people sharing a congenial frame of reference.

Of course, I viewed Helen’s arrival as a setback. Without a doubt, the effect of this intrusion would slow our pace if not destroy it. The erotic landscape was now in disequilibrium, and this presented an obstacle to Laurie’s ambitions. How would she feel about Adam after this unwarranted fiasco? Her mother must have deduced they had paired up and expressed her opinions on the matter.

Once we calmed down and our pulses and breathing came under control, Stacy passed around the tequila. After we’d each had a calming swig and muscled through the burn, we looked back and forth, each of us waiting for the other to speak. But instead of one of us speaking, we all burst out laughing. There was nothing we could do but laugh about it. Whatever damage that had been done was now fixed in stone and focused in the mother-daughter relationship now under strain in the kitchen.

“Fuck,” said Stacy, when she gained control over her laughing. She moved over to the seating area we’d abandoned earlier and we followed. “Fuck!” she said again, looking down over the smudge Homer Simpson decorating her torso and boobs. She wrapped a towel around herself like a woman does when exiting a shower. Adam and I followed suit, wrapping our towels around our waists.

“Feels funny being naked now,” said Stacy.

I viewed this as bad news but couldn’t disagree. We all sat and she passed the bottle around. I took a more temperate swing this time but it still burned. There were no other liquids on the deck to dull the effect.

“What do you think?” asked Stacy.

It was an open question. Adam didn’t say anything so I replied. I was a little more settled down now. “She’ll get over it.”

“Laurie or Helen?”

“Both, but I mean Helen. A mother gets over knowing when her daughter has had sex, doesn’t she?”

“Right,” said Stacy, insincerely. “It’s exactly the same thing. Why didn’t I think of it? Jesus, Ethan…”

“I mean it’s a matter of degree, isn’t it?” I knew it wasn’t a sound argument.

“Okay,” said Stacy. “But what about her daughter’s husband getting a blow-job in the kitchen from another woman?” She instantly covered her mouth, a motion one does with hopes of taking back what they’d just said. It seldom worked. Without thinking, she’d “outed” the situation brewing between Stacy and myself.

“I’m sorry,” she continued. “Adam, I wasn’t blowing Ethan. I mean, I hadn’t yet. Helen walked in and…”

Adam grinned. “You don’t need to explain. I’m up to speed on everything. Laurie and I talked.”

I wasn’t surprised, but did wonder if I had been devious before by withholding key information during our private chats. I suspected he would understand my reasons for withholding and proceeded with this in mind.

“My guess is you knew Laurie was trying to seduce you before she told you.”

“I got suspicious when we were talking on the deck while the women shopped. Remember? About the hot tub and Laurie sitting in my lap naked? I think I got the gist of it then. Later, our afternoon activities confirmed it.”

“Jesus,” said Stacy. “What did you tell him while we were gone? ‘Oh, by the way. My wife wants to bang you?’”

The turning point was now clear in my mind. “I told Adam it was okay if his and Laurie’s genitals were touching. I said I didn’t mind it.”

“Yeah, it’s a clue.” She chuckled. “Most couples exclude genital contact with their friends.”

“So,” said Adam, playfully. “You and Stacy have a special relationship now, including genital touching.”

He was teasing now, and I was happy a general levity once again filled the atmosphere. It was much better than the shock which hung around us a few moments before. I smiled but didn’t say anything, so Stacy spoke.

“I’m part of the deal, Adam. If Ethan sleeps with me, Laurie won’t feel guilty about sleeping with you.”

“Right,” I said. “Stacy happened to be handy. It could have been any woman off the street.”

“Thanks loads, Ethan. I feel so special now.” She took another swig of tequila. “Hey, this doesn’t burn anymore.”

“You’ve destroyed your taste buds by now. It’ll take a few hours for them to regenerate.”

“Science, huh?” She took another swig. “You’re right.”

As she passed the bottle the sliding door opened. Laurie emerged wearing nothing but an open-backed apron. She had a bottle of bourbon in her hand with the fingers of her other hand holding four shot glasses.

“Oh, there it is,” she said, referring to the tequila. She put the bourbon and all but three of the shot glasses down, filled the remaining glass, and downed the tequila. She repeated the process once more before speaking.

“That was something, wasn’t it? I’d forgotten she was coming over today. My bad.” She chuckled and took another shot.

“Slow down, honey,” I said. “Tell us what happened.”

She sat next to me and drew a long breath. “It’ll be okay. I’ll need to give it some time though.”

“Well, what did she say?” asked Stacy, sounding impatient.

“Funny thing there. She settled down pretty quickly. I just kept saying, over and over, ‘Mom, we were only goofing off, we’re not sex maniacs’ until she got it.”

“And she bought it?” I asked.

“Well, the funny thing, which I didn’t get to, is she went off on this tangent telling me about all the men she denied herself because she was married to my father. She said, ‘Oh, I could have strayed, dozens of times’. I told her nobody was straying from anybody, said we were fine, said I loved you and would never leave. Then she asked me if I knew my dad had had an affair and wanted her to have one too. He told her it would spice things up.”

“Bingo!” said Stacy. “Wow. Is Jerry Springer in your kitchen by any chance?”

Laurie laughed. “I told her if she had maybe they wouldn’t have gotten divorced.”

“Ouch,” I said. “How’d that go over?”

“She got quiet, pointed to the pan she brought and said it was lasagna, and asked what the burning smell was.”

“The lamb!” said Stacy. “Gosh, I bet it’s done now.”

“Burnt through to the core I’m afraid.”

“Helen makes a damn good lasagna,” I said. “So, it’s not all bad.”

Laurie laughed, then we all did.

“So, how did it end?” asked Stacy.

“We hugged and said we’d talk later.”

“I hope you had the apron on. Otherwise, she’s walking around now with a reversed French maid’s outfit painted over her clothes.”

“No, I had the apron on by then.” She looked at it, which barely concealed her boobs. “Like I said, she’ll be fine in time. How are you guys doing?”

We inventoried our feelings and agreed we were all good.

“Maybe we should clean-up, huh?” said Stacy, who stood and dropped her towel. This had the immediate effect of resetting the mood. “How about a buddy shower?”

Homer Simpson was smeared beyond recognition, so there was no point in preserving it. Seeing her naked appeared to rekindle flames burning inside all of us. In my personal case there was no doubt.

Laurie turned to Adam. “What do you think, Adam? Shouldn’t we have a shower first?”

This rattled me a bit. As co-host, I assumed she would check with me first. And what did “first” mean exactly? It was a fair enough signal she was back on track with Adam. What the two of them didn’t realize was, despite Stacy making decisive moves in the kitchen to move us into a carnal relationship, we weren’t there yet, and I still wasn’t sure I wanted to get there that evening. Perhaps I was being old fashion, thinking only one half of a couple should break their monogamy vows at a time.

And what did a buddy shower mean? Were we all going to wash each other? Would Adam be scrubbing Stacy? The thought was strangely unnerving. Or would we pair up? The master bedroom shower would easily accommodate all of us, so there would be no dithering on taking turns.

Standing, I surveyed the scene. The paint soiled towels made it look like a roaming pack of tie-dying hippies had passed through. In the event of an emergency, they would be hard to explain to EMTs or firemen, so I gathered up the towels to drop them off in the laundry room. The rest, the empty glasses and snack trays, paints and brushes, the croquet set up on the lawn and various other signs of human activity could wait for later.

Stacy put her arm around me as we walked into the house. She held us back long enough so she could whisper in my ear.

“I’m going to suck your dick tonight, Ethan. Aren’t you excited?” She smacked her lips and picked up our pace, as if the moment might escape us if we didn’t hurry.
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Chapter 22: From Here To Eternity
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There were times in my life when I thought God should come down and apologize. This only occurred during the few dark moments when I was sure my life had been a mistake. My experience with Colleen was one such time. She had broken my heart by informing me she was sleeping with another boy now and passing on to him all of my former rights.

In contrast, I now wished to thank God, or anyone else up there listening. I was open minded. I was climbing the stairs of my comfortable home behind two attractive naked women with firm buttocks. Each step took me further into an unknown territory filled with ecstatic possibilities. Someone once said the way you lived your life was your spiritual practice. I was sure they weren’t speaking to the mundane activities we all suffered in silence, such as taking out the garbage, but to our peak experiences. It felt like I was climbing one of those peaks.

As I turned to go into the bath Laurie was sitting on the toilet. I hadn’t expected this. This was not a routine we generally shared, so with the addition of Adam in the room I found it surprising.

“Hey,” said Laurie, from the toilet. “Why don’t you guys go use the guest bath. Stacy’s gotta go too.” Adam and I left them to it but neither of us had to go. This left us standing outside the bathroom listening to two women tinkle. This was an unusual situation for me but thankfully it was brief. Pipes signaled the shower had started and we went in.

Laurie and Stacy made room for us. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I stood there like an object waiting for something to be done to it. Laurie, without much ado, scrubbed Adam’s chest with a soapy mitt. Stacy began doing the same to me. The water swirled into the drain and looked like what one would expect beneath the autopsy table of a very colorful victim.

“Turn around,” said Stacy. My Dr. Seuss cock was gone but there were still traces of paint. She gently held my balls in the wash mitt and chuckled. “I bet you didn’t wake up this morning thinking we’d end up like this.”

“No.”

Laurie laughed. “It’s just good clean fun!” I saw Adam was fully erect as she cleaned him up. When she finished, she handed Adam the mitt and raised her arms. He drew big soapy circles around her breasts and belly. She spread her legs slightly to offer better access elsewhere.

“Hey there,” said Stacy, looking at my fresh erection. She gave me an approving look and, for the first time, gave me a sensuous kiss. I didn’t resist. She handed me the soapy mitt and I washed her with an avid thoroughness. In another minute we were all paint free.

As we dried off I wondered what was next. It wasn’t like we’d agreed on a formal progression, and only Adam and Laurie were on a known course. Stacy and I were improvising as we went along. I was not anticipating the four of us would climb onto our bed and all start fucking. As much as I wanted to be with Stacy, I didn’t want it to happen in an “orgy”.

“Geez,” said Laurie. “I’m a little hungry. Anyone else?”

“Me too,” said Stacy. “But we burnt dinner.”

“There’s the lasagna,” I said.

“Right!” said Laurie. “It’s already cooked. I can heat it up.”

We decided to eat. I was happy for this to be the immediate plan. It would give us all time to catch our breath and relax before facing whatever was to follow.

We put on robes and went to the kitchen. Laurie cut the lasagna into generous portions, put them on plastic plates and started heating them in the microwave. I opened two bottles of wine. When the four plates were sufficiently heated we sat at the kitchen table. I poured the wine and we dug in, each of us demonstrating an ample appetite.

“God, this is good,” said Adam.

“There’s plenty more,” said Laurie.

“No, this will do it.”

“Your mother is so thoughtful,” said Stacy, smiling. As we were now treating the whole incident with Laurie’s mother as humorous, we all laughed.

“So, your dad had affairs,” said Stacy. “Did you have any clue?”

“Maybe. There was a period well before they separated where I thought something was up. Dad didn’t come home for a week. Mom said it was business, but he never traveled on business.”

“It’s a shame she didn’t go along with having an affair. They might still be together.”

“My dad’s dead, Stacy, so I don’t think so.”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry.”

“No, I knew what you meant.” Laurie smiled and held my hand. “It’s too bad hotwifing wasn’t a thing.”

“Key parties,” said Adam. “It was a thing.”

“He’s right,” I said. “We talked about those, didn’t we?”

I was ignored. Stacy looked at me and but spoke to Adam.

“I’ve been having an affair with a married couple.”

Adam’s eyes widened. “You mean it?”

“Yeah. I told Laurie and Ethan the other night. Since we’re all friends here, I thought I’d mention it. I’m a whore.”

“Her rates are reasonable,” I said.

“Dickhead,” said Stacy, not really offended.

Adam, still not up to speed, turned back to Stacy. “You mean you’re having an affair with both of them?”

“Yeah. I mean, we both have sex with the husband.”

“She went down on Stacy. Stacy didn’t like it.” I hoped to broaden the scope of the conversation.

Stacy gave me a look. “She was eating me out, but I thought it was her husband, so when I noticed it was her I freaked a little.”

Adam understood. “I see what you mean.”

“I don’t know…” said Laurie. She left it there.

“What don’t you know?” I asked.

“Being with a woman.”

“Not me babe,” said Stacy, proactively.

“No. I don’t mean you necessarily, Stacy. I mean generally. The idea of it. Two days ago I would have said never. Tonight I’m not so sure.”

A rush of enthusiasm overcame me, which is to say my cock stiffened at the idea of Laurie being with a woman too. Perhaps down the road. As we were definitely on a new track, there was no telling where it could lead and the idea excited me. Change often arrived swiftly, but its broader implications could take their time.

“What about you, Ethan?” asked Stacy. “You want to suck Adam’s dick?”

“God, no!” I said, without thinking. Adam shook his head showing he concurred.

“No way,” he added. “No offense, Ethan.”

“Ah, gee,” said Stacy. “I was getting excited there for a moment.”

“Really?” I asked.

“No, Ethan. I’m kidding around. But I do want you to lick my pussy when you get a minute.” Adam nearly choked on his lasagna.

“Stacy!” Of course, this was Laurie.

This put us back on track. I didn’t respond aside from smiling. We had finished our meal and emptied almost two bottles of wine. On top of the rest of the day’s consumption we were all feeling pretty good, which is to say loose.

“Stacy,” said Laurie. “Let’s let the boys clean up while we run upstairs.” She gave her a wink to indicate she was plotting something.

“Okay.” They left together, leaving me alone with Adam. It was a bit awkward, and I wasn’t sure what to say, so I went with that.

“This feels awkward.”

Adam agreed and appeared relieved. “I know what you mean.”

We both stood and started cleaning up. As I hovered over the sink rinsing the dishes Liz entered my mind.

“What would Liz think of this?”

“I don’t think it would compute.”

“Have you been thinking of her much?”

“No. Not at all. I’ve been kind of blown away by what’s happening here.”

“You’re okay with it?”

“I am if you are.”

I signaled I was okay with it. I wasn’t sure if we were waiting to be summoned by the women or what. I went to the stairs and hollered up.

“Five minutes!” was the response.

I directed Adam’s eyes to the liquor cabinet. “We may as well have a real drink.” I looked for and couldn’t find the bourbon, then remembered Laurie had taken it out on the deck. I grabbed two cocktail glasses, filled them with ice, and told Adam to follow me.

The deck was as we’d left it, of course, a bit of a mess, but it was dark and less apparent. We sat and I poured us each a drink. The moon was on duty and putting on a show, and there were sounds of fading barbeques happening around the neighborhood. Lingering charcoal smoke scented the air.

“I admire what you’ve got here,” said Adam, offhandedly.

“Thanks.”

“I’m sort of glad Liz has forced me to open my eyes.”

“How do you mean?”

“To what married life could be.”

“Right.” I was in man of few words mode. This way Adam would keep opening up.

“Yeah.”

Perhaps being the man of few words wasn’t working. “What I mean is, I’m lucky Laurie is open-minded… Well, we both are, I guess. And it seems to be working out. Your situation with Liz kicked this weekend into gear. It wouldn’t be happening otherwise.”

“Laurie explained it all to me.”

There was a muffled call, followed by the sound of a sliding door opening. “Oh, there you are! Come on up!” It was Laurie. I only caught a glimpse but sensed she was dressed like she was going to work.

Adam and I went into the kitchen and up the stairs.

As my glimpse foretold, Laurie was dressed now. She was wearing a white blouse and a short black skirt, which she often wore to work, as was Stacy. In her case, it was borrowed clothes. They looked like two attractive professional women with undeniable sex appeal.

This was significant. Laurie knew it was one of my favorite looks on her, a crisp white blouse with nearly immodest transparency, tucked into a black, slim-cut pencil skirt cut above the knee. She was even wearing short black heels. Though I didn’t like the word, I had to admit the look was a fetish of mine. I blamed Colleen, the girl who had broken my heart, who wore a similar outfit the day we both lost our virginity. It was what the girls wore in chorus rehearsals at school, though the blouses were modestly cut and the skirts much longer. Colleen even set my preferences for women’s underwear. Simple white, lacy bras and full-cut panties. Laurie never went for the full-cut panty, but otherwise did oblige my other predilections.

Seeing them both dressed this way stirred a fury in my brain, one involving hasty analysis. Laurie was about to share her body with Adam, but she had “packaged” herself for me. Except it wasn’t for me this time. It was for Adam. Maybe this explained why Stacy was dressed similarly. She was my consolation prize for letting Laurie sleep with Adam. Indeed, the look worked on her too, or rather, worked on me in the same way as it did when Laurie pulled it off. I felt a wave of possessiveness for both women. For a split second, or possibly longer, I wanted Adam to disappear. A panic coursed through my body alliteratively flavored with loss and lust and longing and lacerating desire.

As were many of the feelings I had succumbed to over the weekend, this panic was a mix encompassing all the human emotions, which meant including their polar opposites. It was like standing on a cliff debating whether to jump. Could one feel bliss and despair at the same time?

Evidently.

Laurie came over, wrapped me in her arms, and gave me a deep, lingering kiss. Stacy made no such move on Adam, and this pleased me immensely. Had she, I wasn’t sure what I would have done. Called the whole thing off?

Laurie walked me backward until the back of my knee met the seldom used decorative loveseat sitting in our bedroom. She released me with a slight nudge and I had nowhere to go with this momentum other than to sit. She patted my shoulder, kissed my forehead in a loving, lingering fashion, then grabbed Adam’s arm and pull him over to the bed. Another wave of panic possessed me, but it subsided when Stacy came over and sat beside me. She leaned into my ear.

“Laurie wants us to watch.” I looked at her and she kissed my lips. It was a quick one, followed with a flirtatious grin. She leaned over the side of the loveseat and returned with a glass and a dripping bottle of champagne.

“Where did it come from?” I whispered.

“We bought some when we went shopping. It’s been sitting on ice. It kind of melted.” It was already open so there was no fanfare involving corks popping. She filled the glass and handed it to me, filled a glass for herself, and sat back leaning into my side.

I looked at Laurie, now standing next to Adam with her arm around his waist. I got the impression she had waiting for us to get settled, much like an actor might wait for the audience to find their seats before beginning a performance.

Once we were composed, she turned to Adam, put her arms around his neck and gave him a passionate kiss. She pushed his robe off his shoulders and let it fall to the ground. His cock had registered the soulful kiss. When she looked at it, I thought I spotted a slight shiver in her shoulders. She palmed it gently and gave him another kiss. It was brief this time. She separated and undid the buttons on her blouse but left it tucked in. Grabbing Adam’s hand, she placed it on her left breast over her bra and smiled, first at Adam, and then at me.

I’m sure my mouth was hanging open. The sight of Adam’s hand on my wife’s breast sent a dagger through my heart, but this dagger was laced with opiates or endorphins, as I suddenly felt a rush of soothing erotic pleasure almost willing Adam to fondle my wife’s breasts. I wanted him to savor them, and be witness to her immense enjoyment in being fondled by another man.

Laurie pulled down the left side of bra and expose her nipple. Adam descended on it like a starved lion. Laurie moaned, and pulled his head into her breast, nearly suffocating him. She let him go and slowly descended to her knees. Her fingers dug into his rather ripe buttocks as she licked his balls, gently lifting each one with a curl of her tongue.

His balls! This tongue I had tangoed with a million times before was now doing laps around another man’s testicles.

Her tongue slowly and gently lifted each testicle, then she licked the length of his shaft and repeated the procedure several times. Adam’s knees buckled slightly and his buttocks tightened. Laurie withdrew one hand from ass and used it to grip his penis, pulling it down and into her mouth.

I saw it disappear between her opened lips. I didn’t have to imagine it anymore.

Her eyes were now closed. Her fingers pumped his shaft and willed it deeper and deeper. I was familiar with her techniques, so I could imagine her tongue against his hard shaft inside her mouth, and how it would feel for Adam. There he was with his best friend’s wife, his cock in her mouth, her tongue exploring it as his balls swung freely against her chin.

She couldn’t take him in all the way. After half of his erection was submerged, she fucked his dick with her mouth, moving her head and lips back and forth, pulling him into her with her free hand. Adam’s head tilted back as his hips gently followed her motions.

I was riveted, and to a point where I barely registered Stacy’s hand on my cock. She had opened my robe. I turned and saw her biting her lip as she stared at Laurie and Adam. Her hand was working on autopilot, her thumb rotating around the tip, stirring my precum. I nudge her with my knee. She turned and with moist eyes, smiled, looked down at her hand, smiled again, and returned her gauzy gaze to Laurie and Adam. She bit her lip more aggressively and gave my cock a firmer squeeze.

Laurie released Adam, stood, and shuffled backwards to the bed as she pulled her skirt up over her panties. She sat on the bed and scooted back with her legs slightly spread. Propped on her elbows, she motioned for Adam to come over.

“I want you to eat me, Adam.” She raised her bottom.

He reached down and removed her panties. He got on his knees and dipped his tongue into her ripe lips and Laurie nearly jumped out of her skin. Her head fell back as Adam’s tongue worked apparent magic, now deep inside her wet, hot silkiness, probing, tasting, savoring my wife’s most intimate fire.

“Oh, fuck! Adam! Yes!” she panted. He continued to work his magic and Laurie continued to enunciate her appreciation. Stacy gripped my cock harder. “Oh, no, no, no, no, no Adam… Stop! I’m going to… OH GOD!!! OH GOD!!!” Laurie lunged herself into Adam’s face, her ass levitating off the bed. “Oh, fuck yes!” Adam didn’t slow down. I knew the signals. Laurie was having an epic orgasm, her body contorting as involuntary contractions coursed through her limbs. If you were only acquainted with her socially and saw this you would call an ambulance.

As she was settling down, Adam sweetly kissed her inner thighs.

He had now given my wife an epic orgasm. The number of men who had given my wife orgasms had increased by one.

She lifted herself up and away from Adam’s head, her skirt bunched around her hips, her blouse open, her hair in disarray. She looked truly and blissfully fucked by just the preliminaries.

Stacy’s hand was now pumping my cock, squeezing it beyond the ranges which might be considered simply playful. I put my hand over hers and she looked at me, her face looking pained. She put her head on my shoulder after kissing my neck.

“That was so fucking hot!” she whispered into my ear. “Holy fuck, Ethan.” She kissed my neck again, then my lips. She was still fully dressed, and I wanted to rip her clothes off and take her right there, but Laurie’s voice drew me back into the new dimension she’d fallen into with Adam.

“Fuck me, Adam,” she Laurie. “Oh God fuck me please!” She sat up and removed her blouse and bra. She opened her legs wide and Adam descended. He rubbed his cock up and down her slit and penetrated. Laurie gasped as her body tensed. I thought he might be too much for her.

“Oh, God, slow! Slowly! Oh, Adam! God… No! Too much! Too much! Okay, slowly… Okay… I’m okay now… Yes! More, Adam…. You can go deeper… Yes! OH GOD!!! Oh you’re so big! Oh, Adam… YES!!!”

Stacy’s fingernails dug into my thigh, nearly piercing the skin.

Adam grunted, Laurie wailed. She wrapped her legs around his hips and he lifted her off the bed with each thrust. Her toes curled. She wailed, seemingly gripped by disbelief. “Oh, Adam! You’re fucking me! Your dick is inside me, Adam! You’re fucking me! You’re fucking Ethan’s wife! Oh, Adam. Yes, God yes!” She was telling the world another man was fucking her now, a man who was not her husband. She looked at me with pain in her eyes, her expression taut, as her body shook under Adam. Was she worried she had gone too far? I couldn’t read her, but whatever she was feeling, there was no going back. I didn’t want her to, and decided this was the signal she wished to receive from me. This was the final step in her transition to hotwife. I wanted her to take it.

I expressed as best I could, with a warm smile and nod of my  head, that I was still fine. Her expression loosened into a blend of submissive shock and joy, then transformed into one of utter bliss. She released herself into another olympic orgasm. She screamed out her joy. Adam went silent as with a few final deep thrusts, he came hard too, filling my wife with his liquid essence.

My thigh was now bleeding. Stacy’s fingernails had pierced my skin. I hadn’t suffered any pain.
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Chapter 23: No Holding Back
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Laurie, her legs still wrapped around Adam’s waist, rocked them both gently back and forth. Their afterglow filled the room as they made soft cooing sounds. Her hands roamed his muscular back as his head nestled in her neck. After a few moments, Adam rolled to her side and they kissed. A moment later she looked at Stacy and me, her eyes full of wonder, perhaps even disbelief over what had just happened.

Stacy and I must have resembled two frightened deer frozen in headlights. Her fingers hadn’t released my thigh.

There really wasn’t anything to say, so I gave Laurie a warm smile.

She turned back to Adam and gave him another kiss. She noticed her skirt still wrapped around her waist, lifted her hips and pulled it off, wrapped a leg over Adam, and kissed him again. These were their tender moments of post-coital bliss, and she wasn’t cutting them short. I thought I felt another stab of pain viewing these intimacies, but it was Stacy releasing my flesh from the grip of her fingernails, thus drawing attention to my injuries. She rubbed the area and whispered a sorry in my ear.

I turned to face her and her lips attached to mine with a moist ferocity I hadn’t anticipated. She swung herself onto my lap, her skirt rising to expose white panty, indicating my wife had been thorough in dressing her up for my enjoyment. She rocked over my cock and there was no denying I found this pleasurable, but I did feel some final resistance on my end.

An excited “Oh my” came from across the room and I looked. Laurie’s head was over Adam’s mid-section, and it was clear he was recovering. Laurie gently licked his shaft as he stroked her hair.

Stacy gripped my face, bringing my attention back to her. She looked me in the eyes and descended for another kiss. I complied with the kiss but she could tell I was holding back. Her face got tense. She bent down and whispered.

“Ethan, if you don’t fuck me, I’m going over there and join them. I’m sure Adam won’t mind fucking me.”

The thought of Stacy being fucked by Adam launched a volley of spears through my heart. My mind became a maze of confusion and horror. I couldn’t sort anything out. I’d just let my best friend fuck my wife, but I didn’t want him touching Stacy. I couldn’t bear the thought. It was too much.

“Stacy stood and motioned to unbutton her blouse. It meant she was serious. Adam would fuck her now. It was Colleen all over again. But this time it was Stacy, and she was going to let another man fuck her…

I stood, grabbed Stacy’s arm, and led her to the guestroom. I closed the door and pushed her down on the bed, but not cinematically. It was more like a gentle but forceful persuasion.

A smile erupted across her face and her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Oh Ethan, you big brute! Are you going to fuck me?” She smiled again while scooting herself up the bed.

“Shut up,” I said, playing along.

“Yessir! Oh, please be gentle!”

I dropped my robe, joined her on the bed and started unbuttoning her blouse.

“Aren’t you supposed to be ripping it off or something?” she said, almost giggling. This caused us both to laugh. The mood wasn’t broken. Rather, it was enhanced.

“It’s a nice blouse. I wouldn’t want to ruin it.”

“Laurie told me about your little fetish. She dressed me.”

“I gathered.” I finished opening her blouse, untucked the front, and admired her breasts sheathed in a lacy white fabric.

“You like my titties, huh?” Her eyes had a dazzled look.

“You could say that.”

“Can you believe we’re doing this?”

“We don’t have to.” It was a safe bet we both wanted to now.

“Oh, Ethan, kiss me.” I kissed her, and in kissing her we both discovered a deep hunger. This time I didn’t hold back.

“Wow. Good kisser,” she said, panting. “Now my tits”

I pulled down her bra and kissed her nipples. They were perfect nipples, among the best of all possible nipples. I swirled my tongue around the areolas and she pressed them into my face.

“Oh God! I love seeing it’s you, Ethan. I think my nips are the keys to my soul. They’ve been waiting for you forever.”

I kissed her lips. In the short time we’d been on a lip kissing agenda, it had already evolved from something beguiling and mysterious to being utterly natural, but also vastly erotic and of a new order. We kissed some more and I couldn’t help but mention it.

“Kissing you feels different.”

“You mean from kissing Laurie?”

“No. Broader than that.”

“We’re friends, Ethan. Almost like brother and sister. Kissing each other is bound to be a little funky. I feel it too.”

This must have been it. I returned to her nipples, this time lingeringly. She released a sensuous moan. When I finished she sat up and removed her blouse, unhooked and removed her bra, and laid back down. Her skirt had risen in the process. I savored the view of her white panty and the way it laid over her intimate curves and disappeared between her legs. I bent and kissed her navel and inserted the tip of my tongue, at which she shuddered.

“It’s my tickle spot!” She laughed. “There’s so much we don’t know about each other, eh?” She rubbed her tummy to remove the tickle.

“What else should I know?” I wondered if I would need to take notes.

“No ass stuff.”

“We covered that last night.”

“Oh, right. I mean, unless it’s in the moment.”

“I think we’re in agreement.”

“Come up here beside me. I want to talk some more. You can feel my tits while we talk.”

I laid next to her on my side and my hand fell naturally to caress her breasts. They were larger than Laurie’s but just as firm.

“I thought you were desperate before,” I said. “You’ve already drawn blood.”

She chuckled. “Sorry about that. It was kind of intense watching them fuck.”

“It was.”

“And you’re still okay with it?”

“You keep checking me on this point but I would think it’s obvious by now.” There was no point in sharing my private, inner struggles, but I was more curious about before when she said she was going over to fuck Adam too.

“Did you mean it when you said you were going to fuck Adam if I didn’t fuck you?”

“It’s been on your mind, huh?”

“Yeah. It has.”

“No. First of all, Laurie and I hadn’t talked about the possibility, and secondly, I don’t want to fuck him. My eyes have been on you, pal. I decided last night it was going to happen. I knew what I was doing, telling you I’d fuck Adam. I think it worked.”

This made me feel better, but also pushed me in a new direction. Now the idea of her fucking Adam didn’t bother me so much. Maybe it was because she wanted me instead.

“Hmm. I love you touching my breasts,” she said. “It feels real naughty.”

“Like mom and dad are going to walk in and…”

“Oh, God Ethan. Not that!… Well, maybe.” she laughed.

I gently pinched her nipple between my fingers.

“Oh, yeah.” She kissed me. “Tell me what you want me to do to you, Ethan. Tell me everything. You can be nasty if you want.”

“This is nice.”

“After this.”

“I thinking more of what I want to do to you.”

“Okay. Tell me. Be as specific as you like.”

“I want to sink my head between your legs and lick your pussy.”

“My pussy, eh? Not the c-word? Twat? Honeypot? Happy Clam?”

“Your pussy.” I noted her belly beginning to swell.

“So, you’re licking my pussy. Then what?” Her belly swelled some more.

“I’m going to circle your clit with my tongue but not touch it, just to drive you mad.”

“Oh… Okay… And?” Her belly was heaving faster now, and one knee had raised.

“Then my fingers will open your lips and explore and penetrate, my tongue will get closer and closer to your clit, I’ll lick the length of your pussy…”

“Yeah… Mmm… Ethan, you’re really going to eat me? I mean, Oh God…”

“Shush! I’ll lick your ass… My fingers will explore your pussy.”

“My ass… Your fingers…” She said this breathlessly.

“I’ll play with your ass with my tongue, then I’ll lick your clit, my tongue will explore every…” I paused to kiss her nipple.

“Oh, you fucker! Just do it!” She lifted her ass and pulled down her panties, then pulled my head over and down between her legs. She was swollen and soaked and my tongue glided into her folds. Her divine aromas filled my nostrils. It was all heavenly. She lifted herself into my tongue. “Oh, you fucker! Ethan! Yes!”

Her nails dug into my scalp. I did as I said I would do. I teased her clit, licked her up and down but penetrated only slightly. I repeated the process, now going further and further down and deeper with each pass. She released hysterical moans when my tongue found her ass. I tickled it with the tip and she wailed. I licked up to her clit and flicked it back and forth, first teasingly, then with pressure. I gently penetrated her ass with my finger and she released a torrent of howls as her body spasmed uncontrollably.

Stacy came with a vengeance, which involved much clawing and salty language and explosive tremors. Her orgasm was not so different from Laurie’s. Could it be they were so alike that this should be the case? When she settled down the expletives were replaced with gentle, complacent whimpers. Her heaving subsided. She moaned as I rose and laid on top of her. She hugged me. She kissed my soaked faced and looked at me with bewildered eyes, then held my head against her neck, gently stroking it.

After a few moments of silence, she circled her hands around my back and gingerly turned us over to our sides.

“Gee, you’re pretty good at that, Ethan. Who knew?”

I understood what she was doing. She was keeping our friendship vibe intact, flavored as it was with mock earnestness and needling, but her eyes spoke differently, choosing to tell the truth. We had crossed the boundaries of friendship into something more.

“Thanks.”

“You stuck your tongue in my ass.”

“You noticed?”

“Yeah. In the moment, eh?”

“Something like it.” She reached for my cock.

“You do have a nice dick, Ethan. I’ve always thought so.”

“Not a bull, though, like Adam.”

“No. You’re perfect. I think Laurie had some trouble adjusting to him, don’t you?”

“She told him to go slow at first, but then she adapted. This is strange pillow talk.”

Stacy shivered. “I guess so. He’s pretty big. I haven’t seen one so big before.”

“Are you trying to build my confidence?”

She laughed. “Sorry. I’m just sayin’… Anyway. I like your dick. If it’s okay with you I’m going to stick in my mouth now.” She sat up and bent over to take me into her mouth. Her technique was one I hadn’t experienced. She held it up in her fingers and slowly, oh so slowly, inhaled it all the way down to my balls. It was nice.

She followed with an-oh-so-slow release, then licked up and down my shaft and tickled balls with each pass. I laid back and enjoyed it with my hand slowly stroking her back. She held her pace for a while, then increased it. I sunk into the pleasure of it until she stopped to speak.

“Ethan?”

“There’s no one else here, Stacy.”

“Right. Listen, you can come in my mouth, but I want you to fuck me first.”

I propped myself up on my elbows. “You don’t have to let me do that.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“I mean, you don’t have to let me come in your mouth.”

“No. What I mean is, I’d like you to come in my mouth, but I want you to fuck me first.”

“Lay down then.” Stacy moved over, lifted her ass to remove her skirt, and laid down with her legs spread and knees raised.

I moved between them. Her eyes watered with anticipation, and her breasts heaved as her breathing became deeper. I stared at her beautiful, swollen blossom and savored the moment.

“Ethan?” She gave me a yearnful look

“I’m still the only one here.”

“Don’t be a dick… This is it, you know.”

“I know.”

“Forever after tonight, we’ll be two people who fucked each other.”

“That’s the idea.”

“I said don’t be a dick! Listen, this means something to me. I’m not as loose as you might think.”

“I don’t think you’re loose. I know this means something. It means a lot to me.” She reached downed to her slit and drew a circle as if she couldn’t help herself. She was desperate for me to get on with it.

“Oh God, Ethan, fuck me now.”

I fucked her.

As my cock slipped inside, her hips bucked and her fingernails chewed my arms. She pulled my shoulders down and swung her legs over them. Laurie had never done this, never put her legs over my shoulders. No one had. My penetration was complete. My balls smacked her bottom as I thrusted. My shaft bathed in her liquid gold warmth, going so deep, deeper than I would have thought possible. She moaned elaborately. We both broke into a sweat. Our bodies violently collided for an eternity. I could feel when were both quickly standing on the precipice.

“I’m going to come again,” Stacy panted. “Oh God, Ethan… Come if you want… No… Oh God…. Ethan… Don’t come… I want you to come in my mouth! OH GOD!!! You’re going to come in my…” She bucked and heaved and filled airwaves with expletives. The headboard banged the wall. I didn’t think I could hold back, and was about to lose it, but then her heaving subsided. Her orgasm was complete. She pushed me out, sat up, and pulled me onto my knees. She inhaled my cock and pumped it and my shaft filled and exploded. Stacy swallowed hard. Stream after stream pulsated into her mouth. She couldn’t keep up. Looking into my eyes, she continued pumping as the final streams of cum jetted over her cheeks and fell onto her breasts. She took me back in her mouth and sucked gently, then released me. I fell to her side.

She wiped her chin and cheeks and kissed my lips and face. I was utterly spent. After days of unrelenting arousal I was depleted. She cooed in my ear and laid beside me, slowly stroking my chest. Her hands were warm and I loved her tender caresses.

After a weekend full of deep thinking and rampant musings, my mind settled down. There would be no further need to speculate on several fronts. We had all crossed boundaries, stepped beyond wondering into knowing, and where we landed was a peaceful place.

Stacy gave me another soulful kiss and hug. She shuddered, as if assimilating some new awareness which shocked her system.

“Oh, it was so nice, Ethan. I knew it would be. Laurie told me you were good in bed… You come a lot by the way.” She grinned and rubbed her nose into my neck.

“Sorry.”

“No need to be sorry. I asked for it, didn’t I?” She kissed my shoulder. “Anyway, it tastes okay. But do check on your salt intake cause…”

“It really tastes salty?”

She pulled away and looked down at her breasts. “There’s some here if you want to taste it.” She gave me a mischievous grin and pretended to pull my head into her breast. She let go, laughed, and wiped the cum off her breast and licked her fingers.

“You sure?” she asked. “There’s more here.” She drew her finger across the other breast.

“No, really. I’m good.”

“Ethan, I tasted my pussy on your dick and your face. It’s only fair.” I knew she was teasing. She licked herself clean.

“How many men have come in your mouth?” The nature of our relationship, especially now, meant she wouldn’t be shocked or offended by the question.

She pretended to count, using her fingers. When she got to ten, she laughed and gave me a swat. “Jesus, you think I’ve let ten men come in my mouth?” She swatted me again.

“How would I know?”

“Three. Three men have come in my mouth, including you. Hey, that makes me the same as Laurie. You, the professor and now Adam.”

“Adam didn’t come in her mouth.” As I said this, distinctive sounds of Laurie erupting came from the next room. They were having another go.

Stacy looked at me wide-eyed. “Wow. Maybe he’s going to come in her mouth right now. You never know about these things.” She grinned, grabbed my cock, and swung it gently back and forth. “What do you say, big guy? Ready for another romp?”

I wasn’t far from reviving. My hormones had reverted to teenage levels, and hearing Laurie’s wails were having an effect.

“I’ll let you know.”

“No pressure. You gave me two gigantic orgasms. I might not survive another one. But if death by orgasm is a thing for you, we could…”

“I do like the way you respond. It makes me feel virile.” In truth, she made feel like one of those mythical Greek gods, whichever one of them was known for sexual prowess.

“Are we doing this now? Is sex going to be our new thing?”

“I don’t know, Stacy. I don’t know where any of this will lead.”

I truly didn’t know. I loved Laurie and wanted her to be my wife forever, through thick and thin, sickness and health. How could sex with other people possibly fit into this scheme? I was sure none of us knew, but one thing was clear. Laurie and I were no longer in a monogamous marriage. What unfolded over the course of the last few hours would forever be part of our historical record. It would surely shock some if Laurie’s mother’s reaction offered a clue. But the earth didn’t open up to swallow we four cretins into a fiery hell. Demons were not doing victory dances in the shadows, and there was no sign of the end of times.

On the contrary. As I looked at Stacy’s naked body beside me, all was honest and clean and good. We were being true to our erotic natures, the forces that vibrated throughout the planet and gave it life. Freud was mistaken. Sex was not some prosthetic god, but God incarnate. The blessed Kingdom was here in the guest room and we were laying on its altar.
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Chapter 24: The Truth of the Matter 
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A butterfly landed on my nose forcing my eyes to cross. It was bright yellow with a delicate sienna fringe. My nose twitched involuntary causing it to flee, which was a shame, as I didn’t mind it using my nose for a perch. My mother called out. “Was I any good, Ethan?” I thought it a strange question. Mothers just are whether they’re good or not. She became impatient. Ethan! 

I sensed a nudge.

“Hey, have you been listening or not?” It was Stacy. My mother was nowhere in sight. I must have fallen asleep.

“Yes,” I said. “What?”

“I asked you if I was any good.”

“You’re a fine person. I thought we were going to sleep.”

“Didn’t stick… Listen, I’m not talking about me as a person. I’m talking about fucking. Was I good?”

“God yes, Stacy. You were terrific. I thought I mentioned it.”

“Okay.”

I turned and propped myself on my elbow. “What is this really about?” The lights were off now. In the moonlight, her skin gave off an ethereal glow. I could see her wonderful features distinctly, and they were inspiring. She didn’t respond.

“How was I?” I asked. I thought it a fair question in view of the principles of reciprocity. She pondered only briefly, which I viewed as a good sign.

“You were terrific. Laurie told me you were. She wasn’t kidding. I mean, wow.”

It was one of the few times in my life when I wished the room was bugged. It’s not the sort of information you could volunteer outright, telling someone else someone thought you were terrific in bed. Of course, I’d be telling Laurie, but she was the exception.

“Thanks.”

“Ethan, I’m serious. I don’t know if Laurie’s shared my history with you, but sex-wise it hasn’t been great. It’s made me wonder if I was lousy in bed.”

Laurie hadn’t shared much, though now I was thinking of it, she had told me some funny Stacy stories involving men. I disregarded this fact, feeling a white lie would better suit our purposes. Stacy was clearly in a mood to talk.

“No. Laurie may have mentioned a few things, but nothing stood out.”

“Remember Dave? He’s the last guy I dated.”

“Laurie mentioned him the other day, said you’d broken it off or something.”

“The first and only time I tried to sleep with him, he got the idea I’d like to have my twat spanked. And I’m not talking playfully. Spank spanked, hard, and even though I freaked out, he kept doing it. It hurt like hell.”

“Jesus.”

“I jumped out of bed and accidently knocked over a lamp. That blew out a fuse. I don’t know anything about fuses. I spent a day in the dark… Anyway, he said, ‘What’s wrong?’. I said, Dude, what the hell were you thinking? You assaulted my twat. Do you want me to smack your balls around?

“I kicked him out, but only after learning he’d seen it online and thought I would enjoy it. He was a complete douche.”

“I’m so sorry, Stacy. I had no idea.”

“If that was it, it would be one thing. But frankly, most of the men I’ve dated have been dopes. They only cared about getting off and whether their apps were up to date. It’s frustrating. And they never got me off. I was like a sock, nothing more than a cum receptacle.”

“I can imagine. But what about your couple with benefits situation? You said the sex was good.”

“It’s not the same as just being with a guy.”

“I guess not.” Remembering her situation with her boss bothered me. I wondered if it would change now but didn’t ask.

“So, being around you and Laurie, and seeing how well you two get along and love each other and stuff, and now, knowing you’re a fucking God in bed… I don’t know. Am I making any sense? Do you see where I’m going with this?”

“Sure. You’re expressing your frustration.”

“No, you dicktard, I’m telling you I love you.”

I didn’t exactly see a direct line from where she began to where she ended up, but I was moved nonetheless.

“I love you too, Stacy. You’re one of the closest people I have in my life.”

“You’re not getting it.”

“You love me love me, as in romantically?”

“I knew you’d get there…” She was smiling now. She leaned over and gave me a soft kiss. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to go nutso. I just wanted you to know.”

“I don’t know what to say. Maybe I do love you romantically. Maybe it’s why this worked. I know I don’t want to lose you.”

“Lose me?”

My statement and her question stopped me cold. I didn’t realize “lose you” was going to come out of my mouth. I couldn’t deny that it expressed my true feelings. I didn’t want to lose Stacy, but I didn’t know what this meant.

Earlier, I didn’t want her with Adam. When I fell in love with Laurie, hotwifing was out of the question. The idea would have revolted me. It would never even have come up.

Now, six years down the road, my wife was in bed with another man. Naked. I was in the next room with a naked woman who’d just told me she loved me. She had my cum on her breasts. I’d told her I didn’t want to lose her.

What did it all mean? What did any of it mean? I didn’t know. But I did know I didn’t want Stacy to walk out of our lives. I didn’t, against all my better instincts, want her to fall in love with another man.

The ghost of Colleen was clearly hovering over me and infecting my thoughts. Or more probably, I was simply experiencing my former insecurities. They’d popped in for a reunion tour. There were weak channels in my brain with an open mic to my consciousness. The message was: Remember Colleen! She devastated your peace of mind! She let another man fuck her! Now Stacy will do the same!

But I knew it was nonsense. Of course, Stacy could fall in love with another man at any time. Who was I to think otherwise? But could we experience romantic love in the meantime? Were my feelings for her romantic? Or only lustful? No, it wasn’t simple lust. It was more than that.

“Hey,” said Stacy. “You gonna leave me hangin’ or what? What did you mean by lose me?”

I tried to organize my thoughts but they weren’t cooperating. “I’m not sure I can explain what I mean, but I know it’s true.”

“Do you mean you don’t want to lose fucking me?”

“No! Well, that may be a part of it, but certainly not all of it. If you’d asked me last Friday before any of this had happened, I would have said I’d hate for you not to be a part of our lives. The sex is an addition now. I don’t want to lose you, the sex with you. All of it.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“Good. But you might someday.”

“I guess so. I don’t have any plans… I’ll tell you the truth. Fucking you takes the pressure off. I really don’t need a permanent guy in my life. My career’s going great. I’m not looking to get married anytime soon. I may never get married. It’s not a thing for me.”

“What about kids?”

“Aw, I’d have your kid if Laurie wasn’t able to get pregnant. I’m fertile as hell.”

“I mean you. Don’t you want a kid?”

“I could see it with you, set up like you are… Where should we put the nursery?”

“I’m being serious.”

“Who’s saying I’m not?”

“Come on. No kidding around now. You could see us having a baby?” Much to my surprise, the idea of having a child with Stacy didn’t alarm me. It actually made me feel a mysterious warmth and affection.

Instead of answering, she gave me a deep, wet kiss. Suddenly, our tongues were starved for attention. They tangled and furled and groped as if possessed by an unfathomable desire. She rubbed her pelvis and wetness over my thigh and moaned deliciously before climbing on top of me. In an instant my cock penetrated.

She ground into it with animal ferocity. Lifting herself, her tits dragging wondrously over my chest, she bit her lip and concentrated with her eyes squeezed shut. A jungle, primal heat surrounded us as our bodies slipped into a seamless union. We entered a bliss-filled eternity hanging onto the precipice. Unable to hold off any longer, Stacy fell into another euphoric orgasm as if carried off into a new dimension, wailing and whimpering, her face a mysterious blend of agony and ecstasy. Her nails dug into my shoulders and I came like a deranged bull, grunting and thrusting.

She fell to my side panting, soaked in perspiration, still writhing as small tremors shook her body. I laid next to her feeling like I was floating on an astral plane of divine origins.

As my pulse returned to normal the world drifted back in. The sounds of an early summer night seeped through the open window. The moon was low now but still cast a glow. Stacy’s breathing settled into the slow rhythms of sleep. I turned on my side and draped my arm over her torso, closed my eyes, and fell asleep too.

The night was over and the weekend was now history.

And everything had changed.
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Chapter 25: The New World
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The American Goldfinch is an annoying bird. Every dawn, and earlier than is reasonable or proper, it sings, and it always sounds like a human impersonating birdsong. I once made this observation to Laurie, and she advised me to let it go.

One was in rich form as I woke, announcing the dawn to those to whom it might matter. For a brief moment, I was surprised at my surroundings. Stacy was lying naked next to me, and I was in the guestroom. The normal course for most mornings was me waking up either next to my wife, who may or not be naked, or alone, and in both cases in my proper bedroom. Being a snoozer, during the workweek I was usually the second to rise, and long after my wife. Laurie was a morning person which balanced the ledger for my not being one.

As for the workweek itself, the current one was beginning on a Tuesday due to the holiday. I recalled the events of the past three days. This put me firmly in the grasp of the current situation.

Stacy, with not a scrap of cover, was breathing quietly. Her thick, rich hair was spread over the pillow with perfect symmetry. Her long legs, open with one knee raised and bent to the side, spoke to her immodesty. Her head was turned to one side facing an open palm with gently curling fingers. In sum, she looked as if she had been arranged by artist intent on producing a masterpiece.

I sat up and watched her breasts rise and fall each time she drew and exhaled a breath. If I hadn’t had to bother with work I could have watched them all day. An erection was inevitable.

I drew my palm gently over her torso and she emitted a pleasant moan, stirred, and her eyes opened. She followed this with a giant yawn.

“Hi.” She rubbed her eyes. “Or I guess I should say good morning.”

“Good morning.” I moved my palm up over her breast.

“What time is it?”

There was no clock in the room, and I wasn’t wearing a watch. “Dawn.”

“That’s not helpful.” She sat up and yawned again.

“Dawnish, then. It’s the time of day when it isn’t not dawn nor any other time.”

She rolled her eyes and got out of bed. “Why doesn’t your guest room have a bath?”

“This isn’t really the guest room. That’s down the hall and it has a bath. Laurie keeps it full of junk so her mother won’t camp there.” Stacy gave me a look and padded out of the room. Watching her move around naked remained a novelty and I was eager to enjoy her return. There was a flush and she was back.

“So, what do you think?” She asked, standing naked next to me.

“I’m not sure what to think. This is all going to take some processing.”

“Not that! Me! You’re seeing me for the first time as I wake up. You know, the real me.”

“You’re lovely. You and Laurie both wake up looking lovely.”

She straddled me on the bed, sitting on my lap facing me, my erection pressing against her belly. “Is this your morning boner, or are you just excited by me being naked?” She hugged me, forcing my face into her breasts and her belly more firmly into my cock. She wound this visit up with a kiss and moved over to lay on the bed.

“Man, we need to brush our teeth.”

“You’ll find new toothbrushes under the sink. Help yourself.”

“I said ‘we’ meaning ‘you’.” She laughed. “No, I’m kidding. I’m sure we’re both nasty.”

“Probably so.” I stood and stretched, and that ended in a yawn, which she reciprocated.

“Where are you going?”

“I need to get ready for work.” I looked at my watchless forearm for emphasis. “When do you usually roll in?”

“Between eight and nine. I ballpark it.” She repositioned herself and opened her legs. “Ethan, you can’t go to work like that. Come inside me. Play.”

This suggestion caused me to pause. The weekend was over, Project Hotwife was a success. The situation between Stacy and myself wasn’t in the plan but had received the blessings of my wife. It had all been consensual, desired, perhaps even longed for, its Genesis encoded in our instincts. The weekend had flicked the switch.

But we never talked about the post-consummation, the ongoing aspects, the shape of our lives after the boundaries were breached. If I made love to Stacy in the dawn of a new day, a precedent would be set. Sex with Stacy could become a thing rather than pleasant side trip, taken once and never repeated. Admittedly, my metaphor was weak, and I was losing the argument telling me to resist. I knelt between Stacy’s legs, leaned into her while guiding my cock, and slipped right back into the bliss of the night before. She was gorgeously wet and warm and the fact that my cock was inside her shocked me as much as it did the first time.

She clenched down on my shaft, rolled her pelvis into it, clawed my buttocks and covered my face with wet, sloppy kisses. I grunted and she moaned deliriously. I lifted my torso so I could look her in the eyes. They were bright and happy. I watched my cock as it penetrated and withdrew, her lovely lips gripping hungrily, accommodating me, allowing me this intimate access. I couldn’t quite believe I was making love to Stacy, my wife’s best friend.

She emitted a new, beguiling sound. A mysterious tautness descended over her face as her focus turned inward. She bucked into me with even more determination as her eyes closed. She was gone, lost to all things worldly or encumbered by time. I too came chaotically, jerking and heaving, grunting like an animal. I collapsed over her panting like a tiger.

She rolled me over to her side and stroked my arm as we quietly inhaled the blissful atmosphere.

“Wow,” she said, finally. “Did I tell you were good at this? No wonder Laurie is so happy all the time.”

I laughed. “You know, it’s because we lost it for a while that you’re lying naked with me and she’s in the next room with Adam.”

“You didn’t lose it. You needed to find a way to rekindle the flame.”

“A way to spice things up.”

“Yup. I think it kinda worked, don’t you?” She sat up and leaned against the headboard. “Aren’t you supposed to bring me coffee or something?”

I got out of bed and stood beside it. For once my cock was normal. I always felt silly standing with a hard-on.

“Laurie usually takes care of it.”

“Takes care of what?” This was Laurie’s voice, who appeared in the doorway wearing her boudoir robe. “Jesus, it smells like a brothel in here.” She came in and sat on the bed.

“Ethan just fucked me.”

“Nice,” said Laurie, as if Stacy had commented on the favorable weather. She looked at me. “Don’t I get a good morning kiss?” I kissed her forehead and sat next to her.

“So, I guess it worked, huh?” asked Stacy, eager for a report.

“What?” asked Laurie.

“Project Hotwife!”

Laurie smiled shyly, looked at me, and leaned her head into my neck. I put my arm around her shoulder. She grabbed my hand and gave it an affectionate squeeze.

“I’m officially a Hotwife.”

“Are you sore?” asked Stacy. “I would be.”

“Stacy!”

“I get it. You’ll tell me later.” Stacy got out of bed. “Does anyone who isn’t Ethan have any idea what time it is?”

“It’s a little after seven. Geez, I need to get going too.” Laurie stood and pulled me off the bed. “Shower?” I stood to follow her and Laurie paused. “Stacy, join us.”

“No, you two go ahead. You’re going to need some ‘us’ time now. I’ll get cleaned up at home. By the way, where’s Adam?”

“He left a while ago. He’s eager to de-Liz his house.”

Stacy surveyed the room. “I think you’ll want to change the sheets before your mom’s next visit.” She felt her breasts looking for evidence to fortify her argument. “I still have dried cum on my titties.”

Laurie let my hand go and opened her robe. She wiggled her breasts. “Join the club.” They both laughed.

I laughed too.

Everything was different now.

And everything was the same. I was going to have a shower with my wife, go to work, and she would be here when I got home. We would eat a healthy dinner and tidy up. After, she might do work she brought home from her office while I looked for and failed to find the remote. I’d settle with my head on her lap and read a book. An hour later, she’d wake me to say it was bedtime.

So, no demons danced in the shadows and the sky didn’t fall in. We received no summons to hell. Our lives wouldn’t have to change now the deed was done. The only trouble spot on the horizon would be sorting things out with Laurie’s mother.

It would probably be awkward.
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Chapter 26: By The Sea
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“You’re getting water all over the place,” said Stacy. She dropped a towel around the tub my foot was soaking in.

“Sorry if this inconveniences you,” I said.

“Well, watch where you’re going next time.”

“It was buried in the sand. I wouldn’t have seen it even if I was looking.” Within twenty minutes of our arrival at our rented beach cottage near Hilton Head, I’d stepped like an eager child into the sea and was stung by a stingray. Laurie Googled and found instructions to soak the injured area in warm, soapy water until the pain dissipated. I was already feeling better thanks to a hydrocodone tablet Laurie found buried in her purse.

“You should have let me pee on it. I don’t pee on just anybody you know. I’m offended,” she said.

“I’m sure… Anyway, you pee on jellyfish stings, not stingrays stings, and it’s probably an old wives tale.” Laurie had stopped her in the nick of time. When I bounded out of the water claiming I’d been stung, Stacy was all set to drop her bottoms and pee on my foot.

Adam had investigated the injury, found no barb and claimed I wouldn’t need medical attention. It wasn’t until the next day I noticed a message taped inside the front door warning of stingray season. It said to call 9-1-1 immediately if stung, mentioning stings could be lethal.

“It’s nearly four o’clock,” I said.

“Good to know.” She was now absently looking through a coastal directory for somewhere to eat.

“We said we’d hold off on the cocktails until four o’clock, so…”

“I’m on vacation, pal. Anyway, your wife will get you a drink. They’re coming up from the beach now.”

“I thought this weekend we were…”

“Switching things around? Not wife stuff like chores. I’m not sitting here dreaming of doing your laundry.”

It was I who did the laundry in our home but I didn’t feel like a debate. I looked over my shoulder. Laurie and Adam were walking up to the cottage after their swim. She was wearing her tiny bikini, the one she bought for Memorial Day, and together they looked like an advertisement involving happy couples. Once they fully arrived, Laurie popped her head in the sliding door. “Why aren’t you sitting on the deck? It’s lovely out here.”

“Coming,” said Stacy. She stood and looked at me like I was a hopeless burden. “Go ahead. I’ll bring your foot tubby thing.”

“If it’s no trouble.” I rubbed my foot on the towel, stood, and limped out to the deck. My foot didn’t hurt much, but I didn’t want to push it. Stacy put the tub in front of a deck chair and I sat. “Thanks.”

“No problem.” She winked, bent down and whispered. “I don’t know why I love giving you a hard time.” She kissed my forehead.

Adam, who had ducked into the cottage, returned wearing dry shorts. He hung his wet suit on the deck railing. His hair was arranged post-beach style like an amiable surfer would have it, finger combed straight back. He’d let it grow as part of the new, post-Liz Adam. I hadn’t realized he had nice wavy hair of a movie star quality. He could grow it longer now because he had switched to a more tolerant airline.

He sat next to me. “How’s the foot?”

“Feeling better, thanks. I guess you didn’t step on any stingrays.”

“No. I pounded the waterline with my feet before going in. It lets them know you’re coming.”

I’d have to remember this… Neither Laurie nor Adam seemed aware of the time. “I was just telling Stacy it’s after four.”

“That’s about right,” said Laurie.

“He’s letting you know it’s the cocktail hour,” said Stacy. “He wants someone to get him a drink.”

“I’m on vacation,” said Laurie.

“That’s what I told him.”

“Anyway,” said Laurie. “Should you be drinking if you’re taking hydrocodone?”

“I took it an hour ago. I’ll be fine.” No one budged. So much for being king of the castle.

Adam took sympathy upon me. “What would you like, Ethan? I’ll drink with you.”

“Bourbon, lots of ice, a dash of water.” It was a fine bourbon and diluting it was criminal, but I was thirsty as well as needing succor for my injury.

“Two then,” he said, standing.

“I’ll have a Stoli tonic,” said Stacy. “Go light on the tonic.”

“A vodka tonic sounds good,” said Laurie. “But put more tonic in mine, and I’d like a twist, please.”

Stacy looked over, smiled, and tapped my knee with her toe. “You see, Ethan, the women are on vacation. You and Adam are here to do as we please.” She swung her legs open and closed for added effect and possibly direction.

“I like the sound of that,” said Laurie. She leaned forward, undid her top and tossed it to land on the railing next to Adam’s suit. Instead of landing there, it sailed over the rail and into the sand on the other side.

“Nailed it,” said Stacy.

***
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AFTER THE SEISMIC EVENTS of our Memorial Day weekend together, life had returned to normal. The four of us didn’t slide into a frenzy of avid lovemaking, switching partners or joining sex clubs. I didn’t grow a porno mustache or adjust my wardrobe. Instead, Stacy got caught up in a major transition at her workplace, Adam dug into reinventing himself after his split from Liz, and Laurie and I carried on as per our usual.

Of course, Laurie and I discussed ad nauseam the events of that carnally charged weekend, discussions which always ended in rabid lovemaking. Our fires had been fully restored. As far as I knew, Laurie wasn’t pining for another go at Adam, and I kept in check my feelings for Stacy. When she visited, she didn’t spend the night, nor was the prospect even considered.

This boggled my mind.

When Stacy was around, I found it impossible not to feel a clinging vulnerability to the forces of nature. I ached to make love to her again, but I couldn’t decipher whether it was or wasn’t part of our new agenda. Occasionally, she would give me looks hinting at the carnal undercurrents of our new relationship, but there was never any follow-thru. Not once did Stacy say, “Laurie, I’d like another go at your husband if it’s okay.”

I wondered if they had called a meeting and forgotten to include me. Or perhaps they’d reset the agenda, the three of them now getting together in convenient hotels to practice their menage techniques, taking the expression “ménage à trois” too literally.

It was a full month before I broached the subject of there being a repeat performance. I debated various approaches. I failed to find any which didn’t ultimately end with me saying I wanted to sleep with Stacy again. One would think, after what happened, one could be pretty straightforward on the subject. But asking your wife for permission to sleep with another woman was, even in the best of times, fraught with risk. I wasn’t even thinking of Laurie and Adam though I did wonder about them. Were they meeting in secret? Was this why on the surface all was so calm?

I finally laid my cards on the table.

“Ethan, we all agreed—even you agreed—to give it some time,” said Laurie, after the dam burst. “Don’t you remember?”

I didn’t. As I mentioned, we had discussed and even relived the events of Memorial Day, but I didn’t recall a single discussion about the shape of the future.

“When did I agree to give it some time? I don’t recall ever agreeing to give it a rest.”

“I said we would all need some time to process what happened, and you agreed.”

Well, I did remember this bit. I didn’t realize it meant what it turned out to mean—a sabbatical. I knew it would take time for each of us to process events, but I didn’t think it also meant a suspension of events.

“And Stacy and Adam agreed too? When did you talk to them?”

“Adam and I talked about it before he left that morning. I talked to Stacy a couple days later. She frowned but said it was a good idea. She said you were great in bed, by the way.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“You know you’re good in bed. I don’t want to inflate your ego. You might get lazy.” She grinned and kissed my cheek.

“Not that. I mean about you talking to Stacy and Adam, about everyone being in agreement?”

“I didn’t mention it? I’m sorry. Gosh, we’ve talked so much about that weekend who can remember what was said.”

My mind was no less boggled.

“So,” I said. “Where does everything stand?”

“Where does what stand?”

“The whole thing.”

“You mean the sex?”

“Of course I mean the sex. Well, I mean everything, really.”

“I’m your hotwife, remember? I’m sleeping with Adam now too, and you get to sleep with Stacy.”

“What do you mean now? Have you slept with him since Memorial Day?”

“Not really. Just the once.”

“Just the once? When?”

“I’m sorry. I should have mentioned it. It was nothing though.”

“Nothing?”

“I mean it wasn’t premeditated. It just happened. It was quick.”

My mind slipped into cuckold mode. Had I been cuckolded? I wasn’t even sure of the verb form but decided to sort it out later. In that moment, I became furiously hard. I urgently needed for Laurie to fill in the details.

“Go on,” I said, as calmly as I could.

“Well, I was helping him sort out stuff Liz left behind. It was making him sad to go through it all. I hugged him, and the next minute we were making love on his sofa. I guess you would call it a quickie. You know, not really making love but…”

“I get the idea. You had a quick fuck.” She both frowned but also nodded at this clarification.

I imagined them having a quick fuck, Laurie’s clothes disheveled, his trousers around his knees. It was back of the barn stuff. It had a rather powerful effect. My wife had had a quickie.

“And that was it? It hasn’t happened again?”

“No, Ethan. Honest.”

“It’s okay,” I said. We were lying in bed at the time. I pushed down the covers, rolled her over and took her like a man released from prison with revenge on his mind. We both came like deranged monkeys.

A week later we were sitting on the sofa. It was late, and I was tired. Laurie said she had to get through her emails before retiring and told me to go to bed. She had a twinkle in her eye, but I only noticed it in hindsight. I got ready for bed, slipped under the covers and turned out the light. Ten minutes later I heard Laurie come to bed. I didn’t think anything of it. Maybe she’d decided to forego her email diligence.

She moved over, pulled me over flat and started sucking my cock. I thought this was a good turn. She assumed a leisurely pace with a few new twists thrown in until it escalated into her mounting me. Her hand guided me in, but in an uncharacteristic manner. We started fucking. She moaned, but in tones I didn’t associate with Laurie, then a familiar voice which did not belong to her said: “I’ve missed you.”

I dialed into the reality of the moment. Stacy was fucking me, not Laurie. A minor swell of panic leaped up my spine before I realized the two of them had planned it. I flipped Stacy over and we let our mutual hunger explode. It was an epic tryst, and surely the hysterical soundtrack of our lovemaking reached Laurie down on the sofa. Stacy and I held nothing back.

Once we settled down and our breathing recuperated, we had a chance to speak.

“Wow,” said Stacy. “I’ve really missed you. It’s why I keep running out of batteries now.”

“What? Oh, I see.” I laughed. “Me you too. I wondered if it would ever happen again.”

“I know… But I’m glad we took a break, aren’t you?”

Was I? I supposed I was. I now saw the logic. I didn’t want sleeping with Stacy to become routine, nor did I want this to be the case between Adam and Laurie.

“Yes,” I said finally. “We need to pace ourselves.” This was the adult in me speaking, not the teenager with hormone issues.

“I admit,” I continued. “I have wondered. The several times you’ve been over since Memorial Day, I didn’t know if you’d be spending the night.”

“I wanted to.”

“So why didn’t you?”

“We all needn’t time to figure things out. Laurie was right about that. Ethan, it was hard for me after. I was ready to move in and be your other wife.”

I was glad to hear it. The same thought had occurred to me. But I hadn’t envisioned Adam moving in as well to co-husband Laurie with me.

“I had the same thoughts. I now see how it would have been hasty.” It took a little more thinking before I achieved some clarity. “Laurie and I didn’t want to expand our marriage. We wanted to expand the sex part of it…” No. This didn’t sound right. “I mean, we wanted to let more passion into our lives, and this included an openness in our other relationships. I’m sure there’s more to it though.”

“I get it… And I don’t want to change my life either, but I love the sex with you—or we can call it the passion because that’s really what it is—and our relationship. Laurie doesn’t mind. She’s told me.” She paused briefly. “Ethan, I told my boss I wouldn’t be sleeping with him anymore, and I haven’t. It’s over. There wasn’t room for it anymore, now that I have you.”

This admission saved me from having to ask. I had been curious but didn’t feel I had the right to know one way or the other.

I was still a little confused. “How do we go forward? How do we communicate… Sorry, I’m not sure how to say it. How do we decide to make love or not make love? How do we know when you’re over if you’re going to spend the night? That’s the part I don’t get.”

Stacy bit her lip and thought. “I don’t know. Let me get Laurie.”

A comic sense of fear overcame me like I was about to be caught stealing change from my father’s dresser, but it passed quickly. Of course, Laurie knew I was in bed with Stacy. She’d arranged it. Stacy went to the stairs and called Laurie. A moment later she appeared.

“I wondered when we’d get around to this,” she said when she appeared. She started undressing, and with what I detected as haste in her movements. Stacy looked at me with wild eyes.

“What are you doing?” asked Stacy, sounding alarmed.

“Joining you guys?” said Laurie. Stacy laughed.

“We wanted you in on a discussion we were having,” I said. “But by all means, come as you please.” I meant for it to sound comical.

Laurie caught on, blushed, and resumed undressing. She kept her panties on and sat on the bed. “What?”

“Ethan asked me how we would know if, when I came over, it would be sleepover night or what.”

“You mean whether you and Ethan would have sex.” She became thoughtful. While she constructed her reply, I wondered about the scene which had just unfolded. It was clear Laurie had intended to join Stacy and me in bed. This put into gear a new set of possibilities to expand the universe of our lovemaking. I couldn’t envision, nor did I want to envision, the four of us having an orgy. But a proper menage with Laurie and Stacy was an enticing prospect.

“I guess you guys have sex when you want to have sex?” said Laurie, rhetorically.

“There aren’t any set rules,” said Stacy. “That’s why we’re talking about it.”

As the topic was now open, I wanted to incorporate what we’d just witnessed, Laurie’s confusing Stacy’s call to come upstairs to talk with an invitation for the three of us to have sex.

“Laurie,” I said. “When you came up, you thought the three of us were going to have sex?”

“Kinda.”

“And you wanted to?”

“I think it was obvious, wasn’t it? Listening to you two got to me. I guess I made a fool of myself.” She chuckled, indicating she didn’t truly mind.

“You didn’t make a fool of yourself,” said Stacy. “We should talk about the three of us too. There’s no reason why we can’t both have Ethan at the same time.” She beamed a smile at me. “I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.”

“Really?” asked Laurie. “What do you think, honey?”

I pretended to give it some deep thought, but only for effect. “I would love that too.”

“But listen,” said Stacy. “I think we should mix it up, don’t you guys? I liked being with Ethan alone. And I know you enjoyed your private time with Adam.” She chuckled, making me think they’d enjoyed some private chats about Laurie and Adam. “I mean, there was something about that too. Each of us doing our own thing but, you know, above board?”

“I know,” said Laurie. “I got excited imagining you two up here making love while I sat on the sofa, then I imagined it was Adam and I up here while Ethan sat on the sofa, and that excited me. It’s crazy.”

“Not crazy. We’re smart,” said Stacy. “None of us is damaged goods. We have healthy sex drives, that’s all, and we’re taking them in new directions.”

“I get what you mean,” I said. She was right. None of us was needy or insecure. But we were all on new ground here. It would take time to figure out the terrain.

This turn in the conversation, the idea of a threesome, along with Stacy being naked and Laurie nearly naked beside me, had reignited my personal situation. Stacy, never one to miss an opportunity to point out an erection, looked at me and smiled.

“Aw, is that for us?” She looked at Laurie and drew her eyes to my erection. Laurie released a sly grin. They both descended on my cock without any further deliberation. It was like they were operating on telepathy. If I had kept a diary, the entry for this moment would have been in red ink and all caps.

They had to work out between them who would do what. Laurie focused on the tip of my cock while Stacy expertly fondled and licked my balls. Being a rather vanilla guy generally, it wasn’t something I’d spent much time imagining, which meant I wasn’t prepared for the euphoria which overcame me. I became utterly submissive.

Leaning on my elbows, I watched them work. As they did, they giggled, laughed and quite annoyingly, let their abundant hair keep falling to obstruct my view. At one point, they each licked my shaft from the bottom to the top which forced their tongues to collide at the tip. They didn’t seem to mind. They traded their areas of focus, and to accommodate a new angle of attack, Stacy swung her bottom around to face me. My fingers explored her lips and bottom and she moaned her appreciation. She whispered something to Laurie I didn’t catch.

Stacy swung around and straddled my upper chest with her knees landing well above my shoulders. I had no doubt on the direction this was going. She blew me a kiss, positioned her pussy over my mouth and slowly descended over my tongue. Her response was immediate. As her pussy swung back and forth over my mouth, Laurie guided my cock into her pussy. They synced their rhythms, and it was like successive waves bathing my body. This was a first for me.

As I thrust into Laurie, Stacy purposefully engaged my tongue and, more broadly, my entire face. I was nearly drowning in her wetness. They moaned and vocalized their pleasure, sounding like an adult celestial chorus. After a while, I looked at Stacy and saw, much to my surprise, Laurie’s hands over Stacy’s breasts, and Stacy’s hands over Laurie’s, willing them to fondle her. Stacy’s head fell back and to the side, and Laurie’s face appeared to kiss her on the lips.

That was it. My mind exploded as did my cock. The amount of kinetic orgasmic energy erupting in the room tested the boundaries of physics. We all came at once. It was an orgasmic frenzy. I lost track of everything. I didn’t know if I was fucking Laurie or Stacy, eating Stacy or Laurie. I had drifted into a pool of liquid bliss without a compass.

Once the tremors subsided, the women collapsed to the bed panting with their breasts heaving wondrously. Stacy’s right leg laid across my torso and I could feel it twitching. I stroked it and she responded. She attempted to cuddle up to my side but first had to get Laurie to reorient herself as well. They worked it out and landed on either side of me.

I held them in my arms and their hands roamed my chest. A round of kissing ensued, but it was awkward until we got our timing figured out. Once the kissing was over we settled down, all of us still breathing deeply. After we calmed down we slipped into the afterglow.

Stacy’s light snore was soon followed by Laurie’s. I laid there re-imagining a vision I never anticipated witnessing in my lifetime, one of Laurie fondling Stacy’s tits, and them kissing like mad lovers. I fell asleep feeling content even though I didn’t know what any of it meant.

Or where it would lead.

The next morning the women were on the sheepish side. My guess was they’d surprised themselves. It didn’t feel like an urgent issue and I trusted in time they’d discuss it alone and figure out where they were going.

Stacy announced she’d be in London for most of August and Laurie reprised the idea of a Bimini trip for Labor Day. I nixed it knowing the season wasn’t especially ripe for fishing. We settled on spending the holiday weekend in Hilton Head.

In the meantime, Adam would be caught up in training for his new airline, a foreign carrier, as part of his new life plan. It was based in Dubai, which meant he would be gone for weeks at a time.

So, Laurie and I were left to our devices during August. Our new, spiced up love life proved to have great momentum. We loved each other all month long like newlyweds, and it’s truly how we felt.

***
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ADAM RETURNED TO THE deck with a tray of drinks. He’d gone the full nine yards, including napkins, stirring sticks and from somewhere had scored tiny cocktail umbrellas for the vodka tonics. The women gave him a satisfactory “Ew, nice!” and we all toasted.

After our August alone together with no one sharing our bed, nor either of us having adult sleepovers in the guestroom, seeing Laurie topless in front of Adam struck me as it had on Memorial Day. She’d been diligent all summer about avoiding tan lines, and her breasts looked like they belong to a St Tropez coed. Any man possessing sight would have stared at them with envy in his heart. I was indeed a lucky man.

Following the second round of drinks we were ready to eat. Stacy had selected and reserved seats at a walk-to destination called The Old Oyster House. It didn’t sound appetizing to me. Oysters were risky enough without aging, and I’d never seen an “Old Meat” restaurant. When I shared my observations, I received only a volley of eye-rolls and no signs of concern.

I wore my cherished and faded Hard Rock Cafe, Hong Kong t-shirt over flat-front khaki shorts. Adam dressed nearly the same, and the women opted for practical but tastefully sexy sundresses. No one would think we were in town for a sex addicts convention. It was a short walk, and my foot registered no complaints. The thick air gave us all a sheen of perspiration.

A hostess greeted us full of praise for our restaurant selection. She assured us we were welcome and hoped we would have a pleasant dining experience. The general ambiance was one of spectacular consumption. Our table was, as should be expected, sticky. The plastic coated menus featured an array of battered sea creatures and greasy sides. As both Stacy and Laurie had long ago grown tired of my food snobbery, I held my tongue.

We shared two dozen Connecticut Blue Points, which meant we were sticking it to the local fisherman, and I chose fried scallops for my main course. It arrived not on a plate, which was likely deemed too practical or pretentious, but in a red plastic basket lined with wax paper. Still, I held my tongue. Shoving aside the unrequested hush puppies, I found six medium-sized scallops. I had to admit they were delicious, but when is butter not delicious?

Once Laurie and Adam got lost in a two-party discussion, Stacy leaned over and stabbed my remaining scallop with her fork. Surprisingly, it was made of stainless steel rather than plastic. Normally, I don’t mind sharing my food, but I had been counting down and expecting the last scallop I tasted to be the penultimate one.

“Oh, yummy,” said Stacy.

“I’m glad you liked it.” I put down my fork and took a long swig of watery beer. We’d ordered a family size pitcher.

“So,” she continued. “We’ve got a surprise for you later.”

What could possibly comprise a surprise after all that preceded us that summer?

“What kind of surprise?”

“You know the usual answer to that question.”

“It wouldn’t be a surprise if you told me.”

“See, seafood makes you smart.” She foraged around the hush puppies hoping to score another scallop.

“I’ll tell you, though. I’m not sure about it.” She glanced at Laurie and back to me. “Your wife is crazy. Sometimes I can’t believe what I’ll do for her.”

I thought of the last time the three of us were together. Not the breakfast bit. The night before bit. I had no idea how to translate it into the evening ahead.

We settled the bill and decided to walk along the shore to our cottage. It involved only a slight deviation. We removed our sandals once reaching the sand and headed down to the waterline. It was already dark, and the sea looked spooky rather than inviting. I envisioned sharks trolling for unwary tourists.

Stacy, having no such visions, walked out to knee depth, or just deep enough to meet the performance requirements of younger sharks. As I didn’t have a fetish for amputees, I mentioned the possibility.

“Jesus, Ethan. Lighten up.” She arranged her hair into a knot on top of her head, removed her sundress and bra, and doggy-paddled out to chin depth.

“That looks like fun,” said Laurie, who followed suit.

Adam didn’t budge. Being an avid fisherman like myself, he understood the nighttime predatory behavior of sharks and prudently kept to the shore.

“They’re crazy,” I said.

“No. Remember, they’re free spirits. I admire them. I’d join them, but too much salt water irritates my skin. It gives me a rash. He demonstrated by showing me his forearm, which I couldn’t see clearly due to the nature of nighttime.

So much for my thesis. I watched the women circle around each other, also keeping an eye out for vectoring fins. After five minutes they returned to shore looking like two lovely mermaids. When they shook their hair out I worried they’d draw paparazzi. Neither of them dressed. When we passed an elderly couple, they simply covered their breasts and called it good.

We rinsed our feet at the cottage’s outdoor tap, and Stacy and Laurie went inside to shower. Adam made us another round of drinks and we sat on the deck. He got me up to speed on the new expat side of his life, qualifying Dubai as a Mecca for decadent displays of wealth and the people drawn to it.

“There are beautiful women everywhere,” he said. “If I say I’m a pilot, they frown and move on. They’re looking for sheiks.”

“It sounds like they’re bimbos. Gold diggers.”

“Liz would be happy there.” He laughed at his comment. Liz’s name was now only resurrected for use in punchlines.

“So,” I said. “You don’t par…”

“Partake? Never. I’ve learned my lesson.”

The idea that Adam could be dating other women, which is to say other than Laurie, was not a concern. He and Laurie had talked about it. The same possibility existed for Stacy. To say otherwise would be foolish.

Laurie was the first to reappear. She was wearing an extremely casual mini dress of some kind, but not one you’d wear out of the house. I wasn’t sure what to call it. It plunged in front. The midriff area was a see-thru crochet in a repeating half-moon design. The skirt part had a frilly, almost ethereal look with a random length hemline. In sum, it looked like something ancient Roman women might wear when they tired of their togas. It’s loose-fit meant it followed her curves in a swishy, alluring sort of way. It’s clinginess meant it was revealing without revealing anything.

Stacy soon followed wearing a plain white terrycloth robe.

“No time to shop, eh?” I said, looking at Stacy but nodding to Laurie.

Stacy opened her robe to reveal new lingerie, a lacy white panty and bra set. “I shopped.” She closed her robe and laughed.

“Pretty!” said Laurie.

“You too, babe!” Stacy mouthed her a kiss and winked. Something was up there.

Adam left to get them drinks. It was a sticky night. Annoying Sphinx moths with their flirty pink hind wings were circling and bumping into the single deck light. I got up to turn off the light as Adam was returning from the bright indoors.

“Thanks,” he said. He had to stand still for a moment before his eyes adjusted. The moths migrated elsewhere as the stars revealed themselves, and there was a hint of moonlight on the horizon. I sat next to Stacy, now fanning herself with the lapels of her robe. For me, it produced a strobe effect of flashing boob and white terrycloth.

She leaned over. “Bet you can’t wait, huh?”

“For the surprise?”

“No. Christmas.”

“Okay, the surprise… When do you plan to spring it?”

“What surprise?” asked Adam.

“Stacy!” said Laurie, in a worried tone.

“It’s nothing!” said Stacy. “Let’s drink why don’t we? Here’s to us!” She held up her drink and we all toasted to us.

“Adam was telling me about the women in Dubai,” I said, to stir up a conversation.

“Pray tell,” said Laurie, pretending to be mildly concerned. “What about the women of Dubai, Adam?”

He shifted in his deck chair. “I told Ethan if I tell them I’m a pilot I become a ghost. They move on until they find a sheik or rich footballer from Britain. They hang out there a lot.”

“You’re saying being a pilot has a low status in Dubai?”

“Servant class.”

“The women are probably gold diggers,” I said, repeating my earlier conjecture to Adam. “They’re there to screw for money.”

“Stacy,” said Laurie. “You should move to Dubai!” She laughed.

“No thanks. I’m happy with just screwing your husband for now.” In most other social situations this statement would have caused an awkward silence.

“Touché,” said Laurie.

We discussed gold digging and bimbos for a good ten minutes. I shared a comment my mother once made about the women of Playboy not having other options in life.

“I’m afraid it’s true,” said Laurie. “They haven’t prepared themselves to have other options in life.”

Stacy wasn’t so sure. “If they’re beautiful, they may as well cash in on it.”

“You didn’t,” I said.

“No. I had other op… You fucker.” She slugged my arm. “Okay, I had other options. But if I didn’t I could see it, maybe. I don’t know.”

Adam saw this as a good opportunity to dig into the female psyche. “Have either of you ever used your feminine wiles to advantage?”

“Advantage?” asked Laurie.

“To get something, like a promotion, a job?”

“Does the Pope shit in the woods?” said Stacy, mixing metaphors.

“You mean a bear,” I said.

“Then what’s the Pope do in the woods?”

I had to give it some thought. “Nothing. I think that one is ‘Does the Pope wear a funny hat?’.”

“People!” said Adam. “Forget bears and Popes.”

“Yes,” said Stacy. “The answer to your question is yes.”

Naturally, I was curious to hear more. “What have you done in that vein, Stacy?”

“Gee, let me think.” She pretended to think while flashing us her boobs.

“You’ve flashed your boobs for advancement?” asked Laurie.

“No! I mean, I don’t hide the fact I have spectacular boobs.”

“That’s pretty harmless,” I said. “It used to be pretty status quo in the Fifties and Sixties. If you had them, you flaunted them. June Cleaver had them. Why do you think anyone bothered with Leave It To Beaver?”

“That’s a reach,” said Laurie.

“What’s a Leave It To Beaver? Sounds like porn,” said Stacy.

“It was a family sitcom back in our parent’s day,” said Laurie.

“Like Bewitched,” said Stacy. “She was stacked.”

Perhaps it was the drinks. We were having trouble sticking to a single line of thought. “Anyway, Laurie, how about you?”

She thought for a moment. “I told you about the professor.”

“What professor?” asked Adam.

“Oh, I’ll tell you later.” It was weird to imagine Laurie sharing her professor affair story with Adam, but I let it go.

“That’s it?” I asked.

She thought some more. “I may have unbuttoned a button or two for a meeting, maybe even an interview. I was a waitress in college. It’s pretty standard, I think. You sex it up to get those kinds of jobs.”

“See,” said Adam. “Women have advantages men don’t have.”

“Do you want to be a waitress, Adam?” asked Stacy.

Everyone laughed. I wondered if there was more. “What else have you two done by way of exploiting your bodies?”

“When you put it that way, it’s sounds sordid,” said Laurie. “If you mean, have I ever given a blowjob for a favor, no.”

“Hello?” said Stacy. “Professor? Grades?” I knew Stacy wouldn’t miss an opportunity like this one.

“Oh God,” said Laurie, most likely blushing, though it was hard to tell in the low light. “I told you I had a crush! It doesn’t count!”

No doubt Adam couldn’t wait for the full story. Technically, Laurie had offered sex in exchange for a better grade, though she only used the grade issue as a ruse to get closer to him. I remembered Stacy’s situation with her boss. Had her career benefitted from having slept with him? Adam was aware of this situation and I judged it best to keep it out of the mix.
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Chapter 27: Expanding Horizons
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Our talk drifted into failed romances and embarrassing dating mishaps. It always surprised me to hear jacking off boys was viewed by girls more as a courtesy than an intimacy.

“It was no big deal,” said Stacy. “In most cases, it was over before you could grab a tissue. Why do you think moms of teenagers always had all those boxes of Kleenex everywhere, even in the cars?”

I wondered about digital stimulation from boys, and how girls liked this part of their sexual journey while growing up.

“Fireworks,” said Laurie. “The first time a boy touched me there my head blew off. He didn’t know what he was doing though.”

Stacy concurred. “It’s a big step, but it takes boys forever to figure it out.”

“But when they hit the right spot…” said Laurie.

“It changes everything.” They both laughed.

I noticed more and more Stacy and Laurie were trading secret glances and smiling. I distinctly saw the former’s lips mouth a “not now”. Whatever they had in mind, for the present Stacy was keeping a lid on it. Perhaps she was summoning whatever courage she needed for them to execute their surprise. I was becoming more intrigued by the minute, but also nervous. I wondered how it might include Adam.

“Hey! Let’s do some shots!” said Stacy. I guessed I was right about summoning the courage. “Ethan, do your tomato juice thingies with the tequila.

I did the honors. Ten minutes later I was passing around shots.

“To Labor Day!” I said. I confess I didn’t give the toast much thought. We all downed a shot, and I set up the second round as a stiff, hot breeze slipped in from nowhere.

“Storm coming,” said Laurie. She stood, walked to the far end of the deck and looked westward over the cottage. “Lightning.”

“Cool,” said Stacy. A second more determined breeze arrived along with a low rumble of thunder. As the air needed a good scrub, I was happy for it. It was moving past ten and I was beginning to feel anxious about the pending surprise from the women. The prospects for the weekend’s sleeping arrangements had been sealed before we arrived. For the next two nights, I was sharing a bedroom with Stacy, as would be Laurie and Adam. I had been looking forward to going to bed all day. Viewing Stacy in her new underwear, bought expressly for me, added to my anticipation.

A plump raindrop landed squarely on my forehead, then another on my knee, and within seconds a deluge followed. It was clearly one of those fast moving, late summer storms the south was famous for. We moved indoors as a nearby lightning strike illuminated the beach and ocean. A thunderclap arrived almost instantly.

“That was close,” said Adam.

Perhaps God was unleashing his fury upon The Old Oyster House. I could think of several reasons why this could be the case.

We assembled around the kitchen island where I set up another round of shots. I assumed three would be enough for Stacy to summons her courage for whatever surprise the two women had in mind. She was standing with her robe open, its ties hanging languidly at her side. With the indoor light I could see Laurie’s get-up was nearly transparent. I had an immense attraction to both of these women.

Laurie, standing next to Adam, put her arm around him and they kissed. Until this point, none of us had been behaving in an attached fashion. A casual observer wouldn’t have known who went with whom couples-wise. The kiss shifted the mood and put us into gear. Stacy moved closer, put her arms around my neck, and pulled me in for a kiss. This caused her robe to open all the way. When she released me I took in the full effect of her lingerie. It was lovely. The panties were high-cut and sheer with a pretty lace gusset matching the pattern on the bra. Though sheer, I couldn’t detect pubic hair, so perhaps the transparency was an illusion.

She turned and leaned into the island counter. Laurie gave her a mysterious look and kissed Adam once more before coming around to meet Stacie, who reflexively moved in her direction. When they met, Stacy rolled her robe off her shoulders causing it to fall to the floor. Their arms went around each other and their lips came together in a wet, open-mouthed kiss.

This was not expected.

Stacy tilted her head back and laughed, muttered an “Oh, God, I can’t believe I’m doing this”, and resumed the kiss, interrupted by frequent giggles. An aura surrounded them. The kissing went from experimental and goofing around to serious like a switch had been flicked. Their hands roamed with purpose. Laurie landed her left palm over Stacy’s breast, making her swoon. They became lost in each other until Stacy broke the spell.

She laughed to the extent that she bent over holding her stomach before composing herself. She looked at me and back to Laurie, who looked sheepish and shy.

“You okay?” asked Laurie, in a whisper. Stacy nodded.

The latter turned to me. “Laurie’s coming out.” She laughed.

Laurie buried her head in Stacy’s neck before speaking.

“Honey,” she said. “Stacy said I could experiment! I’m not coming out!”

“Well, whatever, girl,” said Stacy. “You just kissed me with your tongue.” They kissed again. “See?” She giggled, seemingly surprised by her action.

I hadn’t moved from the time they fell into each other’s arms for their first embrace. I’d completely forgotten Adam was present. To say I had an erection would be an understatement. I wasn’t sure what Stacy had meant with the coming out, and Laurie’s clarification hadn’t added any real clarity. I focused on “experiment” and went with it.

“You want to experiment with a woman, and Stacy told you it was okay.” This summed it up.

“That’s the idea,” said Laurie. “You don’t mind, do you?”

“No.” I looked at Adam. “I doubt Adam minds either.” I wasn’t sure why Adam should have a say in the matter but suspected it would be discourteous to leave him out. He shook his head.

“By all means,” he said. “You’re in safe company.”

“Oh, God,” said Stacy.

“You’re not sure about this, Stacy?” I asked.

“No! I’m fine. Really.” She looked at Laurie and smiled. “What my girl wants, she gets!” She grabbed Laurie’s hand and let her into the bigger of the two bedrooms which had a king-size bed. I assumed I was invited to follow as did Adam.

Once in the bedroom, Laurie took off her dress. She too was wearing lovely lingerie. They both climbed onto the bed in their underwear and centered themselves. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I sat in an occasional chair. Adam took this as a cue to occupy its twin on the other side of a small dresser. We were now facing the women diagonally from the side.

They started kissing, slowly and tenderly. Stacy was exhibiting, if not a reluctance, a general timidity, and needed to warm up to the situation. This was not a case of two coeds kissing to tantalize two college boys, but two women with another destination in mind, and their enthusiasm was not as yet equally distributed.

Stacy was going along with Laurie’s wish to experiment with same-sex sex, and must have been curious herself. Who could they both trust more than each other? They had already tasted it during our threesome earlier in the summer, and the results had apparently been inconclusive on both sides. They wanted to know for sure whether it was the novelty or true desire that sparked their first brief encounter.

There was no question they both enjoyed men and their equipment. Nothing was at risk here. If anything, they were simply expanding their horizons, which was clearly the theme of our summer. Laurie was now a hotwife with liberties to enjoy other men. This was the theory at least. She hadn’t moved beyond Adam, and her doing so would have involved a range of as yet unexplored emotions which didn’t, for unclear reasons, apply to her being with women.

I reflected in a sidebar fashion on one possibility of this new horizon. In the future, Laurie and I could be visiting a tropical resort. We’d meet an exotic woman, chemistries would ensue, and we all three would end up in bed. I discovered I did not have a resistance to this possibility.

As the women kissed and fondled, I was surprised when Stacy took the lead and pull down Laurie’s bra. She sucked her nipple, and not playfully or for show. She appeared driven to do so. At first, she was tender, but earnest sucking followed like she was inhaling Laurie’s entire breast. I would have thought it too rough, but Laurie moaned as her head tilted back and her toes curled. Stacy pulled Laurie’s bra all the way down and introduced herself to the other nipple as her hand descended between Laurie’s legs.

Stacy’s fingers cupped Laurie’s panties and gently massaged. Laurie’s body responded by rolling into the activity occurring over breasts and between her legs, moaning loudly and continuously. Stacy’s hand disappeared into Laurie’s panties, and I saw the outline of her knuckles as her fingers penetrated and twirled. It was mesmerizing.

“Oh God Stacy!” said Laurie. “I can’t believe…”

“Shush,” vocalized Stacy, sealing her instruction with a kiss.

Fully aroused, Laurie sat up and pushed Stacy flat. She descended on her breasts, her lips and kisses capturing the exposed flesh as she pulled Stacy’s bra down. Stacy, at first tense, relaxed into it as her breasts heaved into Laurie’s mouth, willing her to suck them. As Laurie did so, Stacy’s pelvis rolled gently as if pulled by forces beyond her control.

Laurie’s hand fell to Stacy’s panties. Stacy covered it with her own, arresting it until she mustered the courage to let Laurie proceed. For both women, this degree of intimacy was a first. They were both allowing another woman to finger them, a boundary I could never breach with my own gender. Stacy relaxed and Laurie’s hand slipped inside the panty as her fingers explored another woman’s pussy. I was certain neither of them had ever done this before.

Because they were so overcome with each other, I wondered if they’d forgotten we were watching them. Or maybe they hadn’t and knowing they were being watched added to the eroticism of the moment. I would find out later.

There was no question whether they had reached a level playing field and were enjoying each other equally, or what they were doing to each other. All timidity evaporated, and they intuitively followed their erotic instincts, instincts they were only now uncovering.

Then a moment arrived when this seemed not to be the case.

Laurie sat up and reoriented herself to pull down Stacy’s panties. Instead of lifting her bottom to ease the process, Stacy froze. I saw her mouth the words, “Are you sure?”. Laurie responded by sinking her fingers into either side of Stacy’s panties to pull them off. The latter hesitated before finally lifting her bottom, then Laurie slid the panties down Stacy’s long legs and let them drop to the bed.

I now understood why I hadn’t detected any pubic hair through Stacy’s sheer panties. There wasn’t any. She was now as bald as an egg.

Laurie slipped off her underwear and moved between Stacie’s legs, opened just wide enough for her kneel between them. Laurie fiddled with her hair to keep it from falling, knotting it into an improvised ponytail and bent down to kiss Stacy’s inner thighs, slowly working her way up as she spread them apart. Stacy, now eager for what Laurie was about to do, opened her legs wide and raised and bent her knees, which she gripped with either hand. Her feet hung in the air. It was the most vulnerable position a woman could assume, and the one most accommodating to Laurie’s intentions.

Laurie paused to whisper. “Stacy, are you okay?”

Stacy signaled she was fine. She reached a hand to caress Laurie’s cheek, who leaned into it and gave it a kiss.

They kept their eyes locked as Laurie’s face fell to kiss Stacy’s mons veneris, now pristinely hairless. Laurie’s tongue explored its gentle curves before moving between Stacy’s legs.

Stacy released a theatrical gasp as her body involuntarily twitched. “Oh fuck, Laurie!” She let go of her knees and her head fell to the pillow.

Laurie’s head bobbed as Stacy’s body writhed and twisted and thrust beneath her. Whatever initial timidity existed was gone completely. Her legs were spread wide open for another woman.

“Oh, Jesus!” Stacy’s voice a mix of agony and ecstasy, pain and rapture. She went into sensory overload. “Fucking hell, Laurie! You’re eating my pussy… Oh, God… OH FUCK!” Her pelvis lunged into Laurie’s mouth. Watching Laurie’s gorgeous ass, seeing her work her magic on Stacy, forced me to harvest all the resistance I could muster to not join them, to not walk over and sink my lust into Laurie. Was I suppose to? Was Adam? Soon it was too late for it to matter.

Stacy erupted. Her voice filled the cottage with ecstatic wails. Her body spasmed as Laurie’s tongue took her over the edge. The tsunami of her orgasm took them both into another dimension.

Once recovered, Stacy pulled Laurie up over her belly to her breasts, which were heaving immaculately. Holding Laurie in her arms, Stacy gently swayed her in silence, then rolled them over to their sides and sat up. She looked at Laurie with disbelieving eyes, hesitated, gathered her courage, and motioned like she now intended to reciprocate.

Laurie stopped her, holding Stacy’s face in her palm. Rapid whispers were exchanged. Laurie pushed Stacy’s hand down between her legs.

Stacy settled back, putting one arm around Laurie, as the fingers of her other hand manipulated Laurie’s excited lips and penetrated with their secret knowledge. They kissed as Laurie responded fervently to Stacy’s deft knowingness. Soon Laurie reached her point of no return and rolled into Stacy’s fingers with maniacal urgency. “Fucking hell Stacy!!! Oh my God, OH, MY, God…” Stacy knew exactly how to focus this wave of orgasm consuming Laurie. OH GOD STACY!!! OH, MY GOD!!!

There was clearly a connection between God and orgasms, which would explain much about classical art. Watching Laurie and Stacy make love opened a vein of divine perception in my mind and soul. It was this same divine perception which informed the world’s great masterpieces.

Once her orgasm was complete, Stacy curled Laurie’s body into her own. Her free hand tenderly stroked Laurie’s lovely bottom as a leg went immodestly over her side.

I was locked in the moment, had no sense of time or awareness of place—and was unsure of myself. I didn’t know if I should slink away and let them have a private moment or climb onto the bed and ravage them both. There were risks with being too civilized. One could miss out on unusual experiences, particularly of the erotic variety.

There was a tap on my shoulder. I turned and there was Adam with a drink. He handed it to me without expression. I was grateful and gulped it down without tasting it.

It was now clear the “surprise” was to witness my wife having her first full-on lesbian encounter. Or was it her first full-on bi encounter? Neither one of them was a lesbian, I was sure of this. It was a profound experience. And forever forward, should we find ourselves in a game of truth or dare, Laurie would be armed with one more possibility to shock her audience. This was not mere speculation. In our early married life, we played truth or dare with a group of her old friends. The question of whether she had ever been with a woman came up and she answered honestly. She hadn’t. I tried to remember if her declaration carried with it a tone of frustration or disappointment.

Whispering between the women signaled their post-coital moment had passed. Stacy sat up, straightened her bra and put on her panties. Laurie slipped away to the bathroom.

“Hey boys,” said Stacy, smiling. “Did you enjoy that?” She scooted to the edge of the bed and stood, adjusted her bra again and shook out her hair. Neither Adam nor I spoke. She came over and sat on my lap. “You two are up next.”

This statement sent icicles down my spine. What could possibly be up next other than, what, a foursome? I wasn’t there yet. I wasn’t ready to share Stacy with another man. Flames of jealousy singed my brain at the very thought but also desires borne of erotic panic. It was the same mix I initially endured sharing Laurie but somehow much more severe. The idea that Stacy had crossover and now wanted Adam’s cock, impressive as it was, shocked me. Or was I jumping to conclusions?

“What do you mean we’re up?” I asked, as calmly as I could.

“This might surprise you, but your wife has never been with two men at once.”

“And now…”

“And now she wants to change that.” She stood. “Come on, boys, it’s time to get naked.” I didn’t move. “Ethan, your wife can’t do this without your help, unless you can think of someone to call to take your place.” She laughed, pulled me up, unbuttoned my shorts, and pulled the zipper down. “Oh my, what’s this?” She pushed my shorts and underwear down freeing my erection. “That’s a good sport.” She gave my cock a kiss and stood. “Now the shirt.”

Laurie returned from the bathroom with eyes ablaze, went to Adam, and gave him the same encouragement Stacy had given me.

As Laurie was preparing Adam and enjoying a sidebar conversation, I whispered to Stacy: “And what about you?”

She gave me a wide-eyed, goofy-faced look, perhaps imitating an excited child. It was close. “I get to watch!” This offered the relief I was looking for. She wasn’t partaking. “Hey! Will you get me a drink? I’m thirsty!”

I wasn’t sure why she couldn’t help herself but didn’t mind. Or perhaps she wanted to speak to me in private. This latter course proved to be the case. I told Laurie we would be back in a minute.

“So,” Stacy said, once in the kitchen. “What did you really think?”

“About you and Laurie having sex?”

“Of course.”

“I was surprised at both of you. Recall when she joked in the hall the first night when Adam was too drunk to know what was going on?”

“I’ll let you know after you tell me what I’m supposed to remember.”

“She made a gagging gesture when you said you were worried about her going down on you if we all shared a bed.”

“Oh, that!” She laughed. “No. I don’t really remember. I was a little drunk myself so… Anyway, it’s a tell.”

“How so?”

“If you don’t want to do something, you let it go. If you want to pretend you don’t want to do something because you’re afraid you might want to, you go out of your way to prove you don’t want to do it.”

“That was clear as mud.”

“Don’t be a dick. You know what I mean.”

“She pretended the idea of going down on a woman would make her sick to make us think she wouldn’t go for it.”

“Yeah, like I said.”

“Okay.”

“Did you notice anything else?”

“Well, you seemed to enjoy it. You liked being with another woman, but I did notice you had to warm up to it.”

“Not that! I mean me personally.” She pulled her panties down to move the discussion along.

“You shaved.”

“No! I had myself waxed. You can put pussy waxing on the list of things I’ll never do again.”

“Why did you do it?”

“For Laurie. When she asked if she could go down on me, I looked at myself and thought, God, I need to get things in order down there. One thing led to another.”

“I like you being natural.” I truly did. There was nothing like having a woman’s pubic hair in your mouth to make you feel like you’d bonded.

“You can like me both ways now. It feels kinky as hell. Touch me.” I slipped my hand into her panties. It did feel kinky, and my cock responded favorably.

“See, you like it.”

A call from Laurie drew our attention away from Stacy’s pubic situation.

“Hey, remember I want you too,” said Stacy, as we were returning to the bedroom. “You don’t have to come, you only have to perform.” She winked. I took a healthy swig of the drink I’d prepared for her and handed it over half empty.

“Gee, thanks.”
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Chapter 28: Another Threshold
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Laurie and Adam stood arm-in-arm, looking like an attractive naked couple posing for a nudist couples resort. I doubted the effect of seeing my wife nude with another man would ever wear off. It was like the expression the gift that keeps on giving. I was experiencing ever higher states of arousal anticipating what was to follow. Surely, there must be a state of arousal which would be the highest achievable, and I clearly hadn’t found it yet.

Stacy took the chair I had occupied. She sat with her long legs slightly apart and, supported by an elbow resting on the arm of the chair, her index finger crossed her lips. Her free hand held the drink which could just as well been a tub of popcorn. She was waiting for the show to begin.

Laurie reached out a hand signaling I was to join her and Adam. She torqued my arm to move me closer to him, got down on her knees and dedicated one hand each to our cocks. Using them to pull us even closer, she took Adam’s into her mouth, switched to mine, then went back and forth between us.

A now familiar panic settled over me as Adam’s member disappeared into her lips. Watching your wife suck another man’s cock can have that effect. It was the moment of insertion which produced the most profound moment. Laurie’s jaw would drop, her lips would form a circle, and the crown of Adam’s cock would slip into her mouth.

She started pumping and alternating her glances as she sucked. She would look at me when on Adam, and vice versa. This was a wordless way of saying do you see what I’m doing? Do you see this other man’s cock in my mouth?

After a short time, and perhaps to prevent it from becoming old hat, she gave our cocks a final kiss and stood, still holding them.

“Do you boys want to fuck me now?” I assumed it was a rhetorical question. She seldom if ever used the word “fuck” which meant she was going all in. She smiled, turned, and went to the bed. “One of you lie down. I don’t care which.”

Adam, feeling I should be the one to call dibs, waited for me to make my move. I was game either way, so I crawled to the center of the bed. Laurie got between my legs, scooted me back a foot, and raised herself onto her hands and knees.

She looked back to Adam. “Fuck me, Adam.” With that, she bent down and took me into her mouth as Adam mounted her from behind. She moaned her consent, sending a vibration down my shaft and into my soul. For the first time in her life, she was gratifying two men at once. Put another but less delicate way, she had a cock inside her at both ends, and she wanted this to be the case. She wanted two men to fuck her at once.

Adam thrust. Laurie, now reacquainted with his prodigious size, had to release me to gasp. “Oh, Adam! Oh God… Not so deep… Okay… Okay…” She resumed sucking as Adam continued his now moderated thrusting. The whole bed was in motion. A rhythm soon developed, the two of them in a harmony of purpose while I was strictly on the receiving end. I too wanted to fuck my wife as she sucked Adam’s cock, but I was already too close to the edge. I wondered if we were taking a step beyond Project Hotwife. I wasn’t sure. For the first time, she was in a menage with two men. At no point in our married life, right up to that Memorial Day weekend, did I ever imagine it being something we would do.

However she was processing the situation, something I would, of course, eventually come to know, it was having an effect. She was rocking her ass into Adam and sucking my cock with even more determination. Our soundtrack was one of slapping flesh, sucking noises, manly grunts, and feminine gasps. Soon, two men would be taking Laurie over the edge. Feeling compelled to narrate that moment, Laurie would have to release me.

The moment came.

“OH GOD! JESUS!… I’M GOING TO COME! ADAM! ETHAN!… Come in me! Fill me with your cum!” She resumed with my cock, knowing I was there. I was resisting, but from the time Adam mounted Laurie and I had this view of him fucking her from behind, I knew I would fail. Adam grunted as Laurie continued to suck and pump my shaft. Her moans vibrated throughout me.

My cocked pulsed as it released streams of cum into Laurie’s mouth. Adam came too, grunting like a caveman. Laurie swallowed and gasped and released herself into the abyss of a second orgasm, hurling her signature expletives and blasphemies into the air before finally collapsing on top of me. Adam fell on her back but supported his weight with his arms. He released a few final spasms, which ricocheted through her body and mine, and fell to her side. Laurie scooted up my torso and showered my face and lips with kisses.

I glanced at Stacy. Her eyes were closed and her fingers were inside her panties, perhaps resting after furious activity. She may have sensed I was looking as her eyes opened. A coy smile ensued and she blew me a kiss. Seeing her there in her pristine white lingerie, as lovely as any man could wish, made me worry I’d let her down. But I knew I hadn’t. She was already inspiring me.

Laurie gave me a summary kiss. “I love you Ethan so much! Now go take care of Stacy. She needs you too.”

She turned to Adam, rolling off me completely. She hugged and kissed him now. I sat up, fully assured my wife was happy and left the bed. I took Stacy’s hand and led her out of the room. We stopped in the kitchen where I grabbed two Pellegrino sparkling waters from the fridge. I handed her one, opened mine and drank it half down in one gulp.

“Bloody Orange,” she said, looking at the label. “Somehow it seems appropriate.” She took a big swig and put it on the counter while releasing a sound suggesting she found the beverage satisfying.

“Enjoy the show?” I asked.

She thought about it. “You forgot the part about not coming.” She laughed.

“You could tell I guess.”

“Does the Pope wear a funny hat?” She held my cock, which was showed signs of a full revival. “You’re in good shape.”

“What about you? I saw your hand in your panties. It looked like it’d been busy.”

She grinned. “I was staying warmed up for you.” She put her arms around me and kissed hard. Feeling her body against mine was heaven. I loved women in their underwear as much as I loved them naked.

We finished our drinks and I led her into the other bedroom. Stacy started to remove her bra but I stopped her. “No, leave your underwear on.” She obeyed, and we crawled onto the bed and laid side-by-side facing each other. My free hand rested on the swell of her hip while her free hand held my cock, her thumb gently swirling around the tip.

“You’ve got quite the stamina, I’d say,” she said.

“Blame the beautiful women in my life.”

“Aw, thanks.” She gave me a kiss.

“Really, what was it like watching the three of us?”

“It was hot. I guess I could feel what Laurie was feeling. She’s got some lungs, hasn’t she? And I thought I was a screamer.”

I laughed. “You’re not so quiet yourself when you have an orgasm.”

“You and Adam don’t say anything. You grunt.”

“What about other men?”

She pretended the question needed a hard think, as if much sorting needed doing. “One guy started yelling, ‘Oh, baby! Oh, baby! I’ll always love you baby’. I hated that. He’d only known me a couple of hours.”

“I guess it didn’t sound sincere.”

“You can baby me if you want, but grunting is fine. It’s kind of manly actually. My friend Amy said the worst sound in the world was the silence of married orgasms.”

This was a funny observation and probably true, but not true in my case. “Laurie screams profanities when it’s only us, you know. Well, you heard it yourself.”

“Amy was speaking generally. I don’t think she knows you guys… By the way, my tits are free at the moment, if you’d like to feel them.”

I loved feeling breasts through the bra so I didn’t hesitate. Stacy trembled at my touch and moved her hand over my back to pull me closer. We kissed, but gently, our breathing slowly catching up to the direction our bodies were going. I undid her bra and my mouth fell to her nipples, sucking harder than was my custom, perhaps having learned from watching Laurie’s technique earlier in the evening. Stacy purred like a lioness as her body swayed.

My hand slipped into her panties. Her breasts swelled as her lungs filled with a deep, anticipatory breath. My fingers traced the swells of her lips and slipped into their wetness and the warmth deep inside. Her body flexed into my hand as her body undulated.

“Oh, fuck yes!” she said, breathlessly. “God, Ethan, I do love your touch…” I could tell she didn’t have far to go.

I didn’t know where it came from, but I had to ask her something. My heart constricted as I formed the words. I hated that I was about to say them.

“Stacy, did you envy Laurie tonight? Did you want to be her?”

“Oh, Ethan… No… Yes… What do you want to hear? I would do it for you.” Her breathing was becoming heavy, labored.

“You would fuck Adam for me?” The thought pierced me like a harpoon until it didn’t. It now had the opposite effect. It filled my heart with passion.

“I’ll do anything for you… Oh, Ethan… Fuck me now…” She pushed me aside, removed her panties, and pulled me on top as she spread her legs. Her hand guided me in. “Oh, fucking yes… so good… Oh Ethan! You’re fucking me again!” I was, and it still astounded me we would be doing this. We had once said we couldn’t. Now we couldn’t not make love, and we had my wife’s blessings.

I paced myself, slowly inserting and withdrawing completely. I loved the sensation of sliding into her aqueous warmth, feeling her pussy clench my shaft as it slowly made its passage to and fro. It was a gift of delirious proportions when a woman opened her legs for you, when she willed you to make love to her.

Stacy wanted me.  She wanted my cock inside her. She had opened herself up to me. The idea she might open herself to Adam as well, spread her legs for him, be wet for him, rushed into my mind. I couldn’t help myself from asking again. Her reply would sting because we both now knew this game. If she said yes, my erotic fever would channel into her, into our lovemaking, our savage fucking, our delirious hunger for each other.

“Would you suck Adam’s cock?”

“Yes. I’ll suck Adam’s cock. I’ll lick his balls… Ethan, anything… Yes, his big dick… I’ll suck it while you watch… Oh God, Ethan…”

She lunged herself into me, lifting her ass off the bed, then her legs rose in the air and circled my back as her nails dug into my shoulders. A fever was rising inside me, a fever of lust and passion and unqualified love for both Laurie and Stacy.

“You want to do it, Stacy? You want to swallow Adam’s cum? You want him to fuck you hard like this, his big cock deep inside…?”

“OH FUCK!!! YES!!! YOU CAN BOTH FUCK ME… OH GOD ETHAN!!!” Stacy’s orgasm filled the room as it swallowed me whole. I floated with her into some ethereal dimension lined with crystalline bliss. I lost any sense of having an earthly presence. My body floated freely in space but there was oxygen and it was pure and heavenly.

We collapsed into each other, rocking, holding on like we would never let go, slowly slipping back into our earthly forms.

A thunderclap seeped into my awareness, and soon the sound of gentle rain dancing on the sun awnings. Stacy’s hands were roaming my back in tender sweeps. I lifted myself up and stared into her eyes. They were wet, and a tear had left a line down her cheek.

I rolled to her side, put an arm around her shoulders and she curled into me, a leg crossing over my thighs. We rested silently listening to the storm.
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Chapter 29: Morning Glories
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Most married couples Laurie and I knew through our employers, the ones with whom we were forced to mingle on social occasions, did not appear or act happy. You got the impression they were polishing the keys to their own prisons every time they spoke. Get one of a pair aside, and you’d hear about the shortcomings of their spouse. Their gripes were their scaffolding, their complaints the glue that held it together. Was it because they’d lost their passion for each other?

Surely this must be the case.

These thoughts were on my mind when I woke the next morning. Stacy, naked, had barely changed position overnight. She was still curled up against me, her warm hand riding my chest as it slowly rose and fell with each breath. The early morning sun illuminated her flawless skin. Her left breast rested against my side with its nipple exposed. This was not my wife’s nipple. It belonged to another woman, and my wife had given me permission to admire it, fondle it, kiss and suck on it. Other couples would likely view this as a liberal policy and one to which they could never abide.

I was sure I would love Laurie until the end of time. Stacy’s naked presence was an affirmation of this love. Laurie was smart enough to know possession wasn’t nine-tenths of the law of marriage. Couples didn’t possess each other. They loved each other. Secure in their love, they had the freedom to enjoy life openly and be honest about it. Girls liked boys. Boys liked girls. It was in their natures. Marriage didn’t change this essential fact. To deny it was to deny life.

In short, marriage, as it stood, was incompatible with our erotic instincts. This didn’t mean marriage couldn’t work. It simply needed to acknowledge the facts. Sex wasn’t a base ambition. It was the driver of life. Without it, life wouldn’t exist.

Should monogamy exist? Sure, if the couple agreed upon it. But if they came to a point where sex with other people, people they also loved, became a pleasant sounding possibility, should they deny themselves this opportunity?

As Stacy had said, successful sex outside marriage was only a possibility for solid couples. Maybe this was the key that opened the lock. Secure couples could be fearless in life.

Though I wasn’t religious, I viewed sex as a divine right. It was holy and needed to be treated with respect. Neither Laurie, Stacy or myself was interested in wanton sex, in one-nighters or coitus with random strangers in mall parking lots. Being open to an idea didn’t mean being open to all of its variable interpretations. We were all clear on this point. The exact dimensions of what we were doing were known to us.

More or less.

It would evolve as everything must evolve or risk entropy. Adam would eventually find a woman and remarry. Stacy would one day fall in love with someone. What would happen then? None of us knew, and this was okay. You could only enjoy the value of a thing or person in the moment. Beyond that was all fantasy. Perhaps another “Adam” would come along—or not. Laurie’s “hotwifing” could end with the close of summer or continue into our old age. Though hard to imagine, it was a possibility.

None of us had a crystal ball, but our present happiness did not depend on the future.

“Mmm,” hummed Stacy, waking. She stretched and yawned like a cat after an afternoon slumber. “What time is it?”

“Why? Do you need to be somewhere?”

She smiled, kissed my chest and moved to my lips. “No, here is good. You taste like sex.”

“Thanks.”

She circled her fingers gently around my cock. “You’ve been a busy boy.” She crooked her arm and rested her head in her palm as she played with my balls. As was often the case, my cock responded with haste. She chuckled before putting it in her mouth. I could feel her tongue working. “Do you want to come? I’ve got a minute.”

“It’s a nice offer, but you don’t have to.”

“I don’t mind.” She took me back in her mouth and gently pumped with her hand. Within several minutes I was lifting my pelvis into her. In response, she ramped up her pace, and a moment later I came with unusual efficiency, streaming cum into her mouth. She stayed on to the end. As I panted like a dog trying to recover, she sat up and pointed at her mouth, which she opened to reveal my liquid pearls pooling over her tongue. She swallowed and beamed like a proud child.

“Jesus Stacy!” I said, unsure of what I meant by it. Perhaps it was too out there, which isn’t to say I didn’t find it strangely arousing even in my expended state. It was my first experience with this sort of show and tell.

“Well, where did you think it went?” She swallowed again, this time with sound effects, laughed and laid next to me. “I need more sleep now.”

I kissed her head and said I was ready to get up. I jumped in the shower, slipped on my suit and went to the kitchen. No one else was up. I prepared a pot of coffee and, while it brewed, surveyed my surroundings.

The cottage, called “Our Blue Heaven”, was built as a rental and was therefore modestly equipped and furnished. I got the impression the owners, an older couple, had attended one of those get rich with real estate seminars. When I called to make arrangements, they said they had three rental units, but only the one was available due to a cancellation. I booked it sight unseen.

The coffee maker, a cheap one from Walmart most likely, made a gurgling sound. I poured a cup and went out to the deck. The ocean was quiet. Small waves curled onto the shore as an elderly couple in coordinated outfits walked along its edge. Perhaps in their day she too had been a hotwife, and they were reminiscing as they walked. Later, they would get back to their cottage and make love like teenagers.

An arm curl around my waist as its owner kissed my cheek. It was Laurie with a cup in hand.

“Good morning, honey,” she said.

“Hi.” I kissed her raised cheek.

“Did you have a good night?”

“An excellent night. You?”

“Me too.” She paused for a moment to take a sip of her coffee. “Are you okay?”

“I truly am.”

“I didn’t shock you?”

“You mean with Stacy?” She nodded. “No. I thought it might happen after that night back home, the night you joined Stacy and me in bed.”

“I wanted it to be a surprise.”

“Mission accomplished.”

“And after, with you and Adam and me?”

I thought of something Chesterton once said about women, that variability was one of a woman’s divine virtues. It went something like that. “I liked it, and most importantly, you seemed to like it. It was as Stacy told me, hot.”

“Pretty out there, huh?”

“Pretty out there.” I thought of earlier with Stacy and her show and tell. “But it’s not something we hadn’t already discussed. I think the first night with Stacy at our kitchen table, when we started talking about you and Adam, it was to be me with you and him all along. Then Stacy sort of came into the mix.”

“I’m glad you and Stacy get along. I’m sure she’s a treat for you. I know she loves you too. She told me.” She smiled, indicating she approved.

“She’s lovely, and I love her too. You’re lovely. We’re all lovely.” I wanted to be inclusive. In truth, we were all lovely, fine people. I had no doubts about this, and we all loved each other in our own special ways.

“And it’s good, right? That we’re doing this?”

“We wouldn’t be doing it if it wasn’t. I don’t want to be married to anyone else.”

“Me too. I love you so much, you know.”

“I love you too, and to the end of time.”

She squeezed my side. “You know, Ethan. There’s something I’ve wanted to tell you. Maybe now’s the time.”

I stared at her, clueless.

“You know you talk in your sleep, right?”

It was true. “Yes.”

“What I’ve never told you is, you talk a lot about that girl Colleen who broke your heart.”

This was a shock. Laurie and I had discussed this episode in my life. God, what could I have said in my sleep? Did Laurie think I still had the hots for Colleen? Is this why she never said anything?

“The thing is, you stopped talking about her after I slept with Adam. You haven’t mentioned her once since Memorial Day. You used to say her name nearly every night, and not in a pleasant way. It was like you were in misery, and she was haunting your dreams.”

I was flabbergasted. Could Laurie’s sleeping with Adam have somehow broken the curse? I did some quick analysis. Laurie had slept with another man. Another man had seen her naked, held her breasts in his palms, fucked her, done all the things to her which had tormented me when it was Colleen—but Laurie hadn’t left me. She hadn’t forsaken me for another man. She had slept with another man for us. It would all need much more processing, but the bare facts were clear. Laurie’s hotwifing had broken Colleen’s curse and returned the fire to our lovemaking.

“So,” said Laurie. “I guess Project Hotwife was a success in two ways.”

“It spiced things up for us and let me bury the ghost of Colleen.”

“The ghost of Colleen?” This was Stacy, who appeared as if delivered from a cloud. “Did you guys murder somebody?”

Laurie laughed. “No. I’ll fill you in later. We’re were talking about Project Hotwife.”

Stacy laughed. “Yeah, I’m kinda Ethan’s second hotwife, huh?”

“That’s it,” said Laurie. “Ethan gets a twofer. You don’t mind do you honey?”

Stacy put an arm around me on my other side and slipped her free hand into my suit. “I don’t think he minds at all.”

This was true. Our Hotwife Project had opened doors to a new promised land, and all was sunshine and bliss.

Laurie’s hand followed Stacy’s into my suit. “Hmm,” she said. “You know what they say, waste not, want not.” She kissed me, then Stacy. I followed them back into the cottage. Something told me Stacy was about to open another door for herself, and Laurie would be her accomplice. Where I would fit into this mix was up to them, and I was only too happy to oblige.

The End
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Sign up for my mailing list for news of new releases.

Reviews are always welcome! Thanks for reading!

Catch a typo? Please feel free to embarrass

me at: david@authordavidstone.com
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