
        
            
                
            
        

    















I was loving the quiet alone time I took on the deck atop our repurposed old caboose at our holiday property. It was perfect — a clear, warm night at the lake, a glass of wine, silence, and privacy.
My girlfriend Lena and my husband Cedric pulled up in his antique chevy pick-up he loved so much. I waved from the caboose deck but they didn’t see me. I chuckled to myself — I wondered what would they do if they thought I wasn’t there?
They stepped up the old wrought-iron steps at the back of the caboose and checked through the dark to the flatbed car we attached behind it for our bigger dining and lounging deck, but I wasn’t there. They came inside and Cedric poked his head through the cars to the sleeper car out the other end of the caboose where we put our bedroom. I chuckled again, tittilated by his fruitless search that I watched through the open hatch at the stairs and through the various skylights we put in. Why didn’t he think to go up the narrow spiralling iron staircase to the caboose-top deck to check for me?
Feeling wicked and in a teasing frame of mind from the wine and the success of my idea for both of them, I pulled my phone out and texted him. “Forgot to tell you earlier,” I wrote. “I got called back to the hospital a thing — I had to go. Won’t be back to the caboose until about 1:30 AM.” I covered my phone in both my hands to obscure the swoosh sound and sent it. I had a job where it was normal to expect to get called in with no notice.
I sipped my wine and grinned and raised my shoulders and bit the tip of my tongue. Won’t they be surprised if they decide to come up and enjoy the cooling night air? But instead, Lena and Cedric headed for the big old couch in the living room end of the sleeper car, beyond which, on the other half was our bedroom. The ceiling in that portion was nearly all glass, and was strong enough to walk on.
I could hear them talking through the vents and chuckled again. Lena sounded like she was in far better spirits, as I hoped she might be after I set her up on the pretend-date with my husband. And my husband sounded as recharged by his trip down the nostalgic rabbit hole as I thought he might be, too, taking Lena out the way he always wanted to back in the day. The pretend date — it was such an excellent idea for the both of them! I thought I was so smart.
I stared up at the stars and reminisced to the background murmur of their quiet voices below me. But when they stopped talking, I dropped my gaze from the sky above through the glass under foot. “Well done, Lena,” I murmured to myself with a crooked grin. She’d gotten Cedric to kiss her. Just like a real date, I nodded to myself with a satisfied smile. Even better than I thought!
I hoped they would kiss, to be honest. What’s a date without kissing? I lowered my legs from the table and leaned my elbows on my knees to stare down more directly over them. I loved Lena. But she seemed to have bad luck with guys and often ended up convinced there was something unattractive about her.
Nothing could be further from the truth, of course, but this latest break-up seemed to send her into the most serious spiral yet. Cedric and I decided to take her with us up to our weekend property now that we nearly finished the tiny-home reno job on the sleeper, caboose, and flatbed cars we got for a song.
And I loved Cedric, too, of course, but I had to shake my head at his seeming inability to let go of the past. He seemed stuck with what to do with himself and increasingly idolized the time Lena and I shared a cheap apartment in Chapel Hill and he lived above us in the tiny dormer apartment in the attic pretending to be an artist and a writer. He and Lena talked about dating once or twice before but he and I really hit it off together. If he was stuck wondering what lay down the fork in the road not taken, what better way to find out than to finally go on that missed date of theirs?
I teased him about it. “Admit it, it’s what you always dreamed of!”
“No way,” he denied it vehemently, but he also grinned.
“I’m hardly worried about it,” I shrugged. “ I love Lena, you know that. I just know that you would not be able to handle her drama.”
“Not interested,” he kept up the safe replies.
“I can tell you wonder about it, every time she’s over,” I laughed at him and elbowed him in the ribs. We were washing up after dinner in the caboose.
“That is such false news!” he snorted but he had to turn away to hide his wide grin.
I hugged him from behind and pressed my body hard against his and the side of my face into his shoulders and back. “What if I wanted you to take her out on a date — just a pretend date, but make it feel real?”
“And why would I do that?”
“Lena needs to feel like she’s attractive. It’s the only way she’s going to go find another guy again and get out of my hair with her moping and complaining.”
“And you want me to take her out on a date just like that,” he nodded skeptically.
“Make it feel real, yeah, just like that,” I nodded. “Make it so she gets all inspired again.” I knew how Lena’s mind worked — she was a susceptible to virtuous as much as vicious spirals. One exciting date with a man I know she always got hot for would be enough to make her seek out another, and then another after that, and before I knew it, she’d be incommunicado with mer again, tied up in her new man. “Make her feel sexy again,” I kissed the back of his neck. “You can do that for me, can’t you? She’s driving me crazy.”
“How am I supposed to do that?” he asked doubtfully, but clearly warming up to my idea.
“I don’t think you have to pretend that she’s attractive to you,” I said as he slipped around in my embrace and I pressed my upturned chin into his chest.
“True,” he finally admitted.
“See?” I grinned like the cat that ate the canary. “ I knew it!” I gleamed and I kissed his clavicle and up into his neck.
“I followed her to that old mansion of your’s first,” he pointed out.
“I know,” I said up to his face that I tilted down to mine with a gentle tap with my finger on the back of his neck. “But I snatched you up, didn’t I.”
“You did,” he said, wrapping his arms around my waist and pulling me tight against him. “Evil step-roommate.”
I laughed conninvingly. Lena and I teased each other about that turn of events a lot over the years. “She still has the hots for you, too,” I told him. “It won’t be any trouble for either of you to pretend it’s a real hot date.”
“And what?” he squinted at me. “We go out? For dinner? A movie in the town?”
“See?” I squeezed him and grinned widely. “You’re already figuring it all out.”
“And then come back here?”
I lifted myself on my toes and kissed him lightly on his lips. “Only when you’re done on your date. Wouldn’t want anything out of control to happen, now would we,” I snorted a light puff of air out my nose.
“No,” he grinned back down at me. “We wouldn’t want that.”
I pushed back from him and turned my smirking face half sideways to him. “That sounds like something might happen,” I tested him.
“She’s a young hot single woman,” my husband pointed out the obvious. “And I’m a married man with permission from my wife to date her,” he shrugged. “What could possibly go wrong?”
I kissed him again. He loved teasing me as much as I loved teasing him. “Oh I don’t know,” I grinned. “Maybe I’ll live to regret setting my husband up with my hot lonely friend. I know how out of control you get when you’re . . . “ I searched for the word without getting crass.
“ . . . inspired?” he tried, using the word I used earlier to describe Lena.
“Inspired, yes,” I nuzzled his cheek with my nosed smirked sharply. He does pay attention, after all. “But if anything does happen . . . ” I shrugged and stepped back to see out the window and to Lena coming back from a walk on the lake beach. “ . . . I have only myself to blame,” I shook my head with finality.
“Does that mean no blame comes onto me?” he turned his face half sideways. “Or Lena?”
I knew he was challenging me. I stepped back and held both his outstretched arms in my hands making a swinging bridge between us. Lena was coming up the iron stairs on the back. “Okay,” I shook my grinning face at his. “A no-fault date.”
“No matter what happens?” he kept pressing me.
Lena came into the caboose. “What’s going to happen?” she joined in.
I turned to her. “Cedric has been begging me to let him take you out on a pretend-date,” I joked.
He covered my mouth with his hand and I bit his finger. “Total, shameless lie,” he shouted. I covered his mouth with my hand but he still managed to get out, “She asked me to take you out!”
“Oh my god, you two!” she shook her head at us both where we struggled against each other in the caboose laughing and squealing. “I’m not dating again, I’ve already decided.”
“See?” I said up to Cedric in a hushed tone, but laughing and squirming to escape his hands over my face.
“She has given her blessing for me and you to go out on a date so you get excited about dates again,” he shouted when he got his mouth free from my hands.
Lena shook her head and drank her cold coffee. She grinned in her cup and said, “Might be fun though,” she said, and she shrugged with a smirk.
“It’s just a date,” I said to her. “To have fun with a decent guy again.” I elbowed Cedric. “And since we don’t know any, this guy will have to do.”
“So am I a decent guy now or not?” he queried with exaggerated confusion.
“Barely,” I turned to him with feigned disgust. “After I fixed you up enough,” I laughed and elbowed his ribs.
“She’s calling it a ‘No-fault date,’” he said to Lena.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
I pushed Cedric behind me and clutched his balls tightly in my hand to make him shut up. “Cedric is worried that I’ll blame him or you if things go too far. So,” I shrugged, “I take responsibility for whatever happens.”
“Dangerous,” Lena commented.
“Exactly my point,” Cedric nodded at her.
“What does this date entail?” she asked, her curiosity piqued. I was delighted. She was already starting to warm up to it too.
“A dinner out, a movie,” I said.
“Then we come back here?”
“When you’re done.”
“Not really a date then,” she said with a squint in her eye.
“My point exactly,” Cedric said.
But I knew she was just joking and so was Cedric. “Go on the date together, you two, you know you want to, Lena, and you know you always died for a date with her, Cedric. Both of you just go,” I shook my head and grinned. “Have fun. Don’t overthink it. Take it as it comes. I already said, no-fault.”
I turned to Cedric. “You go get ready in there,” I pointed to the back bedroom. It had it’s own door out the far end and a small balcony we made out of the platform out that side of the car. “And go away. Come back at 7 to pick my friend up,” I said, pushing Lena behind me. “And you, go in there,” I said pointing at the living room where the couch was and where she was going to be sleeping. “And get ready. A man is coming at 7 to take you out,” I said to her with certainty. “Stop thinking, stop worrying, stop asking questions,” I twisted around. “Both of you.” I turned back to Lena and held both her hands in mine. “Just enjoy a date, don’t even worry about me. And for tonight,” I turned around and looked at Cedric, “that man there does not know this place, is not married to me or anyone,” I smiled at him, “and is someone who has asked you out.”
“Until we get back here,” Cedric stated with short, sharp nod.
“Until either of you see me again, you are free to do or go or say whatever you want — make it as much like a real date as you like,” I said. Frankly, I was hoping they’d go late — I was already relishing the roof top deck and the silent dark warm night alone.
“But what if . . . “ Lena started again, but I held my upturned finger to her lips.
“Shush, you, no what if’s anymore, we’re on a holiday weekend, there are no rules up here.”
“But what about . . . “ Cedric started and I reached behind me and covered his lips with my other upturned finger. “Shush the both of you,” I said. “No rules, no fault, no nothing,” I nodded firmly at him.
I needed him to feel the reality of a date with Lena and I needed Lena to feel the real excitement of a date with a man. “You won’t even be allowed to tell me what happened,” I decided. “Anything you do will be your secret and I am not even allowed to pry.”
I could see Lena’s eyes widen — perfect, I thought, she was getting into it. It was just what she needed — a little open-ended stimulation. And I could see Cedric’s mind turning over too. Also perfect — he needed to get this old idea done with. Go have that date with the other girl and be done with the dreaming about it.
—————
Things didn’t stop with a kiss between Lena and Cedric, however. Cedric showed her his phone with my message on it about not coming back until 1:30.
“She’s gone all night?” she asked, pulling herself closer to him on the pretence of seeing his phone better. But with her legs folded under her and her arm over the back of the couch, she was now close enough to keep kissing my husband.
For two people thrown into that kind of situation, it was only natural they’d be interested in each other that way. But surely, I thought to myself, they’d leave it at a little kissing. But Lena began to undo the buttons of Cedric’s shirt. And my husband, for his part, did nothing to stop her. In fact, he dropped his shoulders behind himself to assist her taking his shirt off his body.
In the quiet of the night atop the caboose, I could hear every word. “She did say we aren’t even allowed to tell her what happens,” Lena grinned at Cedric.
“No fault,” she said, he grinned back. But he also pulled at her top and lifted it off. She’d worn underneath a shimmering black satin camisole. I helped pick it out for her from my own stuff, but only for her to feel sexy, not for her date to enjoy her in it.
They both snickered like they were getting away with something and I fumed above. There was nothing I could do to stop them without losing face entirely, though. They would both think I planned to hide out above them and secretly watch.
My husband reached over and cupped Lena’s breast in his hand. Did he not recognize the lingerie as mine? If he did, did he not care? Lena moaned the way she does — I knew it from when we shared that apartment and she had men over. If I thought it would stop at a little bit of petting, I was proved wrong there soon, too. Lena began to tug at Cedric’s belt and then the button of his pants, and then his fly.
I didn’t know what I expected my husband to do because I didn’t imagine anything like this would come of it. It was my mistake to not allow for this possibility. He lifted his hips and facilitated her slipping his pants off his legs. They both laughed again — hardly a care in the world between them, my old girlfriend and my new husband.
It wasn’t all just Lena taking advantage of my husband in that state. His hands were not idle either. He tugged at her jeans and he opened them and he slipped them down and off her legs that she held out for him. I had to shake my head to remind myself that that was my friend and my husband, because objectively, it was a beautiful sight, a hot young woman, and big hard man, teasing and laughing and stripping each other down below me on a couch after a fun date.
Lena suddenly reached out and snatched at his sides to tickle Cedric. He squirmed and twisted around on the couch before he got her back, tickling her sides and grabbing her foot to tickle her sole. Lena squealed — all noise was fine, our little patch of holiday land was so far away from anyone else. She kicked and laughed and writhed with her legs spreading and pushing at his chest and abdomen.
She twisted and contorted so wildly her camisole rode up around her waist and her black satin thong panties were plainly visible to him. When he relented and they both sighed and caught their breath together, he pulled her up to sitting and they kissed long and lazily again. When he pulled her twisted and caught-up camisole up her body, she only raised her arms to help him. She sat with her hands relaxed in her lap as pretty as a lamp sitting sideways facing my husband with nothing on but those hot shimmering panties.
“Fair’s fair,” she said, and she reached over and tugged at his pants.
Cedric got up and took them off for her. And then he did something I wasn’t expecting in the least, even in light of what they had done so far. He didn’t hesitate, but slipped his underwear off too. He held out his hand and urged her to stand up with him. “Come on,” he said, “Jenny and I do this all the time.”
“Do what?” Lena grinned with puzzling hesitation, but she allowed him to pull her up, and when he crouched in front of her body, she allowed him to hook his fingers in the waist of her panties and to pull then down to her feet. She held the top of his head for balance as she daintily lifted her feet one at a time out of the legs of her panties. He stood again and, both completely naked, they hugged tightly, before Cedric took her hand in his and lead her out to the flatbed deck.
He could have just as easily lead her up the spiralling stairs to the caboose roof deck — he and I had come up here naked too. I would have been busted and the night would have taken a sharp turn. But he didn’t. He lead her instead to the broad flatbed we did up with a barn floor and black pipe railing. It had a stone oven with a chimney on it, recliners, and a big screen. It was everything you’d get in a den, except for walls. And it was certainly private enough to be completely naked on, if not more.
I crouched behind the railing on the roof of the caboose and watched how he lead her to the recliner, how he settled down on it on his back, and how he held her hand to guide her to kneel on it, first at the foot, and then over his legs, straddling him, and finally, with her knees outside his hips. She fell forward on her hands and her dirty blonde curls swept over his face and they laughed lightly together and kissed even more lightly.
I watched my husband’s hands slide around my girlfriend’s naked body, over her hips, up over her waist, and over her breasts that he gently squeezed. She yelped and squealed when he suddenly twisted her around under him. Now on his hands and knees, he kissed her neck and made her arch her back. He kissed her chest and made her exhale sharply. When he kissed and sucked on her nipples, she gasped and contorted under him. But he didn’t stop. He kissed her naked stomach and she moaned and squeezed her hands into fists at her sides. When he kissed her abdomen, she inhaled sharply and thrusted her head backward. When he touched his lips to her thighs, she spread her legs. At first she covered her pussy with her hands. But when he kissed the back of her hands, she laughed and she inhaled again, sliding them away to offer him her pussy fully and completely.
I fell onto my hands and knees to the sounds of my friend inhaling repeatedly though frightened-sounding little chirps as my husband ate her out below me. He was remorseless and tireless. It wasn’t long before she was rising and falling higher and higher, and when she stopped breathing altogether, I knew he had got her.
She exhaled and giggled and curled her body up in a ball in mock shyness. But she also pushed him over onto his back and gripped his cock in her tiny fist. I deserved it, I said to myself. It was my doing. I set it up — what did I think would happen?
When Lena pushed up and bent over in his lap, I closed my eyes. When I peaked, I could see her blonde head bobbing up and down on my husband’s lap, and I could see his hands tangling in her wild blonde hair. She didn’t stop just like he refused to stop. I saw him crunch in his abdomen, and I saw his eyes clamp shut. I wasn’t a swallower. But apparently, as I was to discover that night, my good friend Lena was — to my husband’s eternal satisfaction, I am sure. When he came in her mouth, she moaned loudly as though it was as much a release of satisfaction for her as it was for him. I had to hand it to her — she was a sexy minx in bed. Again I had to keep reminding myself that it wasn’t beautiful, it was my husband and my friend.
I realized I could stop things going further — all I had to do was text him and say I was coming back earlier. He went inside to get water for them and Lena stayed outside under the stars looking up the same way I had earlier. He found his phone with my fresh message on it.
He went back outside and hurried her up with the news. I knew they’d both go inside to dress, and that was when I could slip down the ladder on the side and get back out the driveway where an Uber would have supposedly dropped me off.
I came up the stairs and crept inside the caboose. They didn’t dress. Instead, they both pretended to be already in bed. I laid down with Cedric who pretended to be sleeping, and who pretended to be just awoken by me. I kissed him and held him and he rocked me. And though I knew what he had just done with my friend, there wasn’t an ounce of jealousy or anger in me. I couldn’t shake the feeling of being happy for him — being happy he finally got to have the date with Lena that I knew he had always felt he missed.
I got up to get water and snuck through the adjoining living room and stopped on my way back to look at Lena. She pretended also to be sleeping, and to have just awoken from me. I sat with her and we didn’t say anything. But it was as I thought it might be — I felt no jealousy or anger toward her, either. I was in fact delighted for her. I knew she had a hot, sexy date with an attractive and hot man. I leaned over and put a tiny kiss on her lips and I hushed her from saying anything.
And then, like everything else that weekend, I did something without thinking. I pulled her hand and pulled it again until she stood up with me. I knew she hadn’t been sleeping, but I allowed her to put on the sleepy act. I lead her through the doorway into the bedroom and I crawled onto the bed in front of her. But when she got the idea to join me, I quickly scooted to the side, and though we giggled quietly and squirmed against each other, I forced her in between Cedric and me.
We’d slept like that back in that apartment, but nothing ever happened, and it was always with me in between her and Cedric. Cedric always slept nude and Lena was in her sleeveless t and satin shorts. I didn’t know what I was going to do with her in there, and I knew Cedric was only pretending to sleep. But maybe because I had so much to process from earlier in the night, and probably because they had both just had orgasms, nothing came of it, just as nothing was expected to come of it. I’m not sure who was sleeping first, but we all slept for a few hours.
I was woken up by a moan. I blinked my eyes and saw that it was still dark out and the middle of the night. It was Lena who moaned, but before I could react she rolled over and moaned again, this time with her lips against mine, and we kissed. We had never kissed before, not like that, but this time, it was long and involved. She moaned inside the kiss, too, which stirred me deeply inside.
When I let my hand run down her body, I found the edge of her t and pulled on it. It came up easier than I expected. Cedric was lifting the other side, and together we lifted it off her body. He had been massaging her wonderful breasts and that was what caused the moan to wake me. She sank down on the pillows between us. I pulled my knees up to my chest and slipped my shorts off and nudged her. She understood and did the same, pulling her knees up and slipping her shorts off. I removed my t-shirt. All three of us were naked in bed together. It felt different, but it felt natural too.
I cupped my hand over her breast. It was different from mine, bigger, firmer. But it was soft and smooth and I caressed it. She moaned and arched her back under my touch. I reached over and found Cedric’s hand massaging her other breast. I moved my hand down over her ribs, and over her stomach. I was nervous but with Cedric there, I knew it wasn’t a case of discovering a different sexuality. It was only us three up there in that trance state having been through what we put ourselves through that night, and needing expression of some sort.
I pushed my hand down further and touched her between her legs. She inhaled like she’d been touched by a flame. I touched her again and found her smooth, silky pussy lips wet with her juice and hot like fire. She was wetter than I think I get. I slid a finger inside her and she gripped my wrist in both her hands tightly enough to break it.
My husband pulled all the sheets and blankets off — he was right, it was too hot. He went down on me between my legs and in no time at all, I was sucking air through my teeth and trying to hold on. Lena rolled sideways and kissed me fully with her tongue. I yearned for her like my husband had all that time. She was a sexy girl, that was never in doubt.
I shuddered when my husband relentlessly drove me over the edge and I laughed and sighed and massaged whatever body parts my hands found, whether mine, my husband’s or my friends, it wasn’t clear in the dark or in that middle-of-the-night trance state.
When my husband pushed Lena’s legs wider, her knee flopped onto my abdomen. I pulled it up to make her spread wider for him. When he poked at her with the head of his cock, I gripped his ass and pushed him. He leaned down low over both our bodies and when he kissed my mouth, I arched in response and could have bitten his face off, he turned me on so much.
I heard Lena tight against me gasp and groan deeply and I knew my husband had penetrated her. The bed rocked hard as he hefted his weight into her and she cried out without restraint. It was a good fucking. I pulled on his waist and made him fuck me a little, too. He went back and forth between us, fucking one and then the other of his two girls, his wife and her friend, spread across each other beneath him, kissing and touching each other.
In the morning, we drove back together in the front seat of the truck with Lena between us. We rode the first half hour like we had gone about tidying up and putting away the property — quietly, diligently, and purposefully. When Cedric came back from gassing up and paying inside and getting some road snacks, he wasn’t much surprised to find Lena and I fully making out with our hands up each other’s tops and down each other’s shorts.
When I came back from getting a picture from a cliff I always stopped at, I was not particularly surprised to find Cedric and Lena making out, and her fist pumping him inside his shorts. Nor was Lena surprised when she took over driving for a bit, and looked over her shoulder to discover me and Cedric fucking in the bed of the truck. She stopped in a some quiet private pull-out, and climbed through the slot window into the back to join us. We all ended up panting for breath, naked and sweaty.
“I mean,” I started speaking without thinking about what I was going to say first, as usual. “Duality is not necessarily the natural state. It’s actually rare in nature.”
“Maybe the caboose,” Lena said, spread out with her limbs languidly thrown over both our naked bodies, “is a special place where a different world occurs.”
Cedric and I both liked the sound of that. All three of us rode the rest of the way home smiling like three utterly fulfilled people.
It was too late when we finally got home — we stopped a lot — for Lena to drive her own car home. “Stay,” I said, and I pulled her by both hands stepping backward through the door to our master bedroom. Cedric only chuckled when he came out of the bathroom after showering to find his two girls in bed necking — and awaiting him.
The next day, it was still holidays and we drank and hung out and found Cedric’s old art stuff and we all made silly paintings together. Or posed for each other. Somebody gave us body paint for our wedding that we never opened yet. But we got into that too that day, with Lena, and ended up on the floor on a mat covered in paint, and writhing together and covered with each other.
When, by day three, Lena was still at our place and hadn’t made it home yet, we had a vote that went unanimous. She would move in with us. I mean, the king size bed we bought was big enough . . . .
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