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“You know how Don and Angie are always after
us to use their camper up at Lake Harmony?” Kurt asked me.

He was on the couch next to me, reading the
paper and not offering any help as I folded laundry. The kids were
upstairs in bed, and this was our usual evening routine – that
sweet couple of hours we had to be grown-ups alone before we went
off to dreamland, too.

"Yeah, it would be fun, but I don't know
about being trapped in that little camper with the kids for a week.
It's not that big of a space," I replied.

"I was thinking about going without the
kids. I'm pretty sure my parents would take them for a weekend so
we could go up there."

I smiled thinking about a quiet weekend
alone with my husband. We could hike, hang out by the lake, read.
We could even go swimming if the water wasn't too cold. I liked the
way Kurt thought. "It would be fun to have a weekend away to
ourselves."

"Well, I wasn't thinking of a weekend alone.
I thought we could ask Marie and Brett to go up there with us." He
stared purposefully at the newspaper.

"Oh, so you're thinking about a nice, quiet
couples' getaway, is that it?" I asked, suddenly understanding what
Kurt really had in mind.

"Something like that."

"So you’re not thinking about all the
fooling around we are all likely to do if we get together for an
entire weekend?”

"I have no way of knowing what might
happen,” he answered, finally looking up at me from his newspaper.
“I figured we'd all just hang out."

"So if Marie just happened to hang
out in bed with us, you'd be okay with that?"

"I guess so." He struggled, but couldn't
quite keep the smile from his lips.

"You are so transparent,” I said, giving him
a playful punch in the arm. “It's not a bad idea, but do you think
we're up to spending an entire weekend with them? When we've fooled
around before, it's only been for a night. If we have an entire
weekend to get into trouble with them, it might be too much."

"We can all handle it, Evie” Kurt said.
“We're all adults, right? No one is going to do anything they don't
want to do."

I put the laundry aside and took the
newspaper from Kurt's hands. He wore loose soccer shorts, and when
I slid onto his lap, I could feel he was already hard through my
tight chinos. I wiggled my butt and felt his cock twitch.
Obviously, he enjoyed just thinking about spending a weekend with
our friends, but I knew there was a good chance that if we spent
that much time together, everything could go wrong.

Brett and Marie lived across from us in our
cul du sac, and they were more than just close friends. For the
past few months we'd been getting together with them for crazy,
sexy nights. It was a long time before I was ready to admit what we
were doing: swapping partners. I always called it something like
fooling around, or even more vaguely, having fun. But
now that we'd been doing it for almost six months, I was past my
initial squeamishness. I enjoyed every time we got together with
Brett and Marie, and I had no moral problems with it, but I was
afraid someone might find out and think we were some kind of sex
fiends.

So far, my fears that it would interfere
with our marriages or our friendship had proved unfounded. Kurt and
I were more open and sexual with each other than we'd been in
years, and we only felt closer to our friends. The key to keeping
everything sane was that it didn't become an every weekend kind of
thing, just something special we did with them every once in a
while. In the past few months, we'd only been with Marie and Brett
a handful of times.

"You'd really like to do this?" I asked, my
arms around Kurt's neck while I ran my fingers through his short,
black hair. I traced his beard along his jaw line and he kissed my
finger when I pressed it to his lips. After thirteen years I still
find my husband as handsome and sexy as I did when we met, when he
was just twenty-two years old. His brown eyes sparkled as he looked
at me, and I know he was thinking about all the fun we could have
on a weekend away with Marie and Brett.

"Yeah, I think it would be a lot of fun to
getaway. Sometimes it feels like we're limited, knowing the kids
are just across the street, or that we have to get up early with
them," Kurt answered.

"You think we've been limited?" I
chuckled. He had a funny definition of limited. There’s very
little we haven’t done with Brett and Marie. I know I'd been with
Brett in so many ways, and Marie and I have fooled around to tease
the guys, and once on our own.

The four of us have gone even further than
just swapping partners and going off to separate bedrooms. We even
went further being with our lovers in front of each other, instead
of just going off to separate bedrooms, though it was in a movie
theater where it was dark and we had to be discrete. I'd always
loved the risk of getting caught, and I think fucking Brett in a
movie theater had been my most exciting experience.

"Maybe not limited, but I think we could
have more fun if we could really take our time," he responded.

Kurt kissed me and slipped a hand up under
my layers, beneath a tight red tank top and t-shirt. His hand was
cold and I jumped. He rubbed up and down my back, warming his hand
before moving it around front to cover my breast. My nipple leapt
to hardness as he stroked it with his thumb.

"So what do you think?" Kurt asked.

I kissed him hard before answering, pulling
at his t-shirt. I'll admit it. Thinking about spending the weekend
with our lovers was exciting, even if there was a chance of burning
out. I'm naturally a sexual person, but a whole weekend of tons and
tons of sex might be too much. Somehow, I pictured being naked in
that camper from Friday night until we had to pack Sunday morning.
Hmm, okay, maybe that would be a lot of fun.

I slipped my tongue into Kurt's mouth and he
gently pinched my nipple, rolling it between strong, smooth
fingers. My breasts are small, but Kurt always tells me how perfect
and perky they are. I have to wonder if he would prefer something
more though, the way he stares at Marie's big C-cups.

"Okay, I'm sold, if those guys are up for
it. But I want to relax, too. Don't think we’re just going to be
fucking all weekend." I kissed his neck and shoulders, running my
fingers through his chest hair.

"Of course not. We'll be drinking, and we
need to eat, too."

"You fucker," I laughed, thrusting my hand
into his shorts.

"If I'm lucky."

We were both laughing when Kurt dumped me on
my back, all over the folded laundry on the couch. I wrestled
myself out of my cardigan, then raised my arms so he could pull my
tops off. I usually don’t bother with a bra when lounging around
the house, so I was naked from the waist up. I pushed down his
shorts, while he worked on my chinos. I couldn't believe we were
doing this. We rarely had sex outside the bedroom when the kids
were home. Without the benefit of a door to lock. I hoped there
would be no nightmares for at least the next few minutes.

Kurt kissed and fondled my breasts while I
rubbed his cock. I moaned softly and gasped when he sucked harder
on my nipples and his fingers glided over my mound, which was
shaved clean of my golden brown hair. I've always been blessed --
sometimes it's a curse -- in needing very little foreplay, so my
husband found me wet when his fingers dipped inside and found my
clit. I bit my lip and cried out.

"Do it now, baby," I urged, fearing our time
was short.

I wrapped my legs around his waist when he
pushed inside me and bent my arms over my head, grabbing at the arm
rest. Kurt pushed deep and I gasped and whimpered as I worked my
muscles around him. God, but I loved sex with my husband! And ever
since we'd started with Brett and Marie, we were doing it three or
four times a week, more than we had before.

"Uhhnn…Kurt…mmm…" I murmured, bucking up
against him.

"Evvveee…Evvveee…God yesss…"

Kurt sped up and our bodies worked in
perfect unison. For the next few minutes it was only us there on
the couch, like the rest of the world melted away. We made love and
when I climaxed, I came with quick, deep breaths and my entire body
tensed, wrapping around Kurt. I felt him cumming inside me and he
cried my name. I know he wanted to stay there and cuddle as we came
down, but we were naked in the living room.

"Come on, get up, we need to get dressed," I
said, pushing him up.

"That's my Eve, always the practical one,"
he chuckled.
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As expected, Marie and Brett didn't need any
convincing. Once we were able to find a date that worked for both
couples, and babysitting was lined up, all that was left was
planning. Marie and I went food shopping for the weekend, while
Brett took care of the alcohol. Kurt went over all our outdoor gear
to make sure everything was clean and ready for the big
weekend.

And I knew it was going to be a big weekend.
Is it crazy that I was worried about spending the whole weekend
with our friends? Kurt thought I was silly for being concerned, but
this really would be different than the other times we spent with
Marie and Brett.

Typically, we got together after we hung
out, got drunk, and tumbled into bed with each other's spouses. But
after a couple hours, we found our clothes and stumbled home.
Usually, Kurt and I made love after that, sort of a way to affirm
our own relationship. Spending an entire weekend swapping with our
good friends would have to be different, wouldn't it? Marie and I
talked when we were shopping, and she was reassuring.

"I think it will be a lot fun. It's not
going to be all about sex, but when we're fooling around, it will
sort of be at our leisure, right? We can just play and experiment
as much or as little as we want," Marie said, in response to my
question. We were in the car, on the way back from the
supermarket.

"We might even be tired of fooling around by
Saturday night and give it a rest," I replied.

Marie laughed, and said, "Maybe. You think
too much, Eve. Just relax and let whatever happens, happen. I don't
know about Kurt, but Brett's been a walking hard-on ever since we
started doing this with you guys, so I don't think he's going to
get tired of having access to you all weekend."

"Yeah, Kurt's been pretty much the same. I
think we'd be making love every night if he had his way," I
said.

"You're not going every night?"

"Three, four times a week, I'm good. What
kind of a girl do you think I am?" I answered. It was my turn to
laugh.

"Well, if you can't keep up, I can keep the
guys busy."

"In that case, I'll hold up my end," I
replied, falling for the challenge.

"I hope so. Brett loves your end."

I was in a good mood after talking to Marie,
and her telling me to “let whatever happen” gave me an idea. For
the next few days, until we left for the lake, I initiated a
hands-off policy. I know it drove my husband nuts but, I thought, I
might be more up for the weekend if I gave myself a few days of
anticipation.

I played it cool when Kurt tried to get me
to give in, but secretly I wanted him just as much as he wanted me.
All of our adventuring with Marie and Brett had an effect on me,
not just Kurt. Over the last few months, I had been hornier than
ever before in my thirty-two years. So going a few days without sex
was tough for me. And then there was the anticipation of a whole
weekend of fooling around. All week, I stopped whatever I was doing
and just to think about Brett's hands all over me while my husband
and Marie fooled around just a few feet away. Before I knew it, I
was soaking my panties.

Friday finally rolled around. I took the
kids to Kurt's parents, then packed. If I had left the packing to
him, Kurt would have happily stayed in the same t-shirt and shorts
all weekend. For myself, I packed a couple lacy things I would
normally never consider taking on a trip to the lake. I’ve found
that I really enjoy dressing up for Brett, knowing that he would
appreciate it. Kurt's more of a
whatever-comes-off-fastest-is-best kind of guy.

When Brett and Marie walked across the cul
du sac with their gear, he eyed my snug shorts and tight tank top
appreciatively. A hug and kiss on the cheek was all he could give
me outside, in open view of the whole neighborhood, but his body
language told me he had much more on his mind.

The boys loaded up our minivan while Marie
and I supervised and sipped our beers. Once we were sure that
we-must-have-forgotten-something feeling was just paranoia,
we were on the road.

Kurt took the wheel, but regretted the
decision to be the responsible one about a half-hour later, when
Marie dug into her purse and produced a little baggie with several
pre-rolled joints. She placed a fat one between her lips and Kurt
pouted while she lit it.

"Oh, come on, that's not fair!"

"You don't get any while you're driving,"
Marie teased.

"Don’t worry, man," Brett chimed from beside
me in the middle seats. "This is the good stuff. You'll get a nice
contact buzz."

"Just keep your attention on the road, hon,"
I said to my husband, taking the joint from Marie. “We still have
about an hour-and-a-half drive ahead of us.”

I hadn't been high since the last time we
were with the other couple, and it had been years before that.
Before we became parents, Kurt and I liked to have some weed to
relax, and I'd spent most of my teen years baked. But somehow, as
we became parents, we'd gotten out of the habit. I looked forward
to getting stoned and relaxing this weekend, and took a deep drag
from the joint.

"Hey, don't bogart that thing, Evie," Brett
said, leaning over from his captain's chair and taking the joint
from me.

The joint made the rounds one more time.
Marie even gave Kurt a quick puff before she put it away. By then,
I was lounging back in my seat and feeling very mellow. I turned my
seat and smiled at Brett. His handsome, blue eyes were clouded, and
his messy, golden-brown hair, which is a near-match to my own, fell
over his forehead. An old, worn t-shirt stretched across his
broad-chest, hinting at the solid muscles beneath -- muscles I was
very familiar with now. I slipped my foot out of a sandal and slid
it up his sparsely-haired calf.

"You look pretty chill," Brett said. He took
my foot and began massaging. It felt wonderful. He had amazing,
strong hands. His fingers drummed to the beat of the Led Zeppelin
tune on the minivan's stereo. The music was loud enough that we
could only just make out the conversation Kurt and Marie were
having up front. It was something about how the TV show Lost
had ended, a deep conversation to have when you're high.

"I am," I answered. "I needed a weekend
away. I'm sure we all did."

"Yeah, I've been looking forward to this
weekend with you guys. Work seemed to drag on forever today."

"Really? Why's that?" I pulled my foot from
his hands and returned it to his leg.

“I just want to spend some time with
you.”

“Spend time? You mean, like playing board
games and having long talks. Or did you have something else in
mind?” I grinned slyly, sliding my foot higher, inside the leg of
his baggy cargo shorts.

“I think you know exactly what I have in
mind.” Brett opened his legs wider and scooted back, making them
baggier on his body.

I leaned forward and turned, pushing my toes
against the swelling lump in his boxers. His eyes travelled up my
long leg and my lean body until our eyes met, and his smile matched
mine. He lightly massaged my calf, but also let me work my magic.
He grew harder by the second. I had the best time teasing him. He
closed his eyes and let me amuse myself at his expense, which was
awfully gentlemanly. I’ve always been very flexible, and probably
have more dexterity with my toes than many people have with their
fingers. I could almost grip his shaft between my toes as I worked
my foot back and forth over it in a sensual massage. I didn’t stop
until I had him breathing hard and begging for mercy.

“Evie, if you keep doing, that I’m going to
make a mess in my shorts,” Brett breathed.

“We can’t have that, can we?” I said, and
shed my black cardigan.

Going to my knees in the minivan was the
naughtiest feeling. It’s not that pot makes me horny -- it’s almost
too relaxing for that -- but it does remove all my
inhibitions, and I was pretty horny to start with. Since he
had his eyes on the road, I don’t know if Kurt was aware of what I
was doing. I tried not to think about how filthy the carpets in
minivan were from the abuse of three young children. I’d cleaned it
out the best I could for our trip. Brett leaned forward and pulled
me into a kiss while I unsnapped his shorts. His tongue worked
against mine and the hot kiss momentarily distracted me. With the
kiss, the pot and a couple beers, I swooned easily. But then I
remembered my mission and pulled Brett’s shorts and boxers off.

Tearing my mouth from his, I moved it down
and swallowed his thick shaft. Loose strands of hair that fell free
from my tortoise-shell clip fell in my eyes and I brushed them
back. My fingers just closed around his base, and I stroked what I
didn’t suck. Brett moaned and gripped the armrests. I bobbed up and
down with hallowed cheeks, sweeping my tongue along the underside
of his shaft. I didn’t resort to any special tricks, because I knew
I didn’t need to. I’d been with Brett long enough to read his cues
and I knew he was just as keyed up as I was. It would not take long
to pop his cork.

I glanced up front and saw Marie leaning to
whisper in Kurt’s ear. I knew that she was ratting me out to Kurt.
A few months ago, I probably would have been freaked out knowing
that my husband might be watching. But since we all started fooling
around together, it turned me on even more. Kurt couldn't have been
shocked. Over the years, especially early in our marriage, we had a
lot of sex in minivans, especially oral sex. We lived with his
parents for a year when we were first married, so we often slipped
off and screwed in the minivan, where we had more privacy. Even
when it wasn't that private, I'd always enjoyed going down on Kurt
while he drove. When our first was just a baby and sleeping in the
back, I'd kneel down next to Kurt and do what I could to drive him
crazy while he tried to focus on the road. All those happy, horny
memories made me redouble my efforts and Brett’s control slipped
away.

“Evie…shit…” Brett tried to warn me.

I was about to pull away when I realized I
had nowhere for him to cum. I don’t like to swallow, and spitting
is just impolite. I was fully dressed, so he couldn’t finish on me,
and there were no tissues on hand. Out of options, I took him to
the back of my throat and gave his cock a couple last pumps. He
gasped my name and his load slid right down my throat. It wasn’t my
first choice, but it was my cleanest option. When I was sure I’d
swallowed every last drop, I released him and returned to my
seat.

“That was new.” Brett was all smiles.

“Don’t get used to it,” I laughed, secretly
hoping Kurt wouldn’t be jealous that I swallowed for Brett when I
rarely did it for my husband. From the corner of my eye, I saw Kurt
had tilted the rearview mirror to watch me.

“Looks like we’re getting started early,”
Marie said.

“I just felt an urge, what can I say?” I
took my open beer from the cup holder, and drained it.

“Eve can get a little kooky when she gets
high,” Kurt said. “If you keep pulling that out this weekend –
well, you ain’t seen nothing yet.”

“Don’t give away all my secrets,” I
replied.

“That’s good to know,” Marie added as she
twisted around in her seat and leaned back to plant a lip-lock on
me. My surprise melted under the heat of our kiss, and her tongue
invaded my mouth just as her husband’s had moments ago. With both
hands, over her halter top, I groped her big breasts, which spilled
over the low neckline. I was tempted to unsnap Marie’s top at the
back of her neck, but I didn’t want things to get too crazy on the
way up to the lake. There was no way Kurt would keep his eyes on
the road if we went any further, and I didn’t want us all to
crash.
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It was nearly dark by the time we reached
the lake. Marie and I worked to unload the food and gear, while the
guys turned on all the hook-ups and made sure we had water, gas and
electricity. The perishables would have to stay in their coolers
until the fridge cooled down, but we put most of the other food
away in the cabinets near the small kitchenette.

The camper -- Brett kept calling it an RV --
was a cozy fit for two couples. It wasn’t one of those giant,
house-sized rolling palaces retirees buy, but a relatively small
unit that could sleep six if every option was used. A couch in the
rear pulled out to make a rather large bed, and there was a space
above the driving compartment that could sleep two, as long one
wasn’t claustrophobic. Just inside the door, in the middle, was a
small table with a bench seat on either side. With the table
removed, the seats could be folded out to make a small, lumpy bed.
Thankfully, we would not be needing that. Opposite that space was a
bathroom with a tiny shower stall. We didn’t have a lot of space,
but luckily the four of us didn’t mind a lot of togetherness.

Outside, wood was stacked under a tarp at
the rear of the camper and Kurt used it to get a fire going. It had
been unseasonably warm all week, and the weekend was supposed to
follow suit. But when the sun went down, a chill came in off the
lake and I was glad for the warmth of the fire. I wrapped my
sweater tightly around by body and Kurt lent me his warmth, hugging
me from behind while we stood by the fire. Brett tended to cooking
burgers over the fire, while Marie was in the kitchenette slicing
tomatoes, onions and pickles for the burgers.

"You were bad on the drive up, weren't you?"
Kurt said, kissing my neck, then nibbling my ear.

"The mood just came over me. You don't mind,
do you?"

"Not at all. I'm just jealous it wasn't me."
He kept kissing my neck, between words. Suddenly, my shivers
weren't from the cold.

"You had to keep your attention on the road.
I promise to make it up to you tonight," I said, shifting my arms
so he could slip a hand inside my sweater. He groped my breast
through my loose, lace-trimmed tank top. My nipples hardened, and I
knew he could feel that, even through the bra and cami layered
under my tank top. I leaned my head back on his shoulder and
suddenly wished we were alone.

"I'll make sure you keep that promise," he
said.

I had to pull away from him before the urge
to drag him inside the camper became irresistible. Instead, I
dropped into one of the camp chairs around the fire and asked Brett
how dinner was coming.

"Should be ready in a few. Could you get me
another beer, babe?" Brett replied.

"Sure," I said, but I had no intention of
getting up. "Kurt, hon, could you get us a couple beers?"

"Yeah, you just relax right there," Kurt
chuckled.

The thick, juicy burgers were delicious,
especially when washed down with one of Dogfish Head Pale Ales.
After dinner, we passed around a Tupperware of chocolate chip
cookies I'd made, followed by another of Marie's powerful joints.
With a full belly and a couple more beers down, the pot left me
much mellower than before. Brett played some Fleet Foxes from my
iPod, and we all just kicked back by the fire and chilled.

"It's beautiful here," Marie said, head
leaned back to stare up at the night sky.

"I can't believe how clear the sky is," Kurt
added, with pot-inspired awe.

Our campsite was fifty yards off the gravel
road leading to the campsites and surrounded by tall, old-growth
pines, which, when mixed with the pot, lent a pleasant scent to the
evening. The minivan was parked by the narrow track that lead back
to the road, and a trail on the other side led down to the lake.
There wasn't much of a beach by our campsite, but there were
several of them scattered along the lakeshore. We could either hike
to one, or take the canoe we'd strapped to the roof of the
minivan.

"The stars are just endless. It really puts
our place in the universe in perspective," I said.

"I'm not sure I like feeling so small. I'm
the star of my own reality," Marie said.

"You're my star, sweetheart," Brett told his
wife.

"Aww, that's sweet, but it's not going to
get you laid tonight. Unless, that is, Eve wants to take care of
you."

"Why's that?" Brett asked.

"Because I promised Kurt I would make up for
him having to watch you and Evie and behave himself on the
drive up," Marie replied.

That was news to me. So we were going to
start tonight? I was serious when I promised my husband some fun
later, but it seemed that Marie had already beaten me to it. It was
a good thing I'd left all my jealousy behind.

"Evie?" Brett said, reaching over and taking
my hand. I hadn't thought about it, because it was so natural now,
but we had already paired off with each other's spouses. I sat
beside Brett on one side of the fire, while Marie and Kurt were on
the other, just within joint-passing range.

"Don't worry. I won't leave you out in the
cold," I told Brett.

"What's the plan for tomorrow?" Kurt asked,
changing the subject.

"I was thinking we could take a hike," I
said.

"I want to go to the lake, for sure. I hope
the water isn't too cold," Marie said.

"I want to get some fishing in at some
point," Kurt said.

"We should all relax and play it by ear. I
plan on relaxing this weekend," Brett interjected. "I don't need a
plan."

Kurt nodded, gesturing with his beer. "Good
man. That's the idea."

"A few more beers, and you won't be up
before noon," I laughed. When given the chance, my husband
definitely loved his sleep, and with our three noisy kids, that
rarely happened anymore.” We should get you to bed, then. I
wouldn't want you to waste this weekend,” Marie said with mock
concern.

"You could be right. It is getting
late," Kurt replied, with a big mock yawn. "You guys don't mind if
we turn in, do you?"

"Of course not," Brett answered. "We'll be
in soon."

"Great," Marie said. "Don't be up too late.
I want to get an early start."

Marie and Kurt went into the camper, hand in
hand, leaving Brett and me alone by the fire.

"Those two are pretty obvious," I said,
feeling just a tinge of jealousy. I wondered if Kurt and I would
make love later, when we were done with our other partners. Would
it be strange? We'd never made love in front of the others.

"I'm surprised Marie waited this long. I
know she was jealous that we got to play on the drive up and she
didn't."

"Really?"

"You know that my dear wife isn't one to
just sit back and watch. She always needs to be involved."

"Well, I've been making Kurt do without for
a couple days, so the poor man deserves some relief," I said.

"You cruel woman."

"Hey, it wasn't easy for me, either," I
protested.

"Then I should help you out, right?"

I couldn't help laughing. "You're such a
generous guy."

Brett tugged my hand and I moved over onto
his lap. But we didn't start fooling around right away. Instead, I
snuggled into him and he stroked my hair while holding me close. We
enjoyed the night together, just being with each other. It was nice
to take time together like that. Usually when we swapped off, Brett
and I were pulling each other's clothes off.

"I'm really glad we did this," I said,
tracing his stubbly jaw line with my finger. I really liked Brett's
simple manliness. Just resting against his solid body like that was
arousing. Brett was handsome and strong, but it was the softness of
his manner that really made me want him. I loved a man who was
comfortable just being, like we were by the fire.

"Yeah, this weekend was a great idea," he
replied.

"No, I mean all of this. It's not something
I would have ever expected, or thought I'd want, but these last few
months with you guys have been amazing. I had my reservations at
the beginning, but I think it's made Kurt and me even stronger. And
it's definitely brought us closer to you guys."

I ran my fingers through his shaggy hair and
lightly kissed his neck. I wanted him, but it was so much more than
just lust.

"I think so too. I always thought you were
cool, and sexy, but I didn't see you the way I do now. You're not
just a neighbor, or my friend's wife, anymore. I see you as a woman
now, Evie. Being with you is…awesome."

His words seemed to fail him, but I could
see the depth of his emotion in his eyes, and it made me melt.

"And I know Marie loves you and Kurt just as
much as I do," he added.

"You are a sexy, sexy man, Brett," I told
him. My kisses on his neck grew stronger and I felt a vein jump
under his skin as I lightly sucked his flesh. The clean scent of
his soap filled my senses as I closed my eyes and gave him my total
focus.

"Evie…"

Brett’s hands travelled by body as I stroked
his face and hair, kissing and sucking on his neck. I nibbled his
ear, and he grabbed my butt tightly, with a breathy moan. His
fingers tangled in my hair, pulling it out of the tortoise shell
clip holding it back. He brought my lips to his and I lightly bit
his bottom lip before pushing my tongue into his mouth. Brett
pulled at my sweater, wrestling it off my body, and I grabbed for
him as soon as my arms were free. His strong hand found its way
inside my top, mashing my breast. Then he pinched my stiff nipple
through my bra until I moaned into our kiss.

I threw my head back and his lips brushed my
neck and kissed their way toward the nape until he found that
special spot that makes me quiver. I dug my nails into his muscular
back and squirmed on his lap until I felt his hardness pressing
into me. He forced my top up until he could lean down and kiss my
breast through my little pink polka-dotted bra. I closed my eyes,
moaning into the night sky as he sucked, soaking the satin material
to my skin and drawing my nipple out. I wanted him to undress me. I
didn’t care that we were outside. I couldn’t even feel the cold air
anymore. I just wanted to feel those lips on my naked skin.

My heart pounded even harder when Brett
pressed his hand between my legs. He rubbed me through my shorts,
pushing the seam against my mound. When the pressure hit the right
place I whimpered and jumped, pushing myself at him. The way Brett
rubbed and kissed me through my clothes took me right back to those
high school nights when my friends and I would have a few beers
around a bonfire, then slip into the surrounding woods for a quick
grope, sometimes more. I wanted Brett so badly, I almost straddled
him right there by the fire, but I didn’t fully lose my head. The
camper was so close anyway.

“Brett, hon, take me inside,” I pleaded.

Before we even reached the screen door, we
heard Kurt and Marie inside the camper. Muffled moans and wet
sucking sounds made me wonder just what they were up to. Since we’d
broken the taboo of seeing each other fool around, I have found
that it was quite a turn on to see two people having sex in front
of me, even if one was my husband.

The jealousy I’d been afraid of just wasn’t
there. Maybe it was because I loved Marie too, and trusted she
wasn’t going to steal my husband. I know one of the reasons is that
I find the female body so beautiful, and Marie's is so different
from mine. She's short, hardly more than five-feet, and very curvy,
while I'm several inches taller and slender. My chest is smaller,
as is my butt, and I am a little bit jealous of her curves,
especially when I see how they make Kurt light up. But I like my
firm B-cups. They're still high and tight. I can go braless if I
want, and I'm not sure I would want to drag those big things around
anyway. But all that aside, discovering I was a voyeur was a
surprise to me because porn never did much for me, even the kind
that was supposed to be “for women.”

The camper shifted when we stepped inside,
and the light in the kitchenette was just enough for me to see Kurt
and Marie on the big bed in the back. They were both naked and
locked together in a “69” position, which didn’t allow me to see
much, but I could fill in the blanks. Marie was on top, her head
bobbing between Kurt’s legs. His hands held her butt tightly,
pulling her pussy down to his face. I admired their multi-tasking
skills. I’ve never been a big fan of the “69” because if a guy
really knows what he’s doing when he goes down on me, I just can’t
concentrate on giving a blowjob.

We paused before the bunk at the front, and
I pulled Brett’s shirt over his head. His chest hair was sparse. He
didn’t have a six-pack, but he was built from hours of hard,
physical work as a contractor. I kissed and caressed his chest,
reveling in his manliness, pausing only when he undressed me. I
went to my knees when I finished stripping him, but I only kissed
his shaft for a moment before he pulled me to my feet.

Brett effortlessly lifted me onto the bunk
and rolled onto it beside me. The thin mattress was hard under my
back. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, frustrated by the way
his cock just rubbed against me. I wanted him inside me and I
didn’t want to wait.

“Come on, fuck me,” I whispered, trying to
reach for him.

Brett grinned and kissed me. “You really
want it, don’t you?”

“Yes! Don’t tease me.”

It was a tight fit up there, but he managed
to turn me on my side, facing outward, and he spooned me. His broad
shoulders just about filled the height of the narrow sleeping
compartment. My leg was lifted back, over him, then he was inside
me. A sharp cry escaped my throat, unbidden, and I closed my eyes.
I just enjoyed the feeling of being with Brett. He was thick and
full and filled me. It wasn’t better than being with my husband,
but just different, and so good. Brett’s big hand held my narrow
hip, as he slowly, forcefully thrust into me from behind. My soft
whimpers turned to throaty moans. I pushed back to him as best I
could, but in that position, he was in control. He covered my
breast and massaged it, teasing my nipples with his thumbs and I
cried his name.

The noises from the back of the camper grew
louder and I looked to see that Marie was still on top of Kurt, but
her head was up and she was pushing her pussy back at his face. Her
flaming curls went everywhere as she tossed her head and shouted in
ecstasy.

“Yes! Yessss…fucking CUMMING!” she
bellowed.

Marie didn’t waste any time. She hopped off
him, then turned and straddled him. She looked over at us fucking
as she impaled herself on my husband. Her smile said that she very
much approved. At that angle, Kurt’s head was hidden by a cabinet,
but Marie kept looking over as she rode Kurt hard and fast. He
mashed her big breasts into his hands just the way she likes, and
she arched her back, holding the side of the cabinet for
support.

I couldn’t take my eyes off of them, and I
found I liked it better that I couldn’t see Kurt’s face. Maybe I
had a little jealousy after all? Brett drilled me harder, sliding
his hand down to my pussy. My swollen clit was an easy target and
when he rubbed it, I came instantly, burying my face in the
mattress as I cried out and tensed. I was locked tightly around
Brett’s shaft, but I was so wet he just kept fucking me through my
orgasm, his face nestled in my hair while he kissed my neck.

“Ohhh…Ohhh Brett…” I whimpered.

“You love being able to watch them, don’t
you?” he breathed into my ear.

I wanted to lie, but I couldn’t.
“Yesss…yesss…”

“I like watching Marie go wild too. And I
know she loves seeing us together,” he grunted.

I don’t really get off on being watched.
Deep down, I’m too shy, but I took it as part of the deal. I looked
up from the mattress and saw Marie riding Kurt very hard now. The
camper even started to rock on its springs. She bent down over him,
pushing her breasts in his face, then he grabbed her butt. Kurt
thrust up, lifting them both off the bed. Their coupling was hard,
rough, and exciting to watch. By contrast, Brett and I seemed slow
and sensual, at least until he started getting close. Brett rubbed
my lips, just glancing across my clit as he fucked me faster and I
worked the strong muscles in my pussy, determined to make him cum
before I did again.

“Uhnnn…Uhnnn…Evvviieee…Jesus you’re
hot…uhnnn…”

My breathy whimpers turned to throaty moans
again as another orgasm rapidly closed in. I clung to the edge of
the platform, half-turned on my stomach as Brett took me harder and
harder. Marie was no longer watching us as she and Kurt were about
to cum themselves, and I focused all my attention on Brett. By now
he knew he didn't have to ask before cumming inside me. I'm not on
the Pill. Kurt and I use the rhythm method, but I've made sure to
time our encounters with the other couple when it was safe.

"Evviieee…Evviieee…uhhnnnn…" Brett's body
jerked as he slammed into me a final time. His cum pumping deep
into my body, he kept rubbing my clit and seconds later I climaxed
as well, my pussy tight again around his hot shaft.

While Brett and I collapsed into a sweaty
mess, Marie gave a final wail and Kurt shouted her name. The two of
them came as well, and Marie dropped onto him, crushing her breasts
against his chest. I could hear them kissing and murmuring to each
other, while Brett kissed the sweat-slicked side of my neck. It was
awkward in the tight space, but I turned, so our bodies were
pressed together, and then hugged him tightly.

"Thank you," I whispered before kissing
him.

"I don’t know why you're thanking me. You
were incredible, Evie, just like always."

Brett and I held each other for a long time,
and all I could feel was the beating of our hearts. Our slow,
calmer breaths filled my ears and I felt snug in Brett's arms. I
nearly forgot the other couple – my husband -- was even in the
camper with us. It was only when the rig shifted as Marie went into
the bathroom that I thought about them. After a flush and the
running of water, Marie emerged and pulled the door closed for the
night.

"Good night you two," she said, turning out
the light in the kitchenette.
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Sun flowed through the flimsy curtains
covering the long, narrow window at the front of the sleeping
platform. I squinted and turned, wincing against the stiffness in
my spine. That mattress did little to soften the hard wood beneath
us. An arm was across me and I knew immediately it wasn't my
husband's. I'm not quite sure how to describe how I felt in that
moment.

Sure, I'd had plenty of sex with Brett, but
we'd never really slept together, not all night like this.
At some point, I'd gotten up to use the bathroom and pull on a gray
cotton cami and pair of panties, but then I'd just gotten back in
bed with Brett. Climbing over Brett to get in and out of bed in the
middle of the night was a chore, but he wouldn’t budge when I tried
to move him out of the way. Usually, after we partied with Marie
and Kurt -- I know it's silly, but I can't say swapped --
Kurt and I would go home and make love. It was sort of a ritual to
affirm our own relationship, but this time I stayed with Brett all
night and he stayed in Marie's bed.

Was this a change for our relationship, with
each other and the other couple? Lying there with Brett reaffirmed
the creeping feeling I had been having that all this was really
about more than sex. We'd formed a true bond with Marie and Brett.
Where would that bond take us? It was a little scary to think that
the boundaries of our relationships were starting to blur.

I only bumped my head once turning around in
the low compartment. Brett was on his side, facing me, still fast
asleep. Looking over him, I could see Marie and Kurt were still in
the bed in the back, apparently sleeping as well. I had no idea
what time it was, but I've never been one to just stay in bed. If
it hadn't been for getting stoned and drunk the night before, I
probably would have been up before the sun.

Brett was between me and escape and I tried
my best to squeeze over him without waking him, but it was just too
tight. He was still nude and his semi-hard cock rubbed against me
while I worked my body past his. Feeling his manhood stirred a
tingling in my sex, but I tried to keep going. I wanted to get up
and clear my head before embarking on anymore misadventures. But he
did wake up and his arms went around my thin body while I was right
on top of him.

"Where do you think you're going?"

"I want to get a shower and stretch my legs.
This isn't the most comfortable place to sleep," I said.

"I can stretch you if you need help," he
grinned.

"There's not room for anything that advanced
up here, but I'll take a rain check."

"Come on, just stay a little longer," he
wheedled.

He pulled me into a kiss and I couldn't
resist more than a moment. All of my doubts melted in that kiss,
and within a couple minutes I was ready to let him pull my clothes
off. But I stuck to my guns and rolled past him, dropping to the
floor.

"Later, I promise," I said.

The shower was surprisingly hot, but
unfortunately for me, weak. Still, it felt good to scrub myself
clean. I had trouble reaching everything in the tight stall, and I
wondered how the guys were going to manage later. I couldn't reach
for the shampoo without bumping my elbow on the door.

I dressed in black yoga pants and a ribbed
tank top under a sweatshirt, with my damp hair pulled back into a
ponytail, then went outside where there was room to move. The
remains of our fire smoldered, and it looked like animals had been
sniffing around our leftovers and empty beer bottles. I didn't mind
that, as long as they were of the cute, cuddly variety. No bears
rocking the camper, please. Hopefully, Marie's screams would scare
it away.

I shivered against the cool mountain air and
moved into the bright slant of sunlight that bisected the campsite.
The grass felt good under my bare feet and I dug my toes. I love
the feeling of earth. There's nothing like digging into a garden
and getting gritty, rich earth between your fingers and all over
your skin. I'm always happiest when I can connect with nature.

Standing on my tip-toes, I reached for the
heavens, and then arched my back before bending forward to flatten
my palms on the ground. It hurt, at first, but soon my blood
started pumping and the endorphins flowed. I began to truly wake
up. I went through several stretching exercises and yoga positions,
and peace came as I gained my equilibrium. The state of our
relationships stayed on my mind, but it didn't worry me any longer.
I knew Kurt and I were strong, I wasn't kidding when I told Brett
this experience had brought us closer, and if I was feeling even
closer to Brett, wasn't that a good thing?

Marie came out a little later and found me
sitting on the picnic table with my feet on the bench and my arms
wrapped around my knees. She carried two steaming cups of coffee,
one of which was for me.

"I can't believe you were out here
exercising first thing in the morning," she said. "Last night wore
me out. I probably could have slept another two hours." She was
showered and dressed in sweats, so she'd been up for a while.

"You should have stayed in bed. I wouldn't
be surprised if Kurt isn't out of bed 'til noon," I said.

"Your shower woke me up, but it's okay. I
don't want to sleep the weekend away. The shower rallied me, but
I'm afraid I used the last of the hot water. Brett's in there now.
He'll just have to make due."

"Looks like you guys had fun last night. I
think my poor husband was about to lose his mind if he didn't get
some," I said.

"It was mean of you to cut him off
before the trip," she laughed.

"I just wanted to make sure we had enough of
an appetite before the trip."

"Well, it seems like it worked, hon. You and
Brett made the most of that little space up there. Did you mind
that we took the bed?"

"No, not at all. Although, I do plan on
being in the bed tonight. Sleeping up on that platform was
tough."

Marie rubbed my back and kissed my cheek. It
was a nice, tender gesture. "Poor baby. I can give you a massage
later, if you like."

"That was be wonderful. It seems like I'm
the one giving the massages all the time. But you don't have to," I
answered.

"We'll see. The guys won't mind, I'm
sure."

I laughed. "I'm sure you're right." I
changed the subject. "So, did Kurt hog the bed? He always tries to
take the middle."

"No, we were good, although Brett and I
sleep really close together. It seemed like Kurt needed his
room."

"Have you guys done that before? I mean,
have you actually spent the whole night with someone else?"

"Once or twice," Marie said, then gave me a
concerned look. "Did that bother you? It just felt natural to go to
sleep like that."

"No, not really,” I said. “You're right, it
did feel natural. Maybe that's what bothered me a little. Staying
with Brett just felt right. I didn't touch base with Kurt
like usual and it was okay. Nevermind. I know I'm not making any
sense."

"It's okay. I understand what you mean,"
Marie said. She pulled me into a hug. "It is a little weird to be
so comfortable with a man who isn't your husband. I haven't told
you this before, but I was totally freaked out the first time Brett
and I were with another couple. We didn't even go all the way, but
I couldn't look anyone in the eye and I wouldn't let Brett touch me
for days."

"Really? You seem to really like
it."

"You calling me a slut?" she teased. "I do
like it, now, but that first time, I thought I was going to throw
up. Brett and I were engaged, and we were out partying with this
other couple. The guy was a good friend of Brett's. We were all
high, playing a board game, and next thing I know his friend is
kissing me. I look over and Brett's kissing his friend's wife! It
was amazing while we were doing it, but afterward I felt like we'd
ruined everything. Brett and I finally talked and I calmed down,
but we didn't hang out with the other couple much after that."

"Wow, now I feel like a slut because I just
went right with it!" I was only half-joking.

"You're only the third couple we've hooked
up with, and I'll be honest, I was a little surprised by how fast
things moved," Marie said.

"Gee, thanks."

Marie hugged me again. "Come on, I didn't
mean it that way. It felt more natural with you guys than it ever
did before. The second couple we got involved with we actually met
on vacation. You know how those fruity drinks and the tropical heat
can get to you, right? It didn't seem risky, because we barely knew
them and we'd probably never see them again. But then we really did
hit it off, and it turned out they only lived about three hours
away, so we would get together and screw around from time to time.
“But we were never close with them the way we are with you guys. We
love you guys, I really mean it."

"Aww, we love you too. This experience has
been interesting, to say the least. I never considered doing
anything like this. To think, I had always told Kurt I'd strangle
him if I found out he was with another woman."

"Don't hurt me," Marie laughed.

"Not unless you want me to," I winked.

"That could be fun,” Marie answered. “So I
guess Kurt isn’t the jealous type?"

"God, no. He doesn't have a jealous bone in
his body. I think he was ready to go the second we started joking
about it."

"It started with a joke, didn't it?" Marie
said with a shake of her head. "That's so crazy."

"All of this is crazy, but it's fun!"

"What are you girls up to?" Brett asked,
stepping out of the trailer. He stretched and sucked in a deep
lungful of clean mountain air.

"Just a girls' chat, that's all," Marie
said.

"If you girls were fighting over me, let me
assure you, there's enough to go around," he said with a
mock-magnanimous tone in his voice and throwing his arms in the
air.

"I don't know, I think Eve used you up last
night," Marie joked. I couldn't help turning a little red.

"I can prove it if I have to, Woman."

Brett pulled his wife to him and lifted her
off the picnic table. She wrapped her legs around him and held on
while they enjoyed a very passionate good morning kiss. Under other
circumstances, it would have been embarrassing to watch, and I
still wondered if I should go inside and see if Kurt was awake.
Maybe Marie and Brett needed some time alone. But before I could
move, Brett put a breathless Marie back down on the table. Having
been on the receiving end of those kisses, I knew how she felt.

"So what's the plan ladies? It looks like
we're on our own. I tried to shake Kurt awake, but he told me to
fuck off."

"I want to hit the lake," Marie
pronounced.

"We could take the canoe out. I know where a
couple good beaches are. It'll be pretty warm by the time we get
there," I said.

"What about Kurt?" Marie asked.

"I'll try to rouse him, but if it doesn’t
work we'll just go without him,” I said.

"Okay, but maybe we should try together,"
Marie giggled.

"While you girls do that, I'm going to get
the canoe down from the minivan," Brett said.

When Marie and I went inside the camper,
Kurt was still in bed, dead to the world. I knelt on the bed and
shook him. He responded by murmuring and trying to wave me off. My
poor husband really was hung over and worn out.

“C’mon honey, it’s time to get up. You don’t
want to sleep the day away,” I said.

“Leave me alone. Just let me get another
hour, and I promise I’ll get up,” he complained.

“If you stay in bed all day you’re going to
miss all the fun,” Marie prompted.

When he didn’t respond, she crawled onto the
bed and unzipped her hooded sweatshirt. She was nude beneath and
leaned forward to press her breasts in his face. That got a
reaction, but Kurt still showed no signs of getting up. I reached
around her and jiggled her breasts against him, but that didn’t
move him either.

“He really is out of it. I didn’t think he
drank that much last night,” I said.

“To be fair, I did give him quite a
workout,” Marie laughed.

“You mean after we went to sleep?”

“You went to sleep. I swear, you
could sleep through a tornado, Eve. We woke Brett a couple times,
but I don’t think you stirred once.”

“Yeah, I was pretty beat last night. So
should we just leave him?” I asked.

“I guess. If he’s not up yet, he’s not going
to get up. His loss.”

Marie and I changed into our swimsuits, and
I pulled on a tank top and shorts over mine, while she only wore
shorts. Her white string bikini top had little strawberries all
over it, and it looked to be working overtime to contain her. When
we passed Brett on our way out, he couldn’t help giving his wife a
squeeze.

We loaded some picnic supplies into the
canoe and Marie sat in the middle, while Brett and I took the ends
and paddled. She lathered on the suntan cream, and then did my
exposed areas while I paddled. I’m not quite as pale as Marie,
who’s one hundred percent Irish and has the alabaster skin and
freckles to prove it. But I burn easily too. Her fiery hair was
pulled back in a ponytail, tucked through the back of a baseball
cap, while my hair was piled up into my cute, straw hat.

The sun hung high like a bright jewel in a
brilliant blue sky and the crisp morning burned off to warm
afternoon. The warmth felt good on my bare arms and the workout
really opened me up. Brett and Marie chatted most of the way, but I
stayed quiet with my thoughts. Listening in on my friends, it
really drove home how great their marriage was and that they were
truly friends, as well as lovers. I know I’d always thought people
who swapped partners were missing something in their marriage, but
Marie and Brett put lie to that. They’d shown us that it was just a
way to form a tight bond with more people.

After about forty-five minutes of leisurely
canoeing, we came to a little rocky beach and stopped. Brett
dragged the canoe onto the shore, and Marie and I spread our
blanket on a grassy patch a few yards up from the water’s edge. We
kicked back on the blanket and cracked open a couple refreshing
beers. I shed my tank top and leaned back on my elbows, glorying in
the afternoon sun.

“Nice bikini, Evie. You need to lose the
shorts,” Brett said, leering at me. It felt good that he was
checking me out when his wife, and her bountiful chest, were right
there. My tri-colored, halter bikini top gave me a little lift, but
I still couldn’t compete with Marie.

“Yeah. We should all go skinny dipping,” she
said. She unsnapped her tight jean shorts and wriggled out of
them.

“You guys go ahead. That water’s too cold
for me,” I said.

Marie jumped to her feet and went bouncing
toward the water. “Come on, Brett, let’s go.”

“Alright, just for a little bit,” he agreed.
I enjoyed the view when he pulled off his t-shirt and kicked off
his sandals. He also wore Hawaiian-printed board shorts.

Marie shrieked when she splashed into the
cold water and halted, but Brett scooped her up in his arms and
carried her deeper into the lake. “Don’t… don’t… don’t… ” she
pleaded, but to no avail. Brett tossed her into the water, then
dived under the surface himself. I thought they were both crazy. I
had goose bumps just from wading in with the canoe. I popped in my
iPod earbuds and listened to Jack Johnson as my friends played in
the lake.

Even with sunglasses, I had to squint
against the sunlight blinking off the water while I watched them. I
couldn’t hear what they said to each other, but I could see they
were laughing and having a good time. I wished Kurt was there with
us to join in the fun. After a bit, their splashing and wrestling
turned to kissing and touching, then Marie’s hands were busy
beneath the crystal blue water. Before long, her bikini top was
untied and she pulled Brett’s face to her chest. I know they are an
affectionate couple, but they weren’t always quite this shameless,
at least they weren’t before the four of us started hooking up. I
wondered if it was for my benefit, or if I was just an
afterthought. I didn’t have to wait long for my answer, as they
waded back toward me.

Marie arrived first, her thick, pale nipples
were granite-hard on her swaying breasts, which were dripping icy
water. She pulled Brett by the hand, then went down on her hands
and knees on the blanket beside me. Except for Brett’s quick smile
in my direction, they remained focused on each other. Damp hair
hung down around her face, and she wiggled her round butt back at
her husband. I’m very happy with my tight, toned bottom, but I have
to say that Marie does have the perfect heart-shaped ass. Brett
peeled her bikini bottoms off and tossed them with her discarded
top.

Brett pulled her legs farther apart, then
planted a hand between her shoulder blades and pushed her head
down. Her butt rose higher and he grinned as he planted his face
between her spread thighs. It was an awkward position, but Marie
arched her back until her breasts were pressed into the blanket,
and she was fully exposed to him. It was rather undignified, but
Brett seemed to hit the spot, as she started squealing and
shaking.

“Oh God! Oh God! Ohhh… that feels good baby…
” Marie moaned, pushing her butt back at Brett. She flicked her
hair back, spraying me with freezing droplets.

“Hey!” I exclaimed.

“Sorry, baby,” she said, in a sultry bedroom
voice. She shifted on the blanket, closer to me.

I gasped in surprise when she leaned over
and kissed me hungrily. I could feel her body move and shake as
Brett licked her from behind. Marie couldn’t help moaning into my
mouth while our tongues wrestled each other. It was all incredibly
sexy. I never thought of myself as that sexually wild before all
this started, but I’ve learned a lot about myself. I held her head
and kissed back, fingers in her soaked, fiery curls. My body
tingled and my pussy clenched in anticipation. I didn’t know what
was going to happen out there, but just like that, I was ready for
some fun.

“God! YES!” Marie shouted, tearing her mouth
from mine. She didn’t seem to care if anyone heard her. The woods
to our back were laced with hiking trails, and anyone could walk by
along the lake, but none of that mattered. It was actually
exciting, knowing we could get caught.

I kissed her neck and shoulders, and tried
to get down to her breasts, twisting my body in the process. I also
started rubbing myself. It wasn’t a conscious decision, I just
responded to my body’s needs. First, I touched my mound through my
bikini, but then I slipped my hand inside, rubbing my smooth,
shaved pussy. The pressure felt amazing, but I need more and slid a
slender finger between my lips. Meanwhile, Marie was reaching for
me, moaning louder and louder. At first, I thought she was playing
with my hair, tied back in a ponytail, but she really wanted to
unclasp my top. I reached back and helped, then pulled my bikini
down to expose my chest.

“Yes! Yes! GOD YES!” Marie howled, shouting
her orgasm to the heavens. “Honey, please… Brett… please fuck me…
”

Brett lifted his slicked face from between
her thighs and looked pleased to see me topless. While he pulled
his board shorts down, his wife kissed me, while she fondled my
breasts, tweaking my tender, thin nipples until I was shaking and
gasping. She pulled my hand away from my pussy and then pulled my
bottoms off. It felt silly to have my top hanging on me, so I shed
that too, leaving me as naked as my friends. Kurt is really
going to kick himself for missing this, I thought. I wasn’t
worried that he’d be jealous, because we’d discussed this type of
situation and he said I should go for it – as long as he got to
play too.

Marie crawled on top of me and I raked all
my fingers through her hair while we kissed. Her nipples dragged
over mine, and then across my flat tummy as she kissed down my
body. The tip of her tongue just barely grazed my nipple as it
circled. I shuddered, grabbing the blanket with one hand and
Marie’s hair with the other. Brett was still on his knees behind
her, just watching while his cock stood out proudly, ready to go to
work. Knowing how guys think, I knew he was in heaven. It wasn’t
the first time he saw Marie and I together, but not in a position
like this. Before, we’d only teased the boys because they were too
impatient to just sit back and enjoy the show. I’d been glad,
because being watched made me self-conscious. This time it didn’t,
because I knew Brett wouldn’t be just watching for long. I’ll
admit, I’d always been curious what a threesome might be like, and
now I was going to find out.

I bit my lip and whimpered. Marie went from
one breast to the other, teasing with her long tongue, sucking with
those plump lips. She was driving me crazy. Her husband finally got
in the game and moved to where he could bend down and kiss me.
Making out with Brett while Marie pleasured my breasts was so hot.
Doing it all in the open, under the warm sun, only made it better.
I could taste Marie on Brett’s lips and my heart thumped faster. My
arms were around both of them, but then I reached out and held his
cock, stroking it while we kissed. He moved out of my reach when he
took Marie’s place at my breasts. It was so strange to feel her
soft cheek on my skin one moment, then his rough, stubbly cheek the
next. She was light and teasing with her tongue; he was strong,
direct. Brett was almost too rough in his excitement, Marie had
been so gentle. Suddenly, she was between my legs then, spreading
me open, kissing while her tongue explored. I threw my head back
with a strangled cry. The married couple mastered my body and
brought me right to the edge of climax.

"Didn't you hear me, baby. I said, fuck
me!" Marie demanded.

"Yes, ma'am," Brett laughed.

The free moment gave me a second to catch my
breath, staving off my climax and drawing out my pleasure. Brett
positioned himself behind Marie and crammed his thick rod inside
her with one mighty thrust. "Ohhhh…fuck…" she wailed.

Marie shook with every ramming thrust. Her
hanging breasts jiggled. Brett grinned down at me while he fucked
his wife and it felt incredible to be a part of that sexy moment. I
leaned forward, up on my elbows again, to get a better view. Marie
stopped wailing and buried her face between my thighs once again.
She wasn't as graceful or deliberate as before, but it was still
awesome. She sucked my juicy lips and worked her tongue over my
clit. I could feel her body pushed forward every time Brett thrust
into her and I admired her for being able to go down on me with any
skill at all during that assault. My orgasm came quickly, and I
dropped back onto the blanket, pushing my hips up at Marie's
sucking mouth. The soft moans of my orgasm were easily drowned out
by the sounds of Brett and Marie's sex.

I was still gasping for breath when Marie
scooted forward. She and Brett moved in sync, and she climbed on
top of me, while he stayed inside her. They were both between my
legs now. She kissed me, and I tasted myself strongly on her lips.
I wrapped my arms around her and Marie's weight shifted on me as
Brett resumed roughly fucking her. We were so close, his balls
slapped my pussy as he fucked Marie's. It was marvelous. I felt
like Brett was actually fucking both of us at the same time. I held
onto Marie and we made out while Brett took her.

"Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh God, Brettttt…
fuuucckkk… meeee…" she wailed.

"Fuck, baby," he grunted. "This is so hot…
so fucking hot… "

"Fuck us! Fuck us! Ohhh… babbbyyy… "

I clung to them for dear life, enjoying
their coupling-by-proxy. After a few more minutes, Marie screamed
that she was cumming, and almost shattered my eardrums. She hadn't
even caught her breath when Marie rolled away and Brett fell on me.
His wonderful cock slid right into me and he started fucking me
like he hadn't missed a beat. My head was spinning. I couldn't
believe all this was happening. It was so over-the-top, so crazy,
it didn't seem real. Brett pulled my legs back, putting them over
his shoulders. He knows how flexible I am, and he used it, almost
bending me in half while we fucked.

 

"Fuck her!" Marie urged. "Fuck Evie… I want
you to make her cum, baby."

Marie lay on her side next to us. Her hand
was on his back, and then she was touching me. Brett's gasping
cries were coming more quickly, more loudly, and I knew he was
getting close to finishing. But I was way ahead of him. I'd never
fully come down from my last climax, and since I cum so easily
anyway, I was right there again. I clawed at Brett's back as I
came, closing my eyes to concentrate on that wave of intense
pleasure that swept through me.

"Come here, baby. Come here," Marie
urged.

Brett pulled out of me with a slurp.
I opened my eyes to see him leaning over his wife while she
devoured his cock. He held the back of her head and seemed to be
fucking her mouth, but only for a few seconds. He roared and shot
his load down Marie's throat. I caressed Marie's back while she
swallowed, and then we all collapsed onto the blanket, exhausted
and thoroughly fulfilled.

I don't know how long we laid there naked on
the blanket, lightly caressing each other with the breeze off the
water cooling our sweaty bodies. I heard a powerboat go by once,
but it sounded too far away for its operator to see anything.
Eventually, though, we had to get back and we dressed. We had been
gone for hours and I wondered what Kurt thought had happened to
us.




 four

 


My husband was up and about when we returned
to camp. He was sitting in a canvas fold-out chair with a book in
his lap and looked up when we came down the trail, Marie and I were
carrying the canoe over our heads, while Brett had the cooler and
blanket. I was so exhausted, all I could think of was taking a hot
shower and a nap. Upon seeing Kurt, I suddenly felt guilty about
fooling around without him and didn’t look him in the eye.

“You guys have been gone for a while,” Kurt
said. “I was about ready to send out a search party.”

“I guess we lost track of time,” I said.

“Did you guys have fun?”

“You have no idea, dude,” Brett said,
grinning.

“Does anyone mind if I jump into the shower
first?” I asked.

“Go ahead. It’s a shame there’s not enough
room to squeeze two in there,” Marie said.

I stripped off my clothes and took my second
shower of the day. Were Brett and Marie filling Kurt in on our
morning activities? I would have liked to tell my husband about it
myself. If he really wasn’t jealous, maybe it would be a sexy story
to share. Would Kurt really enjoy hearing about my crazy, slutty
moment?

The shower was short, as I didn’t want to
use all the hot water, and I changed into a cute little sundress,
which had a muted print and a row of little buttons up the bodice.
I went braless underneath, rather than wear a strapless bra. I
really was tired, so I lay on the bed in the back. Immediately,
sleep pulled at me. Brett came in as I was drifting off, and he
came to the back and sat beside me, stroking my hair back from my
cheek.

“You really do need a nap, don’t you? Sweet
dreams.” He bent down and kissed my forehead. He stripped off his
clothes and the view of his masculine physique almost perked me up
before my eyes closed.

I can’t say if it was seeing Brett naked
just as I fell asleep, or if I was full of endorphins from the
morning’s orgasms, but whatever the reasons, my dreams were
sex-soaked. I was in a semi-dark room, on an endless mattress, and
naked bodies were everywhere, writhing together. There were no
faces, I didn’t recognize anyone’s touch, but I was fucking one
man, while another fondled my breasts and I was kissing a woman. It
was unlike any dream I’d had before. The sensations were all so
vivid. When I climaxed, it just went on and on, consuming my body
until I was just a glowing ember. I started shaking, and slowly I
emerged from the dream.

Kurt sat beside me, gently shaking me by the
shoulder. “Honey, wake up. You’ve been asleep for a couple hours,
Eve.”

“Sorry,” I murmured, blinking the sleep out
of my eyes. “I just laid down for a couple minutes. I must have
really been beat. I didn’t sleep very well last night.”

“I’m sure that’s not the only reason,” Kurt
chuckled.

“Did they tell you about this morning?”

“No details, but they certainly hinted
enough to get the gist. Care to tell me what happened?”

“Well, if you really want to know… We
paddled out to one of the little beaches along the lake and hung
out for a while. Brett and Marie went into the water and started
messing around. Then they came back on shore and lay down next to
me and kept going, and I kind of got swept up in it.”

“You make it sound so boring,” he
laughed.

I smiled. “You want all the gory
details?”

“Maybe a few,” my husband answered. He
caressed my bare leg and I realized my sundress had ridden up until
I was almost exposed.

“They were next to me and Brett was going
down on her, and Marie started kissing me. It was pretty hot to
kiss her while he was doing that. She was moaning and shaking…”

“That sounds pretty hot,” he said. His eager
eyes told me to continue.

“Then she did more than just kiss me. She
moved down my body, and Brett touched and kissed me, too.” I was
hesitant to reveal that last part, but it didn’t seem to bother
him. “While Marie went down on me, he fucked her.”

“Like, at the same time?” Kurt’s voice was
full of wonder.

“Yeah.”

My dream was still with me, and I realized
that its intensity had affected me. My husband’s hand felt very
good stroking my leg, and I was conscious that it crept higher and
higher. My own hand drifted. The lump in his shorts was easy to
find through the rough material.

“Wow,” was all he said.

“I’ll admit, it was pretty hot. I wish you’d
been there.”

“Me too. I wonder where I would have fit
in.”

“You could have knelt by my head,” I
suggested. I gasped. He reached the smooth satin of my panties, and
cupped me, making my sex throb. The heel of his hand pressed my
flesh and I closed my eyes, savoring warm, tingling pleasure. As
I’ve mentioned, I’ve always been lucky in that I need very little
foreplay to get ready. Don’t get me wrong – I enjoy it – I’m just
blessed. On occasion it’s been a curse that it does not take much
to get going. But as “easy” as I can be, it was nothing compared to
what I felt in that moment. I wanted Kurt the second he started
touching me. I rapidly soaked through my panties, cute, frilly ones
I’d brought to show off.

“Come here,” I said, determined to
illustrate my point.

While I scooted down on the bed, Kurt shed
his shorts and knelt on the mattress. I grasped his shaft and
kissed the helmet of his cock. I've always loved giving head. It
started as a way to avoid having to fuck randy boyfriends before I
was ready to go all the way, but I quickly realized there was an
art to doing it well. I love the power it gives me over a guy. Even
the cockiest guy turns to jelly when you give him mind-blowing
head. I'll never understand my girlfriends who don't like it and
just do it to get it over with, or won't do it at all. I generally
like to be in control in life, and I guess sucking someone off
gives you ultimate power.

I also like making my man feel good, and I
could tell by the way Kurt moaned that I was achieving that. His
hand was on the wall for balance and he watched me closely while I
licked all around his head.

"Shit, Eve, that's so good," he gasped.

I stopped just long enough to say, "Now
imagine if Marie was eating me while I did this."

I winked, then he was back in my mouth.
Smoothly bobbing back and forth, I relaxed and swallowed his entire
shaft. My husband and Brett weren't so very different in the cock
department. Brett might have been a little thicker, but I just
loved the way Kurt felt inside me. I moaned as I moved, vibrating
my mouth around his cock, and I started rubbing myself, picking up
where he'd left off. For a moment, his sharp, brown eyes followed
my hand, but then they returned to my face, just as my cheeks
hollowed as I sucked harder. He gently supported the back of my
head and his hips were moving, but I was still in control. My
tongue caressed his shaft as he slipped in and out of my mouth.
This wasn't a hurried blowjob, like I gave Brett in the minivan. I
was really trying to drive Kurt wild. He was shook and whispered my
name. When it looked like his knees might buckle at any moment, I
knew I had accomplished my goal. Taking care of my husband assuaged
some of my guilt about his not being included earlier.

"After I came," I said, licking his smooth,
wet shaft up and down. "Marie was on top of me. We were pressed
together while Brett fucked her. It felt like I was part of it. We
kissed when she wasn't screaming."

"Ohhh… Eveeee… baby… "

"Where are those two?" I asked.

"Why? Who cares?"

"I want you, honey. Make love to me," I
cooed, kissing my way down his shaft to flick his balls with my
tongue.

"God, I want you, Eve. I don't care if they
come in and watch."

I pulled off my panties and hiked up my
skirt. Kurt was right on top of me. He sheathed himself inside me,
like I was made for him. Our bodies moved together in perfect
rhythm. It truly felt like we were made for each other.

"That little story really turned you on,
didn't it?" I gasped, wrapping my legs around his waist to pull him
into me. Once I had him, I worked what he and Brett call my "magic
muscles." Not only am I very flexible, but I have incredible
control of most of my body. I rippled the muscles in my pussy and
Kurt didn't even try to move. He loved the way I could grip him.
Sometimes I get on top and make him cum while hardly moving the
rest of my body.

"I just like thinking about you being
completely free like that, baby,” he said. “It's not that I really
want to share you -- ohhhhhh -- I just want you to enjoy all this
as much as possible. I know I'll get my turn… mmmm… "

"Oh?" I arched my eyebrow and tightened.

"Marie promised she has something special
for us tonight. Babe…"

"Does she now?"

I couldn't tease him any longer. I wanted to
climax as much as he did. When I relaxed, Kurt went back into
motion. It was strong, passionate lovemaking. We didn't slam
together, but our bodies just flowed in sync with one another. I
gripped his shoulders tightly and blinked my big blue eyes as sweat
dripped down from his forehead into them. He grunted my name over
and over and I uttered those breathless moans that signal my orgasm
is nearly there. I came first, and he yelped as I gripped his
shoulders painfully hard. My legs locked too, as my whole body
tensed. Kurt came as well and we shared a deep kiss.

"That was pretty amazing, Eve. You're on
fire this weekend."

"I don't know what's gotten into me. It's
like this weekend I can try any crazy thing I want because when we
go home, none of it will matter. We can just go back to our lives
and this will be a marvelous memory. It's nice to let my
inhibitions go."

Kurt laughed. "You've been inhibited when
we've hooked up with Brett and Marie before?"

He had a point, and I laughed too. "Okay,
you're right. Maybe I can't really explain why this weekend feels
different, but it just does. I was never completely out of my head
when we were with them at home, but I am here. Does that make
sense?"

"I guess. I suppose I'm just different. It's
all the same to me, and it's great."

I lightly punched him in the arm. We were
side by side on the bed, and he'd pulled the sheet over his naked
lower half, while I smoothed my skirt down. I heard music outside.
"Don't sound too enthusiastic or I'm going to think you like
swapping for Marie better than you like fucking me."

"You know that's not true." He kissed me.
"But you have to admit, variety is nice. Being with Marie isn't
better at all. It's just different."

We'd talked about this before, and we agreed
that sharing our beds with the other couple just brought a fun new
dimension to our sex lives. I really loved the way Brett just took
me. It was fun to just fuck, instead of making love. Brett
took control in a way Kurt usually didn't. It wasn't something we
needed, or something we were missing.

"You're right,” I answered. “Just don't
forget it."

"You are the only woman I've ever loved, and
the only woman I ever will love, Eve. Don’t ever doubt
that."

"Oh, I know. You'd be lost without me," I
laughed.

"Ain't that the truth," he agreed.

When we finally came outside, Marie
tsk'd us and said, "That took a while, Kurt. Eve must have
been really hard to get out of bed."

"That's because Evie does her best work in
bed," Brett teased. He was by the fire, sipping a beer.

"You're a funny guy," I said, walking over
to smack Brett's arm after grabbing a beer for myself. I twisted,
bent and stretched, noticing that Brett's eyes carefully watched
the hem of my dress as it lifted with my movements. The thin cotton
sundress was short, but kept me covered. He would have been staring
even harder if he knew I was panty-less under the dress. It was
Kurt's suggestion after I'd cleaned up, and I only said yes after
much pleading. It felt odd to be bare under the dress and feel the
cool breeze against my sex.

Kurt, meanwhile, was by the picnic table,
proving what I've always suspected about men -- no matter how much
sex they get, it's still the only thing on their minds. We'd just
made love not fifteen minutes ago, but he couldn't keep his eyes
off of Marie, especially when she leaned forward. She did
look sexy, wearing a clingy scoop-necked blue tank dress that was
even shorter than my dress. It didn't quite cover the lacy black
bra she wore underneath, and her copious cleavage spilled forth.
Her red curls were pulled back into a loose ponytail.

"So what's on the agenda for the evening?"
Brett asked.

"There is no agenda. That's the point of
getting away," I said.

"Yeah, we deserve to just kick back and
relax," Marie agreed.

Kurt fetched himself a beer and dropped down
in a chair across the fire from Brett. "I'm all for doing nothing,"
he said.

"Why should it be any different here than it
is at home?" I teased. He stuck his tongue out at me.

"I'm going to take a walk, I think," I
said.

"Mind if I come along? I've been on my butt
for too long," Brett asked.

Hand in hand, Brett and I followed one of
the hiking trails into the woods. We passed close to other
campsites, some occupied, others not. We saw a family with four
kids and both agreed we were glad we left the kids at home. Other
people we encountered were senior citizens enjoying their
retirement in the fresh air. Eventually, the trail wound downward
and ended at the lake.

"Are you glad you guys came?" I asked. I
squatted by the waterline, careful to keep my legs together, while
Brett skipped stones across the smooth, blue water, sending ripples
out to spoil the perfection.

"Yeah, it's been great, so far. More than
great, really. Spending time with you guys is always fun, but throw
in something like this morning, and damn… " he chuckled.

"I hope this weekend isn't just all about
sex for you," I chided.

"Of course not. But come on, any guy on the
planet would have wanted to be me this morning, Evie."

"Point taken."

"Hopefully we'll be able to take another
vacation sometime in the future," he said, with a surprising
wistfulness.

"I don't see why not, as long as we get
someone to watch the children. It's easier for you guys, with only
one."

"Yeah, probably. I guess everything is three
times as hard for you guys."

"Nah, way harder than that. It's
exponential. Especially if you have three as close together as Kurt
and I have. Liam and McKenna are barely two years apart, so
juggling those two as babies was tough. Luckily they've always
gotten along. I think it's why we waited a little longer before
having Finn. Besides, my body needed a break."

"Your body's pretty fine to me."

"Thanks," I said, fiddling with my braided
ponytail. I blushed just a little. Even after having been so
intimate with him, it still wasn't easy to take the compliment.
"But it takes a lot of work to keep it this way."

"It's worth it," he said, glancing back at
me.

"You guys want more kids, don't you?"

"Yeah, sure we do," he said quickly, looking
back at the water. "Marie and I talk about it."

"You guys totally should."

"I think it would be great, but I know it
would change a lot," he said.

"It does. I mean, I feel like I'm always
chasing someone around, or cleaning something up, or doing laundry,
but the good parts are so worth it." I walked over and hugged him
from behind, pressing my face into his strong back.

"It would change a lot, but you're right. I
think it's worth it," he said.

Brett turned around and swept me into a bear
hug, lifted me off my feet and spun me around. I laughed and
demanded he put me down, even though it felt nice to be held in
those granite arms. I pecked him on the lips before he put me back
on my feet. He looked serious, and I held his face in both
hands.

"What's up? Talk of kids bother you?" I
asked.

"No, it's not that. It's just a serious
topic and it doesn't fit with our fun, sexy weekend. There will be
plenty of time later to think about reality." He flashed that
rugged grin and grabbed me again, this time lifting me off my feet
by my butt.

"Hey!" I said.

"Hey, yourself."

We shared a warm, passionate kiss and I
wrapped my legs around him as he effortlessly held me in the air.
There's something very sexy about a man who can handle you like
you're light as a feather. It reminded me of a time he lifted me
like this, when we were wearing much less clothing. Better think
about something else, I thought, as I kissed him harder.

As we made our way back toward camp, we
heard Marie giggling and Kurt shouting. We rounded the camper and
saw Kurt chasing Marie around the campsite. He caught her as she
tried to flee into the camper and pinned her against the side. He
tickled her mercilessly and she screamed while beating against his
chest. Her breasts jiggled and nearly popped out of her dress. She
tried sinking down, which pulled her skirt up until her black thong
flashed the world.

"Uncle! Uncle! Mercy, please!" she
cried.

"Give her a break, or I'll show her your
tickle spots," I threatened my husband.

"She already knows them," he said. He did
release her, and she slumped to the ground to catch her breath.
Finally, she took his proffered hand and he pulled her back
upright.

Marie and I busied ourselves with preparing
dinner, while the guys stoked the fire against the coming nighttime
chill. I grabbed a cardigan from inside while Kurt threw steaks on
the grill over the fire. Marie tossed a salad and I brought veggies
over for Kurt to add to the grill. Once everything was ready, Brett
popped open a bottle of wine and we sat for our dinner.

"To us," Marie said, raising her glass. "May
our good times last forever!"

"Amen," Kurt said, clinking his glass to
hers.

"Let's always remember what we have," Brett
added.

"To us," I echoed. "To best friends and
lovers."

After our toasts, we dug into the food. I
found I was famished, but then I'd had an active day. We
chit-chatted through dinner, but it seemed to me Marie was tense. I
could tell she was holding something back. I recalled that Kurt
said she promised us a surprise, and I wondered if it was related
to that. Whatever her secret, she held it through dinner. Once the
plates were cleared, we retreated to the fire, where Marie produced
another fat joint.

"I'm going to miss this," she said
wistfully. "All of this."

Suddenly, I had the oddest thought, Are
they breaking up with us?

"What do you mean?" I had to ask.

"Pot… wine… you guys, at least, being with
you guys this way," Marie said.

"Are you two going somewhere?" Kurt
asked.

"No, we're staying put," Brett answered. "We
hope you guys are in our lives for a long time, but… "

"But?" I repeated. I realized for the first
time that I would miss what we shared with Brett and Marie if we
lost it. It certainly sounded like they didn't want to be with us
anymore, even their behavior all weekend said the opposite.

Marie must have read the concern on my face.
"Guys, there's nothing wrong. Brett and I want to have another
baby."

"Oh! That's great!" I jumped out of my chair
and bent down to give her a hug. Yes, I know the guys were looking
at my butt, but I didn't care. "That's wonderful news!"

"Yeah, man! Congratulations," Kurt said. He
and Brett both stood and embraced.

Once we were back in our chairs, Marie took
another hit from the joint and passed it to Kurt. It went to Brett,
and finally, to me.

"But… that means we need to stop things with
you guys, at least take a break. I'm going off the Pill after this
weekend," Marie winced as she said it, like it physically pained
her.

Now I understood everything. It made sense.
Kurt and I used the rhythm method and luckily my cycle runs like
clockwork. It's not foolproof, but my husband’s resisted getting
snipped thus far, and I don’t like needlessly putting chemicals in
my body. Knock on wood, it's always worked for us. But if Marie was
going to stop taking the Pill, and she was actively trying to get
pregnant, I can see where she wouldn't want to share her bed with
anyone but Brett.

"So you're saying… " Kurt said, the pot
already hazing his brain.

"She's saying that after this weekend we
have to stop getting together," I clarified.

"Well, not getting together," Brett said.
"We love you guys. But we can't get together, if you know
what I mean."

"No more fucking!" Marie announced. "Not for
the foreseeable future, anyway." She winked at my husband. "Well,
no more fucking for you, anyway, unless Eve takes mercy on
you."

"Don’t worry, I can keep him in line," I
said. I took a long, slow drag from the joint until my lungs
burned, and passed it back the other way. What degenerates we
are! I thought. We were sitting around the fire getting high.
We were swapping partners. And now we were discussing expanding
Brett and Marie's family. It made me giggle. That second hit went
right to my head.

"You guys aren't mad at us, are you? We love
partying with you guys, and we'll miss it too," Marie said.

"No way!" Kurt said. "It's great you guys
want another kid. You should have a couple more like us. It's the
best thing I've done, next to finding Eve."

"Excuse me, I think I found you," I laughed.
"If I'd waited for you to make a move, I'd still me single."

"Can you blame me for being intimidated?
It's not easy to ask out someone was smart and beautiful as you.
Every guy in class wanted you, and no one had the nerve to go for
it."

"Awwww, that's so sweet," Marie said.

"You're laying it on thick, dude," Brett
said.

"I meant every word," Kurt defended.

I needed to change the subject, and said,
"So if this is our last weekend, we'd better make the most of
it."

"I have some ideas for that," Marie
grinned.

"Really?" I replied.

"Be patient. First, we play cards."

After we finished our beers, we relocated to
the picnic table, me beside Brett, Kurt on the other side with
Marie. Kurt shuffled and dealt. It was dealer’s choice, so we
started with a few hands of blackjack, which I easily won. Marie
accused Kurt of favoring his wife, but I assured her the fix was
not in. When she dealt, Marie wanted to play Hearts, something I’ve
never been particularly good at. Kurt took the first few hands, but
Brett broke his streak, and then I won one. Finally, Marie got on a
run and ended up winning, going just over fifty points, with Kurt
right on her heels with forty-two points.

Brett wanted to play Bullshit, shuffled and
dealt out the deck. The game took forever, but no one minded,
especially Marie and Kurt. I noticed early on that she only had one
hand above the picnic table. I knew what she was up to by the way
Kurt squirmed and smiled. It looked like fun, and I moved closer to
Brett on my side of the table. I was chilly away from the fire
anyway. I held my cards in my left hand, and when it wasn’t my turn
to deal, my hand was in Brett’s lap. He got hard pretty quickly and
I deftly unsnapped his loose cargo shorts to make way for my hand.
Marie and I shared a smile. We each knew we were torturing the
other’s husband.

After a couple more rounds, the game became
a pretense to sit around the table and fondle each other. Brett
countered me by putting his hand under my short dress, and his
eyebrows shot up when he felt I wasn’t wearing panties. I spread
just a little wider to give him some room and his fingers
tantalized me as he lightly stroked my lips. I looked to see Kurt
watching me closely while his friend played with me. He’s always
enjoyed watching me try to control myself when we’ve fooled around
in risky places. I could have let go right there, but Kurt knew I
would at least try to keep my composure.

“Sooo… ohhh,” Marie said. Kurt was
touching her under the table as well. Both her hands were on her
cards as she shuffled through them. “Did you hear about the
Andersons? They’re separating. Tony’s moving out. They say he was
getting a little on the side.” She moaned deeply and almost dropped
her cards right after she finished.

“Really? That’s a shame. Mary Ellen is so
nice. She deserves better than that,” I replied, struggling to keep
my voice even. Brett’s fingertips ventured between my lips, into my
slick, pink flesh. He rubbed my clit through the hood and I jumped
in my seat, but didn’t cry out. All those years of fooling around
in the basement with boyfriends while the entire family was
upstairs and sleeping had taught me well.

“He wasn’t exactly subtle about it, either,”
Brett said. I rubbed his sensitive cockhead. “Tony… ahhh… uhmm…
would meet this woman down at the bar on Friday night while Mary
Ellen was… mmmm… home with the kids.”

“Such a shame. If PEOple could be
more h-h-honest about their nnneeds… ” Marie stammered.

“Yeah, that does suck. Whoa!” Kurt
added.

“Are you guys as board with cards as I am?”
Marie asked.

“I’ve had enough.” Brett dropped his cards
and pulled me into a kiss. My tongue darted into his mouth, while
he massaged the back of my neck. I heard Marie yelp, then coo from
whatever Kurt was doing. My hand was deep in Brett’s shorts I
squeezed his stiff shaft and wished for better access.

Brett took me by the waist and I yelped as
he lifted me to sit on the top of the table, with my back to the
others. He smiled hungrily, then pushed my dress up to my waist and
spread my legs. The pot still buzzed my brain and I was happy to
lean back and let him take charge. I placed my feet on the bench on
either side of him, leaning back on my hands. He kissed my thighs,
slowly moving higher. Marie brushed my arm from behind as she and
Kurt moved around and I looked over my shoulder to see Kurt sitting
with his back pressed to the table and Marie on her knees in front
of him. My husband and I moaned at the same time as our friends
simultaneously went down on us. Kurt leaned his head into my back
and I felt strangely connected to him in that moment. I heard Marie
noisily sucking him, but then Brett demanded my full attention.

Roughing his hair, I closed my eyes and let
Brett work his magic. And his tongue is magical. I whimpered
as it slithered inside and explored me. He knew all the right
places to lick me by now, and he fully exploited that knowledge. I
whimpered and gripped the sides of the table with both hands,
rocking to him. From the way Kurt moved against my back, it felt
like he was pushing at Marie's mouth. It was probably an accident,
but one of his hands suddenly covered mine. We were even more
connected than before. He gripped my hand hard. I cried out, but
not from my husband's touch. Brett's tongue flicked at my clit,
over and over, and whimpers turned to moans. I was wet when he was
just touching me. Now I was drenched and aching for my climax.
Brett was very good at drawing it out, which I hate. Being teased
is not my thing. Thankfully, he didn't. Brett sucked and licked and
I knotted my fingers in his hair, holding him between my legs. My
other hand held Kurt's. My soft cries mingled in the night with my
husband's moans and grunts. I don't think we came at the same time,
but it was damned close. I curled forward, locking my fingers with
Kurt's, holding Brett’s hair tightly.

"Oh God," I sighed, still shaking from my
orgasm.

"Kurt, honey, why don't you run inside,"
Marie said, up from her knees. "Eve and I will be inside in a
minute. Go and get ready, baby."

I felt him get up and go, but was still
clinging to Brett. I felt Marie beside us, then she was rubbing my
back.

"You're damned lucky," I told her. "Brett is
really good at that."

"Why do you think I haven't kicked him to
the curb?" she laughed.

I watched Marie drain her beer, then relight
the joint. After she smoked, I took a long, deep drag. It made the
afterglow from my climax more vivid. Brett climbed from between my
legs and kissed Marie. They held each other close for a moment, and
he said, "Are you guys going inside then?"

"Yes. Thanks, honey," she said. Marie held
out her hand and helped me down from the picnic table. "Brett's
going to hang out here for a little while, so that we can go inside
and play with your dear husband. It's only fair, in light of our
fun this morning."

"Really?" I was surprised. Brett was a hell
of a guy to just hang out while we went inside to have a threesome
with Kurt.

"It’s cool. I'll be in after a while. Just
save some for me," he said.

"Thank you," I said, both for me and Kurt. I
kissed Brett and stroked his cock. Marie pressed behind me, groping
my breasts and covering my hand on Brett's cock with hers. The
three of us stayed in that threefold embrace for a few moments.
Marie finally took my hand and led me into the camper.
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Kurt was sitting up in bed, with his back
against the padded rear wall. I followed Marie, who stopped in the
tiny kitchenette, just short of the back bed. I hugged her from
behind and kissed her neck. I hefted her breasts in my hands and
caressed them until I felt her nipples rise to greet my fingertips.
Maneuvering was difficult in that tiny space, but we found a way.
She turned in my arms and pulled me around so Kurt could watch us
kiss. We really put on a show for him, with lots of tongue and open
mouths. It was a hot kiss, but not as intimate as others we'd
shared, because it was for someone else's benefit.

I bent as low as the space would allow and
pulled Marie's dress up, kissing her flesh as it was exposed. She
pulled it over her head while I kissed her just below her breasts.
Typical girl, as I kissed her, I mentally noted how pretty her bra
was, all black lace and see-though, with little bows on the straps.
It lifted her magnificently, and I buried my face in her pale,
freckled cleavage.

I slipped the unhooked bra from Marie’s body
and while we kissed, she opened the buttons on the bodice of my
dress. She pushed the straps from my shoulders and the dress
floated to the floor. I think she was just as surprised as her
husband had been that I was nude beneath it. She coaxed my nipples
to hardness, then kissed and licked them. Pleasant waves flowed
down to my pussy, which tingled as it heated up. Marie tried to
keep kissing lower, but I pulled her mouth back to mine. I took
control to give Kurt the sexiest experience I could.

Once Marie was naked, I gently pushed her
toward the bed, and said, “Go to him.” She crawled onto the bed and
grabbed Kurt. They kissed and she turned him to lay flat on the
bed, while she straddled him. I moved closer so I could see
everything. She held his head in both hands, while he grabbed her
voluptuous curves. He stretched and snaked his hand between her
legs from behind. Marie cried out when he touched her swollen sex
and they grinded together even harder. It was hot watching them and
I softly touched myself, one hip leaned against the counter. I
wanted them to enjoy themselves before I joined in. Beyond that, I
had no plan. I was entranced watching them and I don’t know how
long I would have stayed on the sidelines if Marie had not beckoned
me into bed with them.

They both embraced me. As their hands
caressed my skin it was difficult to follow whose hand was whose.
When Marie’s slender finger parted my lips and tickled my clit I
knew that was her. I trembled and moaned into the kiss I
shared with Kurt as they both lay me down on the bed. Kurt was
beside me, with Marie on her knees between my legs, leaning over to
tease my breasts. Looking down, all I could see were her tangled,
red curls. Kurt turned my face to kiss. I reached out and found his
cock, then stroked the smooth, hard shaft. Marie backed down until
she was almost against the wall at the foot of the bed. That big
mattress was good for two, but being boxed in on three sides made
it difficult for three people to maneuver. I was sure she was going
to go down on me, but she turned to Kurt and furiously kissed his
prick.

Using my vaunted flexibility, I turned on
the bed and joined Marie in kissing Kurt's cock. We kissed, both
licking his head, and then she moved down and sucked the side of
his shaft while I took his cockhead in my mouth and sucked and
licked. He gripped my leg and cried out. He shook uncontrollably
and for a second I thought he was going cum.

"Oh shit. Oh my God!" Kurt cried. "Shit… you
guys… "

I wished I could see his face, but I was
turned the other way. Marie sucked his balls and I bobbed up and
down on his shaft. His fingers found I was as aroused as him, and
he slipped two fingers inside me. It was my turn to cry out, though
it was muffled by my mouthful. My head spun as my husband slowly
fingered me. Marie and I were pressed cheek to cheek, both licking
and slurping away at Kurt's genitals. I'd love to know what he was
thinking.

Marie nudged me back so she could take over.
I didn't have an angle to help with Kurt's prick, so I just clung
to her and moaned while he played with my pussy. She sucked him
like a Hoover and he lifted his hips to fuck her mouth. I was on
the edge of climax myself when she lifted her mouth from him. A
string of saliva trailed back to his cockhead. She wiped her lips
on her hand, then kissed me.

"You girls are incredible. Wow!" Kurt
exclaimed.

We rearranged on the bed once again. I was
on my back as before, with Kurt beside me and Marie kneeling below.
"I have a surprise for you, honey," she told me. "I think you're
going to love it."

"Really?" I asked skeptically. What else
could she have planned?

Marie just smiled slyly and reached under
the sheet. At first, I didn't even realize the thing she pulled out
was a sex toy. My experience with vibrators is pretty limited. I've
done some experimenting with the standard tapered, gelled ones, and
they felt good. I tried the Pocket Rocket and that was a little
too good. Kurt liked using it on me, but I was afraid I
could get too used to its quick, easy orgasms. But the Pocket
Rocket looked like a minnow compared to this monster that Marie
held in her hand . It was white and about a foot long, with a
plastic shaft and a tennis ball-sized head on a short stalk. The
damned thing was plugged in to the wall!

"What are you going to do with that?" I
asked skeptically.

"After you guys, this is my best friend.
It's called the Magic Wand," she said.

"I don't know about this."

"Just trust me, honey. You'll love me for
this." She switched it on.

The thing was loud. She leaned over and I
braced myself before she touched me. Marie pressed it between my
breasts and it was as strong as it sounded. Vibrations rumbled
through me like summer thunder. It was pleasant, but I couldn’t
imagine what that powerful tool would feel like somewhere
really sensitive. She traced the blunt head around my
breasts and a quiet moan escaped my lips when she glanced across my
nipples. Kurt watched eagerly, like he was memorizing my every
reaction. I gripped his hand. Marie looked at me very much like
prey as the buzzing head moved lower on my body.

Even when the toy was just below my belly
button, its vibrations rippled down to my pussy, and the tingling
down there increased exponentially. My breathing became heavy and I
closed my eyes. Kurt kissed my shoulder, then the side of my neck,
giving me shivers. Marie moved the toy around my thighs and I
wanted her to just do it already. Why do these people always
want to tease me?

“Marie, I don’t knooooHHHH… ” My words
trailed into a lusty cry. The head wasn’t on my mound, but just
above it. Its vibrations penetrated down through my flesh, lighting
me on fire. My eyes flew open. I couldn’t believe how fantastic it
felt. It rumbled to my core and I started shaking as I rocketed
toward a shattering climax.

“See, you should trust me,” Marie laughed,
as she lifted the buzzing head from my body. I wasn’t going to beg
for it, but I was ready to wrestle her for the Magic Wand.

“Just fucking do it,” I demanded.

I’m not a screamer, but when Marie pressed
that thing to my pussy I couldn’t help myself. I sounded impossibly
loud in the little camper. There are no words for the way it felt.
She held it tightly against my mound, right over my clit, and I
went supernova. I have never cum that fast, that hard in my life.
It was like a physical blow. My body went rigid as an iron bar and
my mouth hung open while brilliant, beautiful light flashed through
me. In under a minute, that orgasm completely possessed my body.
Only when she took the Magic Wand away did I realize I was gasping
for air.

“Damn, babe,” Kurt said. I was so keyed up
that even his light caresses felt like heaven.

“And the great thing is, the party doesn’t
end with the Magic Wand,” Marie said.

The buzzing head touched my pussy again and
just that fast I was cumming once again. I cried out and hammered
my hand on the wall as I lost control again. I know I can climax
pretty easily, but this was ridiculous. To cum so hard, so easily,
was almost scary. It revived my fears that a toy could too easily
become addictive. The Magic Wand made me cum twice more, one orgasm
flowing into another, before I pushed it away.

“No more… no more… can’t take it… ” I
whimpered. I looked down at my flushed, trembling body and saw my
pussy red, swollen and drenched. Kurt tried to touch my pussy, but
I snapped my thighs shut. I was still too sensitive. “Fuck Marie,
hon. She’s earned it.”

Marie climbed on top of my husband and took
him inside her. Kurt and I kissed while she rode him and my hand
covered his on her hip. When I thought my body would obey me again,
I moved around behind Marie and pulled her hair aside – it was now
more out of the ponytail than in it -- so I could nibble on her
neck. I held her breasts and roughly pinched her bouncing nipples,
staring at Kurt the entire time. I could see that his fantasy was
well fulfilled.

“Oh God! Oh fuck! So good! So good, baby!”
Marie cried, riding him harder and harder.

“Damn… you two… so fucking hot… Eve… honey…
” Kurt gasped.

“Evie… Evieeee… my tittieeessss… yesssss… ”
Marie cried. I realized that I’d started moving with her, matching
her rhythm, like I was fucking Kurt too. She howled when I touched
her clit, and she I rubbed it until she wailed that she was
cumming. “Kurt! Evie! Fuck yes!”

I barely had time to move when Kurt twisted
and flipped Marie onto her back. She locked her legs around her
back and they kept going like a machine. I realized that they, like
Brett and I, were now familiar lovers who instinctively knew how to
pleasure one another. I rubbed my husband’s back, but knew they
didn’t need me in this threesome anymore. Besides, Brett had been
patient outside and deserved a reward.

Stepping out of the camper, I reveled in the
cool night air on my hot, naked skin. While we were far from other
campsites, I knew from our walk earlier that the trails through the
woods passed close enough that someone out for a night stroll might
see me. I didn’t care about that risk. I liked it, actually. There
was only one thing on my mind. Brett’s back was to me. He was
reading a magazine by flashlight, and he did not realize I was
there until I touched his shoulders.

“Hey. I thought you guys were still going,”
he said, looking back. The camper was rocking and we could hear
Marie and Kurt’s vocalizations of their pleasure. It seemed to take
Brett a moment to realize I was naked, but he smiled when I bent
down to kiss him.

“They’re still going, but I wanted to come
see you. You deserve a treat for being so generous with us
tonight.”

“I had my chance this morning. Kurt should
have fun with you girls too.” He put his stuff aside when I pulled
him out of the camp chair. I didn’t think the flimsy canvas and
aluminum device would support us both. “It sounded like you had a
good time in there. I’ve never heard you shout like that.”

“Don’t take it personally,” I said, pulling
him toward the picnic table. “That was all modern technology. I
don’t think any man could stack up to that thing.”

“Marie said she might bring her Magic
Wand.”

“That’s a good name for it. Wow.”

“It didn’t ruin you for us mortal men, did
it?”

I laughed. “You’ll just have to find out for
yourself.”

“I’m up for that challenge.”

I was going to sit him down on the bench and
work some magic of my own, but Brett took charge, just the way I
like it. It’s not a domination thing. I just like a man who acts
like a man in bed. We were kissing beside the picnic table, while I
wrestled his shirt off, and he spun me around, then bent me
forward. I grabbed the edge of the table and shivered with
anticipation when I heard his shorts hit the ground. His rough hand
felt strong on my hip. I spread my legs wider, trying to lift
higher in the air for him. I squealed into the night when Brett
speared me. I was so wet, so ready for him, and he noticed.

“God you feel good, Evie. Mmmm… ”

Brett held my hips as he took me hard. I
hung my head and rode the waves of bliss that crashed through me.
As intense as the Magic Wand was, it could never replace having a
man inside me. The thing I love most about sex is the physical
contact, the skin-on-skin, the touch of two bodies. There’s nothing
more intimate than taking someone inside you -- even when coupling
they way Brett and I were at that moment – him taking me from
behind. We weren’t embraced and staring into each other’s eyes, but
we shared something more raw, like animal instinct. He grabbed my
ponytail and jerked my head back. It hurt, but in the good way. He
pulled my hair and fucked me harder, nearly knocking me off my
feet. It felt spectacular! My gasps and moans grew in volume as I
could see my climax on the horizon. It reminded me of the first
night we were together, when it seemed like I would just keep
cumming all night long.

“Yes… yes… aww fuck Evieee… ” Brett
grunted.

I lifted a foot onto the picnic table bench,
giving me the leverage to push back at Brett. I squeezed him inside
me, and he pulled my hair even harder, crying out my name. He even
slapped my butt, sending a jolt of excitement to my pussy. I’m not
a girl who’s going to bend over for a spanking, but it felt good,
and right, in that moment. He spanked me again and, with the hair
pulling, and the hard fucking, I came again, wordlessly crying into
the night.

"Brett… wait," I panted, still dizzy from my
orgasm. I pushed him away and sat him on the bench, facing out.
Straddling him while threading my legs into the picnic table proved
more challenging than I would have thought, but Brett held me aloft
like I was a doll.

"Ohhh… Evie… " he moaned. When he felt my
lips against his cockhead, Brett lowered me onto his shaft. Even as
he entered me, I gripped him. If this weekend was to be our last
time together, I might as well do his favorite thing. My muscular
control has always amazed Kurt, and Brett loves it just as much as
my husband.

I slowly gyrated my hips, holding onto the
table behind Brett. Having my knees locked behind the bench just
pulled Brett closer to me. My pussy clenched and released, my
muscles rippling around him from tip to base. The rest of my body
hardly moved, but I gave him the screw of his life.

"Ohhh… God… Evieeee… babbee… "

I pulled my hair from its ponytail and shook
it free. Our mouths crashed together and our tongues fought,
joining our bodies in another way. I felt him twitching inside me.
His cock filled me so completely, it was easy to work him with my
pussy. I leaned back and stared up at the velvety black night sky.
All those pinpoints of light were like the energy locked in every
cell of my body. I drew all that light into a single, brilliant
ball and channeled it into Brett. He gasped and I clenched tight as
he came.

"Evviieee… Evvviieee… Evvieeee… " he
cried.

I squeezed with arms and legs and pussy,
enveloping him with my entire body. I felt his seed blast inside me
and his heart thump against my chest. It was a powerful moment. I
didn't love him like I did my husband, but that man meant so much
to me. I was glad I'd still have his friendship, but I would miss
this.

"Eve," he said softly.

"Don't say anything," I replied. "I
know."

We went inside and found Kurt and Marie up
on the sleeping platform. She had said that we deserved the better
bed for the night. Marie spooned to my husband and said goodnight.
Brett and I took the back bed, careful to avoid the wet spot left
by my experience with the Magic Wand. God, it was embarrassing how
easily I lost control with that thing! I was tempted to order one
as soon as I got home, but it was probably a bad idea. I settled
comfortably in Brett's arms and we just lay there and kissed for
quite awhile.
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I was the first person awake once again. I
untangled from Brett and showered just like the morning before, but
this time I went for a run after changing into my workout gear. I
followed the road around the woods for I don't know how long. I
almost got lost. Despite the cool, misty morning, I was drenched in
sweat by the time I leisurely strolled back into camp. Upon seeing
Brett's clothes tossed on the ground I smiled and thought about our
night together. Lost in thought, it took a moment for me to
recognize the sounds coming from inside the camper. Now what is
Marie up to, I thought. If she and Kurt were fucking one last
time I thoroughly approved. I planned on jumping Brett one last
time before we went home.

What I found inside the camper was a
surprise, indeed. The others were on the back bed. Marie lay
between the two guys and alternated sucking their cocks. She
stroked the one that wasn't in her mouth, making sure to take care
of both guys. It was nice to know that after everything, I could
still be surprised. Marie was too busy to notice me, but Kurt saw
me standing just inside the door then Brett looked over too.

"Uh, hey, honey, you don't mind… " Kurt said
sheepishly. It was like he'd been caught cheating on a test.

"No, go for it. Have a good time, guys," I
said.

Marie smacked her lips and released Brett's
cock. "Hey, Eve. There's just one more thing I wanted to do this
weekend. You can join us if you want."

"That's okay. It looks like you have
everything handled."

I just hung back and watched, marveling at
Marie's sexual abilities. A threesome with two men just isn't for
me. I know I would be too distracted to pay equal attention to each
guy, and being in the middle like that would just be too much to
handle. But it was fun to watch. I stripped off my tank top and
yoga pants, leaving me in my cotton panties and sports bra, and
climbed up onto the sleeping platform.

Marie marshaled her men like a general
planning a skirmish. Once she had them both hard, she turned on her
side and Kurt moved behind her, while her face ended up in Brett's
lap. My husband went right to task, holding Marie's hips and
thrusting into her with quick, staccato thrusts. Her moans were
stifled by Brett's cock filling her mouth. Her russet curls almost
entirely hid her face, but the back of her bobbing head told the
story. I'd been rubbing my pussy while watching and quickly
shimmied out of bra and wet panties. Naked, I gently touched my
nipple while rubbing my bare pussy. I almost came right away just
watching them, and backed off; to draw out my pleasure with
there's. Grunts and moans drifted from the threesome and the camper
rocked on its axles with their motion.

After a few minutes, they switched it up.
Marie turned around and got on her hands and knees between the
guys. Brett took her from behind and Kurt pushed into her mouth.
Marie obviously had no control. The thought of being taken like
that was exciting. My fingers curled inside me, stroking warm,
titillating feelings through my body while I watched. I neglected
my clit to keep my orgasm at bay. Just fingering myself like that
would make me last much longer.

Kurt held Marie by her hair and it looked
like he was fucking her mouth. He stared down at her with
unadulterated lust on his face. He was a man taking what he needed.
I don't think I'd ever seen him like that before. Maybe he couldn't
stir that for his wife. He might not suspect I could enjoy just
being a sex object once in a while. Marie screamed into her
mouthful and I suspect from her body language she was cumming.
Neither guy let up. Brett actually started fucking her faster.

"Fuck me! Fuck me, dammit!" Marie screamed,
finally tearing her mouth from Kurt's cock. "Oh God! Use my fucking
pussy!" Wow, she was really in top form. My husband stuffed his
cock back in her mouth, silencing her demands.

"Take it home, man," Brett said, pulling out
of his wife. He slid out from behind her and off the bed.

Kurt wasted no time. Marie was thrown on her
back, with her legs over Kurt's shoulders. While she begged for him
to fuck her, Brett came to me, hard cock swinging before him. I was
so turned on that I eagerly slid to the edge of the platform. He
caught me and I grabbed his slick shaft, putting it inside me. He
stepped back and I was stretched out, arms and shoulders on the
platform, body in mid-air. Brett held my hips and really showed off
how strong he was by fucking me in mid-air. Seeing those muscles
flex as he took me was amazing. God, he is a sexy man! With my
heels locked behind his back, I spurred him inside me.

"God… Evieee… God… " he gasped.

I just moaned and gasped. I was already so
close to climax that I was cumming after just a couple minutes.
Looking over Brett’s shoulder, I heard Marie wail that she was
cumming again. Soon after, Brett was cumming inside me. It was
incredible and I was sad it was so quick.

Only heavy breathing broke the silence after
our brief bacchanalia. Brett and I were standing, holding each
other, while Marie and Kurt cuddled on their bed. This is so
insane, I suddenly thought. We really are sex-crazed
swingers. The thought was so absurd that I started laughing. My
euphoria quickly spread and soon the four of us were hysterical.
Laughter was the perfect ice breaker and it swept the sexual charge
out of the camper. We needed it. It wasn't like we could all just
stay in the camper and screw all day. We had to get home.

The drive back to reality was surprisingly
quiet. I suspect everyone was as lost in their thoughts as I was. I
reflected on everything I did that weekend and how nothing could
ever top it. If this was to be our last weekend together, we'd left
no stone unturned. There were no boundaries left unbroken. I would
miss Brett's rugged body, but I was so happy for him and Marie.

I also wondered what all this meant for Kurt
and I. So far, it had brought us closer together, and I knew our
marriage was stronger than ever, but how much would we miss our
encounters with our friends? Would going back to full-time monogamy
leave us bored? I hoped not. Kurt fulfilled me, and I hoped he
didn't feel he needed more than me. But if we found we did
need more excitement, I suppose there were ways to find it.

Back home, the guys unpacked a Marie and I
supervised. When they complained, Marie argued that we'd done more
than enough that weekend.

"Thanks for this weekend. It was amazing. I
can't think of a better time," Marie said, hugging me. "We're going
to miss you guys so much."

"We're still just across the cul du sac.
We're going to see each other all the time. We just won't be seeing
all of each other," I said, holding her tightly.

"You're right, but Brett and I really
enjoyed our get-togethers. It's going to be hard to fight
temptation for so long when we see each other. I got really horny
in my third trimester. I'm going to miss having Kurt to scratch
that itch."

"I'm going to miss the way Brett makes me
feel too, but this isn't necessarily the end forever."

"That's true," Marie agreed.

"You guys need to get busy,” I said. “The
sooner you start the sooner you'll be knocked up. And then you
won't be pregnant forever." I knew I'd be open to a sexual reunion
sometime in the future, but I couldn't speak for anyone else.

"You're already making plans," she
teased.

"Not plans, just thinking about things. Who
knows what will happen, but we'll always be friends."

Brett came over for a hug before we split to
get our kids and go back to real life. We risked a quick, decidedly
more-than-friends kiss. The neighbors, I finally decided, could go
fuck themselves.

"I'll be seeing you around Evie," he
grinned.

"I'm looking forward to it." I loved how
sexy he made me feel and, evil as it was, I was already
contemplating ways to tease him that summer.

Kurt and I hardly had time to put things
away before we had to get the kids from his parents. We held hands
during the ride, but didn't need to say much. We both knew how we
felt. I wasn't looking for some declaration of undying love. I knew
how much he loved me from the way he touched me, the way he looked
at me. He knew that I felt the way I always had -- he was my world
and all our sexual shenanigans hadn't changed a thing for me.
Neither of us would be sneaking out to find new thrills, especially
now that we knew we could find them together.

 






epilogue

 


Just over a year later, Marie gave birth to
a healthy baby boy. He had his father's blue eyes and his mother's
red hair, which she hoped would turn blond. Not long after that,
Kurt and I became little Liam's godparents. All through Marie's
pregnancy and after, we were a constant presence in each other's
lives. We were closer than ever after everything we'd shared, but
to this day we haven't gone back there. We joked about it a
lot, and Brett was an incorrigible flirt, but somehow, nothing ever
happened. A few times I thought he was going to make a move, but he
remained a gentleman. Sometimes, if Marie and Kurt were off alone
together for too long, I would wonder what they were up to, but
they always came back with their clothes on. It just felt that we
had moved onto a new phase in our friendship.

Kurt and I however, relived our experiences
with Brett and Marie quite a bit. He loved it when I told him how
hot that threesome was in the back of the camper. He kept promising
to buy a Magic Wand for us. And when I was alone, I thought about
being with Brett outside that night at the picnic table, and when
we went to the movies. Kurt and I had a great sex life, but
sometimes I missed being that vixen who didn't care about anything
but getting off.

One drunken night I confessed my secret
desires to Kurt, and he agreed it would be fun to have more
adventures. We promised each other that we would be open to any
sexy opportunities life might present us.
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