
        
            
                
            
        

    The Kentucky Variation and 10 Other Super Hot Short Stories

250 pages of cheating girlfriends, swapping wives, and reverse harem girls

JL Sanders

PMI
 




Copyright © 2021 PMI and JL Sanders
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

immedian@gmail.com




Contents

 
Title Page
Copyright
The Kentucky Variation
Reverse Harem on a Secluded Tropical Beach
The Mojave Reverse Harem
Whatever Savanna Wants
Around the Clock Harem
Fiance at Sea
First to the top Wins Asia
She Taunts Me
Lead Astray
U30 Swap Meet
Swapped
Books By This Author




The Kentucky Variation

Caden startled when his phone rattled on his desk, he had been so deeply focused on his paper. It was Brooklyn. “Talk?” she texted.
He groaned and pushed himself up and dragged his feet through the drifts of discarded clothes and around the stacks of beer cans against the wall partially fallen like Greek ruins. He leaned his head out his door into the living room.
“Guys! Volume,” he shouted over the music. He pointed at his phone. Kai, Diego and Tucker — his roommates — all knew it meant his girlfriend needed another talk down from the cliff edge. Kai caught Diego’s glance and rolled his eyes, but he stepped over the loaded ashtrays and half empty pizza boxes covering the coffee table and turned it down anyway. That left the game FX still blaring — sirens, screams, shots and explosions — until Caden tilted his head and Kai bugged his eyes out and turned that down, too. Tucker made like he died, falling back into the couch with his head falling to his shoulder and dropping his controller. Caden stuck a thumbs up out his door as he shut it tight.
“The letter says by Friday!” Brooklyn had been sobbing.
“You can’t talk to the landlady?”
“She’s not responding anymore.”
“What is it, the 7th today?”
“8th. She said I only had till the 3rd.”
“What about then, you know . . . “
“You know I can’t move back to Kentucky, that would be . . . I might as well just ask the bus driver for half fare.”
“And the stop at the middle of the bridge,” Caden finished their macabre joke.
They both breathed together a few moments. “I don’t have much,” she said. “Basically a suitcase.”
“It’s tight quarters, Brooklyn,” he shook his head.
“Just a few days till I figure it out? I get paid Monday.”
“Brook, I gotta be honest, it’s pretty bad here. Four guys in a small cheap house. I mean I can barely stand it myself and I’m no clean freak.”
“A few days,” she pleaded.
“Let me call you back in a bit.”
“Mwah!” she smacked her lips. “I knew my knight would save me!”
“Just hang tight.”
He came back out of his room. Kai immediately noticed and hopped over the table to crank up both volumes again.
“Not yet, gotta talk guys.”
Diego died this time. Tucker swung his head in a big loop over to Caden, squinted one eye and made to shoot him with his finger gun. “Let me guess, that OCD bitch wants to move in.”
“It’s not moving in,” Caden shook his head.
Tucker held out his hand and both Kai and Diego reached into their pockets and pretended to hand him money from imaginary wallets.
“It’s just a few days till she gets paid and figures out her next move.”
Tucker picked up his controller and directed his gaze back to the gigantic monitor. “No. Sorry. Kai, game on.” He pointed to the volume knobs.
“The weekend guys,” Caden put his hands on his hips.
“She made us clean up the whole fucking thing last time,” Diego whined. “It was like moving home for fuck sakes.”
“Call a vote, Caden,” Tucker kept playing the game with Kai. “Trust your probability calculations. You’re the one always inventing new variations of poker.”
“I need you guys to cut me some this time.”
Tucker was unmovable. “All those in favor of no to Brooklyn.” He didn’t take his eyes off the monitor to see hands. “All those in favor of Brooklyn. Oh look, three to one. Denied. Game on.”
“Uh,” said Kai.
Tucker dropped his head and looked sideways at Kai. His hand was still up. “The fuck’s the matter with you, Kai?”
“This place was half way decent that weekend she was here,” Kai nodded. “Look around, Tucker. It’s a fucking war zone. It looks like a refugee camp — after a chemical bombing — during a pandemic. I’m surprised there aren’t fucking nuclear rats fucking the pizza dough right now. I am literally fucking amazed.”
Tucker couldn’t quite keep from laughing and contained it only until Diego burst out laughing, then Caden, and then he finally lost it too. He threw his controller at Kai. “Fucking nuclear rats again, what’s with the fucking nuclear rats? What are those anyway? Fucking the pizza dough — nice twist, I’ll give you that. Jesus fuck me lord.”
“Okay?” Caden raised his hands in exasperation.
“Okay, fuck!” agreed Tucker. “Till Monday.”
“Tuesday,” countered Caden.
Tucker looked over at him menacingly. He circled his finger around the room at the three of them. “Blowjobs all around.”
Diego murmured just loud enough to barely be heard. “Well if there’s gonna be blowjobs I vote she can stay as long as she likes.”
Kai snorted and tried to cover his mouth and looked through the top of his eyes at Tucker when his whole body began to heave with barely concealed laugher.
“Ok,” Tucker relented, trying to keep straight. “Titty show then. Every fucking night.”
Caden retreated back in his room. “You fucking guys.”
“Worth a try,” Tucker shrugged.
“Titty show would’ve been awesome,” mumbled Diego.
“Bitch is fucking hot, I’ll give you that,” Kai nodded.
“If only she had a face and body like that but a brain like ours,” Tucker said.
Diego’s eyes darted across the ceiling like he was following the path of an erratic unseen mosquito. “Be a lot of fun,” he murmured.
Caden came back out and nearly sat on top of Kai, snatching the controller from him and stuffing a pizza dough in his mouth. “She’ll be about half an hour.”
All three spun their heads at him. “The fuck!” Tucker said.
Caden shrugged feigning confusion. “What? She was packed.”
“You knew she was coming over, you weren’t even going to ask.” Tucker shook his head.
“I was always going to ask,” Camden glued his gaze to the monitor and the game. “I just wasn’t going to listen.”
“Fucker,” Tucker mumbled.
“Fuck you,” said Camden.
“Fuck you,” replied Tucker.
“Fuck both of you,” piped in Kai.
“Fuck your mother, your sister, your future wife and your high school crush,” Tucker shouted at Kai.
“Fuck every girl you ever dreamed of,” shouted Caden.
“Fuck all of you and all members of your extended families three generations back,” shouted Diego.
Everyone else dropped silent and stared at Diego.
“What?” He was watching that erratic mosquito again.
By the time there was a knock on the door, all four had forgotten. Caden bounded up. “Fuck me,” he muttered.
“And there goes the plan to straighten up at least a minimal amount,” Tucker cast his gaze over the Great Garbage Patch. Diego silently retreated into his room and shut the door. Kai went to the kitchen and started the tap like he just then decided he might wash dishes.
“Brooklyn!” Caden swung the door open.
She stepped inside. She was wearing a black beret crooked over her long, layered diamond-blonde hair, bronze eyeshadow around her large and deep, dark brown eyes, and sand nude pink lipstick on her full, pouty heart-shaped lips.
She had on a wide-shouldered, ruffled-collar pastel-pink coat, a white ruffled top, and a short, pleated, pink-plaid skirt. She had snow-white heeled boots that laced all the way up with big eyeholes steampunk-like. In short, she looked like anime porn come to life and descended from a cloud.
“League of Legends?” she called over Caden’s shoulder to the back of Tucker’s head ensconced on the couch. He slowly turned around and peered at her over the edge of the couch and nodded. “How you doing, Brooklyn?”
“Homeless, how you doing?” She bent way over to undo her little boots.
“No need,” mumbled Caden, leaning back slightly to see up the underside of the back of her short skirt. “But have at it.”
“Oh you know, work is never done . . .  fuck!” he shouted, having taken a hit in the game.
“Thanks honey,” she whispered softly to Caden, rising on her toes and clasping Caden’s shoulders to kiss his mouth. “I know it was hard.” She scrunched his groin and giggled before holding her finger in her hand behind her back and sashaying into the living room, directly in front of Tucker, and plopping down on the big easy chair. She took off her beret and frisbeed it across the room to land on the floor vaguely in the area of Caden’s door.
Tucker looked over at her suspiciously and Kai stopped in the kitchen to stare.
“What,” she said to no one. “So you guys made clear you didn’t like me cleaning up around here last time, I’m not going to force myself on you.” She sank back, gripped the two arms of the chair, and crossed her legs. She gazed at the huge screen. “You’re going to lose,” she said casually, knowing Tucker, Kai, Caden, and now even Diego, through a crack in his door, were staring dumbfounded at her. “Motherfucker,” she added.
“Fuck me,” murmured Tucker, going back to the game.
Caden bopped his head and smiled and stepped passed Tucker to resume his place on the couch with the second controller.
“You losers only bought two of those?” Brooklyn said.
Kai had drifted in from the kitchen and went to the bookshelf and dug a third controller out from under bits of paper and tossed it to her.
Brooklyn caught it and manipulated the buttons as fast as anyone of them, all while gaping open her precious pink mouth and poking her tongue in the corner of her lips like a thinking girl. She undid the buttons of her pink coat with one hand and tucked her legs up under her ass to curl into the chair. “Turn it up,” she murmured in a low, sultry voice.
Kai dove over the table and cranked up the volume. Diego came out staring at the screen but also darting glances out the side of his eyes at Brooklyn. She didn’t pause or look as she leaned forward, flipped open the pizza box, and withdrew a crust that she began to chew on.
“Caden says you’re working,” Tucker said not looking at her.
“Barista, Bucks, 12th and Culloden,” she monotoned.
“Cool,” he replied.
“Not really,” she said. “Caden says you’re failing.”
“One course. Stats.”
“Cool,” she said.
“Yeah, not really.”
“Diego’s failing,” said Kai.
“Fuck you, Kai.”
“Fuck you, Diego,” Kai replied.
“Fuck your . . . “ Tucker stopped himself.
“Fuck your entire genetic lineage, Kai,” said Brooklyn.
“Whoop!” shouted Tucker, “there it is!”
Caden low-fived her and even Kai laughed hard.
“Nice one,” he admitted.
Diego made a large shrugging gesture. “What the fuck, it’s the exact same ‘fuck you’ I said.”
Tucker laughed. “It’s in the telling, Diego, you had to be there.”
“I was there, dumb-ass,” Diego replied.
Brooklyn blurted laughing out loud.
Kai said, “Took her five minutes to be one of us, look, she’s laughing at Digs already.”
Tucker didn’t take his eyes off the screen but leaned far over to low- five with Kai, and then with Caden and also with Brooklyn.
“Just for the record, Brooks?” Tucker said still staring straight ahead. “It’s not that we didn’t like you cleaning up.” He paused to execute a difficult maneuver. “You didn’t give us a chance to help. We know we’re pigs. But we’re not fucking animals.”
Caden and Brooklyn both turned toward Tucker and frowned, but Caden silently shook his head at Brooklyn and she looked back at the screen. “Fuck you Tucker,” she murmured.
“That’s what I’m talking about,” said Kai. He turned and went back to the kitchen. Diego went back in his room leaving his door open and flipped open his laptop.
“Okay fuck it,” Tucker put the controller down and went to his room. “Fucking stats can fuck me, I fucking hate stats, fuck stats!” he shouted.
“Fuck stats, Tucker,” Caden intoned in support.
“Fuck stats,” Kai called from the kitchen.
“Fuck stats up their tight little ass and no lube either!” shouted Diego from deep in his room.
“Ew,” said Brooklyn.
“Diego . . . “ Caden started but stopped. He shook his head. “I cleared some drawers out for you,” he said to Brooklyn, and they went to his room and she shut the door.
Brooklyn stepped in front of the screen, put her hands on her hips, and struck a superhero pose till Kai, Diego and Tucker, tired of bending and craning to see around her, gave her their attention.
“Pause it,” Tucker finally said to Kai.
Diego moaned. “I was finally winning.”
“Weren’t,” said Kai.
“What up, homey,” Tucker gestured to Brooklyn.
“Here’s the deal,” she said. “I’ve been here 10 days and I can’t find a place to live. I lost my job. I’m fucked.”
Caden came from deep in his room to stand in his doorway.
Brooklyn went on. “You said that it wasn’t me cleaning up that was the issue, it was that you guys didn’t have the chance to help. So now I’m putting this back on you. I can’t move out and I can’t pay rent. I’m asking for you to give me a chance to help.”
Tucker both nodded and shrugged. “What are you proposing?”
“You said you’re not animals. You said you didn’t mind it being cleaned up in here. So what I’m proposing is, hire me as your cleaning person the way some people do. Fuck, I’ll even make meals and shit and do your laundry. What are you all paying for rent on this house?”
“Four thou,” Tucker knew it by heart.
“A thousand each,” Brooklyn nodded. “Now it’s 800 each, being five of us. Except you’re all going to pay me 200 to clean and do laundry.”
Diego pulled his head back on his neck. “That makes it $1000 again.”
“That’s right,” Brooklyn confirmed. “Only now you get cleaning and laundry services.”
Kai squinted his eyes at her. “It feels a little bit like slavery.”
Brooklyn nodded sharply. “Not at all. You’re all going to school full time, not me. This little job you’re hiring me for allows me just enough to pay the rent to live here, and because I’m cooking, I get to eat for free, you pay the groceries, I’ll do the shopping. I’ll get a job sometime, too. But for now, I’m paying rent to live here, if you think you could hire a cleaning person at, what, 50 bucks a week each.”
Tucker looked around at the layers of filth. “Why would you want to?”
“I’m bored,” she responded. “And I got nowhere else to go.”
“I’m down,” said Diego.
“Me too, it would rock to have a somewhat decent place and I hate to fuck doing dishes myself you bunch of fucking animals.” Kai threw the towel down.
Tucker twisted his head. “What you got to say about it, Caden?”
“It was his idea,” said Brooklyn.
Tucker pulled his mouth down and nodded slowly for several seconds. Finally he said, “Done. You can start with this coffee table right now.”
Everybody laughed, except Brooklyn, who jumped at it. “Thank Christ, I didn’t think you’d ever ask.”
One evening, Kai, Caden, Brooklyn and Tucker were shoulder to shoulder on the couch deeply focused on the game. Diego came in and silently made for his door.
“Fuck you Diego,” said Kai.
He didn’t respond, but only closed his door behind him.
“Way to go Kai,” Tucker said.
“What I say?” shrugged Kai.
“He told me his grandma died,” Caden spoke quietly.
“Oh shit,” Kai stared at the closed door.
Brooklyn looked up from below Caden’s shoulder and he returned the look with a shrug. “Maybe somebody should see if he’s alright,” she said.
Tucker and Kai both stared straight ahead as though stricken with rigor mortis. Brooklyn nudged Caden but he shook his head rapidly “No!”
“I don’t know him!” he whispered.
“He’s your friend!” she whispered back loudly.
“He’s Kai’s friend,” he whispered back.
Kai looked at him with bulging eyes. “I thought he was your friend!”
“He’s not my friend,” Caden shook his head.
“He ain’t my friend,” Tucker looked away.
“You guys are unbelievable,” Brooklyn sighed, and she pushed up and went to his door. She tapped on it with her fingernails. “Diego?” she spoke softly. “Hey.” She tapped the door again. “Can I come in?”
She tried the door and found it unlocked. She looked over her shoulder and Caden nodded and gestured for her to go in.
“Close the door!” Tucker whispered loudly. “Game . . . “ he explained.
Brooklyn went into the dark room and gently shut the door behind her, clicking the lock.
“Hey Diego,” she tried. “How you feeling?”
He was face down on his bed. “Pretty shitty,” he moaned into the mattress.
“Come here,” she said. She sat down on the edge of his bed.
Before she knew it, he had thrown his arm over her lap and nestled his face into her waist. “She was really nice,” he moaned, before sniffing and wiping his eyes into her black stockinged thigh.
“I know, I know,” Brooklyn responded, patting his back and swinging her legs up to lean back on the wall and get comfortable for what looked like was going to be a long night.
Diego talked about all the things they did together, and his favorite memories and how she cooked. Brooklyn fixed the pillow behind her and slumped further down. She wrapped her arm around his back and patted his waist. “She was wonderful,” she confirmed for him.
Diego reached up with his near hand and took her far shoulder. “You’re good, Brooklyn,” he said to her off-shoulder bulky sweater. He pushed his face into the side of her torso and his hand slid off her shoulder a bit, but only to press on her upper chest where her sweater had fallen away.
She leaned over and placed a tiny kiss on his head. “You’re good too, Diego,” she said.
“They treat me like I’m not really friends with anybody.”
Brooklyn nodded, unable to say anything comforting because it was true.
“I know I’m different. I’m weird. You don’t think I know that?” His hand slid further down.
She was unsure how to answer.
“Girls think I’m weird,” he said.
“No, no,” Brooklyn shook her head.
“I’ve never been close enough to one to even feel a boob,” he said.
Brooklyn bit her lip and rolled her eyes around the room.
“I get pushed away every time I try.” His hand stayed at the top of her chest, on her bare skin, above the bra.
“Maybe it’s just how you try,” Brooklyn offered.
“How am I supposed to try?” he immediately asked.
She thought about it for a few moments. The door was locked — she made sure of that, in case anyone thought it was time for a practical joke. They could hear the game in full swing in the living room besides. She stared at the far wall in the dark of his room and wandered the pros and cons. “I don’t know,” she shrugged. She closed her eyes knowing she should  have stopped herself. “Why don’t you try now and I can tell you what’s wrong?”
“You serious?” his head popped up.
“Don’t get any stupid ideas. Just my tit, over the bra only, and if you tell Caden, I will embarrass you in ways that will give you pain inside where it never heals.”
Diego thought a while about the risks. It sounded like a serious threat. But he nonetheless began to move his hand down her chest in tiny increments.
Brooklyn shut her eyes harder knowing she should not have started it. “Okay,” she whispered, “That’s your first mistake.”
He retracted his hand from inside the top of her sweater.
“Not that,” she said. “I already said you could, so don’t be so tentative, be confident, you want to feel a girl’s boob, she said yes, go and take what she gave you.”
He shoved his hand in roughly.
“No, no,” she clenched his wrist through her sweater. “Not all ape like. Treat it like a tiny kitten — you get to pick it up but you have to  be careful still.”
Diego nodded and rested his face back down into her torso to concentrate. He pushed his hand back inside her sweater. He traced the edge of her black bra where it rose up over her mound, and he brought his other fingertips into play over the top of the bra fabric. He came under her boob and felt out the outline of her entire shape, before moving onto her other breast. He treated it likewise — softly, gently, and all over. Brooklyn sank down into the pillow and she tried not to let Diego see her mouth fall open, covering it with her hand.
He touched the top of her breast and ran all his fingertips in turn over her nipple and Brooklyn sucked air through her teeth though she tried to fight it. “Is that okay?” he asked.
She swallowed and tried to give him her normal whisper voice. “Uh huh,” she said, but she was obviously distracted. She sat up and hurriedly tugged off her sweater and leaned back down. “Not just the boobs,” she said. “Touch me all over.”
Diego leaned his head on one hand and watched his other hand carefully run over the shape of her rib cage, down her stomach, and back up between her breasts to her neck. When he came back down, he went under the edge of her bra and covered her breast in his palm.
“I said don’t get any funny ideas,” she hissed, but she also tugged her bra up to her neck, letting her breasts fall out. “You can kiss them too, you know.”
Diego looked at her face but her open mouth and closed eyes was giving him no chart to navigate between the shoals of “nothing funny” and “kiss them too.” So he leaned over and carefully took one nipple in his mouth and sucked on it gently.
“That’s it,” she whispered softly. “Do this,” she said, and she squeezed her own breast as though feeding his mouth. He squeezed the other one and she moaned audibly but used her arm to cover her mouth. “That’s good, Diego,” she said, her voice trembling.
He rubbed her breasts and sucked on them. He licked one nipple and then the other, flicking and twisting the first one as he did. “Oh my god,” Brooklyn whispered loudly. When he bit on her nipple, she yelped. There was rap on the door and she covered her mouth with her hand and her eyes bulged out. It was Caden.
“You all okay in there?” he asked through the door.
“Better,” shouted Diego before Brooklyn could say anything.
He looked down on her as he massaged her breasts and took his time taking one and then the other in his mouth to suck and lick on. “You should go,” he said.
She wrapped her legs around his and tussled his hair. “Pretty soon,” she said. “Let me show you something.” She took his hand by the wrist and sucked in her belly to open space under the waist of her skirt. She pushed his hand down between her legs. With her free hand she lifted the waist of her panties. She looked at the ceiling like she was navigating blindly. She brought his finger to the slit of her pussy. She ran it down and up and then tugged him back out.
“You think you were touching my breasts okay this time?”
“I don’t know,” he said uncertainly.
“Diego,” she kissed his head and pushed herself up and her bra down. “If she feels like that, you were doing everything perfectly right.”
She tugged her top down and stood up. “You feeling better now?”
He pushed up and leaned on the wall and crossed his arms behind his head. “You made it all better, Brooks.”
“Not a word, Digs,” she squeezed her lips together with her finger and thumb. “Or I will hurt you.” She turned and opened the door. Behind her back, she flashed the bird finger at him and of all the things she did, that was the part that made his cock leap and strain.
Saturday night, Brooklyn grabbed Caden by his fingers and stepped backward pulling him off the couch and walking him toward their bedroom door.
“But I’m in the middle of a game,” he protested.
“Game’s in your bedroom,” she gestured with her head toward their door. “Right?”
He looked at her through narrowed eyes before tossing the controller back on the couch. “Right,” he pretended to get the secret message.
Tucker, Kai and Diego all rolled their eyes. “Would you two just get it over with?”
Brooklyn shut the door behind them and rose on her toes to lick his lips all the way around. She said “Mmm,” as though tasting something sweet, and giggled and pulled him down over her where she flopped back on his bed.
Diego left the room and shut his door. Kai and Tucker kept on playing but the sweet, long cries of Brooklyn could still be heard over the louder music. “Going to go and . . . “ Kai said.
“Yeah, me too . . . “ said Tucker.
“ . . . finish that paper,” Kai completed his thought.
“Paper, right,” Tucker nodded. All doors down the hall were shut tight.
Later that night, Brooklyn, fresh from the shower and wearing only her robe, squeezed on the couch between Tucker and Caden. Kai was in the big easy chair and Diego was on the other easy chair on the other side of the couch.
“You too finished for the night?” Tucker said.
Caden leaned forward and gave him a face.
“Well fuck man, can hear you two all over the whole fucking house.” Tucker kept staring at the game.
“Tucker!” Caden gave him a deeper more menacing expression.
“Sorry,” said Brooklyn in a small voice. “I’ll try to be more considerate in future.”
Tucker took a few minutes to reply. “It’s not that,” he said. “It’s just hard to, you know . . . “
“Hard to what?” Brooklyn kept her eyes forward to the game as well.
“You know,” Tucker nodded.
“Not really,” she said.
“Brooklyn, don’t,” Caden said. Everyone’s eyes stayed locked on the game as the four players maneuvered around the world.
“It’s okay,” she said to him. “Hard to what exactly,” she said.
“Well what do you think we were all doing in our rooms when you two re-emerged?” Tucker said.
“No way,” Brooklyn’s mouth dropped open in a big smile.
No one said anything. She spun around and looked in each of their stone-cold faces. “Seriously?”
“It sounds nice,” Kai said in a small voice.
“It sounds fucking incredible,” Diego elaborated.
“All of you?”
“Brooklyn,” Caden intoned her name in a low, teeth-gritting moan.
“But you’ve got porn,” she said shaking her head.
Everyone remained stock still until Tucker spoke. “Not quite the same,” he said.
“Well we can agree on that at least,” she nodded.
Diego cleared his throat. “They don’t make porn that sounds like that.”
Kai said, “Real you mean.”
“Yeah,” Diego nodded. “Real sounds pretty different.”
Tucker leaned forward till his chest was on his knees and refocused his gaze on the game. “Okay, that’s enough of this shit,” he said.
Brooklyn giggled. “No, come on, I want to hear more. It’s interesting.”
“It’s not interesting,” Tucker contradicted her. “Caden,” he said.
Caden kept his focus on the game. “I can’t tell her to stop,” he said.
“Fuck me,” said Tucker.
“Tell me,” she said in too sweet a voice.
Diego put his controller down and pulled the lever to ease back his easy chair. “I like porn that’s like a couple on a real sex tape, just doing it, no crews, no lighting, no script bullshit.”
Tucker looked away like he encountered an acrid smell. “Fuck Diego,” he shouted. “No one is asking you.”
“I’m asking,” said Brooklyn. She tapped Tucker’s thigh squeezed against her own.
“I’m with Digs,” Kai threw in from the other side of the couch. “Fuck the professional shit, real is where it’s at.”
“Jesus,” Tucker threw his controller down and flopped back into the couch. “What are we gonna do next, whip them all out and get at it?”
Brooklyn giggled again. “I could help you maybe.”
“Brooks!” Caden shouted right beside her.
“Then why don’t you join me?” Brooklyn said. She stood up and pulled at Caden’s finger.
“Fuck that,” Caden said.
“Tucks, get off the fucking couch,” Diego gestured with his hand.
“I’m not getting off the couch!” he shouted back.
Kai pushed his feet with his own. “Off the couch,” he said. He spun around another chair beside his with his feet.
Brooklyn pulled Caden back down to sit beside her on the couch. She kissed his jaw.
“Kai, music,” Diego pointed at the console.
He fumbled his controller and dove over to the knobs and turned up the tunes and fell back in his seat. “Fuck me,” he mumbled to himself.
“This is fucked,” Tucker said, but he flopped down in the other seat, keeping his attention on the game play that went on without them.
“I don’t know Brooklyn,” Caden said, facing her.
“Just pretend no one’s here,” she said softly. She took his hand and brought it over to her chest. “Do they look like this, Diego?” she said, her eyes deeply boring into Caden’s.
“Fuck ya,” said Kai.
“Uh huh, exactly that,” said Diego with difficulty breathing.
Brooklyn giggled and began to loosen the knot of the belt holding her robe closed. “Just relax,” she whispered to Caden.
Kai pulled a blanket over his lap and Diego surreptitiously slipped his hand under his pants.
“This is going too far,” Tucker announced.
Brooklyn broke away from a kiss on Caden’s mouth. “Don’t you watch those sex tapes that couples make, Tucker,” she said softly, pulling Caden’s t-shirt up his torso.
“Sure,” he said.
She leaned into Caden and kissed and sucked on his nipple. “Doesn’t bother you it’s real couples getting into it that you’re watching?”
“Not the same,” he said.
Diego was gazing through half shut eyes. “Way the fuck better,” he moaned.
“I’m only going to do this if you all shut the fuck up,” said Kai. “There’s only one voice I want to hear and it ain’t Caden’s either.”
“You guys are all fucked,” Tucker stated flatly.
“Shut up!” all of Kai, Diego and Caden shouted at him.
Brooklyn pushed gently on Caden’s chest and he fell back to rest his head on the arm of the couch. She pulled his legs up and shed the robe off her shoulders. She tugged and pulled it all the way off, tossing it on the floor. Her body, freshly showered, slim, taut and clean, crouched between Caden’s outstretched legs. She began to tug and manipulate his belt, his button, and his fly. She arched her back and her ass lifted high in the air.
“Fuck me,” Tucker moaned audibly., trying to look away but staring through his slightly spread fingers.
“Shh,” said Diego.
By the time Brooklyn had withdrawn Caden’s cock from his shorts, they had all had their hands inside their pants. When she leaned down, giggled and moaned, before kissing the head of his cock and parting her sweet pink lips to begin working her way down his shaft with her mouth, they had all got their cocks out. She pulled up and plunged down and they could see her reach between her own legs with her long, elegant, painted nail finger.
“Holy fuck,” moaned Diego.
No one said anything. Brooklyn sucked hard on Caden and when he rubbed her tits, she flopped back, bit on her baby finger and brought him between her legs. They entwined fingers on both their hands as his head descended between her raised legs. When he reached her apex, she rolled her head back and moaned in the way they had all heard previously though the door.
“So that’s what was going on in there,” Tucker joked.
“Tucker,” Kai warned.
“Jesus,” Diego whispered.
Brooklyn writhed on the couch and dug her fingernails into Caden’s back. She pushed and squirmed until he was on his back again. She crawled up over his body and pulled her hair from her face so she could see down between her legs, and she began to lower her pussy to his face. His hands wrapped around her slim waist and rose up to her breasts and back down around her ass cheeks.
“I got to have it, baby,” Brooklyn moaned like she was losing control. She shimmied down his chest and reached between her legs to pull her long fingers up over his shaft where she pushed it against his stomach. She pressed her pussy lips against it and she curled her hips around and back, coating his cock in her wetness. His hands grabbed her waist and her fingers rubbed the exposed underside of his cock and her own pussy lips and clitoris.
She thrust her head forward and her hair flew over her face. She contorted and cried out and reached around behind her ass to grab his pole. She lifted herself and curled her ass up. She touched the head of his cock to her pussy lips right in front of Tucker’s and Kai’s intensive gaze. Her pussy was glistening and his cock yearned. She pressed it and the head popped inside of her. She threw her head back and cried out like she was stabbed.
She crouched tighter and lowered herself to kiss Caden sloppily as waves moved like the sea down her back snapping her hips and making her take him deeper inside herself. He scratched the length of her back and she cried out and twisted under his touch.
Diego bolted up and ran to the kitchen and came back with a roll of paper towels. He tore one off. “
“Digs,” Kai called softly. He tossed him the roll. Tucker gestured he wanted the roll, too.
Brooklyn began to fuck Caden with abandon, sitting back on him and letting her hair fall around his legs as her face nearly looked at the wall behind her, upside down. Her stomach was stretched out and her breasts pointed hard to the ceiling. She raised and lowered herself on Caden with increasing speed and depth. He grabbed her waist harder and his own head fell back harder into the couch arm.
It was obvious she began to orgasm when she sucked air in a high pitched sigh and then stopped making sounds. It was too much for Kai. He screamed, “Fuck!” And immediately got up and left for his own room.
Brooklyn cried out and Caden began to rise up under her, fucking her hard from beneath. Her whole body bounced and flew from his. Tucker was next, rolling his head back and a moment later covering himself again.
Kai came back to his seat. Brooklyn rode Caden softly and slowly and eventually came off him, reaching around for the paper towels she used to clean her legs and Caden’s cock. “Everyone like that,” she said softly, carefully wiping up Caden who covered his eyes with his arm.
“Fuck ya,” said Kai.
“Hot,” said Tucker.
Everyone looked at Diego. “What?” he said. “I couldn’t in front of everyone.”
“You shit!” Kai shouted.
“Fuck you Diego!” Tucker shouted.
Brooklyn lifted her spent body off Caden and stepped lightly as a feather over to Diego and stopped in front of him, spreading her legs and reaching down between them. “You sure you can’t?” she said.
She rubbed her pussy. “Be a shame, everyone else got off.” She spread around her thighs Caden’s semen that ran from her pussy. She knelt on the floor and put her hands on his knees. She whispered to him, “Move your hands, let me try to help.”
Diego looked as though he’d seen a ghost as Brooklyn kissed and nibbled her way up between his legs. He parted them to let her come closer and when she got to his cock, she took it gently in her hand, laughed a little and kissed the head. She looked around behind her and let Caden see her lick his cock and wrap her hand around it. He was watching but not stopping. She pushed the head of his cock between her lips and he still only watched calmly. So she closed her eyes and turned back toward Diego and went down on him all the way, pulling back up hard and slow.
It took Diego three such tugs on his cock to spray into the paper towel Brooklyn held at the ready. She stroked him until he was done and she quickly pulled her robe back on and retreated back into her and Caden’s room.
Nobody said anything. Later in bed, Brooklyn kissed Caden and whispered beside him on his pillow. “I didn’t mean to do that,” she said.
“What part?” he whispered back.
“Diego,” she said.
“Poor fuck,” he said.
She kissed his chin. “What do you mean?”
“Pretty sure he’s either never had head or if he has, nothing like what you gave him.”
She kissed him and held his face with her hand. “You sure that was okay?”
“I guess, I mean, I don’t know.”
“I love that about you,” she said, rising up to kiss his mouth and gently bringing her body over top of his.
He gripped her tight waist. “What?” he said.
“You’re not threatened.” She reached behind and fumbled with his cock between her legs.
“It was pretty hot to watch,” he said.
She fitted the head of his cock into her pussy that, he noted, was already becoming wet, and she undulated her hips till his cock pushed up inside her, thickening and hardening on the way.
“It was pretty hot to be watched,” she moaned harshly in his ear. “I loved you watching.” She began to come quickly. Everyone in the house, though in bed a while, heard her come again.
One night, as Caden was in bed already and reading, and Tucker and Diego were in their rooms too, Kai came home. Brooklyn was lying on the couch watching a show.
“Kai,” she acknowledged him without shifting her gaze. He flopped in the easy chair and said nothing. She looked up finally and said, “You okay?”
“Doesn’t matter,” he replied.
“It matters,” she said.
“Not now, Brooks.”
She sat up and pulled the blanket with her. He saw that she was only in her bra and underwear under the blanket. She was wearing that semi-transparent bra with the pastel flowers printed on it. “Tell me,” she said softly.
“No, fuck off,” he said.
She stood up seemingly unaware of how she was dressed and stood in front of the easy chair and pressed her hands into the arms of the chair and leaned over him. “You’ll tell me what is wrong, Kai,” she intoned seriously.
He looked up into her eyes trying hard to ignore her luscious body in front of him. He put his eyes on her eyes. “I’m depressed, whatever.”
She stayed in place and tilted her head to the side, considering him. She glanced at her and Caden’s bedroom door. There had been a light on under the door but it was off now. She whispered down to him, “I’m sorry you’re depressed.”
He shrugged.
She leaned down and kissed his nose. “Do you need someone to make it better?” she whispered softer than he could hear.
“You can’t do that.”
“I did it for Diego,” she whispered back.
“That was different,” he said.
“It wasn’t different for me,” she reached down and touched his leg with her fingernail and made little scratchy circles on him.
“Caden’s in his room,” Kai said.
“That’s right,” Brooklyn said, lowering herself between his legs.
“He could come out any second,” he said.
“He watched me with Diego,” she said. She rubbed his crotch with her light, soft fingers and tilted her head sideways and moaned lightly as though it were she that really wanted it. “He liked it,” she whispered even softer.
“Brooklyn, no,” he said, but he did nothing to stop her when she undid his buckle and reached inside to pull out his cock.
“Don’t you want to feel better?” she said with her head sideways, her hair all over his legs, her tongue dragging up the side of his cock that she pressed to her mouth with her cool, elegant hand.
Before he could answer she closed her eyes, moaned softly, and popped the head of his fully erect cock between her soft, pink lips and took him inside. She reached up and pushed his shirt up his stomach and clenched her grasping fingers at his chest as she ground down on his cock.
“Brooklyn,” he moaned.
She lifted up from his lap and giggled lightly. “Relax, let it all just go,” she said, and she went down on him again. After she rose and fell and swirled and sucked, he tapped her shoulder again. She rose up and pressed his wet cock all over her face.
“I don’t have a paper towel,” he said.
“That’s okay,” she said. She went back down on him and moaned. When he sucked a sharp breath through his teeth and stiffened his legs and tapped her shoulder again, this time more insistently, she only dug her fingers into his ass and pushed her mouth further down on him.
“No!” he whispered harshly.
She only moaned and sucked harder. He filled her mouth with jet after jet and she kept going down on him, sucking and swallowing till every ounce of strength was out of his body and he slumped and pushed the side of her head.
She licked his cock clean and wiped her hand over the back of her mouth. “Was that nice, Kai?” she asked full of innocence.
“Fuck,” he exhaled.
She giggled and pushed herself up from his lap, turned the show off and turned to leave. “Sweet dreams,” she said, leaning down to kiss his lips. “Till next time,” she giggled, and she flew through her bedroom door.
Caden was asleep. A few hours later, she awoke and realized he was awake too. “Baby?” she whispered.
“Mm?”
“I sucked Kai off,” she stated.
He took a long time to answer. Finally, he asked just as flatly, “Why?”
“He was really sad. He was depressed he said.”
Caden said nothing. She began to kiss his chest and then to move over him lower and lower. When she reached his pelvis, she swung gently around and brought her narrow, sweet hips over his face. He wrapped his hands around her waist. “I hope he was appreciative,” he said, as he pushed his mouth up into her pussy.
She yelped and cried softly. She sucked down on him hard and deep and moaned loudly. He diddled her clit with his expert tongue and she was panting and biting before long. She feebly spun around and lowered her shaking hips onto his cock. “He came in my mouth,” she said, as she leaned down and French kissed him, just as her pussy coated and engulfed his cock.
When she rode him a few strokes, he pulled his face from hers and said, “You did that on purpose.” She giggled and he said, “I hope you washed your mouth out.”
“Of course honey,” she whispered, lowering her hips again and flapping her ass against his thighs until he filled her pussy.
The following night, they were all playing when Diego dropped his controller. “I vote for another fucky fucky show.”
“Fuck Diego,” said Kai, but he laughed too. “But since he said it, yeah, me too.”
“You fucking guys,” said Tucker.
“Like you don’t,” Kai called him out.
Tucker just swayed until everyone laughed and Brooklyn turned to him and said, “Out of the way, I guess.” She raised her eyebrows and smiled at him. “Unless you want to be part of the action.”
He got off the couch and took up his place in one of the surrounding seats. “But I mean, we should talk about this. Why is it Caden every time?”
“Dude!” Caden gestured with his arms out.
“Just saying,” Tucker shrugged. “If it’s supposed to be porn, I look at different porn every time — not the same two people every time.”
Kai pulled his face. “He’s got a point.”
“Hey,” Brooklyn said, “I’m just glad you’re watching something a lot more wholesome and disgusting than the usual porn.” She shrugged and looked up at Caden with a smile. “I mean,” she said to him. “I got no problem.”
“Fuck me,” Caden said. “No. Not going there.”
“Sorry boys,” Brooklyn shrugged with exaggeration. She began to tug on the zipper of her pastel pink hoodie.
“We always vote on everything,” said Diego.
“He’s got a point,” Kai added.
“Enough with your points,” Caden called to Kai.
Diego called to Caden. “How do you know you don’t like watching it, you haven’t even done that yet, we all done it.”
“Because I get to do it for real, that’s why.” Caden laughed cynically.
“So watch and jerk off this time.”
He looked at Brooklyn. “Don’t look at me, honey, it’s not my call.” She laughed nervously. “Maybe take a vote.”
“Pretty sure I know how the vote is going to go.” Caden set his jaw off.
“I was just kidding,” Tucker said. “I didn’t mean it.”
“Vote, then,” said Diego.
Caden shrugged. “So fucked.”
Diego said, “Okay, all those in favor of only Caden banging his girlfriend.” Caden shot his arm up and Tucker was with him just as fast
Diego nodded. “Alright then. All those in favor of switching it up, let’s see it.” He and Kai shot their hands in the air.
Caden sneered. “Why am I not surprised.”
“Interesting,” said Kai.
“Two-two tie,” said Diego.
“There’s five of us,” said Brooklyn in a small voice. All their eyes fell on her. She scrunched her shoulders together and shoved her clasped hands between her tightly held together legs. She looked up at Caden and bit her lips. “Sorry honey,” she whispered. She slowly raised her hand.
“What?” Caden laughed in shock.
“I don’t know,” she said. “Was I supposed to vote the other way?” She giggled and reached for his chin to scratch and scrunched her nose. “Am I bad girl?” She pulled her hoody zipper down further and sighed.
“Jesus,” moaned Tucker. “This is crazy.”
Diego rubbed the arms of his chair. “Bigger problem now,” he said.
“What?” said Brooklyn. She casually moved her hand inside her jeans.
“Who gets to . . . ” he said. “You know . . . “ he added, gesturing his head toward Brooklyn whose hand was a lump inside her jeans.
“Maybe turns,” Brooklyn breathed more than spoke. Her eyes dropped half lidded.
Caden shook his head. “No fucking way!”
“Not everyone in one night!” She slapped his thigh. “Silly!” She bit her lip. “Maybe once a week, different winner.”
“Winner,” Tucker said. “How we going to decide that though?”
“Wait a sec,” said Caden. “I’m not sure I’m agreeing to this.”
Brooklyn raised her pretty lips to his cheek. “We already voted on it honey.”
“Not for every week,” he shook his head. Brooklyn nodded and pointed with her head around the room. Diego and Kai were nodding.
“Fraid so,” Tucker said, nodding too.
“Poker,” Kai shouted.
“Texas Hold’em,” said Diego.
“Could take all night,” said Caden.
“There’s a variation I know that plays a lot faster,” nodded Tucker.
“Of course you would know that,” said Brooklyn.
He explains. “It’s called Kentucky Variation. You get three cards only you look at. A flop is dealt. We all choose a card to toss to the left. The turn is dealt. We all choose a card to toss to the right. You pick one to throw away. And the river is dealt. There’s your five. Best hand wins.”
“Me!” squealed Brooklyn.
“I’ll get the cards,” said Diego.
Brooklyn scampered to the bathroom. “I’ll get ready!”
Caden watched her go with his eyes set in a skeptical squint. Tucker punched his arm. “Buddy, we cool with all this?” he said under his breath.
“Fuck I don’t know, Tuck,” he said. He nodded silently. “If I take my ego out of this, it’s pretty fun.” They looked at each other long and hard. “I mean she’s my girlfriend, but I mean, we’re not married.” He nodded more, staring at the closed bathroom door. “No one’s getting hurt,” he mumbled.
The bathroom door opened.
“Jesus,” muttered Kai.
Brooklyn emerged with a deep red lace bra and matching panties with black satin bows in their middles. She also wore a black velvet choker and spike pumps that glittered. Her hair was wild and her lips were rose red. She put sky blue eye shadow on and large pearl drop earrings. She walked in short steps squirming all the way.
Caden pulled his head back. “Did you plan all this?”
“Shut up Caden,” said Tucker. All eight eyeballs were glued to her form. She giggled but regained her composure. “Just want to keep all you boys focused on the prize.”
When she got to the coffee table, she said to Kai, “Maestro,” and she pointed to the music. He found something perfect and she stepped up onto the table. As the music played she slowly writhed and squatted and ran her hands over her neck, her breasts, her stomach and between her legs.
“I feel like I’m growing up,” murmured Diego. Everyone laughed.
“Deal your goddamned cards, Tuck,” she kicked her foot at his chest. “And may the biggest man win!”
When the hand played out, Kai was last to show his cards, and he immediately shook inside. “Looks like I win,” he said nervously.
“Caden and Tuck, off the couch,” Brooklyn said. She stepped down and shimmied into the kitchen. She came back with the roll of paper towels. She went from Diego to Tucker and finally to Caden, handing each of them a paper towel. She leaned over Caden and kissed his lips. “Enjoy honey,” she said, and she went on the couch. She beckoned Kai with her finger and laughed. “Come on, don’t leave me hanging here,” she said softly.
Kai sat beside her and awkwardly stuck his arm behind her. “Is that okay?”
“Just ignore everyone,” she said softly. “We’re just on a date. It’s just you and me.”
“Dressed like that?”
She laughed. “We just got back from the date and I just came out of your bathroom like this.”
“I’d kiss you.”
“Then kiss me,” she whispered. “Relax. I’m yours all night. Take your time.”
Caden shook his head wondering if heard right.
He kissed her and then he shifted himself and took her face in his hands and kissed her deeper and longer. When she moaned against him and smiled, he began to feel her all over. “Do what you want to do with me,” she whispered in his ear.
He pushed her down and opened her legs. He touched her panties and then he tugged at them and she lifted her ass and then her legs to allow him to pull them off. He went down on her, kissing and licking all the way. He hit her sweet spot — she began to writhe and squirm and moan and breathe.
When he licked her with focus, her breath became high pitched and sharp. He had somehow got her to the edge sooner than she had anticipated. She began to buck against his face and arch her back. “Oh my god,” she moaned. “Fuck!”
She had an early orgasm and tugged at his pants and nearly ripped him out of his clothes. She went down on him with a ferocity and eagerness that both shocked and aroused Caden beyond what he anticipated too. Before he knew it, he was past his point of no return, shooting his load into his paper towel.
Kai pulled away from her and positioned her ass in front of him and knelt behind her. He hefted his sizeable cock against her pussy, soaking and slick, and she rammed herself backward to swallow him inside her. She lowered herself to her elbows and knees and planted her face on the couch. Her fists twisted white into the couch fabric and Diego grunted and wrapped his cock in his paper towel.
Tucker stood up jerking hard and long on his cock and he strode over to the couch and pushed his cock into Brooklyn’s mouth. She readily accepted between her rosy red lips with a loud moan.
Kai slapped her ass and began to ram her so hard she began to yell, losing Tucker’s cock out of her mouth. Tucker fell back in his chair and came in his towel. Kai rammed her so hard her crying was jolted. He came inside her for what seemed a whole minute. When he finally stopped ramming her, he fell down from the couch onto the floor. Brooklyn slumped on the couch with her ass still half in the air. She watched Tucker with half-lidded eyes. “You bastard,” she moaned.
“What?” he laughed.
“Nobody said you could fuck my mouth.”
She finally got up and staggered to the bathroom to clean herself. When she came back, the only seat left on the couch was beside Kai. She sat down in her robe and leaned over and kissed him. “Howdy stranger.”
He kissed her back and wrapped his arm around her shoulders and she snuggled in closer against his chest. Their hands found each other’s and he smelled and kissed her hair. She rested both their hands on his upper thigh. They all watched a thriller movie.
Finally, Diego announced it was time for bed and moped through his door and closed it. Tucker, Caden, Kai and Brooklyn all stood and stretched. Kai and Brooklyn kept holding hands. Tucker and Caden started toward their rooms. Kai turned in the direction of his room. Brooklyn shot a look at Caden. He waited with his arm out. She didn’t step toward him. Instead she leaned her body back against Kai. Kai took a step and dropped her hand but she didn’t drop his. She bit her lip and pushed against him in the direction of his door. She giggled nervously and put her index finger on her lips. “What?” she said to Caden.
“This way,” he said to her.
“I don’t know,” she said to him and she laughed a little again.
Caden shook his head and went to his room and turned when he reached his doorway.
Brooklyn reached up and around behind her and pulled Kai’s face down over her shoulder and neck to kiss him. She gestured with her head toward Kai’s door. “Gonna go, baby,” she said to him softly.
“You live in here,” Caden said, gesturing with his head.
“I think he won me for tonight,” she replied. She brought Kai’s arm up and across her chest, and then she pushed it inside her robe. Caden could clearly see Kai’s hand move over her bare breast beneath.
Tucker paused at his door and quietly watched the outcome. Kai stumbled backward but Brooklyn laughed and went with him.
“How long?” Caden said, thinking in terms of a hours.
“He won me for the night,” she said softly. She turned and pulled Kai’s arm around her neck. Kai turned but twisted his head around to stare at Caden.
“Whatever,” Caden said, and he laughed cynically and shut his door.
During the night, Caden woke up and sat up in bed. He leaned his head and listened hard. Then he heard it again. It was unmistakable: Brooklyn’s high pitched sighs and moans. He went back to sleep.
In the morning everybody had their own places to go. That evening they were all around the couches and chairs again, except for Kai, who hadn’t returned yet.
“Okay,” Caden pronounced. “I think quite a lot is being asked of me.”
“Agreed,” said Tucker. “Not sure I would be as down with all this as you are.”
Caden set his jaw and stared at the floor. “But truth is,” he began, “it gets pretty crowded in the bedroom.”
“It does,” Brooklyn agreed.
“I’m not saying I’m kicking you out, Brooklyn, but . . . “
“But a little change . . . “
“I was able to stretch out for the first time in weeks. Slept better than ever last night.”
“What does this mean?” Tucker said.
Both Brooklyn and Caden shook their heads and laughed. “No idea what it means,” said Brooklyn.
“I kind of feel she’s been sort of, with all of us, kind of . . . “ Caden trailed off.
“Girlfriend,” said Diego.
Caden nodded. “I mean kind of, right?”
“You don’t want me anymore, honey?” Brooklyn laughed.
“I do!” he replied immediately. “And I do have you. You’re still here. If I win the hand, I get you too. I still talk with you. We’re hanging out. I mean, what would we be doing differently?”
“If you win the hand?” Brooklyn screwed up her face. “You mean, I go with the winner like all week?”
“Should be a week, till the next hand of Kentucky Variation,” Diego dropped his head with decisiveness. “That’s what I would want. Don’t want just empty sex with Brooks, I’d want her as my girlfriend all week. In private. In my room. Watch her dress. Just hang out with her in bed, talking.”
“Aw, that’s sweet, Diego.” She patted his knee.
“Just saying,” Diego said. “That’s the experience we all want.”
She tsk’ed him. “I want you to win next time!” she said.
“No playing favorites,” Caden pursed his lips.
Kai came in. Brooklyn opened her eyes wide at Caden and spun around to see Kai. She pushed herself up and walked to the entrance where he was taking off his coat and shoes. “Welcome home honey,” she said to him, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him deeply.
When she pulled off he stared at Caden. He shrugged and nodded. She lead him to the couch and sat him down and pressed up against him. “Tell me what happened today,” she said to him. He put his arm tentatively around her shoulders. She held his cheek and kissed his lips. “Do you want a blow job first in your room?” she asked full of innocence.
Kai opened his eyes wide at Caden and puffed out his cheeks.
“She’s you’re girlfriend for the week,” shrugged Caden. “Look after her well.”
“Fuck me,” said Kai. She cupped his crotch and giggled. “Be gentle with me?” she kissed his chin. “Sort of? “ she whispered and laughed with evil intent.
“You serious about? . . . “ he said to her.
“Uh huh!” she replied nodding vigorously with her eyes wide, pulling him up eagerly from the couch. She kept her eyes on his eyes the whole way she dragged him by the hand to his room. She closed the door behind her.
Tucker, Diego and Caden stared at the screen and played a game with half interest.
About ten minutes later, Kai’s door opened again. Brooklyn lead Kai out again and took him to the couch. She pretended that nothing was going on but when Tucker looked at her with bulging eyes, she erupted in brief laughter and said, “What? You’re embarrassing me Tuck!”
He made room for her and Kai on the couch. She looked demurely at Caden while she held Kai’s hand tightly in both of hers in her lap. He silently pointed to the corner of his lip. She frowned silently and he repeated the gesture. She touched the corner of her mouth and laughed and wiped a spot of Kai’s come from her face. “Whoops,” she said. She swallowed it too.
After they played awhile, Brooklyn said to Kai in a whisper no one else could hear, “I need to fuck you.”
Kai cleared his throat. “Uh guys, think I’m turning in.” He made a big show of yawning. When he stood up, Brooklyn stood with him and patted his stomach.
“Come on, then,” she said. “This girl needs her rest too.” She nearly couldn’t finish the sentence without laughing. Ten minutes after the door  was closed, Caden needed to turn up the volume of the game. There was too much noise coming from Kai’s room.
“Lucky fucker,” said Diego.
“Play your cards right, that’ll be you next week,” Tucker said.
“Or you,” Caden said to Tucker.
“Like I said,” he replied to Caden, still able to hear Brooklyn yelping and crying from the rough fucking Kai was giving her. “Not sure if I’d be up to all this, shoe on the other foot.”
It was indeed Diego’s win the following week. Then Caden got some news. “I got to go home, you guys.”
Diego was just shuffling the cards when Caden came in. He was shaken. Brooklyn was in the bathroom getting ready for her new boyfriend, but she came out when she heard him.
“My dad,” he said. “He was taken to hospital last night.”
“Dude,” Tucker spun around. “How you doing?”
“I’m fine, I’m fine,” he said with distraction. “He’s not dying. But he’s sick.”
“Oh honey,” Brooklyn said, hugging him hard around his waist.
“We kind of knew it was coming, but it’s just a bit sooner,” said Caden. He sat down. “It might mean I ain’t coming back, guys.”
“What the hell, Caden?” Kai shook his head. Brooklyn looked at him with her big eyes.
“I was going to take over the business whenever he got too sick. That was the plan. It was meant to be after I finished university, maybe five or ten years after that.”
“Oh honey,” Brooklyn took his hand in hers.
“But I guess it’s happening now.”
Kai, Diego, Tucker and Brooklyn helped Caden pack and they assured him they’d look after everything and send out anything else he couldn’t fit in Brooklyn’s old suitcase she arrived in.
Brooklyn saw him to the door. She kissed him. “Are you sure you don’t want me to come with you?”
“It’s a tiny town, Brook. You would die there.” He kissed her goodbye.
She leaned against the door after closing it softly behind him.
“Guess this means the game is off,” Diego said.
“Idiot,” Kai said to Diego.
Brooklyn sighed. Everyone was quiet. Finally she spoke. “Maybe it’s lady’s choice tonight.”
All three of them slowly nodded.
Her chest heaved as she sighed. “Going to finish getting ready,” she said, “and when I come out, I’ll go to the room of my choice. The winner can come and join me.” She disappeared inside the bathroom.
When the door finally opened, all the guys immediately spun their heads around. Brooklyn kept the light out and stayed inside a few moments longer. When she emerged, she was completely naked. She wore a ring on her toe, and an anklet, jewelry around her waist, rings on her fingers, necklaces and bracelets and earrings, and in her hair she had braided in a few strands of red strips of silk. When she emerged into the light, they could see that she had done up her hair with strands down the sides of her face. All three guy’s jaws dropped. They thought they were watching an angel descend.
She moved like a breeze-blown leave in the air across the room with her hands, her fingers, clasped behind her slender back. Her eyes were lined black, her eyeshadow was a Moroccan blue, and her lips were desert taupe. She moved in front of the couch and pushed her mouth to the side and sucked in her cheek as though she were terribly shy suddenly. She looked down on the couch right into Tucker’s eyes. “Tuck,” she whispered. “Would you like to take me now?” She held out her fingers and he took them, throwing his game controller aside and rising up in front of her.
She danced slowly and subtly and threw her arms gracefully around his neck and kissed him long and lazily. He wrapped his hands around her waist. She moaned in his ear, “Make love to me?”
He led her to his door, and closed it behind him.
Kai and Diego stared at each other. “Holy fuck . . . “ Kai blew out his cheek. “That was another level.”
Diego just swallowed as though stunned. A few minutes later, they could tell that Tucker was eating her out, and well, too. They had become familiar with her high pitched sucking air sounds. But he seemed to keep her at a higher pitch and longer.
Two weeks later, they found a new roommate. Jackson was a friend of Kai’s. “I’m so glad you guys had a room!” he said, plopping down on the couch between Tucker and Kai.
A half hour later, Diego came out of his room, with Brooklyn on his arm. He introduced her as his girlfriend and she did nothing to change the impression, rising on her toes to kiss him on the cheek. “Hey,” she said to Jackson. “I’m Brooklyn.”
“I’m Jackson,” he said. “You live here too?”
“I do!” she said.
Jackson looked over at Kai. Kai didn’t meet his gaze though. He stared straight ahead. “Got those cards, Diego?”
“Got them right here, Kai,” he replied.
“I’ll just be in here, boys,” Brooklyn giggled on her way to the bathroom.
“You in?” Tucker said to Jackson.
The others leaned forward with serious intent.
“What’s the game, boys?” Jackson frowned and smiled at the same time with confusion and nervousness. They all looked at each other.
“We call it the Kentucky Variation,” said Tucker.
“Okay?” Jackson leaned forward too. “Why’s that?”
“Brooklyn’s from Kentucky,” Kai said matter of factly.
Diego began to deal out the cards.
“What’s the pot, boys?” Jackson asked, more confused yet.
“Brooklyn,” said Diego. And he tossed the cards around. “One hand. Winner takes all.”
The bathroom door opened and Jackson spun around. Brooklyn was standing in the doorway in something even more special.




Reverse Harem on a Secluded Tropical Beach

“Of course he trusts me!” Aria pushed her bare shoulder into Colt’s bare shoulder, privately noting the unique sensation of skin touching skin. They both tilted their Singha bottles to their lips. Colt shot his feet out into the sand and leaned his elbows behind him on the top wooden step of his tiny thatch-roof beach hut. The sun was half dropped into the hyacinth blue sea beyond Taatoh Bay, and lit the sky with brilliant bands of ochre and vermillion.
Aria chuckled inside her closed mouth and imitated Colt, stretching her legs out too, but she had to push herself down a step to reach the sand with her toes. She twisted around just to see where Colt was looking. It was at her, her light ash brown hair, long and layered down her slender, exposed back, her round, polished shoulders that it draped heavily around, her narrow neck she pulled her hair away from, for him to see. She chuckled again, deeper, more quietly, and turned to gaze out to the sea and the fiercely glowing, dying sun knowing — feeling — his eyes remaining on her.
“Which one was yours again?” Colt asked.
“My boyfriend’s and mine you mean?” She raised her eyes scoldingly at him. “You can just barely see it between that clump of palm trees, see?” She pointed with her long, slender arm, her faded-denim painted nail touching the door of her hut when she squinted with one eye.
Colt leaned down to squint along the sight she made of her arm. He lightly held the underside of her forearm with his hand and steadied her. “See?” she said all too intimately. His chin touched her bicep, her scent filled his breath.
“It’s really hidden,” he said, not moving away.
“I know. My boyfriend found it. He’s a genius, did I mention that?” She gave a self-satisfied “hmp” in her throat.
“No one would even know if you’re bringing someone home,” he said, turning his face to hers even though his chin was still on her arm.
She didn’t push him off. “I think I would know,” she stared into the jungle that rose up behind the secluded row of beach huts. “And then my boyfriend would know, because we share everything.” She poured more of her bottle into the circle formed around the neck by her terra cotta painted lips.
“How’s your neck?”
“Still sore,” she stated flatly, reaching up to squeeze and rub her trapezius.
“Come on,” he said, pulling up his knees and spreading his legs. He gestured with his hands for her to shift in front of him and pulled his left leg out of her way so she could slide over on her emerald green string bottoms.
She pulled her bundle of ash brown silk hair around one side of her neck and dropped her head down between her shoulders. “Just my neck, now,” she warned him.
“Can I untie this one to get it out of my way?” He tugged on the black ribbon tied around her neck. She reached behind herself to pull one of the strings for him, and when it loosened, she used both hands to hold her bikini top in place without its top support.
His hands felt like hot stones from a fire. She knew what he was trying to do, but the heat of his fingers — powerful, thick, deeply pushing — penetrated into her chest. She tried to just take a massage, but her lungs were pulled and pushed by his palms on her upper back and shoulder blades and it made her exhale with a moan she didn’t want to make. He pulled her shoulders up and pressed them down and her whole torso rose and fell, making her stomach flex and relax. She steadied herself by hooking her elbows around his knees. When he seemed to separate the muscles of her back with his probing fingers, she gasped and instinctively scratched like grasping claws on his shins with her long, shaped nails. He pressed his palms into her mid back and opened her left from right and made her inhale through her mouth that dropped open as though pushed from a plane. He really was as good as he said back at the beach bar earlier. She reached behind her and pulled the remaining black ribbon holding her top on and let it, light and as inconsequential as a leaf, bunch into her hand, a tiny mound of mint, and she put it on the step beside her saying nothing.
His hands, warm like a bath, gripped her pectorals and lifted them, pressed them out, and eased them back down. She rolled her head to the side and jutted her chest. The cool air rolling gently off the surf under the darkening violet sky, felt fresh on her bared breasts. His hands went under her arms and squeezed her obliques and she breathed in so deeply, her chest heaved. “That’s good,” she said almost as though only to herself, and she closed her pink posey shaded eyes and leaned her head back. Her hair spread over his bare thighs. She had been rubbing his calves but didn’t realize it. She felt the lump between his legs with the back of her head but she chose to keep it there — it seemed to draw less attention than if she pulled away. But she realized he’d know that she knew what she was feeling. The tease in her could not resist slowly rotating her head to rub his lump back and forth and she emitted a tiny and high pitched squeal inside her closed mouth.
“Come,” his voice was at once gentle as the breeze and as commanding as a father and he guided her by lifting in her armpits to settle her on the step he sat on, between his legs closer against him. Her arms now reached under his thighs — he had slid back — and her head rested on his lower stomach. She hung on by wrapping her hands around the outside of his thighs to grab his knees. She could feel his lump now in the back of her neck. She knew — she finished with a long series of swallows the rest of her bottle — her bare chest was now completely visible to him, but she felt it was dark enough out. His hands, so huge it felt like he could just fold her up and put her in his pocket, spread out on her taut, sculpted stomach and she couldn’t help arching her back. She tried to protest but only managed to raise a hand behind and above her head to grab his neck where she accidentally clawed at him again, lightly, playfully, with her long scratching nails.
She looked down when she felt his chin rest on her head and realized they were seeing the same thing at about the same angle, and in the same light — her body, her breasts gently rising and dropping to her rib cage, dipping down to her stomach, and into the tent her bottoms made over her pubis, and the rise of her hip bones, the copper skin of her thighs that she stretched out, and her toes — nails painted the same faded denim that she wiggled and giggled. “Do you like my toenails?” she said, twisting her head around in his lap to see up into his eyes with her creole eyes. She didn’t lift her head from his lap and she felt his lump, obviously bigger, squish below her shifting head. She waved her fingernails in front of his face and totally ignored what she was doing to him with her head.
When his long, masculine fingers roamed down along the line of her bikini bottom, she inhaled sharply through her teeth and folded her arm behind her head so her fingers, her nails, now grasped at the area below his t-shirt, slightly pushed up, and above his own bathing suit bottoms. “You shouldn’t,” she whispered so quietly it was more of a gasp. He began to massage her glutes and her tensors, reaching down along her rectus — that thick muscle down the front of her thigh, and sliding up more inside her thigh, along her femoris. 
“It’s all connected,” he said, sliding back down and rising back up again.
She scrunched the front of his bathing suit below her neck. “You’re a long way from my neck,” she said. His hands, though, were coals. He pushed down hard along the length of her outside thigh, leaning over to reach as far as her knees, and she looked up and into his face, upside down to hers and her lips protruded as though, without her input, they yearned to kiss his. He wasn’t looking though. She stared into his sable brown eyes and reached down silently to pull the tiny ribbon below her hip that held her bottoms in place, on both sides. He ran both his hands hard and deeply all the way up from her outside thighs over her hips up her rib cage over her pecs and up to her trapezius and further up yet under her scalp to the base of her skull, unimpeded by straps or ribbons or cloth all the way.
She moaned and said, “better?” He pushed his hands down the front of her neck and pushed into her breasts, over her nipples, his fingers individually splaying as they moved down separately over the curve of her under breast, over her stomach that clenched, and on down over her pubis even though she sucked breath through her teeth loudly. Still he pushed further, reaching between her inner thighs and the real danger zone, sliding down that small area of tender skin between, before he pushed again hard on her inner thighs all the way back to where he had started.
“Colt,” a voice abruptly sounded out of the blanket of darkness the beach and sea had become. Aria flinched and crossed her legs, cupping her hand over her pussy, and Colt’s hands slid up to cover her breasts, but he otherwise didn’t move and it gave her a sense of protection and safety. “Oh sorry!” the voice said just as it emerged within the circle of light.
“No worries, Jax,” Cole’s voice was resonant in his chest against the back of her head. “This is Aria,” he said as Jax came close enough to land a foot on the bottom step. Aria said lightly, “Hi Jax” and she turned her head into Colt’s thigh and let her hair cover her face and his lap.
“You’re from that hut up there behind the trees aren’t you?”
“Mm-hmm,” Aria meant to string hair through her lips thoughtfully but missed the hair and ended up putting her lips, full, warm, thick, against Colt’s inner thigh, and not wanting to admit a mistake, she kissed him there, taking her time. When he didn’t react at all, she nipped him with her teeth and he lightly slapped the side of her head and she giggled and sank her face further down and began to kiss him there thinking, why not.
“You’re boyfriend had to go suddenly,” Jax told her. “Family thing?”
“Mm-hmm,” Aria said from under the obscuring blanket of hair. She squirmed a bit and lifted her face so that her lips could tease the outside of his bathing suit and the lump beneath.
“What are you guys doing?” Jax said gazing away and out into the warm darkness.
“Just hanging out,” Colt said, sliding his hand down her body again, revealing her breast to Jax, though it was dark, and he covered her hand, the one that covered her own pussy. She realized she would now give it to him if she were to retract her hand.
Jax sat down on the lower step and gazed out. “Such a warm night” he said to no one, his back to Colt and Aria.
“What you get up to today?” Colt asked him.
Aria slowly pulled her hand out from under his hand and reached slowly up to his stomach. She pulled the lace she found there and when his bathing suit loosened, she slowly, carefully, pulled it.
“Rented a motorcycle with this chick, rode around all day up the other side of the island.”
“That rocks,” Colt said. His middle finger pressed slightly and Aria’s labia welcomed the pressure, opening up and around his finger. She was so hot and wet she steamed. Her breath became louder. She squirmed between his legs and moved her face up. She pulled on his cock and kissed it, pressing it to her lips with her long, elegant fingers.
When his finger pushed on her, she kicked out a leg but it didn’t get far — she needed badly to stretch it but it bent against Jax’s back. She moaned and twisted in Colt’s lap and when his cock lengthened with her kiss on it, her leg lifted and straightened and she lowered it onto Jax’s shoulder by mistake, but it was more comfortable being held up like that.
“Was awesome,” Jax said, slowly turning to find her calf. He touched it with his fingers and her toes wiggled and her foot strained. He glanced over his shoulder and noticed that Colt’s finger was disappearing inside her glistening pussy. He looked further up and saw Aria’s very slowly, very snake-like body writhe and twist. He leaned over a bit and saw that she was taking Colt’s cock between her pretty lips. “You should come out tomorrow,” he said, “I kept the bikes.”
“Let’s do it,” Colt said quietly.
Jax carefully raised her calf over his head and gently lifted her other calf over his other shoulder, turning to kneel on the sand. “Tomorrow bro,” Jax said softly. He kissed the inside of her knee and looked up. She was stretching to take more of his cock in her mouth and her hand roamed freely over his stomach. They could both hear her soft, low moans even though Colt’s cock grew to fill her mouth. Jax licked her inner thigh. He swatted at Colt’s hand silently but as soon as it lifted, Aria’s hand returned. Only this time she didn’t cover her pussy. Jax watched closely as her two long fingers worked to spread her labia. He came close and touched with his protruding tongue. Her legs stiffened and her hips raised her butt off the step and she pushed her pelvis into his face. She groaned and squealed in a high pitch and gobbled Colt’s cock deeper into her mouth.
She twisted and then came up from breath, her legs ignoring Jax below her as she yearned to lean on Colt’s stomach and kiss his mouth. Jax leaned on the step against his back and watched the ocean, unsure if she even knew he had been the one between her legs. She purred at Colt with her lips nearly against his, “My boyfriend texted earlier — he can’t come back.”
“That’s too bad,” Colt said just as privately.
“Uh-huh,” she said, her hand cradling his cheek and her fingers covering his ear as she twisted her head, studied his lips, and lowered her mouth to kiss him. She kissed his chin and his neck and she dropped to his chest, tonguing him and biting him. She moved further down to his stomach and looked up. “This didn’t happen,” she said to him, fixing him with her dreamy gaze. She raised her shoulders, lowered her head, her hair spreading like a luxury blanket over his stomach and lap, and she delicately lifted a knee over Jax’s head and squatted over his face just as she lowered her full, warm lips to Colt’s straining cock.
She squealed when Jax kissed her pussy and she twisted and pumped down on Colt’s cock hard and deep. Her hips curled and uncurled against Jax’s mouth and she grabbed Colt’s cock in both her hands and counter-twisted him, sucking hard on his head with her mouth and wrapping her tongue around his shaft like a snake.
Her hips shivered and she came off Colt’s cock to pant and moan before plunging back down on him more determined and focused. She grinded her hips against Jax’s face, spilling her juice all over his face and chin. She moaned on Colt, knowing she wanted to feel him lose it in her mouth which it made her hips hump chaotically against Jax’s face. When Colt suddenly filled her mouth, her own body seized and she accidentally squeezed and pulled on his cock as it sprayed against her neck and her breasts.
She slid down onto Jax’s chest and into his lap. He had his cock out — he was stroking it — and he tried to grab her thighs, small as his own biceps, and steer her onto him. But she kicked and struggled and writhed away from him, all legs and arms. “No,” she said. Colt held her by her arms as she slid down the steps and when she regained her footing, she stood up and over Jax and walked up and over Colt into his hut where she flopped down on her stomach with her face staring out the door.
“You can sleep with me,” she said dozily, “But no fucking me.”
“Okay,” said Colt, smiling at Jax as he pushed himself up.
“Give me your word,” she said with her face pushed into the bed, “no fucking me, only my boyfriend fucks me.”
“No problem,” he said.
When Colt entered his hut, Jax stood up and came toward the door still with his hard cock in his hand, stroking it. She kicked her long leg out and caught the door, slamming it in his face. He could hear her giggle from the other side. He stayed a bit. He could hear her giggle and he could hear the deep tones of his friend’s voice, and then nothing. A few seconds later, he heard her voice: “No! I told you, no!” But he also heard her laugh. And then again, he heard her voice, but more sleepy and softer, almost chuckling: “Stop trying to fuck me, would you!”
He tried to peek inside but it was too dark. He listened more to the sound of rustling and creaking. Then he heard her whisper, “I told you only my boyfriend is allowed,” but he also heard her moan in a high pitch. In a few moments, he heard the sound of flesh slapping flesh, the creak of the wooden bed frame loud in a rhythmic pattern, and her breath, short and sharp, rise to the level of repeated moans in time with all the other sounds, and he knew. Even back in his hut, he heard her cry out.
In the mid-morning at the bar on the beach — it was a breakfast restaurant in the earlier part of the day — Jax, having eggs, looked up and saw Aria crossing the sand, pushing her long, thick hair back from her face with her spread hand, seemingly floating in the morning sun in her sheer, maxi length white and porcelain blue beach dress looking like a cloud was carrying her. She stepped up onto the boards under the thatch roof and, noticing Jax’s tiny wave, meandered over to his table and pulled up on a chair.
“Did you order me one too?” she said smiling.
“Didn’t know you were coming,” he said.
“Then why were you peeking and listening last night?”
His face went red and he stared at his breakfast plate until she laughed, tugging her tiny gold necklace over her chin and to her lips. “I’m sorry about last night.”
“What are you sorry for?”
“I slammed the door at you. I didn’t want you to go, though.”
“Why’d you shut it then?”
“I don’t know,” she laughed. “It’s not like I know what I’m doing.”
“I think you knew,” he said, smiling.
She looked away and down the beach and into the dark green band that surrounded them. “You met my boyfriend.”
“Yeah — hard not to, it’s not exactly a  beaten trail out here.”
She bit her lip and pushed her hair in front of her face. “Do you think I’m a cheating slut because of what I did with Colt last night?” She stared at him seriously.
“I think you’re a free individual.”
“But no, come on, you could hear, you knew what we were doing.” She sucked on her necklace then straightened up and leaned over on her shoulders and opened her pretty painted mouth like a bird demanding food. Jax lifted a forkful of egg to her mouth and she took it, licking her lips and laughing. She leaned closer to his mouth with hers. “Do you think other people could hear in those other huts?”
Jax studied his food and ate a forkful himself. “If they could, they either probably started fucking too or beating off if they were alone like me.”
She opened her mouth to demand more of his food. “What do you mean?”
He sat back and stared into her eyes. “It sounded fucking hot. Hearing you fuck is like sitting through a porn scene in a movie.”
She laughed and looked around in embarrassment and pulled her hair closer over her face. “Did you pull on your cock listening to Colt and me?”
“You know,” he kept his gaze on hers.
She looked sideways again and her foot rose up between his legs and her toes squeezed at the apex of his bathing shorts. “Did you make yourself come?” She wiggled her head and kept as straight a face as she could, but her smile curled the corners of her mouth.
“I went back to my hut,” he said.
“Poor thing,” she said, licking her lips and squeezing her toes on him. “Do you need to come now?” She leaned in a way that jutted her chest. She glanced at the kitchen and then reached down and pushed her fingers inside her bikini. She breathed out hard and her eyes rolled back before she fixed them, glassy, on his again. “Did you want to last night with me?” He could see her elbow rising and falling slowly. She pulled her hand up and he saw her finger was glistening before she inserted it between her lips and plunged it deep into her mouth. She wrapped her tongue around it and pulled it back out, and pushed it back down under her bikini.
“I guess,” he said.
“Why don’t you do what you wanted to last night.”
“We’re in the restaurant.”
“Take me to your hut then.”
He shot up and took her by the hand and she giggled and rose up with him, hugging his arm as they scampered over the hot sand. Half way to Jax’s hut, they came upon Colt trudging with his head down going the other way. “Oh hey!” he lifted his face into the sunshine. “Was looking for you,” he said to Aria shading his eyes from the sun. She pressed herself tighter against Jax’s body, hugging his arm tighter, even pressing her hips into his hand where it hung against her bikini. “Just showing me something he found,” she said before giggling and nudging Jax to walk.
“Okay well,” Colt said, watching her walk away pressing hard against his friend. Jax turned around and looked at him and shrugged. Colt silently returned the gesture more emphatically, as if to say, “What the fuck?”
He stood and watched then go all the up the steps and inside Jax’s hut. He also saw Aria peek out from within the darkness within and then slam the door sharply — she was smiling.
Inside, she turned to Jax and bit her lip. “I tried not to,” she said as though begging for understanding. She reached over her head and undid her bikini top. “I told myself I wouldn’t.” She slipped her bikini bottoms off. She knelt on Jax’s bed and pushed him with one stretched finger to make him lie on his back. “It’s not my fault,” she breathed, as she bent over him and plunged her mouth over his cock. She moaned on him. “What am I supposed to do?”
She shimmied up his body and reached behind and between her legs. She steadied his hard, stiff cock below her hips spread over his, and she lowered herself with a whimper, her hair dangling into his face. “You made me come last night,” she breathed and lowered herself to kiss him. She cried out when his cock slid up inside her. “I was thinking about you all night.” She pumped her body on his. “I saw you go for breakfast,” she panted. When he wrapped his hands around her tiny waist and thrust himself up into her, she yelped and rolled back and rolled her head, her hair sweeping over his legs behind her. “I wanted to fuck you so bad.”
He grasped her breasts in both his hands and she clamped her hands over his and moaned in a guttural way so loud he knew anyone at the restaurant would hear. He merely touched her clitoris with his thumb and her body spasmed and bucked. She cried out like someone flayed alive and her hips vibrated so violently and chaotically on his, he was unable to last any longer and felt his whole being shoot up his cock and gush inside her.
She slumped and exhaled and leaned over him. She kissed his face and smiled and bit her bottom lip. “Oops,” she said. “I think you made me come again.” She giggled and lifted herself off his body to fall down beside him. “You can buy me breakfast if you like,” she said.
When they climbed the steps, shagged out and giggling, they noticed Colt still at a table. She smiled and squeezed Jax’s hand and they sat opposite Colt. “Breakfast good,” she said innocently.
“You didn’t eat yet?” Colt said to her.
“Nope,” she chuckled. Then she fixed him with her gaze. “I was busy.”
Colt shot a glance at Jax and Jax slightly shrugged. “You ate,” Colt said to him.
“I have,” he nodded. Colt nodded too and separated a piece of bacon in his bared teeth.
“Well boys,” Aria sat up and leaned over to pick up Colt’s other piece of bacon and she leaned back and dangled it between her lips with her head all the way back till it all disappeared into her mouth. She knew they were staring at her neck, her chest, and her stretched bikini top. Talking while chewing, she said, “Maybe you two have some talking to do but you’ll have to count me out.” She leaned over as though to reveal a secret. “This morning was sort of a continuation of last night, really, and last night was a one off thing, right? I have a boyfriend, I told you guys,” she sagged her face and looked up at them both with sympathy-curved eyebrows. “I can’t be doing this — he might even be my fiancé when I get home.” She swallowed and leaned back in her chair, putting her delicate hands in her lap. “So,  I’m just going to say, whatever happened didn’t really happen and it’s certainly not going to happen again. I’m not supposed to do that, you guys, and I told you I couldn’t!”
She put her head down and crossed her arms over her chest and pursed her lips. She looked up at them both again. “Maybe we can just all call it a leap year type of thing — you know, that extra 24 hours that isn’t on the calendar?” She raised her head and shook it. “I just can’t help myself sometimes, you know?”
“Hey,” Colt reached over without touching her arm. “It was a lot of fun — totally unexpected!”
“Thank you,” she pursed her lips and smiled up at him through her fallen hair.
“It was one of those moments, right?” Jax nodded.
She patted Jax’s arm. “I knew you’d understand. You two need to protect me. Keep me from doing it again, okay? I’m serious!”
“What, like, hold you down?” Colt smiled.
She laughed conspiratorially. “I don’t think holding me down,” she said low and quietly, “is going to help things, if you know what I mean.” She shook her head and looked out at the shimmering sea. “But yeah, stop me if you see me doing it again.” She pushed her hand into her long hair. “Please?” She gripped one of their hands in each of her hands. “I’m serious guys. I need help!” She laughed.
“Were we really that bad?” joked Jax.
“No, the opposite!” she snorted. “That’s the problem, though, isn’t it.”
“Okay,” Colt said.
“No hard feelings?” she turned her face down and bit her lip.
Colt grinned. “So to speak.”
“Different story last night,” Jax laughed.
“You were so sure you weren’t going to get any, weren’t you,” she smiled guiltily at Jax. “Hey,” she suddenly straightened up. “I’m going into town today, but later, let’s all meet here, like at 9, say, and have a bunch of shots!”
“I’m down!” Jax said holding out his palm to slap.
“Yep,” said Colt, slapping his hand.
“And nobody gets any funny ideas!” added Aria.
“Deal,” said Colt.
Jax nodded, “Including you!” he nodded at Aria.  She rolled her eyes to the side and tried to bite back a grin. “I know I’m bad,” she moaned.
At 9:30 or so, Aria strolled up and onto the wooden deck of the outside restaurant. A few lanterns swung gently in the ocean breeze and crickets filled the air and blended with the quiet electronica playing. Colt and Jax were already into their second can of Sangha and had shots lined up and ready for when Aria arrived. She was wearing a cerulean blue bikini with big hoops at the hips and laces between her breasts that barely held the ensemble together. She wore a thin light blue beach skirt that rode low on her hips, and she put on her waist chain for no good reason. “Boys!” she said, pulling out a chair.
At the table nearest them, a young guy sat by himself scrolling on his phone. She didn’t recognize him. “Welcome to the smaller of the two islands!” she said to him. When he looked up alerted, she said, “this is Colt, this is Jax, and I’m Aria, and we’re just getting started into some shots, you’re welcome to join us!”
Jax and Colt darted glances at each other.
“Come on!” she said to the guy. “No time to be all alone, let’s celebrate!” She shoved a shot over the table in his direction. “What’s your name?”
“Milo,” he said, getting up and coming over.
“To Milo!” she called out, tilting a shot at her lips and looking over the glass at Jax and then at Colt, who also shot their drinks back, their eyes on her.
“You with your girlfriend, Milo?” she engaged him in conversation naturally and with her voice utterly relaxed.
“I’m by myself,” he said.
She nodded for a while, before glancing up through the tops of her eyes and through her hair at Colt. “What?” she laughed, throwing a salt packet at him.
“Just watching,” Colt said.
“You always travel by yourself, Milo?” she said, dangling one leg from the other and turning to face him with her chin resting on her fist.
“I’m trying to be a travel writer,” he said, smiling sheepishly. “I’ve actually already got a first half payment for this one, which more than covered the cost of getting here,” he nodded proudly.
“Oh my god!” Aria leaned forward. She looked over her shoulder at Colt. They had had two more shots by then. “I know you’re not going to believe this, Colt,” she closed her eyes and smiled. “But I’ve always had a thing for writers.” She opened her eyes again and settled them on Milo’s eyes. She held his gaze a full ten seconds before she dropped her head and laughed and then threw it back and turned in her seat toward both Jax and Colt. She leaned down low and pulled her hair in front of her face. “Boys,” she said. “I think we need another round of shots.”
“You sure?” Colt said to her.
She licked the corner of her mouth and looked up at him. “I know what you’re trying to do.” She smiled to herself at the table.
“I know what you’re thinking,” Colt said.
“I’m young,” she said. “What are you, 23? I’m 22. Jax, what are you?”
“23.”
Milo!” she said, licking the corner of her lips again looking over at him. “How old are you?”
“22,” he nodded.
She looked back at Colt. “I think I have to fuck him, Colt,” she tried to say as quietly as she could.
“You told me to stop you.”
“I told you to stop last night, too.” She nodded knowingly at him. “Look where that ended up.” She looked over at Milo. “Which hut is yours, Milo?”
“Last one before the rocks, there,” he pointed into the blackness.
“You like it?”
“It’s awesome,” he nodded.
“Colt,” she said. She swung her head toward him. “Let’s all go back to my hut, you, Jax, and Milo, she’s going to close up soon here, I think.”
Milo and Jax walked ahead of Colt and Aria. Colt held her hand. “What was that about stopping you, though, Aria?”
“Pangs of guilt?” she offered. After a few more steps, she said, “Haven’t you ever tried to stop yourself from doing it with a girl you just met?”
“Yeah but . . . “
“Yeah but nothing!” she laughed full-throated. “Like every time, right?”
He looked far down the beach as they kicked through the sand. “Not last night,” he said.
“Bullshit, Colt,” she laughed and hugged his arm to her body. “Only when you saw me come out of Jax’s hut, admit it.”
He nodded, thinking. “Okay, I felt a bit like a slut after, you know, yeah, seeing you with Jax like, just hours later.”
“And now you know you wouldn’t do me again, right?”
“Of course not,” he said.
“Only just in the two seconds since I said that, you’re thinking that maybe you might, if I just gave you one little signal again.”
He laughed. “And then hate myself.”
“I’m going to fuck Milo because I want to. I know I wanted you to stop me, but, I’m going to anyway.”
“Why are you telling me this?”
She squeezed his hand as they stepped up the steps to her hut. “It turns me on.”
“Teasing me like this?”
“No,” she laughed as she sat on the top step and scratched at Milo’s bare leg and patted the step beside her when he looked down.
“Jax?” she called out loud.
He was behind her. “What’s up?”
“Was that, would you say, a fantasy,” she said loudly, “to have a girl like me ask you to take her to your hut because she wanted to fuck you so badly?”
He snorted. Then he nodded. “Yeah, pretty much.”
“Colt? Would you say it was a fantasy to start rubbing a girl with her boyfriend so recently out of town, and have her seemingly unaware you were getting her bathing suit off like she didn’t know?”
He laughed and looked away and guffawed. She stayed quiet. He cleared his throat. “I guess,” he said.
She turned to Milo. “Milo,” she said to him sweetly. He tried to stop his grin. “You overheard me tell these two that I wanted to fuck you tonight because I have a thing for writers I can’t control, didn’t you.”
He nodded and snorted.
“Is it a fantasy for you for a girl like me to tell you,” she leaned closer to him and draped her arm around his shoulders, “that boys who want to be writers make me wet?” She touched his wrist and guided it between her legs that she opened. She pushed his hand down the front of her bikini and let his fingers feel her. She was soaking. “Is it?”
He coughed. “All my life.”
“Does anyone want to know what my fantasy is?” She panted lightly as Milo took over rubbing her beneath her bikini. “I have to go back to the mainland tomorrow — my flight home is tomorrow,” she said. She shook down her arms her bikini top. “Milo?” she said. “Take my bikini bottoms off?” She raised her hips and he pulled them down her legs.
“My fantasy,” she said, leaning back into Jax’s legs and turning her face toward Colt’s legs, “is to be fucked by three nice guys that I’ll never see again, all at the same time, in my beach hut, on an island, far, far from anyone who knows me.”
“I thought you wanted us to stop you,” Colt said.
“That was a test, Colt,” she said. “The fantasy sucks if it’s douchebags. It only works if it’s three nice guys who would offer to do that for a girl just because she asked.”
“What’s going on?” said Milo.
She leaned over naked and threw her arms around his neck. “Just go with it, Milo. You’re in someone else’s fantasy, you completed the picture when you showed up.”
He looked up at Jax and Colt who looked at each other and back down at Milo. “Gentlemen?” Colt said.
All three whipped their t-shirts and shorts off in record time. Aria spread her arms, leaned back till she was lying on the deck of her hut, and she laughed. “Oh yeah!” she cried out.




The Mojave Reverse Harem

Jade, short, tiny Jade, so small you felt you could toss her on a pillow and she’d only uncoil and recoil dreamily like a kitten, reached out with her delicate fingers splayed, each topped with a playfully different pastel color nail, long and tapered, and she closed one eye to pretend to be running her finger along the outline of the shape of Dallas, focused intensively at the counter of the vintage red-and-white Platt trailer all lit up fiery orange by the setting summer Death Valley sun.
“Make love to me?” she asked with more breath than voice — though it was still as though grumbled against his ear, it was so silent on the outskirts of nowhere. She rolled onto her deeply arched back but kept her face sharply twisted toward Dallas. She slipped off and out from under her the oversized thin white and paint-splattered button up shirt — in truth, one of Dallas’ business shirts from back in Sacramento — and beckoned him with her slowly curling and re-curling index finger. She squeezed her knees together and raised and twisted her hip on her torso and complained impatiently with an angry growl and a cute furrowed brow. She opened the button and fly of her ripped denim cutoffs and closed her eyes, faced the low ceiling over the bed in the back she laid on, and pushed her fingers under her boy-short cerulean blue lace-fabric panties — the ones that matched her 32 A half-shell bra she still wore.
“I’m coming!” Dallas bellowed from the other side of the cramped camper, making it rock with his weight as he rushed to stow the plates, bowls, cups and cutlery.
“Might be too late,” Jade inserted her middle finger between her sand nude-painted lips, closing them around her knuckle like a kiss to a pet’s nose. She’d done her eyes especially for their  special “anniversary” day — lining her sable brown irises with bronze shadow and heavy coal liner. “To look like the desert for you,” she spoke gravelly close in the mirror in the afternoon getting ready for him. She pushed her fingers below her panties again and exhaled, rolling her face away from him. Her long, luxurious layered waves of French roast brown hair fell all around the fresh, clean, pure white gleaming sheets and pillows that framed her entire, tiny body encased like a captured butterfly in the intimately close space
Dallas slowly eased his Sperry’s off with his toes and crossed his arms over his stomach — biceps looking like they could be the same girth as her waist — and peeled his U of C Davis t-shirt up over his brick-like stomach and massive chest. When he undid the button of his board shorts and pushed them off his swimmer-physique hips, Jade, inhaling through clenched teeth, rolled back on her side to only his show. He pulled his athlete-tight Calvin Kleins down his sinewy thighs and she gasped. His long, thick, semi-engorged rope hung like a ship untethered and she grasped again with her tentacle fingers spread and closing spider-like at the end of her thin outstretched arm. She salivated and licked her lips and drew her eyes sleepily and slowly — inexorably — up his immense top-heavy frame to his eyes, patient, teasing and grinning crookedly. He had planted his palms into the ceiling of the trailer and offset his hip as though posing for a photoshoot. He could have been chiseled by Michelangelo.
“Baby!” she groaned in deep need, her eyes glassing over. She arched her back as sharply as a gymnast’s illusion and she tickled with her light fingers scratching in tiny circles her stomach, flat as a board. “You’re driving me crazy . . . “ she exhaled in a tiny and deep, grinding voice.
He causally sauntered toward the edge of the bed and tugged off her shorts with such ease and strength, she whooped when her body fell free and plunged back to the bed. They looked like doll clothes in his massive hand. “Be gentle?” she peeped in a tiny girl voice, like she always did, with no expectation, nor desire, her plea would be respected.
He sucked his bottom lip pinched by his top teeth and pulled away and down her dangling, kicking, accommodating legs, her prettiest panties, pinched between his finger tips and thumb like he were using tweezers to pull a film off a fragile surface. She tried to be patient but her breathing, uneven, sharp, interrupted by shivers and gulps, and her hips, twisting and rising and falling off the bed, pushed up by her tiny planted feet and shoulders, gave her away. She opened her pretty, tiny mouth wide and leaned her head back by way of invitation to him, though surely it was too big, and it was not even full yet. She moaned with anticipation nonetheless. She would try. He loved to see her throat bulge. She danced her toes in the white sheets and rotated her tiny frame so her head hung over the edge facing him upside down, her long, soft, waving hair flowing all the way down to nearly the floor like some chocolate and honey waterfall. She kissed the air like someone hungry and reached toward him with both arms outstretched. He exhaled through puffed cheeks like a man about to leap off a cliff, and he stepped up to her.
She opened wide and he touched her lips with the head of his cock, hard and demandful. She moaned loudly she wanted it so badly. She pushed and she took it in her mouth. She reached up behind him and tapped his tight, muscle-bound cheeks and he responded, pushing into her deeper. There seemed no end to the length of his cock. She had never had one go into and down her throat. She opened for him and still, more of it snaked into her. She cried and she clenched her eyes. Still he pushed deeper into her. She could feel her throat fill and her neck bulge. She could have died from the pleasure of it.
A car horn honk made him shiver with a startle from his spine to his neck. Jade bolted up like an electrocuted eel and spun around to squint low out the sun-glared window, clutching the crisp white — unused — sheet to her nearly naked frame.
“The fuck is that?” Dallas stumbled backward pulling on shorts with no underwear.
Jade squinted skeptically buttoning up her painting shirt and tight cute shorts. “Better go see I guess,” she murmured, reverting to her heavier Asian accent the way she did when stressed.
Jade, Dallas, and Desmond sat equidistant around the kitchen table in the main building of the scattershot desert compound.
“To be honest,” tall, chestnut-skin Desmond, shoulders wider than Dallas’ even, rubbed his chin and looked sideways out the window at the glowing horizon, “I almost just kept driving. Place looks like where people die in movies,” he laughed alone.
“Well anyway,” Dallas gestured broadly with raised shoulders and pursed lips, “not really possible to book you in. I think there’s like motels back on the main road, like an hour either way.”
“Looks like a lot of room here . . . “ Desmond grinned sideways. “You are a b-n-b, right?”
Jade and Dallas shot glances back and forth. “We’re off season right now?” Jade tried.
“What’s going on, you guys?” Desmond was still grinning. “Took me like flour hours to get here. I’m not ready to do that road again in the dark.”
Dallas rolled his eyes and exhaled. “Okay look. We’re not the owner, we can’t book you in.”
“Well where’s the owner?” Desmond looked around his chair as though the owner might be hiding in a kitchen cabinet.
Jade cleared her throat nervously. “He got sick.”
“Sick?” Desmond squinted at her as though she receded on the desert horizon.
Dallas leaned forward like a person ready to confess at a police interrogation. Desmond kept his face still at Jade’s but his eyes slowly shifted sideways to Dallas. Dallas cleared his throat. “I booked here for two nights — I was just burning some days off on a lone road trip. The second night, the guy — really nice guy, old guy, just him and me, drinking his bourbon — he has like a heart attack or something. I call an ambulance and then I load him in my car and I’m supposed to flash our lights when I see an ambulance coming the other way. Last thing he says to me when they’re putting him in the back is, ‘watch the pressure.’”
Desmond frowned deeply. “Watch the pressure?”
Jade took over, placing her delicate soft hand on Dallas’s huge forearm. “The mineral pool apparently has a complicated pressure regulating system you have to check on every day.”
Desmond leaned back in the straight back teak mid-century modern chair. “And you been here ever since?”
“I have. Two weeks,” Dallas said quietly.
Jade licked her lips. “And I got here less than a week ago. I look for spots to paint in the desert,” she looked at him with a roast-me expression and held out her shirt. “He inherited the place from his father, he told Dallas. The old motor home showed up ten years ago, apparently — people came and left it. The Platt trailer was a neighbor’s who died.”
Dallas chuckled. “Neighbor. A guy who lived like two hours out in the hills.”
“He said he couldn’t sell it, it was like living inside his father’s mind living here.” Jade gazed around as though for the first time in the kitchen. “He loves it too much, he said.”
Desmond shook his head slowly and pinched his lips between his fingers. “It’s like an insane person’s mind.”
“Still,” said Dallas. “I feel obligated. He made it a b-n-b like two years ago to earn the money needed to eat and keep it up.”
“And you can’t book me in because you don’t how to open his computer.”
“Exactly,” said Jade. “We’re not going to cheat him, the poor guy’s in the hospital.”
“Where’s the computer?” Desmond craned to see over her shoulder into the dark living room. She pointed with her thumb. Desmond stretched his legs and pointed with his head. “There?”
He touched the keyboard. “Wouldn’t be too hard to . . . “
Dallas finished his sentence. “Break in?”
“Not break in per se,” Desmond said, pressing the power button. “Just allow us all to stay honest, right?”
“I guess,” Jade tilted her head and thought through her idea. “If we can book , we can charge you, me and Dallas, and he can still get his income.” She looked at Dallas. “He might need all the income he can get, if he’s in the hospital.”
Dallas looked over at Desmond as the glow of the screen bathed his face in smalt blue. “What are you some kind of hacker?”
“Some kind,” he replied quietly. “Ethical hacker,” he intoned, setting his fingers on the keys like a standing pianist ready for his opening.
“We didn’t expect any more customers anyways,” Dallas said. “You weren’t booked. He told me, he had just one after me.”
Desmond stared at the screen trying a password. “Let me guess. This one,” he didn’t have to indicate he meant Jade. “I wanted to drive right by at first,” he added.
“But you don’t get the location till you book,” Dallas said.
“Hacker,” Desmond said, gesturing with his fingers he played in the air in front of his face.
He turned around briefly and shrugged sheepishly. “Anyway, I’m in.” He pulled out the chair and sat down. “Just looking around, okay?”
Dallas and Jade stood behind him with their hands around each other’s waists. “I suppose you can do whatever you want to do,” Jade said.
Dallas got three beers out of the fridge and Jade cut food up. Desmond came back into the kitchen and poured half the can down his bulging throat one foot in front of Jade who he towered over. He was thinner than Dallas but taller — more of a basketball shooting guard to his football running back. His lower stomach showed when he leaned back and his shoulders, huge as soccer balls, rippled. “Okay, so I booked myself in,” he said to Jade, handing her his emptied can. “And I moved $200 into his account.”
“You what?” Jade switched his cans with a full one that he took from her as though he expected no less. “Ethical,” he grinned. “Remember?” He tipped the second one back and nearly drained it, too. “So you two aren’t together?”
Jade looked over her shoulder at the back of Dallas. She shrugged slightly and pushed her eyes into their corners. “Define together,” she said too softly for Dallas to hear. “Anyway, let me pay too since you figured that out.”
“Dude, yo,” he called to Dallas’ back.
“He’s Dallas,” Jade said to Desmond with her little mouth pursing, her thin arms crossing over her small chest.
Desmond kept his eyes down and on hers below him. “Yo, Dallas. Shoot me your credit card, I’m going to bill you too.”
Dallas came in and leaned in close to study the screen. He pulled out his wallet and handed Desmond his card. “She’s got the Platt trailer. I’m in the Airstream that’s in the covered shed. There’s a green motor home pulled up against the other side — that must be the Dodge here, ’62 seems about right. And number 4 must be the old converted school bus behind the pool house. The shed across the driveway — that’s a laundry room, the pool stuff, and there’s a work shop too. And up against that is I guess the old man’s big old Winnebago.
“Wait, back up. Pool stuff?” Desmond looked from Dallas to Jade and back to Dallas again.
“I’ll show you. It’s freakin bizarre — middle of the desert, right?” Jade said, fixing him with her big eyes. There’s music, lights, the whole thing, and the pool is this deep, super-hot, mineral springs-fed pool clear as anything and you can float on it, it’s so rich.” When Desmond smiled back at her smile, she lingered a moment before looking away and curling her lips into her teeth.
“What’s your choice, Desmond, the ’62 Dodge motor home or the converted school bus?”
“The Dodge sounds about right for me,” he said.
“We’ve got food for a few days,” announced Jade. “But if you’re feeling like a drive, we’re making a list here on the fridge — grab it and get stuff. Me and Dallas are on Splitwise — if you join, we don’t have to worry about figuring ourselves out.” She zeroed in with her eyes again on Desmond’s and held them long enough this time to make him look away first — not something he was accustomed to doing.
“Want to see this pool house?” she raised her eyebrows at him.
He followed her out the door but not without glancing over his shoulder at Dallas, who was looking over his shoulder too, at Jade dancing lightly down the three steps and off to the pool. He raised a half-nod to Desmond who returned the gesture before letting the door swing closed behind him.
The phone rang. Dallas recoiled his head on his neck and raised his eyebrows. “Cool,” he murmured. He spotted the vintage landline pale green phone screwed to the wall. “Hullo?” he said uncertainly into the mouthpiece.
“Whom am I conversing with?” crackled an aged female voice.
“Uh,” Dallas’s eyes rolled all the way around his sockets.
“You robbing the place?” the voice came back.
“No, no!” Dallas was quick to reply.
“Well I didn’t think so since money was just put into dad’s account.”
Dallas paused. “I’m sorry?”
“I get an email, dummy, every time there’s activity on the account.”
“Okay . . . “ he frowned.
“I’m Galen’s sister,” she finally revealed.
“Oh right,” Dallas breathed again. “Right, right. Galen booked me in like two weeks ago. I was the one who called the ambulance for him.”
“Okay so that was you,” she said, emphasizing the “was.” “Didn’t get to thank you,” she said. “So thank you.”
“Okay.”
There was a long pause before she spoke again. “Galen won’t be returning to the property.”
There was another long pause before Dallas replied. “Like, soon?”
“Like ever. Dear Galen passed away in his sleep two nights ago, bless his soul.”
“He’s dead . . . “
“Dead as a doornail.” More time passed before she spoke again. “So he obviously showed you how to book customers, and he only would have done that if he trusted you, and if he trusted you, I’m trusting you. Listen, I’ve got a lot to look after here and I’m not exactly fit for travel myself, so would you mind, for as long as you are able, can you please look after the place, and I’ll be in touch when I figure out what to do with that old junkyard.”
“It’s not a junkyard, it’s a b-n-b . . . “
“It’s a junkyard and it was always a junkyard since his crazy-as-a-coot dad ended up there 50 years ago!” she corrected him flatly. “And if you can book people in and change the sheets and what not, the income is needed to keep the services on there — the electrical, the fresh water. You can stay for free if you look after it.”
“I won’t stay for free, I’m not like that, but I will look after it. How long do you think?”
“Sonny, I don’t know what I’m doing with his body. I certainly don’t know what I’m doing with his junkyard. But I’m going to level with you, I probably won’t do anything as long as it doesn’t cost me anything, do you capiche me?”
“Okay. And you’re fine with me booking people?”
“Sonny, if you’re fine changing and cleaning sheets, I trust you to book who you think is okay. You run it without costing me, you’re taking a big load of my shoulders.”
They hung up and Dallas pondered things a long while. He went out the door toward the pool house. “Hey,” he shouted from outside. There was \ reply. When he swung the door open, he found Jade in her royal ruby bikini and Desmond in his long white shorts pulling away from each other. He took it in but turned his face away. “So,” he cleared his throat. “Got a phone call.”
“Phone call?”
“Yeah there’s a phone — landline,” he went on. “So, Galen. That was the old’s man name, by the way.”
“Desmond squinted and turned his head. “Was?”
“He died.”
“Oh my god!” Jade covered her mouth with both her little hands.
Dallas nodded. “And I guess his sister wants us to look after it until, I don’t know, she wasn’t clear. She needs it to stay open — it’s got to at least cover its costs, or she’ll just sell it.”
Desmond looked at him skeptically. “Us?”
“She said me, but look you guys, I can’t do it all myself. I couldn’t even turn that old desktop computer on.”
“I got my laptop out in my car,” Desmond said. “Can easily upgrade the whole thing, get a better web page, get it on Facebook at least.”
Jade nodded. “I wasn’t going to stay long, but fuck it. Place is a gold mine for painting. I’m about half way through my accounting degree, I should be able to run the books and do the bookings and make sure this lady is covered.”
Dallas nodded with his hands on his hips. “I certainly know my way around tools and shit and I don’t mind work — I like work. I can do the pool equipment and laundry and keep all the stoves and toilets and shit working.”
“Okay then,” Dallas nodded. He turned but stopped half way out the door. “By the way,” he tapped a sign nailed to the wall. “Since I’m in charge of physical plant?” The sign said, “No clothes No bathing suits No nothing but bodies Allowed in pool.” “Got to keep it pure. This water is probably millions of years old.” He let it swing shut behind him.
Desmond and Jade stared at each other. “You first,” she laughed.
And he did go first. Jade watched him pull down his shorts and as casually as a public swimming pool, take the railing, step down the steps, and float out onto the water, face up. “Ohh,” he said, “Pretty hot.”
Her eyes flashed and she turned and sucked breath through her hands. Then she undid her top and squatted to pull down her bottoms. She placed them on the bench in a tidy pile — they looked like a tiny tissue next to his shorts. She tried to step as casually as Desmond did, but half way down she shrieked slightly, covering her face with her hands. “Hot,” she said, but that wasn’t the reason she shrieked.
She moved in tiny steps with her toes barely skidding the bottom, it was so buoyant. She found a place to sit with the water up to her chin. Desmond sat opposite her and stretched his legs out so far, he rested his heels beside her ass on the ledge she sat on. He leaned his head back on the pool edge, dropping his eyes closed. “Ahh,” he sighed out long and deeply comfy as a king in his castle.
She let her eyes, free from his gaze, roam over his nakedness. He either shaved his pubic area, she thought, or he didn’t grow any hair at all — a theory supported by the rest of his body. Beside her, she looked down through the ultra-clear water at his calves, sharp toned and exquisitely defined. She roamed her gaze up to his thighs, all sinewy and flexed-looking, though he otherwise seemed as relaxed as a leaf falling on an autumn day. She let her eyes slide up further. Where Dallas’ cock was unusually long, Desmond’s immediately struck her as unusually wide. She stretched her hand out and, checking his eyes, moved it slowly under the water next to his slumbering member. She pursed her lips. It was doubtful even both her hands could stretch around it.
“You can try,” he said, not raising his head, not apparently opening his eyes either, but smiling like a man who knows himself.
She startled and retracted her hand then tried to splash herself as though that was what she was doing all along. “You staring at me?” she scolded him.
“I think you staring at me,” he said deeply and in a voice that, in the closed confines of the tiny, ancient pool house, resonated her body.
“If I wanted to, I wouldn’t just stare,” she stated defiantly.
“Go on then,” he said.
She chewed the inside of her cheek and crossed and uncrossed her legs under the water. “What makes you think I want to?”
“I saw the sign outside the door,” he said, still relaxed, still reclined, still with his head back and his eyes closed and his attitude both infuriating her and rocking her.
“What sign?”
“And I saw you flick the light switch on.”
She knew what sign. It said, “For the privacy of guests, please turn red light switch on when occupied. Please do not enter when yellow light is on.”
“You think so, do you?” She tentatively lowered her hand under the water and hesitated just above his calf stretched out beside her thigh. She couldn’t deny that she wanted to feel his skin — she’d never seen skin so smooth, without even the tiny bumps where skin hair came out. She lowered her hand and touched him, and once touched, she wrapped her fingers around his calf as though it was nothing for her either.
He retracted one huge, long leg, and pushed it down the other side of her body trapping her between his legs. She breathed in deeply and licked her bottom lip. She rolled her eyes at his presumption. “You think so, do you,” she repeated, placing her other hand down beside her waist, and onto his other calf.
He raised his arms and crossed them behind his head and relaxed even more deeply. She shook her head and grinned at him crookedly, disbelievingly. But her eyes didn’t lift from what lay undisturbed, still, at the apex of his legs. She didn’t mean to, but her grip tightened on his calves and she slid both palms up and back, but only a very few inches.
He didn’t react. She rubbed his calves a few more inches up and back. He only sighed nearly inaudibly. She watched her hands, so tiny, so white against his skin, slide around to the underside of his calves. The muscles were tight and supple at the same time. She leaned over bending at her waist and rubbed her hands on him all the way to the bottom of his knees, and came back again, checking his face. He could have been asleep. She stood — it was only a slight move from sitting for her, the water was at her chin all the same. She shifted forward between his legs and scratched him lightly with all her nails on the underside of his knees.
He smiled to himself. “That’s nice, sweetheart,” he said so quietly, she wasn’t sure if it wasn’t just a moan, or even a distant truck gearing down on a hill. She felt weightless in the water and in her mind. She felt the tops of his thighs. The smoothness was like pushing and kneading milk. His muscles moved under the slight pressure of her fingers. She moved her hands around the outsides of his thighs. They were like tree trunks. She brought both hands to either side of one of his thighs, and pushed up and down on it like some enormous — she searched for the right word. Like some enormous, cartoon-like anime penis of an alien monster. She bent at her waist again and pushed the tension in his muscles all the way past where is leg joined his waist. She checked again. He was apparently content to let her rub him and play with him however and wherever she liked.
She bit her lip and shut her eyes. She stepped up between his thighs and he opened his legs to give her access. She ran her fingernails around the area above his legs and below his waist, and she moved them, lightly, making tiny circles, in the area below his belly button, but above, still, where her eyes, checking his, glanced down at. She sucked her lips in her mouth and felt her breath leave her lungs. She looked away and reached her hand to his cock. She pulled on it. It felt like a boa constrictor in her hand, much too large to handle, and heavy and hot. She lifted it and brought her other hand around it too. It’s girth frightened her. She pushed her hands lightly over it and brought them both up again. When she did, he pressed his neck and his heels down and lifted his entire body up to the surface of the water. Like a surfacing submarine, gallons of water splashed as it ran off his shiny, smooth body in all directions. And she felt in her hands his cock, so big, stir to life. She stroked it and felt her breath so weak she would have probably, she thought, fall down, if not for the soothing warm and weightless water.
She brushed her hair over her one shoulder and leaned over. She licked the head of his cock and kissed it like she needed first to get to know it. He suddenly dropped his legs and curled his body up into an upright sitting position. His huge arms swept out and scooped her up helplessly so that she floated without any control over his lap. She folded her legs to avoid crashing, ending up settling down in the water onto his massive thighs beneath her ass. His hands, easily able to cover half her back each one, held her tight. She could feel his weighty and increasingly large and stiffening cock press against her little stomach. His other hand pressed into her chest, lightly for him, no doubt, but with power and grace for her, covering both her small breasts at the same time. She exhaled against her will and meant only to look down since it didn’t seem possible it was his cock pressing so high up into her chest bone, but when she did, he kissed her mouth. She didn’t mean to moan or whimper, but she did involuntarily.
His hand wrapped entirely around both cheeks of her ass and he pulled her so she was now pressed hard into his cock. He lifted her and she wrapped her arms, tiny and thin, around the tree trunk of his neck and murmured into his ear, “No!”
“You don’t want to?” he whispered in her ear and she felt him shift her away.
She bit his ear harder than she meant and her whole body embarrassed her with its shaking. “I want to,” she nearly cried. “But it’s too big.”
He laughed like a cartoon monster, deep and heavy. He lifted her again and slumped down. She whimpered to be suspended over that thing. She looked down between them. It looked like some alien serpent, shiny, smooth, and big as a fist on the end of an arm. He began to release her and she sank. “No!” she cried again. “Don’t!” But his hands also felt reassuring, protective, they were so big. He seemed able to wrap her up entirely in both his hands like she was some injured bird. She felt it touch her between her legs like the end of a baseball bat, and as hard too. She shook her head because she knew it wasn’t natural, but she also felt her pussy shudder and her hips curl as though her body, without eyes, was making uninformed decisions on its own. The head of his cock pushed against her entire pubic area and at first it felt like it was attempting to wrap around a basketball. But he lowered her more, and kissed her, and touched her breasts, sensitive and responsive for all their size, and it made her body below widen. His huge penis pressed against her and though she knew it was useless, that she would just sit on it, she nonetheless felt it open her, against all her expectation. He let her weight go more and kissed her again so nicely her mind for a moment was distracted and then not: the head of his enormous cock was pushing her in all directions. She yelped and her body struggled but her pussy began to open around his cock like a tiny snake’s jaw slowly opening impossibly wide to fit over the surface of a too-huge egg.
She pressed herself against him and wrapped her arms around his head like one would a tree in a hurricane and still he let her fall further and still, his enormous member pushed between her legs and they somehow opened wider and she felt it was as though an inch of him had already entered her. “Fuck!” she whisper-shouted into his ear. His hands roamed her back and her belly. She tried to arch her back and curl her hips to help and felt that monster, inch by inch, invade her utterly. “Oh my god!” she cried out loud. She felt it, smooth, shiny, soft and steely all at the same time, fill her like nothing she’d ever experienced or imagined. She looked down again because it was not believable that that thing she held in her hands was actually going inside her. And in truth, when she looked down, “inside” would still be a stretch of a term to use. She had barely begun to engulf the head. She looked at him again with eyes that glassed over. “I can’t,” she trembled in a weak voice. He smiled and pushed and his cock, lubricated by her copious fluid, inched up inside her and she gasped like a person impaled on a fence post. She dropped her head all the way back and stretched out her arms, her fingers interlocking behind his neck. His cock was half way into her and she’d never felt anything like it. Already her thigh muscles were feeling sprained and her hips felt pried open like a clam shell.
She fell forward again and with her hair whipping around his face, she kissed and licked his mouth and face like some kind of demon released from its cage. She bit and licked as though she had a forked tongue and fangs. She tore at his skin with her fingernails and she punched his biceps and his neck. She squirmed and thrashed like a fish in the bottom of a boat, and each movement thrust his monster deeper inside her, causing her only more spasms and cries and writhing.
She stood and turned and backed up to lower herself onto and over his pole again, rising and falling with her hands braced on the edge of the ledge between her legs. His hands roamed her back and wrapped around her torso and played with her tits, with her hair, and further down, between her legs. She felt it first in the arches of her feet, that trembling that rose up her calves and entered her thighs. She couldn’t stop it if she tried. Her stomach felt warm and her breasts felt hard. She rolled her head back and leaned back at the same time and wrapped her arms behind her and over her head, encompassing his head too, and she tugged at his hair. Her body, small and lively, pressed into his, and her feet wrapped around his calves like water snakes. His cock, huge and pulsating, snaked into her pussy with inexpressible satisfaction. She pumped her body on him — she wasn’t much bigger than his hand, she thought, when he masturbated. She cried out and thrashed and her orgasm, flushing through her body, zeroed in on her pussy, deep inside, and she felt it squeeze and milk in waves, moving of its own as though a hand in a glove, itself masturbating his cock, her pussy itself milking him for his semen.
She pushed off and darted out of the pool, flying up the steps and rushing to sit on the bench. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth wide and jutted her breasts. He came after her and shoved that thing in her mouth. She wrapped both her tiny hands around it and pumped it like a firehose. She pulled off just when he sprayed her face, her mouth, her neck and her chest. He came more and more and she tried to take it in her mouth but he came more than she could swallow.
When he finished he swung around and sat on the bench beside her, puffing and moaning, trying to catch his breath. “Sweetheart,” he said between breaths, “you a lot of fun.”
“I thought it was going to kill me!” she covered her mouth and looked down at his flaccid cock again, still having a hard time believing she actually could fuck it. She petted it. “Sleep my prince,” she said in a soft cooing voice.
Around the fire they made, Dallas, Desmond and Jade shared stories in soft, meandering voices that each of them listened to only passing in and out like untuned radios. Jade got up in her shorts and tank top and hopped over Dallas’ legs and said, “Getting more beers, who wants?”
Desmond and Dallas both said at the same time, “I wants.” She giggled and dashed off and they both watched her tiny round ass bounce in the dimming orange glow of their fire. When she was inside and the spring door slammed, Desmond said in a low voice, “Dude, I’m sorry, I feel I need to tell you, her and I, we got up to things by accident in the pool.”
Dallas stared at the fire a long while. Finally, without changing his gaze, he said, “Des, not my place to say anything.” He swung his face over to him. “I don’t own her.”
“Yeah but,” Desmond now looked into the fire. “I think I might have broke in on something you had going here.”
“I guess I should apologize to you now,” Dallas chuckled. Desmond looked up at him. He went on. “After you guys came out of the pool house — and thanks by the way for flicking the light on, I almost walked in on you — after you came out, she came and found me and told me the same thing.”
Desmond smiled and nodded and cranked his head sideways. “Didn’t see that coming.”
“And,” Dallas went on when he had Desmond’s attention back. “She went down on me in my trailer.”
Desmond whistled, thrusting himself up in his seat and twisting sideways, gripping his chair arms. “She went down on you? Right after being with me?”
“Truth,” Dallas said.
“Brother,” he said, puffing out his cheeks. “I thought I broke her.”
“I thought the same thing earlier,” Dallas said. “I was fucking her in the Platt when you drove up.”
“You fucking with me?”
“I am not,” Dallas shook his head and chuckled. “Fucking her throat, anyway.”
“What’s she doing right now?” Desmond leaned and peered into the darkness.
“She’s probably shoving one of her toys up her snatch,” laughed Dallas.
“She’s got toys?” Desmond raised his eyebrows.
“She does,” he nodded. “Few of them.”
“No shit,” he muttered in a low voice. “How long you say you known her?”
“Like three days,” Dallas nodded at him.
“She’s on fire,” Desmond smacked his lips.
“I honestly think, bro,” he opened his palm in front of Desmond to slap, “if you’re not weirded out by it, and I’m not weirded out by it, and as long as she wants it . . . “ he didn’t finish his sentence. “I mean, look where we are.”
“In the Mojave desert, middle of fucking nowhere,” Desmond nodded.
“No expectations then?” Dallas said.
Desmond rolled his head back and beheld in the sky a billion galaxies so bright it hurt his eyes. “We all got our own places out here, don’t we,” he said.
“You boys about done congratulating yourselves?” said Jade, coming around the corner of the main building. They both sat up. She had company. “This here is Derek. Seems he was lost out there in the valley and the only thing that popped up on his GPS was some place called Galen’s Respite.”
Dallas looked over at Desmond who smiled and nodded. “Wasn’t that hard,” he said.
“Anyway!” Jade said. “Derek is booked into the old school bus!”
They both leaned forward and nodded at him. He was a smaller guy, with glasses and pants.
“He’s a history major!” she said, and she turned to him. “I’ll show you the bus,” she said sprightly. “How long do you think you’re staying?”
“I don’t know,” he said.
She giggled over her shoulder at Dallas and Desmond and seemed to float toward where the bus lurked in the shadows toward the edge of the land. Desmond and Dallas returned silently to the fire. Long after they had become mesmerized by it, and long after they should have wondered what happened to Jade, they both heard what seemed to be maybe an animal, a wolf, perhaps, crying in the distant hills. But then they heard it again and again and it wasn’t in the hills, it was in the shadows behind them. They both turned like they expected to see a scary ghost. The lights were on in the bus — it gave off a dim glow. From inside, they heard the unmistakable shrieks of Jade.
They both slowly turned back toward the fire and exchanged “What do you fucking know” glances. They quietly watched the fire and listened to Jade go through a repertoire of shrieks, cries, whimpers, and moans of all kinds. A half hour later, Jade and Derek came out of the shadows and Jade pulled a chair up for him.
“You all good, Derek?” Desmond smiled and nodded at him. He appeared slightly dazed.
“Don’t worry, man,” Dallas slapped him on the leg. “Couple days is what you told Jade?”
“Can’t really afford much longer,” he said.
“Another one,” Desmond shook his head. “We need to find paying customers, Jade!” he shouted.
“You like it here?” Dallas asked him, passing him a beer, opening it.
Derek looked back and forth at Dallas’s and Desmond’s faces. “So far I guess.”
“So far I guess!” Desmond slapped Dallas on the leg and they both whooped and hollered.
“Listen,” Dallas leaned into Derek. “I fix the mechanical things around here and keep it functioning, and Desmond there is the reason you found us — he’s doing the online and web marketing. Jade, who you met, does our accounting — pays the bills, you know, covers our asses, makes it all work.”
Derek nodded trying to comprehend.
“What do you think you might be able to do around here if you were to stay a bit longer?”
“I can tell stories,” he said, hopefully.
Both Derek and Dallas nodded silently, staring at the fire. “Stories like, about what?” Desmond asked.
He took a long time to answer and when he did, it was in the softest, faintest voice, but he annunciated particularly clearly and slowly. “About things that happen in deserts.” He paused. “Like the Arabian desert, 300 years ago.” He paused longer. “Or the Saharan, a thousand years ago, more even.” The fire crackled and no other sound could be heard. “Or the Mojave, say, 50 years ago.”
Dallas looked over at him. “I thought Jade said you were lost.”
“I wasn’t,” he replied. He stared into the fire with them. “But like I said, I do tell stories.”




Whatever Savanna Wants

Savanna tapped as lightly as snow on Luke’s door. “Luke,” she whispered. She slipped inside and took care to twist the vintage crystal knob as she pressed the heavy carved maple door noiselessly against its jamb. She twisted on her feet and was immediately struck by the unexpected shaft of silvery moonlight cutting his bed in half with a diagonal line up the side, over the lump of his body snuggled under two thick duvets, and up the far wall behind. She began to undo the black buttons of her long buffalo plaid shirt and stretched her arms straight down behind her so it floated off her back and down her arms; she caught it by the pincers of her long, slate-purple matte painted nails, dropping it into the chair pulled out from his desk under the tall bank of panes that looked out to the moonlit and silent field dotted with the round lumps of snow receding into the distance like islands of a black-and-white archipelago.
She toed off her thick wool socks that had been pulled up over her pants because she’d been — as usual — out walking alone at night. She tugged open her stretch skinny-leg burgundy red jeans button by button and peeled them down her long toned legs turning them inside out they were so tight to the ankle. She draped them absently over her shirt on the chair. She stepped lightly as a gazelle and not in a straight path either, feeling sheepish, guilty, even, for what she was about to do. Luke wasn’t even awake. In only her peach balcony bra and lo-rise hipster panties, she knelt softly on the edge of his bed and whispered his name again. “Luke,” she smiled crookedly and bit her bottom lip. “Wake up,” she thought, but didn’t say.
She crawled as carefully into his bed as she had come through his door: silent, slow, and stealthily. He was on his side facing away from her. Once under his gloriously warm double duvets, she paused to check the pattern of his breathing — deep, long, and full — and protruded her neck to bring her lips to his shoulder. She gathered her long, layered hot-toffee brown hair and pulled it over her shoulder. He didn’t stir. She shimmied by her toes and shoulders until by incremental increases in pressure, her body molded to the back of his. She floated her arm over his bicep and lowered it to the sheet in front of his stomach. She brought her palm slowly to his abs, her satin grey eyes wide with risk, her sepia brown matte lips open with surprise. And still he barely shifted.
She ran her hand over the top of his hip. He’d said he slept nude in winter on the theory his body heated up his blankets more efficiently. Confirmed. She pressed her nose and lips to the back of his neck and closed her eyes as though it were the required approach to kissing a flower. She pursed her lips too because she knew she shouldn’t be there, shouldn’t do this. She budged her hand and by friction-paused jerks, it moved down over his abdomen and she smelled his hair but still he didn’t awaken. She could feel the heat from him now on her hand, she was that close.
“Luke,” she mouthed silently again, trying, or so she could tell herself, to wake him. She wanted to warm him about herself. She pushed her hand further and when she touched it, her eyes closed because that always happened when she touched one that she’d been thinking of too much. Her breathing intensified and she pressed her face harder into his neck and shoulder blades. It felt heavy in her hand like soaked rope. She slowly pulled it out and felt its silk skin slip up over the insides like a thin, impossibly-soft coat over a muscle sinewy and tough. She slowly pulled the skin up over the mushroom head and gently squeezed before pulling back down. He shuddered and took a deeper breath but he was otherwise undisturbed. She paused a moment, then pulled up and pushed down again with her soft, delicate artist’s fingers.
He groaned in his sleep and his arm suddenly popped up and swung over and if she hadn’t pulled away like a fish with her glass tank tapped, he’d have slapped her. He rolled onto his back, breathed in and out deeply once, and remained fast asleep.
She pursed her lips and slipped under the duvets, pulling them over her head as she ducked. She pulled up her side of the duvets to give herself air and she pushed her shoulders up to tent a space under her face and chest, and over his hips, abdomen, and pelvis. The shard of moonlight hit her air channel to give just enough light on his penis that stood up now, stimulated by her fingers and the cool air.  She roamed her eyes around his tight, grooved abs, his taut obliques, his defined thigh muscles, and when she allowed herself to look, his cock, wide, long, and heavy. He should have woken up.
She brought her lips to his head and kissed with the puckered mouth of a lover sealing a love letter with her lips. She wrapped her finger and thumb around the shaft and felt it stiffen and fill in her hand. She pressed her lips, closed and pursed, against the head of his cock and let it pop her mouth open and leap inside. It always made her moan with yearning, that part. She decided that by now it had to be his fault equally, and she gave up resisting him and pushed her warm, soft, wet mouth down his shaft all the way she could, and by the time she came back up, gripping her mouth tightly around him, it grew hard and long and thick, a transformation that had always amazed her. She went down again and back up and down again. She pressed her tongue against the underside of his delightful, delicious cock deep in her mouth and she wrapped around it like a water snake. She pulled up with both her tight little hands and her pressing lips and she paused to take a breath before going down on him with no further regard for him.
She had him close to his point of no return by the time he gasped awake, pulled the duvet off, shook his head, and peeled his stuck eyes open. He had but a few precious seconds to realize what, who, where, and when, and knowing he had awoken — finally! — she plunged down and yanked up on him in both mouth and hand with greater vigor. He flung his head back hard into his pillow, groaned like a dragon waking up and lifted his entire body from back of head to back of heel up off his bed stiff and flat as a board and his fingers tore at his sheets. Savanna held on tight and moaned hard sucking on his cock like life depended on it. She cried hard with his cock muffling her when his semen gushed and filled her mouth. She swallowed what she could and pulled off to breathe but more come shot in spurt after spurt and hit her chin and small, cute breasts before she plunged back down on him and felt his body slowly subside and sink back down onto his sheets.
She carefully and gently licked up what had come out her mouth and spilled on his stomach or legs and she slipped off his bed as gently as she had come on it. He groaned and turned his head. “Savanna, where you going?” he said in a low, quiet tone.
She turned to him as she pulled her buffalo shirt back over her arms, doing up only one button, and throwing her pants over her shoulder. “Back to Conner’s room” she whispered back at him, blowing him a kiss and slipping out his door.
She liked getting up with Luke, Conner, Jason and Noah, even though she needn’t have. Luke and Conner went to college — Luke was studying history and Conner was doing physics. Jason was having a gap year working and saving money, and found a job running a repertoire cinema. Noah did something at a smaller game developing start-up but every time he explained what, nobody could understand.
Conner threw toast from the four-slicer like a Vegas shark dealing Hold’em to Jason and Noah who didn’t even break conversation or even really look up to catch them perfectly. “What’s the rent on the whole house anyway, Sav?” he said off the cuff.
She’d dreaded anyone probing her sly set up and had managed to derail the questioning the previous night when they drank admiring the roaring fireplace big enough you could walk into it. “It’s reduced,” she evaded, “for the reports I make each month.”
“Is that what I see you doing with the tubes at the lake?” Jason asked.
“Testing the pH of the water,” she nodded.
Luke finally came down and bounded through the kitchen avoiding Savanna like she wasn’t there.
She went on, “Conservation Authority needs people to count wildlife and test soil and water and track weather like snow depth and rainfall. It’s been done for like a hundred years.”
Conner swooped down onto the bench at the massive old church door that was the kitchen table. “This house must be at least that old.”
“Older,” she nodded, gazing around at the virtually never updated antique they lived inside of.
“How’d you get it?” Conner chewed his toast.
“Pure luck,” she nodded. “Found this ad saying there’s this job that didn’t pay anything. They didn’t know how to advertise, it’s why I was only one who responded. Turns out, the deal was, live at this massive old mansion, pay a reduced rent, file these monthly reports.”
Conner nodded. “And then you had all these rooms to sublet?”
“Yep. They said, why not? I’m still responsible for maintaining it and looking after it and fixing any damage, and I can rent out what I want in exchange for being on-site and responsible for everything. They just like that someone’s here so it doesn’t get vandalized. They’re not trying to make money with it.”
Conner kept nodding. “So what do you pay?” He smiled because he knew she was evading.
She sat on one of the old antique chairs opposite the bench and leaned over the table to look him hard in the eyes. “Thirty-two hundred.”
“Wait,” Conner said.
“No,” she sat back and pushed her hair over her forehead. “You got the math right. You’re each paying me eight hundred. That’s thirty-two hundred.”
“You’re not paying rent at all!” He stopped chewing and looked at her with a crooked mouth.
“If you don’t think you’re getting a good deal on a room like that in a house like this on a piece of land like that — 100 acres of wilderness park with a lake to canoe on in the summer and skate on in the winter — you just give me one month notice and I can get someone in there the day you leave.”
“Whoa, whoa,” he recoiled. “I’m not saying that, I’m just figuring out your sweet deal. I’m admiring you, Savanna. You’re pretty smart.”
“Well I am 25, and you’re only 23, so naturally I’ve gained some wisdom over you,” she laughed and he shook her head.
“Is the rent reduced from that, for the reports you make?” Noah piped up.
She kept her eyes on Conner’s. “Just enough to cover my food and drink bill.”
“They give you that pick-up truck outside too?” Noah gestured with his head to the window half covered in blown snow.
“Yep,” she said, nodding at him. “Can hardly do a perimeter report on foot — it’s a 100 acres.”
“You’re basically living for free,” Conner looked vaguely stunned.
“I am,” she smiled at him. “They give me a gas card too — got to go into town and even further sometimes for supplies time to time you know,” she said.
“Sweet deal,” Conner nodded. “And what, you paint, you write.”
“Paint, write, sketch. Photography.”
“How did you get it all so figured out so young? That’s crazy. You’re like living a fantasy life.” Conner shook his head at her uncomprehendingly.
“I don’t know Conner.” She shook her head mocking him. “I guess I’m just opportunistic like that.”
Noah stood up and patted his stomach. “Well, off to analyze information security,” he announced. “Virtual environments don’t evolve closed ecosystems by themselves you know.”
“I trace entanglement routes in quantum experiments and even I don’t understand what the fuck he’s saying half the time,” laughed Conner. “But then, I don’t understand how Savanna doesn’t work and lives here in the biggest room and eats and drinks better than all of us.”
“Hey!” she called him out. “I work — painting and writing aren’t nothing, you know!”
Luke looked up but dropped his eyes again — but Savanna saw it.
Jason brought his plate to the sink. “I got to go and clean up the cinema,” he said. “Didn’t do it last night. Going to pay for it today.” He made his way to the back porch to find his boots.
“Hey Jason,” Conner called him. “Noah’s driving me almost to university. I’m sure he can whip you by the cinema.”
“No problem,” Noah shouted from the back.
The kitchen fell quiet suddenly. Luke cleared his throat. “Uh, Savanna,” he began.
“Yes Luke,” she replied flatly like a statement.
“About last night,” he chuckled nervously.
“What about it?” she leaned forward and propped her chin up in both her upturned hands.
“What was that about?” He looked in his bowl but slowly drew his eyes up to hers.
“I wanted to suck you off,” she said.
He paused a while before starting again. “Just like that?”
“If it’s a problem, I can leave you alone.”
“No, no, it’s not a problem!” he chuckled again. “I just thought, you know,” he gestured with his hand toward the empty end of the bench where Conner had been having breakfast. “I thought you were with Conner.”
“No,” she smiled. “I just like sleeping in his bed.”
He nodded as though it all made perfect sense now.
“And I like to fuck him too, I guess,” she snorted.
He nodded more until his smile broke and they both laughed. “So like it didn’t mean anything, it’s not like, Conner and me now have to do something.”
“Like fight over me?” she laughed.
“Well, does he know?”
“Not specifically, no. But if he was awake to ask me where I was going, I would have told him I was going to see if I could suck Luke off.”
“Jesus Savanna!”
“What?” she laughed.
“I don’t know, just hearing it come out of you like that, so matter of factly, it’s strange.”
“You mean coming out of a girl.”
“I don’t know.”
“It doesn’t mean anything, Luke, you don’t have to fight.”
“So he’s fine with it?”
“Are you fine with it?”
He nodded with his eyebrows shooting up over his forehead. “Yeah! I mean, no strings, right?”
“Absolutely no strings. I think you moved in last compared to the others already here, right? Was Jason already here when I interviewed you?”
“Yeah I think everyone was already here before I showed up.”
“They’re all used to it.”
“Uh,” he looked down in his bowl again. “You do this with everyone?”
She laughed and ducked her head and raised it again to face him and reached over the table to hold his forearm in both her soft, delicate hands. “Different things with different boys, yes.” She looked sideways a moment. “For different moods,” she spoke with distraction.
“That’s crazy,” he said quietly.
“Is it though?” she tilted her head. “You watch porn and jerk off, right?”
He cleared his throat and smiled downward. She kept her eyes on him silently until he answered. “I guess yeah.”
“Always the same kind of porn every time?”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, like, sometimes,” she spoke softly with a honey voice. “Maybe a girl stripping, maybe a girl giving head, maybe a girl riding a guy. Depends on your mood, right?”
He nodded like he hadn’t actually thought about it. “But this isn’t porn for you,” he said.
“Noooo,” she replied thoughtfully. “It’s a bit better than porn, don’t you think?” He nodded not sure what to say. “I mean, last night, that was better than jerking off, wasn’t it?”
“Yeah, obviously.”
“It’s better for me too, you know. You like eating a girl out, right?”
He smiled nervously. “Sure.”
“‘Sure!’ he says! You fucking love it when you lick a girl into orgasm.”
“I guess, yes, you’re right, it’s fucking awesome.”
“Well it’s the same for me, Luke,” she said, rubbing his arm with her thumb.
“So you’ve got this house all to yourself and you can rent the rooms out to whoever you like.”
“That’s right.”
“And you rent it out to different guys every year.”
“Uh huh.”
“And you have sex with them.”
“I don’t hear anyone complaining,” she laughed coyly.
“I’m not complaining.”
“Just as long as you don’t get possessive.”
“It might be hard. You’re freakin’ hot and what you did last night was maybe the number one sex experience in my life.”
She laughed and bit her lip. “Just enjoy it, Luke! Don’t try to turn it into anything, just enjoy it.”
“It’s just you jerking off.”
“It’s just me jerking off!” she laughed and nodded.
“So you live rent free, you got your food and drink covered by, like, looking out for animals, and you get to pick out guys you want to fuck whenever you want, is that about the picture?”
“You forgot the free pick-up truck and stocked-up gas card,” she laughed.
“All you have to do is buy paints and canvasses.”
“Nope!” she laughed. “I don’t even pay for those! Art store in town gives me anything I want, I just show up and take what I need, and all they want is a few pictures I paint from out here they can put on their wall, with like different parts of it done only to certain stages. So people can see how to paint pictures. Local touch, you know?”
“I got to go to school, Savanna.”
“Study hard!” she left the kitchen with a mug of coffee hugged to her chest and turned to give him a fluttering finger wave over her shoulder, and her coy, closed mouth smile. “Maybe next time we can do the other thing,” she bit her lip and her eyes widened. Luke shivered.
Savanna was painting en plain air by the edge of the frozen lake in a field of camel-toned clumps of tall grass when she noticed the black, hunched shape of Jason shuffling up the long dual-track driveway in the acute-angled winter sun lighting him up in the apricot-toned mid-afternoon light. By the time she got to the squeaking back door, he was already on the bench hunched over the church door reading his phone and nibbling on nuts.
“Hey,” she said, smiling through her fallen hair.
“Hey,” Jason answered.
She twirled her hand above her head to unwind her plush grey scarf from her neck and pulled her coat open. She shook off her boots and unzipped her hoody. She undid the button of her jeans and wiggled her hips till they fell down around her ankles.
Jason slowly looked up.
“What?” she giggled. “They’re wet. And cold.” It was an ancient house made of stone but it was warm. She pulled her t-shirt over her head and resettled her hair, scrunching her hands into her waves.
“That wet too?” Jason began to watch her intensively. He continued to feed himself one almond at time from his cupped hand.
She only chuckled — and twisted her fingers together behind her back and looked up into the corners of the kitchen, raising herself on the balls of her bare feet stepping toward the table. “I was kind of waiting for you to come home,” she said low and secretly.
He pushed the jar of almonds aside and dusted off his hands thoughtfully. “Why’s that?”
“I was thinking about what you did to me Tuesday,” she smiled shyly at her feet.
“I remember,” Jason said.
“I bet you do,” she replied. She turned her back to him and sat on the edge of the table before twisting around and lifting her legs to the surface. She slowly, carefully, raised her knees and slid her feet outside his elbows where they rested on the edge of the table. She lowered herself to her elbows and looked at him with squinted eyes down her breasts, her belly, and her pelvis, to his eyes. She bit her lip. “I don’t think I can wait.”
“Savanna,” he said.
“Shut up, Jason,” she breathed, leaning her head back slowly till it rested on the table. As soon as his hands touched her hips, she raised her ass and allowed him to slip her panties up her thighs, over her clenched knees, and over her pointed feet. She shivered, slipped her palms between her knees, and parted herself for him. “I got all wet thinking about you.”
Jason looked at her fingers, long, delicate, like porcelain china, as they travelled up the soft, fragile skin of her inner thighs, and as they pressed to spread her legs and reveal her neatly, clean shaven pussy. His heart pounded and he sucked in breath like someone toking. “Savanna,” he intoned low and softly again.
“Just one kiss,” she said.
“It’s hardly going to stop there.”
She pushed her heels and tailbone into the table and served her pelvis up to his face. She used her first two fingers to gently spread her lips. “Look how wet,” she whispered almost too quietly for him to hear.
He leaned down and kissed her lips as softly as a butterfly landing and she sucked breath through her clenched teeth. “No one does it like you,” she whispered.
“Who were you with last night?” he said, kissing the soft, goosebumped skin between her glistening, enlarged labia and the crease of skin of her raised thigh.
“I sucked off Luke,” she whispered, entering herself with her long, painted middle finger.
“I thought I saw you coming out of Conner’s room,” he said, sucking her wet finger when it emerged from inside her.
“I fucked him in the morning.”
“Before breakfast?” he kissed her lips lightly.
She breathed hard and rapidly. “Uh huh, just before I came down.”
He sucked her lip into his lips and let go. “You’re crazy,” he said, pushing his face down and pressing his mouth into her pussy.
“I know,” she squealed like she was being pinched, and she rolled her head to the side, bit her knuckle hard, and spread her hair all around her like a frame.
Jason wrapped his arms around her hips and his fingers played in her pubic fur and pulled her lips apart. He darted the stiff tip of his tongue on and all around her labia, carefully avoiding her clitoris until she nearly screamed. When her hips began to vibrate and her hands slapped the table, he covered her pussy with his whole mouth.
“Oh fuck!” she cried and he pushed his tongue inside her. “Fuck yeah,” she exhaled, her body rolling and her head thrashing. He licked her entirely from bottom to top, touching her anus and covering her clitoris and her hips began to hammer rapidly down on the table. He kept relentlessly at her until she stopped breathing, went entirely rigid, and thrust her head impossibly back. Her back arched and her fingers clenched. Her hips mashed into his face and toes curled. He licked her one more time and she exploded like a dam bursting.
When she settled down, she rolled on her side with her head on her folded arm and she stretched out nude on the table in front of him. “Tell me what’s playing at the theatre.”
“Some old Jean Luc Goddard stuff — a retrospective.”
“Which one do you like best?” She stared in his eyes laying sideways, the length of her thigh, the hump of her hip, the valley of her waist, and the round of the side of her breast filling his visual field like some painting or a French film. Her voice though was low, gravelly even, and serious.
“Breathless,” he said.
“Would you like me to suck you?”
He let his eyes roam over her delicious stomach, her enticing breasts, and finally her mouth, soft, full, and her eyes, deep, glassy, lustful. In the time it took him to compose himself enough to answer, the sound of the back door cracking open caused her to slowly, with no concern, roll over on her back and see who it was coming in.
“It’s Noah,” she giggled, lying on her back with her knees up, her face covered by her hair.
Noah puffed his cheeks out and kicked off his boots and, without rushing, pulled his coat off his arms. “What up,” he said.
She giggled and began to twist herself around to face her spread legs toward him. “Jason was just eating me out. What’s up with you?”
Noah nodded and came to the middle of the kitchen. “Never going to get old, coming home to this,” he shook his head.
Savanna dug her heels into the edge of the table, arched her back, and propped her head upside down facing Jason. She opened her soft mouth and wagged her tongue. “Put it in me,” she whispered to him.
She simultaneously crooked her finger toward where she knew Noah was still standing and staring and she beckoned for him, even as Jason stood and began to undo her pants. She helped him, hurriedly tugging at his buttons and wagging her tongue more energetically. When Jason pushed his cock, heavy and thick and hard, between her soft and relenting lips, she moaned on him and spread her legs. Noah had stepped to the edge of the table and her fingers, trembling and tugging, yanked at his pants. He undid them and let them fall to his ankles. She tugged at his cock and pulled it between her legs even as Jason pushed himself so deep in her mouth, she needed to crane her neck and felt it poke in her throat.
Noah entered her and she yelped and pulled off Jason’s cock to catch her breath and cry out loud. She hurriedly pulled him again and he pushed back between her relenting lips that she squeezed around his shaft like a glove. Noah took hold of her thighs pushed himself deeply into her pussy and as he pulled out, her lips sucked at his shaft and left him coated in her flooding juice. She moaned and released her hands from both men and laid her palms out on the church door. Both Jason and Noah see-sawed into her equally deeply, equally in time, and with equal force to that her body was as a skewered pig on a roasting fire impaled in both mouth and pelvis. Her mind went purple and kaleidoscopic with two cocks, hard, long, wide, and eager, pushing into her from both ends.
Jason was first to lose himself and he grabbed her head by her hair and rammed himself into her mouth, sending torrents of his ejaculate into her throat so much she overfilled and it gushed out her lips still pressed around his cock, and spilled out over her cheeks, down her neck, and onto the table. Her squealing, panting, and twitching was too much for Noah and he pressed her legs to his chest, threw his head back, and rammed her as hard as he could until he shot inside her pussy. She laid there between the two men, spent, exhausted, and flopped like a doll, allowing them both to fuck her as much as they wanted and could.
When both men pulled out and, with shame and self-loathing, pulled their pants back up, Savanna rolled over, sore and fucked, and noticed Luke standing in the doorway as though he’d watched the whole sordid thing.
“Oh fuck,” she moaned. She struggled down from the table, walked over to him and took his hand in hers. She guided him through the archway into the massive, dark living room lit up with a small flickering flame in the huge fireplace. She carefully undressed him as though he were not in his own body, but he was a mannequin. She pushed him back onto the old, overstuffed couch he sank down into, and with the warm fire at her back, she straddled his bare lap, reached down her stomach, and guided his already stiff cock between her sore, worn-out lips. She rose over him and sank down and exhaled deeply. Her pussy was hot and wet with Noah’s come. She pushed down on Luke’s cock and he exhaled, rolled his head back, and she cradled his head gently in her arms. She rose and fell in his lap methodically, panting and breathing in his ear, her eyes closed, her mouth open. She curled and uncurled her hips until he too shot his load into her pussy.
She climbed off and said nothing. She lowered herself from the couch as though fresh from surgery, left the living room nude and shortly after, all three men could hear the shower come on.
When she came down in only her shower robe, she found Conner standing in the kitchen looking down at the floor at her clothes, her panties and her bra. She bit her lip as though embarrassed and squatted in front of him to pick her articles up.
“What’s been going on here,” he said.
She looked up at him from below. “I couldn’t wait honey.”
She rose up and opened her robe to delicately thread her pointed toes through the lace of her aqua panties, pulling them over her hips and squirming her torso to fit them on. She dropped her rope and, with all the men watching silently, she fit her hands through the shoulder loops of her bra and then turned to Conner to allow him to clasp her bra at her back. She pulled on her hoody but not her jeans and without doing up the zipper, she pulled the hood over her head. She turned to Conner, raised herself on her toes, and wrapped her delicate cool fingers around the back of his neck. In the privacy of the space her loose hood made between her face and his, she kissed him and said, in a whisper, “You’re my favorite, though.”
He looked at her face. She was easily the cutest, most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. From her high cheekbones, to her tall forehead, her heart-shaped jawline to her lips, full and soft, her eyes, deep and dark, her skin, clear and pure: she was the epitome of hot. And she was slowly, with pressure, rubbing her palm up and down against his crotch, dressed in panties, bra, and open hoody, hood up. She perked up against him again on her toes to bite his ear. She whispered, “No one’s been in my ass today,” as though offering a consolation. She nipped at his earlobe. “Yet,” she giggled.
Conner drove to the hall and the stairs pulling her by the hand behind him. She giggled as she tripped along, he was pulling her so forcefully, and she twirled around, shrugged her shoulders, and bit the corner of her lip. She waved with her fluttering fingers at Luke, Jason, and Noah, who stared at her retreating on the end of Conner’s outstretched arm. She had excitement on her face like it was Christmas or her birthday. Her body was like nothing they’d ever seen before they had moved in.




Around the Clock Harem

Hannah stepped back from her easel and tilted her head. She squinted at the half-formed ethereal abstract and tapped her puckered lips. “Nope,” she said out loud and flung her apron over her head and tossed it free-throw style at her workbench.
It was 4:30 in the afternoon. She found Nora in the kitchen sagging over the counter staring through the cabinets to somewhere miles out the far wall. She absently dragged a tinkling spoon around the edge of a cup of coffee long past needing further stirring.
“You okay?” Hannah said, stepping close enough to press against her, leaning her ass on the counter. She lifted Nora’s long, layered chai blonde hair off her neck, and off her tight short black dress. She leaned over and pressed her soft, full lips to Nora’s sensitive skin below her ear.
“Stop that,” Nora grinned.
Hannah pressed her tongue to the back of her top teeth and smiled mischievously. She stiffened her tongue and wrote Nora’s name with it across the back of her neck.
Nora’s head swooped down and her back rose up and into Hannah’s hands. “You’re a pest,” she said, but she stroked her long, thin fingers with scarlet-painted nails through her silky smooth jet black hair and pulled it over her far shoulder to give Hanna full access to her back.
Hannah pushed off the counter and stood behind Nora. She reached around and began to run her fingertips on the back of Nora’s exposed thighs like two miniature runners getting nowhere, but as she brought her elbows up, her running fingers lifted and pulled the edge of her dress up.
“Stop, I said,” Nora whispered, but she also leaned forward on her elbow-locked arms, rolled her head all the way back, and arched her back so her ass stuck out.
Hannah buried her face in Nora’s luxury of hair and pulled her dress up over her ass to her waist. Nora was wearing nearly sheer teal hipster panties with a wave shape waist line. Hannah pushed her palms into her smooth, round cheeks and began to slowly squeeze, her long, pale blue shiny nails digging into her panties and flesh like she was going to tear a baguette apart.
“Not now,” Nora moaned, “I’m supposed to be getting ready for work!” But she also reached around and above her head to feel Hannah’s face, to touch her mouth, and when Hannah flicked her tongue, to push a finger through her lips.
Hannah, smirking, began to run her hands roughly all over Nora’s body, over her stomach, up over her small breasts, her neck, her head, and back down again, tickling the front of her thighs and tapping the front of her panties with her agile fingertips.
Nora crossed her knees and twisted on her hips. “Hannah!” she whispered before laughing and stopping just as abruptly. “Not fair,” she said, dropping her head, her hair falling all around her face.
Hannah tittered and slid the front of her body down hard against the back of Nora’s body like a thick oil poured on her. She kneeled and pressed her cheeks into Nora’s cheeks, and pushed her nose in the crack.
“What are you doing,” Nora chirped in a quiet, high pitch. She also stepped on her toes and heels in succession, by tiny steps spreading her feet.
Hannah spun on her ankles and pushed herself under and around Nora’s parting legs to sit on the floor leaning against the cabinets. She ran her hands up the back of Nora’s thighs and under the lacy fragile fabric of her panties and urged Nora’s body forward so that the front of her panties pressed into Hannah’s face.
“I’m serious Hannah, I don’t have time,” she squirmed and bit her lip and scrunched her eyes. But when Hannah carefully slipped her fingertips into the waist of Nora’s panties and pulled, Nora pressed her knees together and allowed Hannah to slip her panties down her legs. “It’s wrong,” she said. Hannah pressed her little nose into Nora’s trim blonde patch. She protruded her tongue to touch, wet and warm, the tiny patch of soft skin below Nora’s pussy and above her other hole. Nora exhaled like a punctured balloon.
“You want me to stop?” Hannah said in a low sultry voice.
“You’re horrible,” Nora sighed. She pushed her hips forward and pinned Hannah’s head against the cabinet drawer. She reached down and pulled at her skin surrounding her pussy, spreading her lips and uncovering her pebble. When Hannah moaned and smiled and began to lick it so lightly and so relentlessly, Nora bent her knees, curved her back like a dog ready to pee and grimaced. “Fuck,” she cried. “Oh my fuck, Hannah!” she nearly sobbed. Her core vibrated and her knees shook. She shifted her feet to keep from falling and Hannah dug in, pressing her tongue inside her and running her nose lightly against her clitoris. Nora’s breath went short and sharp. She inhaled like someone surprised every three seconds. “Shit fuck cock,” she squeezed out from between her teeth. She stopped breathing and curled her neck even tighter so her face was nearly up to the ceiling. Then she howled like someone falling off a cliff. She clamped her legs tight and gently pushed Hannah’s face away from her pussy. “Damn you, Hannah,” she giggled. She caught her breath and regained her strength leaning on the counter with her head laying sideways. “That was uninvited touching,” she snickered. She worked her panties back up her thighs and pressed her dress down.
Hannah pushed herself up and turned Nora around so they faced each other closely. She combed her hair with her fingers and examined her eyes, her cheeks, and her lips. “You’re good to go, girlfriend,” she said, kissing her on the tip of her nose.
Nora just shook her head with half-squinted eyes and a crooked smile. “You’re evil,” she murmured, grabbing her purse, her keys, and her phone. “Later gator,” she said not looking as she made a flutter wave with her fingers over her shoulder going through the front door.
“Have a good one,” Hannah shouted after her, looking down at Nora’s untouched coffee. She stared at it a few seconds, then picked it up and tilted it to her lips. “Winning,” she murmured with a wry smile, putting it back down.
She returned to her studio and examined her painting up close, as though looking for flaws in a postage stamp. She looked into each corner and then she slowly stepped back until she backed into the opposite wall and the paintings stacked there. She shook her head — she wasn’t understanding it. There was a key fumbling and fitting into the door. She looked at the microwave clock. 5:30. She dashed silently on her bare feet to the front door and quickly held the knob against Austin trying to twist it on the opposite side.
“Fuck,” she heard him mutter and tried hard to restrain her laughing. “The fuck,” she could hear him say with increased exasperation.
She flung the door open. “Oh, Austin, I was just trying to come out the door! What the fuck you doing?”
“What the fuck you doing!?” he shot back.
She threw her head back and laughed hard, leaping up to him and landing against him where he caught her by her ass and she wrapped her legs around his waist. “What did you bring for me?” she said in a pouty, little-girl voice, before sliding her arms more tightly around his neck and tilting her head to his and kissing him on his mouth. “Mm? baby?” she said in a tiny high voice.
“Can a guy come in the door at least?”
“Baby I’ve been home all day and just, mmm!” she grinded her pelvis into his stomach. “I’m so wet for you honey!” she blinked at him with her big innocent eyes.
“Hannah,” he said, kicking off his boots and laying down his tool belt and hard hat. “I’ve told you this a thousand times. Clean me, feed me, then fuck me. You’re getting it all backward.” He walked casually as though Hannah were not hanging off the front of him.
As they passed through the kitchen, she swung the door of the fridge open making him stop. She reached for a can of beer and opened it. She tilted it at his lips, watching as carefully as someone threading a needle. “You forgot beer you, baby, which means you need to fuck me first now.”
“You’re going to want me to shower first, I guarantee it,” he said, with Hannah sliding off him and landing gently on the floor.
“Well let’s go have a shower together, then.” She pulled him by the arm down the hall to the bathroom. Inside, she lifted his t-shirt over his head and she pulled his belt out of his pants. He began to undo his jeans but she slapped his hand. “Nah-uh,” she said quietly. “Hannah do.” She opened his pants and squatted to push them down and she gently caressed and lifted his feet one at a time to pull his jeans all the way off. She pushed her body against his as she slipped her hands inside his underwear and gently pushed them down too. “Baby have a hard day at work?”
She undid her knot and pulled her dress off. She pulled his hand and placed it on her breast. “You shouldn’t leave me alone for so long, baby.” She pulled her panties down and turned to let Austin undo her bra. She held him by the finger and lead him into the glassed in shower stall already steamy from the hot water.
“That’s good,” he moaned, letting the water splash on his back and head.
She poured out a dollop of shampoo in her hand and pushed him backward to make sure his hair was thoroughly wet. She dashed out and came back from her studio with a plastic stool. She pushed his shoulders to tell him to sit. She pressed her wet naked body against his back and began to massage the shampoo into his scalp. “Think nothing, my prince,” she said lightly.
“Fuck yeah,” Austin moaned. He closed his eyes and meditated.
She dashed out again and came back quickly with her phone and speaker. She put Symbolico on and turned it loud and climbed back into the shower with him. She massaged him rhythmically, rocking her body against him. He slipped into an altered state as her fingers pressed over his entire scalp. She brought the shower head in her hand to his head and flushed the suds out and pushed her fingers through his hair.
She got the body soap and loofa and began with circles over his back. He rolled his head and exhaled like a deflating balloon. She held out his arm and roamed with the loofa all the way out to his hand. She soaped up her own hands and massaged his fingers, pulling on them and rolling them in her agile fingers. She went to each limb in turn with equal time and attention. Then she scrubbed his chest and his stomach. She soaped her hands up again and lifted his cock and gently massaged his balls with soap. She ran her soapy hands all over the place. Then she brought the rain of the shower head down all over him until he was soap free. Before she was done, she aimed the shower head on his back and knelt in front of him. She took his flaccid, lazy warm cock into her mouth and covered it in the pure warmth of her tongue. He breathed slow and deeply and she tongued and licked and sucked on his cock until it raged with hardness.
Then she pushed her mouth deeper onto him and wrapped her tongue more roughly around it inside her mouth. He felt himself rise and she grabbed his ass and locked onto him, pumping with her head bobbing in his lap. She moaned so much in so high a pitch on him it was as though she were the one being inexorably brought to an orgasm. He shuddered as though he were just then re-entering his body from a distant meditation and he clasped his hands on both sides of her head and clenched every muscle in his body and stopped breathing. She cried in a muffled state just as his ejaculate filled her mouth so much it gushed out from her lips and flowed down her chin and dripped on her breasts. She continued to pump him into her mouth until he retracted from her. She rose up and kissed his mouth and said, “Dry yourself up, I’ve got dinner for you.”
She went to her room while he struggled to pick himself up and get out of the shower. In her room, she quickly found baby-blue panties and her wired baby-blue bra. She threw on her very short cut off Yale sweat shirt and her even shorter white shorts that she pulled up but peeled open with the fly down — and checked the look in the mirror. She went to the kitchen and put some dinner on a plate for him. When he came in wearing only his towel she turned to him with his food “Counter or table?”
“Jesus, Hannah, that’s fucking hot.”
“I know,” she smiled. “Game night, isn’t it?’
After they ate she guided him by his finger to the couch and she put on the start of the game. She curled up beside him and sucked on his finger. She curled her head up from where it rested on his chest, and she kissed the bottom of his chin. “Just say when you want me to fuck you,” she said quietly. “Half time, baby?”
“I don’t know, Hannah, I think you drained me in the shower.”
“Only if you want.” She turned again to the screen and rested her hand on his stomach. She craned up and kissed his cheek again.
“I kind of like just lying here with you all pressed up against me too,” he said, bringing her closer and wrapping his arm around her back. She pulled in tightly against him and draped her legs over his.
“My too,” she whispered, slipping her hand under his robe and casually stroking his cock up and down lightly in her cool hand. When it began to grow hard again, she slowly, quietly, moved down and let it grow inside her mouth. He came again even though all she did was slowly coil and uncoil her tongue around it in the privacy and warmth of her mouth. She caught it and swallowed and nothing was said — they both resumed watching the game.
She got up and cleaned the kitchen. She found Nora’s coffee again and put it in the microwave. She looked at the clock on the screen: 10:45 PM. She blew on the coffee and casually made her way down the hallway to her studio. She picked up her brushes and examined their bristles. She cleaned out her water pots and refilled them. She put her paint tubes in order — cools with the cools, warms with warms. She shifted her easel and she tightened the clamps on her half-finished painting. She looked again at her test palette and held it up to parts of her painting. She put a cloth on the easel shelf and she went out into the hall and meandered down to Owen’s door. She gently head-butted it open and said softly, “You sleeping?”
He groaned and rolled. “Was.”
“Oh come on, it’s a beautiful night!” She crept in and pulled open one side of his black out curtains. It made no difference.
He groaned and pulled the blankets over his face. “Not already.”
She crawled into his bed and leaned against the headboard, pulling his warm blankets up over her legs. “You make a lotta moolah last night?”
“It was alright,” he grunted to prop pillows up behind his back and pushed his legs to elevate up beside her. He silently gestured for her cup of coffee. “Not enough to retire, mind.” He slurped at it.
“What would you do with retirement anyway?”
“Fuck all day.”
“You do that now.”
He turned his head toward her against the soft pillow. “Been awhile, you and me.”
She pulled her shoulder just out of his reach. “I thought you only had eyes for Nora.”
“You’re the one that’s been obsessed with Nora.” He yanked the blanket off Hannah. She tugged it back up. “You should leave the poor thing alone, she’s just trying to make her way in this harsh world.”
“You should talk,” Hannah put the cup down on the side table. “You don’t think I heard what you were doing to her the other day?” She drew her finger through his hair and pulled it back from his face.
“I was an innocent bystander. She attacked me.”
“Did you even try to find a hole somewhere on her, or did just go after her like one of those beetles and shove a new hole in her?” She pushed her hand under the blanket and fished around till she found his penis. She curled her lips together and tried to stop her smile.
Owen stretched his legs out and crossed his arms behind his head. He closed his eyes. “I was minding my own business. She came back from work at the bar all riled up. I don’t know what got into her. Something or someone made her horny. Hannah.”
He smiled full of — Hannah was quite sure — himself. She casually stroked his cock in her deft, cool hand before swinging her leg over and crouching between his knees. She leaned down, pushed her hair over to one side, and licked the head of his expanding cock. “And I suppose you just laid there like you are right now, doing nothing but smiling like a cat that ate the bird.” She popped his head in her mouth and popped it back out noisily.
“Swear to god. Something’s not right with that girl. Nobody needs to fuck that much.” He looked down between his legs and tenderly stroked Hannah’s cheek and combed his fingers through her hair.
She held his cock in her fingers and pushed her tight lips over his head and down his shaft before coming back up, spitting at it. “Maybe if she were fucked with greater satisfaction she wouldn’t be needing it so often, ever think of that?” She pushed her mouth over his head and down his shaft further.
“Oh she gets fucked plenty good.”
Hannah pulled up from his cock again and knelt up to walk on her knees till she was centered over his lap. She reached between her legs with one hand and propped herself against his headboard with her other hand. She ran her fingers over her pussy back and forth and let her middle finger slip inside. “You’re not a very  good fucker, though,” she said. “You think you are, but you fuck like shit.”
He opened his eyes wide but kept his arms behind his head. “I’m an old school fucker, I fuck hard, baby, I don’t let up just because a girl’s got tears. I don’t stop.”
Hannah lowered her hips and let her long fingers run from her pussy to his shaft and back up his shaft and over her pussy, bringing them closer together. “Sweetheart,” she breathed, “I know you like to think of yourself like that, but I’m going to level with you.” She lowered her pussy lips till they folded over the head of his cock. She exhaled and closed her eyes. “I mostly just pity fuck you so you’re not left out cause you’re such a sad case. We all have to pay Nora to fuck you, too.”
Owen chuckled and reached around her waist as she slowly lowered herself onto him with a shiver. “I have to vomit after fucking you, it makes me so sick.”
She pushed herself down until her pelvis met his and she moaned loudly and close to his ear. “Are you in me yet,” she whispered with breath. “Because you’re so small I can’t even tell.”
He pushed her waist down and pulled her up and she moaned and he rolled his head back. “I’m not small, you’re just so freakin’ huge and stretched and worn out fucking you is like waving my dick out the window.”
She lowered her face to his and cradled his jaw and cheek as she cried in whimpers and kissed his mouth sloppily. Her hips rose and fell on his cock and her pussy lips pulled and pushed. “I’m trying to tell you something Owen,” she bit his ear. “You need to learn how to fuck or you’re going to be found one day like that guy in Pompeii, all fossilized with your little toothpick of a pecker in your hand.”
Owen rolled her over and hooked the back of her knees around his arms. He knelt over her and re-entered her pussy. “Why you so wet, Hannah,” he said breathing hard over her. “This the first time anyone fucked you without putting a bag over your head?”
“Oh fuck,” she said.
He laughed. “You broke first,” he breathed hard. “I win.”
“No,” she squeezed out between high pitched whimpers. “I was just thinking,” she tried to stifle more moans, “I got to pay the hydro bill today.”
He pulled nearly all the way out of her and thrust back in to her to the hilt, jolting her body. “I didn’t even know,” he bit his lower lip, “we were fucking just now.” He slammed into her repeatedly, sending up the squishy, slapping sounds of body’s colliding. “Is that you down there,” he groaned, “or is that a steaming heap of shit under me.”
“I’m not surprised,” little squeals of a mounting orgasm escaped her throat, “you’d think that,” she dug her nails into his arms and shoulders. “That’s normally all you get to fuck isn’t it?”
He rammed her harder. “You going to have an orgasm, Hannah?”
She bit her lip and rapidly flipped her head side to side. In a tiny, restrained and squeaking voice, she said, “No, why?” Her breath came fast and sharp. “Is there something going on?”
“Fuck,” Owen clenched his jaw and stiffened his arched back. His biceps flexed under Hannah’s hands. His eyes clamped shut. “Just thought of that word for the crossword I was doing last night,” he said with the voice of a weightlifter with the barbell just half way up.
“Let it go baby,” she cried out in a high pitched whine. Her hips thrust hard up to his. “You’re win participant ribbon.” Her body began to flop and thrash under his. “That’s what matters,” she could only whisper hoarsely.
He stopped breathing and his body jackhammered hers into the bed so hard the bounce of it made her come up and slam into him progressively harder. She squeezed his arm so hard her nails cut him. “I hate you,” she screamed.
“Fuck!” he screamed at exactly the same moment. Her body spasmed and she felt her pussy flutter before her vision went dark and she saw stars. His ejaculate gushed from her pussy and flooded the bed under her ass.
He collapsed onto her body so heavily she punched him to save her life and keep her lungs from behind collapsed. She pulled her hips from his and slid like a building collapse survivor out from under the concrete beam that was Owen, lifeless across her and the bed. When she finally extracted herself she stood up unsteadily, balanced herself with the side table and picked up her coffee. “When you’re alive again, loser, Nora made coffee.”
He moaned laying on his stomach and she knelt back on the bed to lean over and tenderly kiss his exposed cheek. “You’re not bad in bed.”
“I wouldn’t throw you out of bed either, truth be told,” he muttered with eyes closed and his mouth sloppy. “And you’re not bad to look at, I guess,” he smiled lazily and peeped open his eyes.
“I’ll make you nice breakfast when you’re able to get up,” she cooed and closed the door.
When Owen went out the door at 12:30 in the morning for work, Hannah returned to her studio and looked at her painting again. It needed something. It was trying to tell her what it wanted her to do next, but she couldn’t hear it, she hadn’t learned this painting’s language yet.
Nora came in the door at 1, having finished her shift at the bar. She met her at the front door and held hands with her as they walked down the hall together. “Okay at work tonight?”
“Meh,” Nora replied. She saw Austin laying on the couch staring at an animal documentary. “Hey buddy,” she said to him.
“Nor, what’s up?” he replied not looking away from the screen that bathed him in the dark in a flickering blue light. He was hugging a pillow to his chest.
Hannah poured her obligatory glass of white wine and the two girls fell on the couch on either side of Austin who sat up. He put his arms around both of their shoulders and Nora leaned into him. After watching the show quietly, Hannah got up and went to her studio. She studied her painting and prepared her brushes and pots of water but still couldn’t bring herself to squeeze a tube. She looked through her big picture books and wandered around the studio touching her paintings and dragging her fingers over the bristles of her brushes. She sighed and made her back out of her studio.
When she emerged from the hall into the living room, she saw in the darkness the pretty, slender back of a naked Nora, riding up and down slowly like waves at night moving on a long, low beach, and she realized Nora was fucking Austin. She came up to Nora and rubbed her back with her hand and Nora rolled her head back to meet Hannah bending over her from behind and they kissed. Austin’s hands massaged Nora’s breasts and when he gently pinched her nipples, she squealed lightly against Hannah’s mouth.
Hannah stripped her clothes off and pushed up against Austin and began to rub herself watching Nora bounce on Austin’s lap. She and Nora wrapped their fingers together and Hannah turned her head sideways and began necking deeply and lazily with Austin. She scratched lightly on his chest and stomach with her pretty painted nails and she rubbed Nora’s pussy and Austin’s cock where it disappeared inside Nora. She pushed Austin till he laid down on the couch and she carefully lifted herself over top of his head facing Nora who continued pushing against his chest with her pretty hands, rising and falling on his cock. Hannah leaned over and wrapped her arms around Nora’s neck. Austin licked her pussy where she dangled it wet and hot over his mouth and she kissed Nora’s lips and their tongues wrestled. Nora moaned inside the kiss with Austin’s cock pushing so relentlessly up into her.
Both girls got on the floor on the knees and elbows, their faces turned to each other and both their asses poking high up in the air. Austin knelt behind them and he first pushed his cock into Hannah’s pussy and she squirmed on the end of it, before he pulled out and pushed his cock into Nora’s pussy. She yelped and they kissed and she whimpered against Hannah. He began to pound himself against first Nora’s ass and then Hannah’s, going back and forth. Eventually, he was unable to pull out of Nora in time — she was forcefully pushing back just as roughly against him — and his orgasm came on him sooner than he could stop. Hannah spun around and crawled under Nora just as Austin rammed her hard and she lifted herself to lick Nora’s pussy at the same time. It was too much for Nora too, and she yelled and bit her lip too hard and collapsed onto Hannah’s face just as Austin’s semen gushed from her pussy and dripped all over Hannah’s neck and tits.
When they were all cleaned, they all went to Nora’s bed with Austin in between the two girls. Nora got up a couple of hours later and quietly left the room without waking Hannah or Austin, who slept tangled up with their arms and legs. She was still up in the living room reading a book by the brightening of the morning sky when Owen’s key fell in the lock. She quickly tossed the book, pulled her dress off, and laid on the kitchen table with a blanket over her body from her belly up. She aimed herself so the first and only thing Owen saw when he entered the kitchen was her pussy and spread legs. It would have worked if she didn’t start giggling and her whole lower body, glistening and wide open, began jiggling. He slowly pulled the blanket from her and leaned over. She laughed and poked her mouth with her pinky finger.
“You can fuck me if you want,” she said. “I was hoping someone would!”
“Thought I dealt with you last time,” he said. He opened his jeans and dropped them to the floor.
“You only got me warmed up,” she said in a little girl’s voice.
He held his cock that grew in his hand as he watched Nora gently caress and paw her pussy. She used her fingers to spread her lips. “Anyway, that was a whole day ago,” she pouted. “Girl needs a little bit to keep going.”
He stepped up to the edge of the table and hefted his cock in his hand and rubbed the head against her pussy lips.
“Be gentle?” she whispered with her eyes innocent and wide.
“Yeah right,” he said, and he guided the head of his cock in between her pussy lips and then shoved himself hard into her.
She groaned and yelped. “Fuck yeah!” she shouted at the ceiling.
He pulled out and grabbed her thighs and pulled her legs to his chest and rammed himself into her again.
She cried out, “Fuck!” over and over, her voice rattled by Owen’s thrusts hard against the bottom of her body. Her fingers, pretty and long, grasped at his thighs and her head, covered in her luxury of black hair, thrust from side to side. Owen gritted his teeth and slammed his hips against her ass like he was angry.
Nora arched her back and she gripped the edge of the table. Her legs fell around his body and she pressed her heels into his lower back, encouraging him to fuck her harder. Her planted his hands on her soft breasts and he squeezed and kneaded her.
“Oh yeah fuck me baby!” she cried out.
Owen’s head fell back and he gritted his teeth and pounded himself into her. His orgasm rose from the soles of his feet up into his groin and he let himself go inside of her. She cried out and screamed and thrashed and rose so high up off the table she crashed her chest into his until, deflated, she sank back down and panted hoarsely lying on the table with Owen’s come running out of her onto the floor.
When she was able to walk, he took her to her bed and laid down with her. She pressed herself into his chest and kissed him there. He gently stroked her hair. “Stay with me until I’m asleep?” she asked.
“Of course,” he answered in a whisper and he held her.
When he came back into the kitchen, Hannah met him with a freshly poured glass of wine. She tilted her head at him and pursed her lips and curved her eyebrows.
“Still don’t know how to finish that picture?”
“No,” she inhaled and let out a long sigh. “You make any money last night?”
“Not bad, but,” he smiled. “It ain’t enough.”
“No, it’s not,” she clinked his glass with hers. “But one’s too many.”




Fiance at Sea

Lexi tugged her baseball cap down low over her thick-lined nordic-blue eyes but she kept them on Nolan’s all the while.
“You’re not shy, are you?” Nolan teased her.
Cole pushed at Sawyer’s huge shoulders and pointed with his face and Sawyer shimmied sideways out of the booth to let him out to get more beers.
“Nole?” he said, tilting his thumb at his mouth.
“Yeah, why not,” Nolan said. “Might not have a blonde sitting beside me rest of the year.” He elbowed her.
“Maybe the rest of your life,” Lexi said back to him, before she elbowed him back harder in the ribs. But her hand landed below the edge of the table on his thigh where no one saw. She spun her head when Cole called her from the mess and her ponytail, sticking out the back hole of her hat, whipped Nolan’s face. She squealed and cupped her hand to her face. “Oh my god, sorry!” she laughed a little too hysterically.
“Yeah?” Cole called to her, holding up a beer.
“Thanks!” she nodded to him. She squeezed Nolan’s leg secretly.
“So,” Sawyer said, “Is it JD?”
“JD!” she cried out loud, dropping her head and pushing her fist in the air.
“Your fiancé?”
Cole pushed a cold beer toward her hand and she wiped it with her sleeve and dropped her head back to let it gurgle into her mouth. “My fiancé,” she nodded not looking at him. She twisted Nolan’s jeans tightly between her thumb and finger.
“He gone to bed early?” Sawyer said.
“He likes going to bed early, yes,” she responded curtly.
“How long you been together?
“Hey, put something on!” she said to Cole. “I feel like dancing!”
Cole found a music channel and turned it up. The three seamen, Cole, Sawyer, and Nolan, remained at the booth style mess table when Lexi, low hat, honey-blond ponytail, long-tail plunge-neck mint-green t-shirt, hyacinth blue leggings, and flat white trainers, pushed up and took a position in the middle of the small floor. She lowered her face so the brim of her hat covered her face and tapped her heel finding the beat of the song.
“Ok,” she suddenly broke character and covered her face with both her hands. “Nobody laugh!” she laughed. “I always wanted to be a dancer.”
“Now’s your chance,” Cole said.
“Something else I’m never going to do in Seattle,” she said. She lowered her face again and tapped her heel. She twisted to the side, raised her arms and plunged them down, and began to gyrate and undulate in so many directions, the three young men gaped, mesmerized. She finished the song with her hand on her ass and her other hand pointing at the men in turn as she nodded with her cherry red lips puckered. She laughed and covered her face again and squealed when the song stopped.
Cole and Sawyer clapped but Nolan only stared at her and nodded slightly. She dove into the booth seat beside Nolan and buried her face in his shoulder. Cole got another song started right away. She drank back several more gulps of beer and Sawyer tapped the table top. “Right here this time!” he shouted.
“No way!” she squealed, twisting her fist in Nolan’s jeans again, but higher up.
“No one from the lab coming, right?” Sawyer darted a glance out the porthole to the three modulars secured to the ship’s stern deck.
“They’re all early-to-bed types,” she glanced again out the bottom of her brim up at Nolan. “Unlike me,” she purred to him privately.
“How many of you are there again?” Sawyer continued asking her.
“Six, me included,” she tipped her bottle to her lips. “Us three archeologists, the two students, and JD, the team leader.” She leaned sideways to see the modulars herself out the porthole. “How many of you again?”
Sawyer thought a moment. “Well there’s Cole, Nolan and me, the deck crew, there’s Cap, there’s the cook, the engineer, and the mate. Seven of us.”
“And no one coming?” she glanced at Nolan again. Her hand wrapped around the inside of his thigh high up and she let her fingers trace the line of the inner seam of his jeans — all in secret.
“Cole can lock the door on the inside. They’d have to knock,” Sawyer used his eyes to send Cole to do just that.
“Should I?” she bit her lip looking at Nolan. “Turn the light out a bit,” she called to Cole while he was up from the small table, as though she had already answered her question for herself.
“Hey,” Nolan said to her, “you’re in the Bering Strait 5,000 miles from home on a ship at night in a locked room with three horny guys. What could possibly go wrong?” He chuckled and sucked back half his beer.
“You’re right,” she said. “Never going to be back here, am I,” she scanned around the room with conspiratorial eyes.
Sawyer discretely removed the salt and pepper shakers from the top of the table. He leaned below to place them on the floor at his feet. That’s when he caught site of Lexi’s long, white fingers and her mahogany red nails scratching lightly at the front of Nolan’s jeans — and the visible lump beneath.
“Up to you,” Nolan said, catching Sawyer’s eyes when he resurfaced.
“This is so crazy!” she murmured. She used his shoulders to steady herself as she pulled up to stand on the red bench seat and she pushed her small white trainers off with her toes. Her toe nails were also mahogany red. She wavered as she stepped up on to the table top but grasped Nolan’s hand and steadied herself with him guiding her. She looked back down the length of her arm and smiled at him softly before letting his hand go. She posed once there, one foot raised on the balls of her feet, her hands on her crooked-set hips, and her t-shirt slid off one shoulder, showing the strap of her blush-pink bra. She giggled and covered her face and then began dancing.
“I’m hot, that’s all,” she said, as she crossed her arms in front of her body and pulled her loose, long t-shirt up over her head. She refitted her cap, tugging her ponytail back out through the hole in the back and she tugged it low again to hide most of her pretty face.  She got down on her hands and knees and grabbed Nolan’s can of beer and drank from it and laughed. She rolled over onto her back on the table between the three men and she raised her hips and pushed her leggings down her knees, tugging them off her pointed toes and dropping them into Nolan’s lap. She rolled over again onto her stomach and bent her legs at her knees and raised herself on her elbows along the length of the table. She looked behind herself over her shoulder. “Do I have a nice ass or what?” she said.
Cole reached out and ran his hand over her ass as though he were feeling the texture of a sculpture. “Yeah, pretty nice ass,” he said surprisingly nervously.
She looked further down at Nolan. “I don’t mind touching,” she said. “It’s not like this is some peeler joint where you’re not allowed.” She weaved her legs back and forth and giggled at him. He wrapped his huge hand around the back of her small thigh. She rolled over and began to writhe on the table, arching her back, and crossing and uncrossing her legs. “I don’t know why I’m doing this,” she said and she covered her face in her hands again.
“Because you’re feeling free,” Sawyer said.
She spun around and sat up, shimmying herself over to drop her feet down on the bench on both sides of Nolan. She leaned over and took his face in her hands. “You promise no one’s coming in here?” she said quietly.
“Pretty sure,” he said. She lifted his face and kissed him on his mouth.
“You big rough guys are making this innocent little girl feel dirty,” she said staring directly into Nolan’s eyes. Cole and Sawyer exchanged glances and returned to gazing at the fresh, soft, young body lying on their mess table. She sat up straight and reached behind herself, grasping at her bra clasps. Sawyer reached up and helped her and she pulled her hair in soft silky ropes over her shoulder to allow him. When he unclasped, she shook her shoulders and the straps fell down her arms. She held her bra to her breasts with her hand and curled her lips between her teeth, her eyes, soft and blue, locked on Nolan’s. She slowly brought her hand away and her bra fell into Nolan’s lap. She chuckled as though to herself and wrapped her hands around his head and pulled her chest to his face, pressing her soft, small breasts into his face. “I’m supposed to get married next month,” she whispered.
Sawyer ran his fingertips down her back, all long, slender and toned. Cole also reached out and wrapped his hand around her stomach. Lexi reached down for Nolan’s hands and brought them to her breasts and pressed them against herself under her own hands. She dropped her head back and jutted her chest forward. Her back twisted and waved in time with the music and under the groping advances of Sawyer’s and Cole’s hands. Lexi stood up on the bench facing Nolan. The front of her pale pink lace boy-shorts panties nearly touched his face. She looked down with her thumbs under the waist of her panties. “No one will get to see or touch my pussy soon,” she said. Nolan looked up with his nose brushing the fabric. Cole surreptitiously slipped around from the far side to the bench Nolan sat on and ran his hands liberally all over her calf, and then her thigh. “Gonna be married pussy soon,” she murmured. She pushed her thumbs down and her panties slipped half way down over her ass. Sawyer leaned far forward and ran his hands over her smooth, round ass, and down the skin on the inside of her thighs. Lexi shivered and she pushed further, leaving the top of her panties stretched between her upper thighs. She took Nolan’s shoulders in her soft, cool hands and wavered. Nolan tugged her panties down her legs and she steadied herself gripping his shoulders as she lifted a foot at a time out of her panties that he held for her. She giggled when he put them aside — she was completely nude.
She began to dance again, turning around to push her smooth ass into Nolan’s face. Both Sawyer’s hands felt up and down the front of her thighs and his thumbs edged close to the narrow patch of fur that remained unshaved between her legs. She crawled back onto the table and onto her hands and knees. She turned and reached below the table to Nolan’s belt. “You guys aren’t going to leave me the only one with my clothes off, are you?” she said looking directly into Nolan’s eyes from up close. She tugged at his belt and play-whined and smiled crookedly at him. Sawyer slipped out of his bench seat and knelt on the floor at the end of the table, wrapping his hands around her ankles and pulling. She yelped and laughed as she slid over the table and both Cole and Nolan pushed the table over the unoccupied bench and stood up. Lexi whooped lightly and tugged and pulled at Nolan’s pants. She pushed his t-shirt over his stomach and he pulled it the rest of the way off. She knelt up against him and felt all around his abs and his pecs, her eyes watching closely where her fingers travelled over his edges and dips.
She rolled over again when Sawyer tugged at her ankles and she play-fell on her back. She kept her knees raised as he tugged and slid her ass along the table closer to the edge. She put the tip of her pinky in the corner of her mouth as she looked down her body at Sawyer who gently pressed her raised knees apart. Nolan and Cole looked at each other and both shrugged before dropping their pants around their ankles. Lexi saw Cole’s cock first and, realizing that above her Nolan was naked too, she craned her neck looking sideways and reached up to his cock, already semi-hard. She bit her bottom lip and, meeting his eyes with hers, she dropped her mouth open wide. She tugged on his cock and he pressed his hips forward. Still she couldn’t reach and she giggled before flopping herself over closer to the side of the table. She wrapped her hand around his cock and closed her eyes when she brought her lips, wet and full, to the head of his cock. She moaned when Cole seized her breasts. She arched and whimpered when Sawyer kissed her pussy lips. And she cried when Nolan pushed his hips forward, burying his cock between her tightly pursed red painted lips.
Sawyer poked his tongue along one side of her pussy lips and down the other side, tasting her wetness as her hips turned, chasing his mouth with her pussy. Cole pinched and twisted her nipples and she arched up and dropped down in response. She reached behind Nolan’s ass and grabbed him, pulling him and pushing him to encourage him to fuck her mouth like it was her pussy. She fellated her tongue around his shaft like an eel. She craned her neck further when he pushed into her deeper, and he saw a lump protrude in her throat before she recoiled and coughed and laughed.
Sawyer stood and whipped his pants off too. He gripped her thighs and pressed forward, but Lexi yelped and shut her knees and pulled off Nolan’s cock. “No!” she cried out. “Not that.” When Sawyer pressed ahead again, she forced her knees closed and said more sternly, “No!” Cole slapped Sawyer and he dropped to his knees again and took up eating her out — which relaxed her again, allowing her knees to part widely. Cole tried to push his cock up and Lexi grabbed it and began to alternate between the two of them, sucking on one and then the other.
When she began to gyrate under Sawyer’s tongue, she closed her knees again and laughed. “No!” she said. She slipped down onto the bench. “Sit here,” she said to Sawyer, patting the table in front of her. “Sit here,” she said to Cole, patting the table beside Sawyer. She giggled and wrapped both her hands around the two cocks. She looked at Nolan with wide, glassy eyes, and she dove down on Cole, taking his cock deeply in her mouth. She pulled off and went down on Sawyer’s cock, diving equally deeply. She alternated in the this fashion stroking their cocks in her cool, elegant hands when she wasn’t sucking them. Both men rose up in equal time to the brink and she laughed and sucked them both back and forth more quickly. When she sensed they were both too close, she grabbed Cole’s t-shirt and covered his cock, and she did the same with Sawyer’s t-shirt. She continued to stroke them together and she moaned and squirmed in her bench seat as the two men ejaculated powerfully in her hands.
Nolan sat beside her stroking his own cock the whole time. When she finished with Cole and Sawyer, he tried grab her but she escaped his hands. Nothing was said as she pulled on her clothes again. Cole and Sawyer looked at each other as they got dressed too. Nolan sat on the bench confused. She looked at Nolan and ordered him dressed, looking at him with scolding eyes. When everyone was dressed, she said to Cole and Sawyer, “That was fun!” Then she turned to Nolan, hooked his pinky with her own pinky, and she said quietly to him, “Why don’t you show me your room?”
Nolan slowly nodded and grinned and lead her out of the mess. “Take care boys,” he said to Cole and Sawyer who only stood watching and staring. She looked over her shoulder before the door closed, and she blew them each a kiss and smiled.
Nolan lead her down the hall indicating to her with his finger to his lips that she had to be quiet. She held his hand behind him with both of hers. He got to his door and brought her inside ahead of him. He looked back out behind himself and, satisfied no one was disturbed, he softly closed his door and locked it.
When he turned around, she stood for him with her hands behind her back like a present, already having kicked off her shoes. “Alone at last,” she said in a near whisper. “Undress me?”
He chuckled and stepped up to her. Before he could touch her shirt, she threw her arms around his neck, rose on her toes, and kissed him deeply and long. When she broke off the kiss, she was trembling. He lifted the bottom of her t and she pushed her arms up so he could lift her shirt off. “Do you like my hair?”
“It’s fucking awesome,” he said.
“I was getting it ready for you when my fiancé came in our bathroom.”
Nolan pushed his hands inside her leggings and brought them down over her ass and down her thighs. She stepped out of them balancing herself with her light hands on his shoulders. She undid his pants too, with hands that shook. He clasped his hands over hers. “Why so nervous?”
She exhaled and bit her lip. “Because I decided something.”
“Decided what?” he said, pulling his pants off. He pushed her panties off her round, smooth ass and she assisted him, lifting her feet one at a time.
“That you’d be my last,” she said.
“Last what?”
She stepped up to lean her whole body against him. She wrapped her arms around his neck again and kissed his chin. His cock, hard, poked at her stomach. She put her lips nearly against his. “The last man I fuck,” she whispered, “before I get married.” She kissed him again longer and deeper.
“I thought you said no,” Nolan held his arms around her back.
“To them, not to you,” she said.
“When did you decide this?”
“About a week ago,” she said, stepping backward, pulling him by his hands toward the edge of his bed. The room was small with one tiny porthole looking out on the glowing foam edges of the slowly rolling waves. She sat on the bed and scurried up on her back, pushing the blanket out of the way. She rested her head back on the pillow she folded in half and she pulled his hands all the while, till he was kneeling on the bed too, between her raised, parted knees.
“He was wondering why I was putting makeup on,” she said.
“What did you tell him?” Nolan leaned over all her body with his, planting his hands on the bed beside her. He leaned down and kissed her lips — she arched and closed her eyes and offered up her soft mouth to him.
“That I was just feeling like being sexy.”
“Did he take you?”
She reached down between his legs and wrapped her cool hand around his enlarging cock. “No,” she whispered. “I didn’t let him.”
“Why not?” he said. She tugged him and he lowered his hips.
“Because I wanted you,” she exhaled. The head of his cock touched her glistening, throbbing pussy lips.
“But that’s your future husband,” he said. He moved his hips and his cock opened her lips.
“Just fuck me, Nolan,” she whispered.
He lowered himself and as his cock filled her, she dug her nails into his shoulders, threw her head to the side and bit her bottom lip hard. She whimpered and inhaled sharply with a high pitch.
He pressed into her further. “Just me,” he said.
She pushed with her heels and shoulders and drove her hips up to engulf his cock deeper in her wet pussy. “Just you,” she cried out in a pitched whisper. Her pussy grasped and sucked on his cock, her lips dragged down his shaft and wrapped around when she pushed back up. “Fuck me Nolan,” she repeated, her eyes clenching and her fists punching the back of his shoulders.
He pulled nearly out of her and plunged back in, reaching a further depth inside her. Her body rocked off his bed and she cried out and spread her legs further. “Oh my god,” she bit on his wrist planted beside her head. She raised her feet and locked her ankles around the small of his back and he plunged himself into her harder and faster, bouncing her tiny body off his bed, smashing their hips together. She began to cry out louder and thrashed beneath him, side to side, whipping her long, luxurious hair over her face and shoulders and breasts.
He buried his face in her neck and she wrapped her arms around his back. He fucked her hard and deep and she cringed and clenched her jaw and eyes. When she felt him start to breath hard and groan, she grabbed onto him harder and screeched. His come filled her and gushed out and still he fucked her hard. She arched her back like she was stabbed and she cried out like she had fallen from a cliff. Her body bucked and her hips snapped at his. She convulsed and nearly sat up straight under him, before flopping back down.
When her breathing and heart had subsided, and when he lifted himself off of her and flopped down beside her, she half rolled toward him, scratched at his chest with her fingernail, and kissed his arm. “Oh my god, that was good,” she whispered.
“Good enough for a last time?” he smiled at his ceiling.
“Oh my god, yes,” she gulped. She rolled over on her side and kissed his chest. “That was, um,” she drew circles on his chest with her fingertip. “A bit better than I was expecting.”
He exhaled out his nose.
“You’re a lot quieter than JD,” she said.
He still said nothing.
“He would be talking now, even,” she said, kissing his chest and his neck. “You’re more the strong silent type, aren’t you,” she whispered.
She turned her wrist and squinted at her watch. “Oh my god, is that the time?” She sat up and combed her hair with her long fingers, sitting on the edge of his bed. “I’ve got to get back before anyone in my crew wakes up.”
Nolan leaned on his elbow resting on his side. Her back was long and slender and toned. He touched her and traced out her shape and she writhed and undulated in response. “Stop,” she whispered. “I’m trying to go.”
She dressed and he stayed in bed. She leaned over him and kissed his mouth. “Thank you, Nolan,” she said.
“Anytime, I guess,” he chuckled.
“Better not,” she scolded playfully. She opened his door and stared back a while. She pursed her lips and waved at him with her light, fluttering fingers.
The following day, the crew worked on deck as the craft nosed around islands and shoals trying to get the science crew onto a shore they needed to investigate as another possible land-bridge passage where artifacts from crossing humans might be found. At night, Cole, Sawyer, and Nolan were playing cards in the mess again when there was a tapping at the door.
“It’s open,” shouted Cole.
Lexi didn’t step in, but she stood in the open door. They all stopped their cards and stared. “Come on in,” smiled Sawyer.
She just shook her head “no.” She bit her lip and caught Nolan’s eyes and gestured with her head for him to come alone.
“Be back soon, boys, but go on without me,” he crawled out from the table and shut the door behind him, leading her down the hall quickly before anyone appeared in the hall — it was much earlier in the night.
He got her inside his room. She turned and immediately wrapped her arms around his neck and brought her lips — pink and frosted this time — to his.
“I thought you said last night was the last time,” he said to her, wrapping his arms around her back.
“I thought I said that too,” she said. She pushed back from him. “I thought you’d like to see me in this though.” She spread her arms and twirled around. She was wearing a big, oversized wool sweater that bunched up cutely under her neck, and tight, faded blue jeans.
“It’s nice,” he said.
She lifted it off and showed him her black balcony bra. “I wore this for you,” she said. She tugged open her jeans and peeled them off. “And these,” she said, showing him her black lacy thong panties. She twirled around again. “Do you like?”
“I like,” he said.
She stepped up to him and tugged at the waist of his jeans. “I couldn’t get you off my mind all day today,” she whispered. She pulled his pants open and reached inside. “I think you did something to me last night.”
“Are you sure we should be doing this,” he said, lifting his t-shirt off over his head.
She gripped his wrist and pushed his hand down inside the front of her panties. She steered his finger to her slit and pushed it against her. She was soaking wet. “My body seems to think it’s right,” she whispered.
He sat in his chair at the desk under the steel round porthole. She knelt in front of him and worked his jeans and underwear off. She lifted his cock and looked up into his eyes as she licked up its underside. “It’s all I wanted to do today,” she whispered. She wrapped her pink lips around his head and pushed her head down, engulfing his cock in her hot, wet mouth. She tightened her lips and pulled her face back up from his lap. She panted and stroked his enlarged cock. “I had to have you again.” She pushed her head down on him deeper.
Nolan wrapped his hands around her head and stroked out her long blonde hair so it spread over his lap. She bobbed on him and moaned loudly with his cock stuffed in her mouth.
From outside, they both heard JD’s voice. “Lexi?” Nolan turned to look over his shoulder but Lexi spun his chair back to face her. She climbed up in his lap and knelt on the edges of his chair straddling him. “Lexi?” they could both hear again. She tangled her fingers in the hair at the back of his head and she lowered her quaking hips. His cock nudged the lips of her pussy. “Lexi?” JD’s voice cried out closer to the porthole.
She dropped her hips and his cock, huge, had no friction stuffing inside her deeply — she was ready and open and wet. She squished her hips down arching her back and she cried out with her head falling so far back her hair grazed his thighs. “Lexi!” they heard closer. She didn’t realize at first that Nolan had opened his porthole window an inch or two. She knew she had to be quite fucking him but it was impossible. She moaned and sighed. His cock filled her in ways she had never felt filled before. And he was infuriatingly, deliciously, quiet. She rode him harder and faster and she moaned so loud, she cried.
“Lexi!” JD’s voice sounded like he was just outside the window. She panted and inhaled sharply, sucking air in with high pitches, like someone surprised repeatedly, or scared. She pumped her hips into his lap and forced his cock deeper. “Lexi?” JDs voice sounded like it was at Nolan’s window. She tried to stave it off, she clenched trying to keep from losing, but having never had an intercourse orgasm — but having read about it enough — she was shocked and caught off guard at not only how deeply it originated but also how it clouded her mind and made her not care about anything at all other than the gathering force of the powerfully breaking orgasm. She cried out loudly and repeatedly as her body flopped and thrashed in Nolan’s lap. It felt like she was peeing, she flooded in her pussy so thoroughly. The beauty of it all was too much for Nolan and though he also tried to restrain himself, he could not stop and shot hard and deep inside Lexi’s pussy.
She sagged and draped herself over his shoulder like a drained balloon. His cock, expended, flopped out of her and come, both hers and his, ran out and all over his lap. She kissed his neck hard and said, “Fuck, Nolan.” He held her and said nothing. She kissed his ear. “I think I’m fucked,” she moaned.
The next day, there had been an emergency back in Seattle and JD and Lexi needed to leave right away. A float plane landed in the bay and Nolan ferried them out to it in the whaler. He held the rudder as Lexi stared straight ahead into the wind, her hood up tight. She held JD’s hand in hers all the way. Nolan held Lexi’s hand to guide her from standing in the tippy boat to stepping onto the floats of the plane and to the ladder inside, but she didn’t turn to look at him once, not even when the plane door was closed and he stood in his whaler slowly drifting back, watching her beautiful profile in the tiny and thick plane window, still able to feel her soft elegant hand where they had just been holding. He watched as the plane spit spray and rocketed down the inlet, lifted into the sky, and disappeared as a receding dot of grey against the grey.
The season came to an end eight weeks later and the men prepared the ship for wintering. On the last day of power on the ship, Nolan got an email.
“Hi Nolan,” it began. “Last summer was the most powerful experience I’d ever had — and I don’t mean the field work on land!”
JD had never known what she had done — he found her outside where she planted herself, on the stern staring off into the empty space at night. “I told him I was imagining being part of a group crossing the land bridge.” But when they got back to Seattle, she realized she couldn’t go through with her wedding, “not while I had such deeply confusing thoughts about a certain someone who was living and working thousands of miles away from me.” She called the wedding off, left JD, and spent the next two months trying to get him out of her mind. “But then I realized one day, to get you out, or to not try anymore, I had to see why you affected me so much.” She told him where she lived. And said, “If you want to come, I’d like to see you again.”
When she opened her door, she leaped so hard and high, he caught her in his hands and she wrapped her legs around his waist and squeezed so hard he couldn’t breathe. “If you didn’t come here, I was going to go up there and find you and fuck your brains out, you know.” She lowered herself and her pussy lips opened around his shaft. She pressed her hands into his chest and gasped. “You’re my able bodied seaman, aren’t you,” she cooed, and she fell over, buried her face in his neck, and moved her body like waves on him, undulating until he came inside her. “Stay with me,” she whispered nearly inaudibly against his ear.




First to the top Wins Asia

Jason muttered something into Silas’ ear that included “Asia” and that was all Lincoln needed to hear. They’d been muttering back and forth with canary-eating grins all night. Lincoln’s chair flew back from under him and he flexed his fists at his sides and glowered from his towering 6’4” frame down at the much slighter and wispy Jason.
“The fuck, Lincoln,” Silas shot his chair back in imitation. “He’s talking to me, not you.”
“He’s talking about Asia,” Lincoln growled.
“Was not,” Jason threw his cards down and looked over at her on the couch in the corner under the dark window, her little head bopping to tunes only she could hear on her pods. Her espresso brown hair, long and layered, danced over her face like a shimmering velvet curtain. She made herself even smaller by tucking her legs up under her, pressing herself into the arm of the couch. She had on her china blue hoody, hood up, and ripped jeans and bare feet, and a silver ring with a jade stone on her thumb. “She’s not yours anyway,” he said, flipping Lincoln’s cards over.
Lincoln seized him by the neck with his massive, powerful welders’ hand and shoved him so hard he flew backward, chair and all, crashing to the floor in a hail of cards, empty beer cans, poker chips and money.
Silas shoved Lincoln with both palms heavily into his chest and Lincoln swung at him like a boxer but only hit the floor lap, sending it back before righting itself to smash into his head sending shards of glass down the back of his shirt.
Axel stepped out of his adjoining room — all four bedrooms adjoined the main kitchen/dining/living room of the small blue house — and shook his head with disbelief, though it was a familiar disbelief.
Lincoln connected thoroughly with Silas’ face on his next swing and Jason leapt up and onto Lincoln’s back from where he repeatedly hammered on Lincoln’s head and face. He inadvertently ground the glass down Lincoln’s back  into his skin and blood soaked through his shirt so much that before Jason knew it, when he looked down at his own front of shirt, he thought he was the one dying and flung himself off shrieking and running around the kitchen unsure what to grab.
With Lincoln momentarily distracted searching his limbs for the source of the copious blood, Silas swung the broken floor lamp like a home-run hitter swinging for the upper decks, catching Lincoln across the back of the knees. He roared like a silverback and hunched like Hulk. He connected so hard with Jason’s face, his feet left the ground like in a cartoon and he flew onto the table, tipping it over to land upside down on top of him where he landed heavily on the floor.
Axel shook his head and stood back. Asia stood up in front of the couch and with the expression of someone watching a freeway pileup video, she steadied herself, clenched her eyes, and screamed.
The pitch she was able to hit was high enough to shatter glass and sent all four men — Axel was only 19, but Silas and Jason were 24, and Lincoln was even older, at 28 — to their knees on the floor clasping their hands, some bloody, to the sides of their heads.
“It’s a zoo, isn’t it?,” she said, as though it were an anthropological hypothesis. “You,” she said to Silas, still huffing and puffing, “are going to get the broom and pan in the corner, and you’re going to make sure you get every last bit of glass off the floor, because if I find some, it’s going to be in your breakfast some morning when you’ve forgotten this whole stupid fight.”
“You,” she said to Jason, “will go outside and sit out there until I feel like inviting you back in and if you plead or knock or say anything, I will check my clock and double the time you’re out there and I don’t care if you’re still out there when it’s time to go to work in the morning.” He drove the heavy duty fork lift at the little shipyard where Lincoln was a welder and Silas was a metal cutter.
“You,” she said to Axel, “can you please clean up the table and put the cards, chips and money away because clearly this bunch of big babies,” she glared around at all of them – “cannot manage a simple fucking card game by themselves.” Axel was the soft-spoken book-reader of the four sometime-friends who ended up together in the tiny house a few miles outside the little Alaskan village where the shipyard was they all worked at. It was more a place that cut ships in half and added sections to them — lengthwise or widthwise — than one that built ships from scratch, and an old ship graveyard for salvaging parts, even more so.
Having dispatched everyone else, she finally squatted by Lincoln still rolling and groaning on the floor clutching at the backs of his knees and writhing from the glass stuck in his back. “I’m going to lift your shift off, okay?”
He grimaced and finally nodded. “Fuck me, that hurts,” he moaned.
“I know,” she said. “I’m going to get my tweezers and it’s going to hurt a lot more but we have to do it, okay?” She looked closely over the vast prairie that was Lincoln’s back, spotted with fresh bubbles of blood everywhere.
She went out the front door and said to Jason, “I’m not sleeping with you tonight.”
Jason twisted around and twisted back. He stared into the blackness of the Gulf of Alaska and eventually nodded. She slammed the door on him.
Asia had come with him to the rented house on the Cook Inlet shore one night after he’d drunk too much trying to keep up with her and she wanted to make sure he got home alive. She helped him not only into the house but also into his room. With the rain pouring and the wind blowing up so fearsomely, she worried the road back would be washed out or tree-blocked. She curled up against his back in his bed telling herself he might choke or stop breathing.
To her surprise, he sobered up just enough to roll into her and then on top of her. She’d gotten naked only as a means to keep warm against his body. Now he slumped over her with his face in the pillow beside her head and, whether by design or blind, flailing luck, he’d wormed his hips between her legs. It had been a while since a man was on her and she didn’t mind, if she was truthful, the feeling of a young, lean stud humping against her. Only, his equipment seemed to be functioning more than fine and certainly better than the rest of his moaning, slurring, and uncoordinated body. She reached between them and felt around. Whoever he thought he was on top of, he was clearly enamored of her. His cock was big in her hand and stiff to her touch. He smelled okay, too, for Alaska. And he didn’t seem to be coming any more awake than what he was, which made him not much more, she convinced herself, than a life support system for a somewhat functioning cock — a battery pack, one could say, for a self-heating and convincingly soft-touch, hard-feeling dildo. “Meh,” she said out loud. One could and one has done worse, she shrugged.
Those had been long weeks in the dank and musty motel room, and cold nights in the front cab of the C-10. Masturbating was only getting her so far, which is what brought her out to the bar in the first place, and into the arms of Jason on the dance floor. He didn’t exactly turn her on, but he was last man standing and he showed, she thought, admirable persistence against her repeated rebuffs. She’d already decided she’d let him have a throw at her before he started pounding back fresh shots, the dummy.
She held his warm, pleasantly hard cock in her delicate hand and touched the tip to her pussy lips. She was surprised how wet she was — a fact she attributed to how long she’d been denied. What she wasn’t ready for was the self-pumping dynamic action of her new sex toy. As though the touch of a woman’s wetness triggered some new circuit, his hips began mechanically rising and thrusting, even if the rest of him just grumbled like a passenger on someone else’s road trip. She merely needed to reposition herself to find that satisfying stick of his jackhammering into her with such repetition of motion and sureness of drive, that all she needed to do was retract her hands and let him go like a wind-up toy.
And he, or at least his body, obliged. She’d always seen herself as a reciprocal lover to a fault, always feeling like she’d given more than she got. Always concerned that her lover got what he wanted, she’d often been left high and dry when her turn — always second — came along. With Jason being absent for all intents and purposes, there was no one in bed with her to service first. He was clearly passed out from the neck up and would not be coming around anytime soon. She gave permission to herself to be selfish. She decided she’d take it all, this time. She freely stretched out beneath his motoring body, warm and just heavy enough to remind her she was under a real man, and she twisted her tiny fists in his sheets, she arched her slender back beneath him, and she angled her hips to take his pile-driving deep as he would go. And though she writhed below him and nipped at his skin and scratched him and panted and cried out, covering her mouth, but not always able to, and orgasming around and beneath his wonderful cock, still he didn’t wake.
When she had had enough and rolled over and away from him, she marveled, “Three times!” and wished she was one to keep a journal because surely this experience would have to go in it.
In the morning, she was fascinated to find herself joined by first one then another and eventually four men at the plain wooden table she sat at waiting for Jason to wake up so she could take him back to town to get his truck. None of them seemed to notice or mind her at the table until finally, half way through a bowl of cheerios he stared into the whole time, the biggest and oldest of them, who turned out to be Lincoln, said deeply, “Who’s that?”
She stared at Jason who stared back. “You forgot didn’t you,” she said to him. He looked down sheepishly. “It’s Asia,” she said to the top of Lincoln’s head.
“You staying for long?” he said.
She tilted her head and frowned not knowing if he meant for the morning, for the next day or two, or for months. She shook her head gazing from the stunned, frightened eyes of young Axel, to the manic, lip-smacking and eye-popping face of Silas, and the curious, squinting eyes of Jason seemingly always trying to figure something out. “I have no idea,” she said low and softly.
The truth was, she’d been sleeping in the front seat of her vintage ’69 pale-blue and white Chevy C-10 since her erstwhile boyfriend left town to join a ships’ crew without remembering, or bothering, to send any money back to cover the motel room they’d been camped out in, effectively stranding her in Homer.
“No matter,” Lincoln said raising himself with groans from the table. Thirty minutes later, all four had rambled out the door and into their own pick-ups that sat scattered over the land like ships anchored at distance in a bay, and Asia, with everything she owned in life in her own pick-up out front, cleaned the table and the dishes and spent the day with her brushes and pens and watercolor tubes traipsing half dressed like a northern wood-nymph through the tall grasses and low berries bushes that surrounded the place.
That became the pattern all week, with Asia, as a matter of default, slipping into Jason’s room when it was time, at least until the night of the big fight. She knelt on the floor and leaned on his back with her elbow getting close to his skin with her eyes to be as careful as possible pulling glass out of him. “What were you guys fighting about anyway,” she said softly to Lincoln dropping each tiny shard in a broken-handle tea cup like a surgeon removing shotgun pellets.
“Nothing,” he said, not moaning, but she knew he was bravely covering, because his body twitched fiercely.
“You always try to knock somebody’s head clean off for nothing?”
He took his time answering as though it required some careful thought. “Not always,” he admitted.
“Am I hurting you?” she said gently, studying his back inch by inch.
“Yeah,” he said factually.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered, working intensively on him.
“He talked about you . . . in bed.”
She stopped as though struck frozen. “Eh?” she said.
“He was being disrespectful of you,” he clarified.
She went back to the shards. “Yeah, well,” she shrugged. “I already told him I’m not coming to his room anymore.”
Several minutes passed before Lincoln thought it through enough to ask. “There’s only four bedrooms.”
She didn’t say anything; there was only the sound of the tinkle of each piece of glass she dropped in the cup.
“What room you sleeping in tonight?” he finally said.
She took her time too, but not so long. “Can I come to your room tonight?” she said so quietly he almost didn’t hear her.
“I’ll tidy up for you,” he said just as quietly. She leaned over him out of sight of everyone else and she kissed the back of his neck. “You don’t have to,” she whispered. “Anyway,” she sat back up on her little haunches. “I think I’m done, Mr. Lincoln.”
He sat up and tested his back, stretching his neck and rotating his shoulders. “Good to go,” he said. “How’s Jason, did I break his face?”
“He’s gonna be fine. He’s outside healing his ego more than anything.”
Silas had finished cleaning and had retreated to his room, and Axel too had gone back and closed his door. Lincoln pushed himself up and he extended a hand to Asia — it covered hers like a boxing glove. He walked her to his door but she stopped and said, “Just a minute.” She opened the front door. Jason spun around. She was surprised at how well he had behaved and that he had actually done as she told him. “You can come in now.”
He spun around and hopped up. He tried to take her hand but she recoiled. “No,” she said. He gestured to his door, anxious to make up. She shook her head. He screwed up his face with confusion. She backed away and twisted her pink lips together and curved her eyes at him, as she stepped sideways into next door, Lincoln’s room. Jason’s mouth dropped when she gave him a tiny wave of just a finger, and gently shut the door.
“Should probably keep it down,” Lincoln said, stripping off his pants balancing on one foot. “Walls are like paper.”
“Did he show you that kind of politeness when I was with him on the other side of that wall?” She opened her pale blue hoody zipper slowly, on purpose, watching how it got his attention like a frog catching sight of a tiny landed fly.
“No,” he said, his eyes transfixed on the skin under her top she was revealing to him, golden, smooth, soft, and her bra, mint green, half cup, entrancing.
She left it on hanging open, and pulled her hoody back over her luxury of soft, long layered waves. She sucked in her belly and twisted the button of her jeans between her agile, long, fingers, each nail painted soft, pastel matte pink. Against the roughly drawn wilderness and gravel-and-puddle-filled industrial yards of working Alaska, she took delight, if privately, in dressing as refined and feminine as she could. Jason didn’t ever seem to notice, having a mind only for the present and nothing for the wrapping. Lincoln, on the other hand, got carefully in bed and leaned up on his elbow to watch as though it were a show and he needed to not move quickly for fear of scaring her away.
And so she gave him, poor man with a bleeding back, a show. She turned around and slid her hands between her open jeans and her butt cheeks and bent over far enough to see him between her legs and give him a smile. He didn’t smile back — he watched like it was a movie. She peeled her jeans down her legs and rolled them inside out over her ankles and feet before dropping them in the corner. She said, “Don’t you got any music on your phone for a girl to dance to for you?” And she giggled and poked her pinky in the corner of her mouth, stepping with high steps over to the edge of his bed and leaning over sharply at her waist to kiss his mouth. She laughed and twirled away. He immediately got on some beat driven electronica and she danced first with her head, dropping it repeatedly between her raised shoulders till all her hair cascaded down in front of her face and her chest.
She danced all over his floor, rubbing her hands all over her body. Her panties were like her bra, mint green, lace, very low-riding hipsters. She knew what she looked like — she had a sculpted body and a toned tummy with a tiny pearl in gold set in her belly button. She knelt one knee on the edge of his bed and thrusted her lower body toward his face. She said, “First you must lick my pearl,” and she laughed but he obliged, wrapping his hand around her butt and closing his eyes to tongue her belly button. She only meant it as a double entendre joke and she only meant to tease him and pull away and dance more, but feeling his hand, twice the size it seemed, of any other hand she ever touched or saw, take such powerful grip of her butt, her mind clouded and she was unable to pull away. She needed to bring her other knee up on the bed. And she said, although on auto-pilot, as though someone else, “I didn’t mean that pearl though.” And she pulled down the front of her panties. Again she only meant to tease. She didn’t know that she was so wet, she was showing him her glistening, protruding labia lips. She was embarrassed but it only made her moan and bite her lip, and finding herself moaning and biting and pushing her panties down in front of the fascinated face of the biggest man she’d ever shared a bed with (there hadn’t been all that many men in fact . . . ), she could only imagine what it was like for him and hadn’t he suffered enough for one night?
She rolled over and giggled and kicked her legs, long and thin, in the air above her and lifted her hips to peel her panties down her but and up her legs and off her daintily pointed feet and toes, each one painted pale cerulean blue. She rolled back onto her knees and used her fingers to spread the skin around her puss, and she took tiny steps on her knees to bring herself close to Lincoln’s face. She had only that morning shaved when all the men were out of the house, and she did it outside, too, on the woodpile with an old white porcelain bowl of kettle-warmed water and a broken shard of faded mirror she found. “Do you like it, Lincoln?” she said the way you would to a child you were handing something to he could not say no to.
Lincoln didn’t answer. He wrapped that monster hand of his behind her butt and he brought forth from his soft lips the most gentle tongue she’d ever imagined. It was just the right tension to make her want to scream and shove her hips un-daintily against his face. But he gripped her waist with his one hand and so controlled her it felt like he could lift her with a finger. He picked her up and in one movement, swung her down below him and spread her knees and eased his head between them. She’d constrained as best she could her whimpers and moans with Jason, but with Lincoln, she could not, and besides, Jason deserved to hear everything he was doing to her, he lost the fight. The fight, she curled her shoulders and averted her pretty, chestnut eyes from Lincoln’s black eyes, “For me,” she thought.
He made her buck and he made her tear his hair from his head. She shoved her hips against him and she punched and scratched and bit him. Nothing made him stop and nothing made him go faster to finish her off. All he did was bring her up to ever higher heights and then hang her there only to come from behind and move her higher. She thought she was out of breath, she thought she was dying, and she felt like she was shaking enough to break. She yelled and thrashed and writhed under the magic man’s mouth. She came with stars in her eyes feeling like she peed. He only paused and soothed her, letting her down only enough to bring her back up. She wanted to give him back what he gave her, she wanted to be somewhat fair about things, but he didn’t let her up for air before he had her falling off a higher cliff. She lost all strength and could not say more than what she could only moan and whimper and he brought her up again and dashed her body like waves against the rocks, over and over again, leaving her sloppy, stupid, and sagging. And still, she thought, breathing so hard she was audible no doubt throughout the tiny house, she hadn’t even held, let alone, fucked whatever it was this man packed for a cock.
She was useless, though, a rag doll. He took her, not the other way around, the way it usually was for her in bed. He placed her below him, he spread her open, he guided his wide, long hard cock, and he pummeled her nearly through the bed and the floor and into the ground beneath. She felt like she’d been rolled over by a street paver and dropped from a plane without a parachute. She laid there, arms wide open, legs splayed. When he finished in her, she could barely talk.
In the morning, all the men were up and rushing around shoving food in their mouths and pushing on their boots. Among them all in their work jeans and gloves and hard hats and rough faces and gruff voices, she floated in her open hoody, her minty bra visible for any who looked and only in her panties, no jeans. She knew her ass looked deadly. When Jason made his way to the door squeezing his truck keys, she stopped him and pressed her body against him, all her smooth, delicate curves, warm and soft, pressing against him, and she kissed him on the mouth longer than she planned to, and she said, in a whisper, “Sorry about last night.”
“I had my chance,” he said.
She shrugged and raised her eyebrows at his sudden maturity. “And maybe you will again,” she said softly, waving her fingers in a light, little flutter. “Hurry home,” she giggled.
Silas stood right behind her as she turned away from the front door. “My turn,” he grinned. She thought she’d teach him a lesson — he no doubt expected her to call him a pig and slap him. Instead she reached between his legs, gently squeezed his crotch, and raised her face to his, licked his lips, and when they opened with a stunned expression, she sank her tongue in his mouth. She grinded her luscious chest into his chest and she pressed her pelvis into his. “You hurry home too,” she licked his nose. “First one home wins me.” She didn’t know why she said that, it was only supposed to be a tease, but the look of shivering anticipation on Silas’ face made it cruel to take it back, to tell him she was just joking. He sped off as though the sooner he got to work, the sooner he’d get home. She realized she didn’t tell Jason the new game — if that was what it was.
She wondered all this as she dilly-dallied absentmindedly across the floor with her finger drilling into her cheek when she ran nearly face-first into Lincoln’s chest. “Baby!” she said.
He nodded down at her with a broad grin. “You were something last night, sugar,” he said.
“Baby, I’m sorry if it made it sound like I was going to go with one of the others tonight,” she said, raising up on her toes and pulling his head down to kiss him.
“What?” he was genuinely confused.
“I’m sorry,” she said.
“You were going to come back to my room tonight?”
She realized he didn’t have any expectations of having her again, no matter how well he fucked her last night. “I don’t know, now,” she said. “Were you going to be the first one home?”
“Fuck!” he said.
“What is it, baby,” she asked, kissing him all over his face and stroking him all over the back of his neck.
“I got equipment I’m supposed to pick up after work, I’ll never get here first!”
“Well,” she squeezed his crotch too, “nothing saying you can’t manage another night, and anyway, if you fuck me too much, you’re going to break me.”
He laughed and lifted her up by her ass and she wrapped her legs around his waist. “You go and take your time on the kiddy rides and come back to me when you’re ready for the big roller coaster again.” He laughed like a bigger man than he even was and set her down on the counter. She twisted around and nearly kissed her orb of a shoulder as she watched him with admiration leave the little house.
Axel came out of his room. “Axel!” she startled. “I thought you left a long time ago!” For some reason she gathered her hoody together in front of her and crossed her legs. But she stayed on the counter. He usually was the last out the door — a simple laborer, he showed up last at the yard. Where they all were out the door by 7:30, he wasn’t gone till 8.
He came into the kitchen and stood a moment in front of her. He let his eyes examine every inch of her from the top of her hair, down her cheeks, over her jaw and down her neck, and when she let her hoody fall open again, his eyes followed down her chest, over her small, smooth mounds, and down her stomach. He looked so intently and casually at the same time, it felt like fingers to her. His eyes went down further, into her recesses, over the waist of her panties, and down her thighs, her calves, her ankles, and her toes. When he got there, he only turned around and went even slower back up her body.
It was too much for her. “Stop it,” she laughed. Surely he knew, she thought, what he was doing to her. She writhed and tried to stop but that only made her twist more into a pretzel. She arched her back against her will and she threw her hair up and over her face. She dragged locks through her lips and she opened her legs and propped her heels on the edge of the counter. Still he didn’t say anything or touch her but she undulated her hips and pulled her panties asides to show him — she didn’t know why — her pussy, which she knew was glistening wet.
When still he just stared, she pulled her bra down over her tits and she rubbed herself. “Don’t you do that,” she said to him. She leaned back on her elbows and began to show him how she rubs herself — how she used to have to in the motel room, and in the truck, at night. “Stop it,” she whispered. She opened her pussy with her fingers and she eased herself down to lie on her back on the counter. She began to make circles on herself and her back arched and she moaned and twisted.
She nearly groaned her lungs out when she felt the head of his cock press against and then, inexorably, into her pussy lips. “Fuck,” she loudly exhaled. Her hips were sore and her insides were ripped, but Axel’s cock slid into her soaking wet pussy and she opened for him. Where Jason was a fun toy to her and Lincoln was a powerful man, Axel, she reflected, rolling her head sideways and biting hard on her knuckle, was a lover. She whimpered and felt like crying, if she wasn’t so suddenly close to the surface and overtaken by a gut-clenching spasm that began deep in her stomach and was like nothing she felt before. “Oh my god!” she cried out loudly, not knowing what it was, this different sort of orgasm. She hung on to the edge of the counter and felt the blood rush from her head. Just when she thought, it must be one of those intercourse orgasms she read about, not a clitoris orgasm, it overtook her like a rogue wave obliterating the beach and sweeping all before it out to sea.
Axel pulled out saying nothing more than he did when he pushed into her, and it was only when he popped out that she felt the gushing of his come. She didn’t even know he came in her — she had forgotten for a few moments that there was anyone even there. She had so lost her senses, she didn’t even remember she was there, on the table, splayed, not satisfied as with Jason, and not fucked stupid as with Lincoln, but made love to as a revelation, with Axel.
The experience changed her and the day passed in a blur for her, painting in the adjoining forest and soothing her body with tea and a bath. The time flew so much that she was startled, curled up on the couch with her eyes closed listening to something deep and gently pounding, when the front door slammed shut. Silas stood there like a kid on Christmas morning. “Did I beat them!?” he cried out.
She closed her eyes, scrunched her face and bit her lips. Oh fuck, she thought. But Silas was so excited, she couldn’t possibly let him down. “You won, Silas,” she said with raised eyebrows, truly happy for him. “I will go to bed with you tonight.”
He punched his fist in the air and hollered.
“In fact,” she said, “I’ll be your girlfriend all evening. Now,” she said, “do you want a beer first, or take your shower first, because no boyfriend of mine is going to touch me until he’s clean.”
She hadn’t finished the sentence before he was hopping over the floor on one foot tugging his jeans off with his hands with his t-shirt over his head. “Get that beer ready for when I come out!” he shouted.
Jason came in the door second. He walked up to her and threw his hand around her waist and leaned in for a kiss. “Ah, ah,” she turned away. “I’m Silas’ girlfriend tonight.”
“What?!” he screwed up his face.
“He won me,” she said cutely.
“Fuck,” he shook his head.
Axel came in next. He also tried to kiss her, but she rebuffed him too.
“She’s Silas’ girlfriend tonight, hands off,” Jason called from the couch.
Lincoln came in last. He didn’t try to kiss her, but Jason warned him off anyway. “She’s Silas’ tonight, fuck-nuts.”
“I know, I know,” he said. “But till when?”
“Till we’re all gone in the morning” Jason nodded with decisiveness.
“Um,” Asia tilted her head. “How about until I get out of bed, whose ever bed that should be?” She shot a glance at Axel.
“That sounds fair,” he said, looking down and wishing he shut up. But they all thought it made sense.
“Another thing,” Lincoln said. “Jason had her from drinking, I got her for fighting, and Silas got her for cutting out of work early and probably nearly killing somebody racing home. This isn’t sustainable.”
“I agree,” intoned Asia. She wrapped her hands around Silas’ waist like a girlfriend would, she thought.
“And poor young Axel hasn’t gotten her at all,” Jason laughed, and they all laughed with him.
“I’ll get my turn,” he nodded, not looking up. Asia’s eyes glowed and enlarged, and she tried to look away from him to avoid anyone noticing, but she also couldn’t, she was smitten so badly — and wanted whatever it was that he had, again.
“How we gonna settle this boys, because the way I read things, I have her until we figure this out.”
“No fucking way,” Lincoln turned serious. “How about this. Four-way game of crib. One round. First to the top wins Asia.”
All four slowly nodded, imagining it. None could see a reason to question it. It was certainly better than fighting or racing. “I like it,” said Asia in such a sweet, deep, and intimate voice, they all melted.
“Can I just say,” Jason nodded at her, “fuck you are hot, Asia. Even hotter than I thought you were when I saw you in the bar.”
“Thank you,” she mouthed silently.
“And you dress fucking sweet, oh my god,” said Silas. “Stand up, show them what you got on.”
“No!” she buried her face in his chest.
“Show them honey, they can weep knowing I get to take you to my room later.”
She looked around the table and bit her lip. She stood up. “I guess you all seen me already,” she said in a quiet voice. She lifted her t-shirt and opened her jeans. Underneath, she had on a gleaming white smooth satin bra that glinted in the dying rays of sun, and under her jeans, she had a matching, hi-rise thong she showed them by pulling down her jeans with her thumb. They all stared entranced until she put herself together again.
“You’re embarrassing me,” she said.
“How much of that stuff do you have?” Lincoln asked seriously.
“That’s it,” she answered demurely. “The green ones and these,” she said. She looked down. “And the blue ones you know.”
“Because,” Lincoln said, “even if I don’t get you for the night, fuck me, I’d love it if you were just hanging around in that stuff every night.”
“I’ll even give you the money to buy more if you just laid around like that, in the kitchen and shit,” Jason said.
“I’m in,” said Silas.
She glanced at Axel. “Yeah I mean of course,” he said.
“What are we talking about here, guys?” she frowned, unsure of what was being cooked up.
“You’re the only one without a job,” Lincoln said. “We blow too much at the bar just trying to talk to any girl half as nice and a quarter as good looking as you, and not even get her home.” He poured his beer back in his throat. “If you don’t mind me leering, I’d just love looking over at the couch all night and seeing you there in some get up and staring and not getting in trouble for it either!”
“Fuck yeah to that!” Jason cheered him with his can.
“Can you imagine? Fuck me!” Silas thrust his can forward to join them.
“Oh my god, you guys,” she blushed, “you’re serious!”
“And then,” Axel said, “you can just paint all day, and the let us come home and watch you.”
“And one of us,” Silas threw his arm around her shoulders and pulled her tightly to him. She pressed against him and fiddled with the buttons on his shirt and squealed. “One of us gets to take you to his bed for the night.”
Lincoln squared up. “You don’t have to do this, Asia,” he said seriously. “It’s a bit fucked up, right?”
She thought long and hard. “I like it here, though,” she squeezed out shyly shooting a glance at Axel again. “A girl doesn’t mind being appreciated. And besides, it’s just us, right?” She giggled and took Silas’ beer for a swig.
“Okay, then,” she said, her eyes gleaming. “Starting tomorrow,” she leaned over and kissed Silas for them all to see, “I’ll buy some new things.” They all clasped hands together in the middle of the table like a deal was being agreed. She reached out last and put her pretty little hand over all of them. “First to the top wins Asia.”




She Taunts Me

Trisha was on the phone to me telling me she was going to be late for dinner.
“What’s going on?” I asked thinking she would tell me something at work came up that needed her – she always told me everything.
But she played coy. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”
“Is it work? Of course it’s work,” I said.
“Maybe,” she sing-songed back in the phone. “Maybe I’ll tell you when I finally get home, whenever that is.”
“When?” I demanded of her.
“It all depends doesn’t it,” she laughed in a murmur. I was stunned when she abruptly ended the call. I phoned her back but she wouldn’t pick up. I texted her a half dozen times before she finally replied.
“Busy now, baby.”
“Don’t do this,” I wrote back.
“A little too late maybe,” she replied.
“Are you at your office?” I asked, trying to get the conversation back to reality.
“Of course not,” she replied. “If you want to listen, phone again. I’ll leave it on.”
That was the last she texted. I went back and forth and finally I phoned her. It buzzed a long time before she picked up. I heard her voice say, “I don’t know, some random call.” Then I heard her laugh. Then nothing. I pressed the phone tight to my ear and I could hear what sounded like faint moaning, or maybe it was just the sound of traffic going by. Then I heard her shriek and laugh out loud. I hung up.
When she got home two hours later, she played cute and coy with me but I wasn’t giving her anything back.
“What’s the matter baby, don’t you like how I treat you?” She began to pull at my pants belt.
“I don’t like being lied to like that,” I said, pushing her hand away.
She pouted and then went over to the other couch. “Who says I was lying?” She raised her feet up on the edge of the coffee table and hiked her skirt up around her hips. She brought her finger to the front of her panties and drew little circles on herself.
“You want me to actually believe you did something like that?” I said to her.
“Does it even interest you if I did or not?”
“Does it interest me you mean if you like to make me jealous with lies?”
She pulled her panties away from her pussy and showed me. “Can you be sure?” she said. She circled her finger around her labia and sank a finger inside herself. “What if I fucked a guy after work? In his hotel room?” She blinked her eyes and sank a second finger inside herself. “What if I took him deep into my pussy and rode him, baby. What if I fucked a man harder than I ever fucked you?”
I looked away and tried to ignore her.
“His cock was big,” she said. “He hurt me.”
“Not going to fuck you tonight,” I said. “Not falling for it, Trisha,” I said.
She pulled her fingers out and tasted them in her mouth. “I wasn’t going to let you anyway. Don’t need you — and you know why too.” She giggled to herself and said, “He’s saltier than you,” before getting up and announcing she was having a shower. She was serious about not giving me sex that night. She really did push me off when I tried later in bed. “Seriously, babe. I’m kind of . . . “ she paused. “Satisfied for the time being.”
Friday came around and I was feeling restless. I couldn’t find Trisha to see if she was in the mood for going out somewhere. She was upstairs in the bathroom. She had on only a pink bra and panties — and looked deadly. She was doing her makeup in the mirror.
“I was just going to see if you wanted to go out,” I said, pleasantly surprised to find her already getting ready.
“Sorry,” she exaggerated a pout in the reflection looking back at me for a moment before turning her focus back to her eye shadow. “Me and Gabby are already doing something.”
“You didn’t tell me,” I said, wondering if she did but I wasn’t paying attention.
“It wouldn’t work,” she said disinterestedly.
“What’s that mean?” I chuckled.
She took her hand down from her face and considered me in the reflection again for a drawn-out moment. She sighed and said, “There’s already four of us.”
“Yeah,” I said, “sure.”
She looked down as though I was really being a drag as she put on her makeup. “It’s not four girls either.”
I thought about what she was telling me and my gears turned slowly. “Who are you going out with?”
“I don’t know,” she said.
“But it’s not two other girls.”
“No.”
“Two guys.”
She sighed again and rolled her eyes. “I don’t know, Robert, Gabby arranged things. I don’t know. Friends of hers maybe.” She tried to edge the bathroom door closed with her foot.
I stopped it and pushed it back open again. “You and Gabby and two guys are going out. And you don’t know who they are. And you didn’t think to tell me about this?”
She paused. “Something like that, yeah.”
“And I’m not invited.” She brushed past me on the way to her ample closet without answering. “Are they from Gabby’s work?” I asked.
“Robert, I don’t know,” she said, becoming exasperated.
“Well what are they, guys she found on Tinder?” I laughed.
She didn’t laugh. She stepped back out of the closet and stared at me. She said, much to my shock, “So what if they are?”
“They’re guys from Tinder?” I was incredulous.
“It’s just a girls night out, don’t be all suspicious.” She shook her head at me. “Tell me which one is better.” She held up two slinky and short black dresses.
“I don’t understand,” I said. She held the dresses forward on her outstretched arms filling with impatience. “Okay, the left one,” I said. It really was the better one — it had a lower back, and her back was super sexy.
“We might be coming back here after too,” she said. “So if you’re sleeping, sorry if we make too much noise.”
“You’re bringing them back here?” I squinted at her.
She pulled her dress on and pinched and pulled it and stood in front of me with her back facing me. It was implied I could do up what there was of a zipper from her ass to her lower back. “Would you rather we went somewhere else?”
I would rather a lot of things. She interrupted my thought as though she could hear it. “You know me, Robert, I’m insatiably social. I have to have my connections.” She came close to me and said, “How’s my makeup?” She held her face up to me for inspection.
It was of course perfect and enticing as fuck. “It’s very good,” I said to her and she kissed me on the nose.
“It’ll be weird if you’re downstairs when we come in. So,” she trailed off.
An Uber came and took her away. She didn’t wave on her way out the driveway.
It seemed to me that something was going on that I should stop one way or the other. I paced most of the night wavering between showing resolve and giving her an ultimatum to cease and desist, and showing her some compassion for whatever it was she was going through and struggling with. My phone pinged and it was her.
“It’s just me,” she wrote. “I have to do it.”
“Do what?” I asked.
A long time passed before she wrote back. It was just one word. “Sorry.”
About an hour later an Uber pulled up and out piled Gabby, Trisha, and two men. They were stumbling and laughing and evidently drunk. One man was holding Gabby tight against him as they made their staggering way to our front door. The other man was holding tight to my Trisha. My choice was once again stark and I failed. I retreated first to the stairs and when the front door opened and all their laughing and stumbling filled the empty hallway, and I scampered the rest of the way up.
They all seemed to talk at the same time, or yelled. I never knew four people to make so much noise. Trisha put on some club music. She was getting more drinks for everyone. They were hanging out in the den and I skulked around upstairs. I overheard Gabby say that there’s an indoor pool in the basement and the guys were disbelieving and everyone laughed and guffawed until Trisha agreed to take everyone down to see it.
When they went down, I slipped down from upstairs and stood at the top of the basement stairs. There was more laughing and shrieking. Gabby again was pushing things forward. It was her who suggested everyone should take a swim. One of the men said, “We didn’t bring our bathing suits!”
It was Trisha who said that it didn’t matter. I heard Gabby whoop and cry out, “Go Trish!” And then I heard the splash of a dive. Before long I heard three more splashes. They were now playing in our  pool. Naked?
I went outside and around the shrubs and paths to where the pool opened up its glass wall onto the terrace and snuck around the potted trees to see inside. The lights were turned out except for the myriad tiny star ceiling lights. I could see them in the pool playing, splashing and laughing. I could see that they were all naked.
I crouched behind a potted tree right up in front of the glass. Things inside were settling down. In the near side of the pool I saw Gabby leaning her head against the edge of the pool and one of the men treading water in front of her and coming in for a kiss a few times as they talked and laughed quietly to themselves. At the far end of the pool I saw the other man sitting on the submerged steps and Trisha swimming like a shark back and forth in front of him. I saw her then stop swimming and move toward him. And I saw her move up the bottom couple of steps to rise out of the water dripping, shining and magnificent. And I watched in the barely discernible dim light as my wife parted her feet to step around both sides of his outstretched legs and sit down on his lap. His naked lap.
My breath went out of my lungs. I always thought she was just having me on with her phone calls and stories. In the foreground, I saw the back of Gabby’s head bump up and her arms brace herself against the edge of the pool. Her man was clearly fucking her. If there was any doubt, I could hear her shrieks through the closed glass. I focused back on the darkness at the far end of the pool. My wife’s shoulders were high up and her head was drooped down. Her hands were on the steps behind the man’s head. She was moving on him and his hands had slipped around her back and rubbed her.
She rose up and down on him faster, splashing water around them. His hands moved around the front of her and I watched as she rolled her head back and her hair fall behind her. She stretched and vibrated, contorting on top of him. Her hands moved to his shoulders and dug in hanging on. I stood up in front of the windows and her face rolled over backward and upside down. Her eyes came open and she saw me watching her. But I knew from her expression and from the way her body shook that she was already gone. She orgasmed with the man’s cock inside her. I saw his face grimace and roll back and I knew that she was letting him ejaculate into her.
I went back inside and up the stairs to our bedroom. It was at least two hours before she finally came up. I made room for her but she said in a soft voice, “I think it’s probably better if I sleep downstairs, don’t you?” I had to agree. Things had obviously gone over a line. We had two guest rooms on the pool level. It was wise that we slept separately that night.
In the morning I waited for her to wake up and show her face.  The talk was finally here. It was nearly noon before I heard anything downstairs. But what I heard wasn’t her steps coming up. It was more laughter. I crept to the top of the stairs and cocked my head to listen. I heard male voices and Gabby too, in addition to Trisha. I was appalled. She didn’t go down to sleep alone in remorse for what she had done. She went down to sleep with the man she fucked in the guest room.
They all came up together, the four of them. The man she fucked slapped my wife’s butt — she was dressed in only in a thick guest bath robe. He noticed me but didn’t seem to register who I might be. Trisha steered him to the front door when her phone pinged to say the Uber was out front. I could hear them at the front door giggling and laughing and I thought I could hear the sounds of mouths kissing too. Finally the men left but Gabby remained with Trisha. She was also in one of our guest bathrobes.
Gabby asked if I could make coffee. I was steaming inside. I made them both a cup and myself one too and sat down with them at the table. “Big night last night,” I said with sarcasm dripping from my voice.
“It was some kind of night, I’ll say that,” Gabby blurted out before snickering. Trisha said to her to shut up and laughed too and closed her loosely tied robe around herself.
“Did we make too much noise, babe?” Trisha asked. Was she pretending her and I didn’t make eye contact across the expanse of the pool?
“Something like that,” I said with barely concealed anger.
“Aw poopsy,” she said, drawing the back of her hand across my cheek.
I grabbed it by the wrist and squeezed. She chuckled at me and we met and locked eyes. She said to Gabby, with her eyes still on mine, “Someone isn’t doing well accepting things.”
I spoke to Gabbyglaring at Trisha and not letting her wrist go. “’And someone is up to a lot of things she shouldn’t be.”
“What are you going to do about it?” Trisha said straight to me.
I let her wrist go.
Gabby guffawed. “You never were man enough for her,” she sneered.
I looked over at her confused.
“She’s been fucking guys behind your back since day one,” Gabby smirked.
Trisha tapped her arm. “Gabby, no, don’t.” She also looked down and couldn’t keep an evil smile off her face.
“Why are you bothering to hide it from him all these years? He obviously can’t or won’t do anything about it. Look at him. He watches you do it,” she said right in front of me. 
I felt sick being talked about like that.
Trisha squeezed Gabby’s hand. “Don’t Gabby,” she repeated.
“All these years?” I said with my head dropping sideways. I was feeling lost as though in space, untethered, weightless.
Trisha didn’t deny it. She peeked up from under her hair and pursed her lips.
“How many?” I said uncomprehendingly.
She shrugged.
“More than me,” Gabby piped up again. “And I’m a total slut,” she laughed and Trisha broke out laughing too, though she quickly stifled it.
I sat a long time silently looking into the depths of my coffee cup. Nobody said a word, although first Gabby and then Trisha both surreptitiously reached for their phones and began scrolling.
I said, “It’s over then.”
Trisha just looked up and with no expression, she said, “Okay.”
I paused a long time before I started again. “You need to find another place to live.”
Again, she just said, with no apparent emotion, “Okay.”
“We’re done, Trisha,” I pronounced carefully.
She pursed her lips and nodded at her cup of coffee. Finally she spoke. “Maybe,” she began, “since the downstairs has a kitchen in the bar, and bedroom and bathroom, it’s sort of,” she trailed off. “I’ll move down there until I can find somewhere.” She shrugged. “It has its own entrance too, so that’s good, right?”
I shook my head and said, “Whatever.” I was sick in my stomach and I left the kitchen.
She called out after me, “I’ll get my clothes and things out of upstairs later?”
“Whatever,” I repeated.
That afternoon, she moved downstairs. At around 8 she came up to find me in the den watching a show. She said, “Want some company?” in a soft sheepish tone.
“I’m in no mood to talk,” I warned her.
“I know. I’m not either.”
She sat on the far end of the couch. She began to slouch down and soon was sprawled along the couch. She used my calf to prop her head against. Still she shifted and adjusted till her head was resting on my thigh. “Is this okay?” she said.
“I couldn’t care less, Trish,” I replied. I was still pretty angry. She let her hand reach up over her head and land on my hip where she lightly circled her fingers. I was wearing my bathrobe and nothing else because I had earlier showered.
She let her hand fall down and ended up cupping my cock under the robe. She just left it there not squeezing or rubbing, but not moving it away either. In one move, she rolled half over and stretched out her neck and took me into her mouth where I grew hard despite myself. She slowly and lightly sucked on me still I was fully stiff. She got off me and I sat up slumped against the back of the couch. She silently faced away from me straddling my lap and lowered herself onto me facing away. Her pussy was as scorching hot as always. She rubbed her clit as she pumped herself up and down on me.
She began to fuck me harder even though I just sat there. She lifted off and turned around and sank herself back down onto me facing me this time. She draped her arms around my neck, and kissed my mouth. As she fucked me, she said, “I don’t know what it is, but I think about cock all the time and I just have to have it. I can’t help myself, baby.”
She began to grind herself on me and raised herself toward a powerful orgasm. I tried to avoid going there with her but the truth was, her body was too lithe, her flowing movement was too rhythmic, and her hair and eyes and face and lips were too beautiful and when she began to howl and buck on me, I couldn’t avoid shooting myself into her and the sensation of my ejaculate sent her over the edge and she screamed as she came too.
The first night apart did not go according to plan and she came upstairs with me to sleep. In the morning we lounged in bed. I went down and got us both coffee and brought it up to her and crawled back in bed. It was Saturday. I said to her, “What are you doing?”
She was scrolling madly on her phone. “You know,” she replied.
“I don’t,” I said.
She put the phone down and picked up the coffee. “I need a date for tonight,” she said as though it was the most natural things to say to your husband, even if you were just separated the day before.
I was stunned.
She said, “Don’t worry, I’m not going out.”
I was confused and didn’t know what to think.
“But,” she said, “you probably want to keep the volume of your show up a bit, or put some music on.” I still looked confused. “I feel like a man at my place tonight,” she said, picking up her phone again to begin scrolling more. “You know? To break in my new pad.”
“Your place?” I said.
“Downstairs,” she clarified. “Like we agreed.” She shook her head at me like I was the one who was dim. “And don’t you dare peek like you did the other night out there in the dark!” She laughed.
I was so angry I stormed out of the bedroom and went downstairs. I refused to talk to her anymore. I heard the door to downstairs close. There was no doubt about it that the basement was a pretty nice place. There was the pool and bar of course, done up in a medieval spa style. There really was a full kitchen behind the bar. The two guest bedrooms were the size and opulence of master bedrooms, and there was a beautiful California style sitting room that expanded in nice weather when the whole wall of windows to the terrace were pushed aside. As a self-contained “apartment,” it was up there amongst the nicest in the city.
At around 9 that evening I heard a car pull into the driveway. I spied out the windows and saw a tall guy get out of a Porsche looking for all the world like some dentist type. He scanned around the house and found his way to the downstairs entrance. I heard music come on faintly through the floor.
About two hours later, I heard the car door close and the Porsche take off. Thirty minutes later Trisha came up from downstairs freshly showered and in the bathrobe. “Someone want company up here?” she smiled.
I didn’t know what to say. She sat on the couch with me. We stared at the show for a while before I finally spoke. “That was fast,” I said.
“Mm-hmm,” Trisha agreed and she smiled. “It’s all I needed.” She thought a moment. “Or wanted.”
Another long while passed before she spoke again. “But he was hard on me, babe. I thought he was going to break me.”
For a minute I didn’t understand what she was referring to, it was all so casually spoken. “What do you mean?” I asked.
She parted her robe and her legs. She was naked. She used her fingers to spread her pussy lips. “Look how red I am. He fucked me so hard!” She laughed and closed her robe again. “Such a big cock too,” she added.
“Just the way you like it,” I said sardonically.
But she missed my tone. “Yes!” she agreed immediately. “I do like it rough I think,” she nodded with serious consideration.
I didn’t mean to start talking about her preferences. I wasn’t over the whole thing yet — it had only been a day. But I was miffed. Her and I had never done it rough. I never fucked her hard, even. And my cock wasn’t what anyone would call big.
She broke my introspection. “Did you try to listen?”
I looked at her with disgust.
“Oh come on, you did too!” she threw a pillow at me. “Don’t tell me you didn’t get off hearing me make him come and then come all over his face again when he was eating me out!”
“I didn’t, but thanks for that imagery.”
“You did, I know you did.” She laughed and whipped me with another pillow.
“I didn’t,” I insisted.
“You liked to watch the other night though,” she pointed out. “Did you jerk off when I was fucking that guy in the pool?”
I swallowed and felt shaky and weak.
“You did!” she squealed. “I knew you would.” She considered me as I sat there dumbfounded. “Maybe I did it for you, so you could watch me.”
I looked away and lost my breath.
“Anyway, maybe you could watch if you wanted to. Do you like to hear me when I come?” She crawled over on her hands and knees over top of me. “Do you like it when I try to moan when I have a man’s cock in my mouth?” She laughed and pressed her face into mine. “Do you like seeing me ride a man?”
I pushed her away and got up and paced the room. I was choking and unable to say anything. My throat felt as dry as Death Valley.
She jumped up and followed me around the room trying to snatch at my cock inside my robe. “Does Robert like to jerk off when his wifey-poo fucks other men?” She grabbed my cock and squeezed and squealed. “Why are you hard, Robert?” She laughed some more. “I’ll let you watch me fuck other men if you like it so much.”
I was confused and upset. She pushed me away and dropped her robe on the floor and sat back on the couch and spread her legs and then her lips with her fingers. “Jerk off for me,” she said. “Show me what you were doing last night when you listened to me fuck that guy.”
“I didn’t listen,” I insisted.
“You watched!” she said, toying with her pussy.
“I didn’t watch!” I yelled at her.
“Why didn’t you?” She sank her finger into her pussy. “You know that I know how much you love to.”
“No,” I said, covering my ears.
She just laughed and circled her hardening clit with her wet finger. “Yes you do,” she whispered, losing herself.
At a party at the end of the year when we were 18, I found her when I went upstairs at the party-house. People were making out everywhere. I don’t even know why I went up there, but I found a closed door and though I knew I shouldn’t, I opened it. On the bed, in the light of a dim lamp, I saw the undulating back of Trisha moving on a boy who was lying on his back under her. He didn’t know I was there and she held her finger to her lips to make me be quiet. I was transfixed by the appearance of her riding him. I had never seen fucking in person before.
Trisha pointed to the closet and motioned for me to go there quickly. I didn’t know what I was doing there but she insisted so impatiently I did what she said I should and I closed the door. It was made of slats and I could clearly see out of the closet. Trisha proceeded to change positions and to arrange things between her and the boy seemingly to give me a good vantage point on her from the closet. I watched him pound himself into her and I could see her legs and feet shooting up into the air, bouncing rhythmically with his thrusts. I thought we were girlfriend-boyfriend, but she laughed about that. We had been best friends since five.
When Trisha began to orgasm under the relentlessness of the boy, I also began to lose my breath and the blood rushed from my head. I eased my cock out of my pants and stroked myself to the sound of Trisha coming. I clenched my eyes and jerked harder. I didn’t know the closet door had swung open, nor did I realize that Trisha and the boy had finished. When I shot, they both laughed and I opened my eyes to find them both staring at me. I couldn’t stop coming once I started of course.
“Babe,” she said to me, after I opened my eyes. I was still standing but my come was all over my hand and on the floor in front of me — just like that episode years earlier. Trisha was up again from the couch with her robe loosely around her shoulders. “Should we get something to wipe this up?” she suggested. After I inherited a fortune, she said we should get married.
She was careful if a bit clinical with the towel. She sat back down and crossed her legs. She said, “Now that we’re separated, you don’t own this anymore.” She gestured toward her own body. “And babe, I have to use it, you know that, right?”
I nodded though I was exhausted and didn’t know what I was agreeing to. So much had happened in so short a time.
“But it doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy a little bit yourself, babe, because I care about you.” She nodded earnestly. “You know that right?” She cocked her head. “You trust me, right?” she asked.
I stared straight ahead at a knot in the wood of the opposite wall.
“Confession time?” she said.
I shrugged.
She bit her lip and smiled and looked down a moment. “I kind of get off on you watching and listening to me fuck guys,” she said. “Ack!” she covered her face with a pillow for a moment. “So embarrassing for me,” she shrieked. “But babe?” she carried on. “It gives me, I don’t know, just that little bit of extra umph, you know, when I know you’re watching me, or hearing me.”
I scanned the floor unable to reply.
“I guess I’m needing to explore my womanhood, do you know what I’m saying babe?” She reached over to tug on the arm of my robe. “Are you listening honey? I’m getting in touch with my body, and what it’s telling me is, it likes it when the man who houses me and feeds me and clothes me and pays all my bills has to sit up here and listen to me fuck other men, when he has to hear me orgasm on other men’s cocks, or even maybe has to watch me do that. I don’t know why any more than you do, I didn’t ask for this, you know that, right? But,” she giggled. “But it’s going to happen again, and you’re not going to do anything about it, are you.”
I squinted at the far wall because I could have sworn I had entered into a movie and that I was watching a character played by me on a set that looked like my house. I slowly turned my head and saw her on the couch, sprawled lazily, her robe fallen open, her limbs scattered. She was twirling hair in her fingers and thumbing her phone.
“Anyway,” she said, “if you didn’t love it you would stop it, but we both know you’re not doing anything like that.” She got up and sashayed through to the kitchen. She called over her shoulder to me, “Gabby was telling the truth.”
“When?” I said, unable to not rise to her vicious bait.
“When she told you I’ve been doing it all along.” She rounded the wall and glided up the stairs as innocent as an angel carried up by the clouds.
After we’d been fucking for a year, she wanted to “do it” on the couch when my parents were only in the next room. When she pulled her clothes off, I noticed burns on her knees and elbows. I was concerned for her, I thought that she had fallen.
She was evasive though. “Nothing,” she said.
“But how did you get these?”
Naked, her hand falling limp around my hard cock, she sighed like I bored her. “I was with a boy last night.”
“What?” I was taken by surprise. “Who?”
“Nobody you know. Well, maybe you know him,” she giggled.
I was dim and unable to connect burns on her elbows and knees to the admission that she was “with a boy.” I shook my head.
She bit her lip and looked up at me through her downcast face through her fallen hair. “Come here,” she said sympathetically, and she eased her full round wet lips around my cock and squeezed me in her hand and pumped me up into her. She came off me and said, “That make it go away?”
“What?” I replied deliriously.
“Exactly,” she giggled, before going back down on me.
When I came upstairs after her, I told her she had made a wrong turn, her place was in the basement now.
She laughed. “Don’t be silly,” she said. “That’s just my love nest.” She stepped against me and let her robe fall to the floor. Her body was warm, taut, and fit. It was exquisite. “Little Robert,” she murmured into my neck. “If you’re not careful, you’ll end up with nothing.” She slid down my body like an oiled pole and when her knees touched the floor, she dragged her nails up my feet, my shins, and then my thighs, scratching deeper than she should have all the way, till finally she gripped my cock in both her hands like someone trying to stop a hose. She teased the head of my cock with the tip of her tongue and pulled back.
I grimaced, barely able to look she squeezed me so hard.
“That would be hard on little Robert wouldn’t it,” she said, looking sideways up at me through her bountiful and gracefully falling hair. I didn’t answer and she pushed my cock through her lips that she momentarily pressed closed and that I popped inside of, and she giggled. She pulled off and stood and bent a leg around my waist so that her heel pressed into my lower back. She curled her hips and painted her swelling and sweating pussy lips with the saliva-kissed head of my cock. She crooked her elbow around my neck and pulled me down to her level. “You do realize you’ve been playing with house money all along, when it comes to this body, don’t you?” She didn’t give me time to think or answer before jolting her spine and engulfing my cock within her boiling channel. She hissed and sighed and rolled her head back.
Everybody at school knew my dad was the CEO of the company most of their parents worked for. My dad considered it part of the company public relations if his son drove the best car of anyone and, eventually, “owned” the best house in town. (He wouldn’t live in a town like ours). I represented him. I was compensated for this role well — he gave me some made-up role in the company — but I was never consulted about it, and if I had, I would have never agreed.
Trisha pushed her pussy up and down my lubricated cock with agility of a gymnast. “It’s been a pretty good deal for you, wouldn’t you say?” she smiled breathily against my lips. I wrapped my hands around her tight, small ass and she yelped and sucked on my lip and bucked harder and faster against me. “All I’m saying baby,” she was losing her breath, “is a girl has to live her life, too, a little bit.” She moaned loudly and shook her hair over my face and sucked my tongue into her mouth. Her fingers dug into the back of my neck and her voice grew course and urgent. “Because baby if you’re going to start having problems now,” she ground her hips hard against mine, “I just might have to go and fuck the real man whose money I’ve been fucking all along.” She bit down on my tongue and wouldn’t let it go no matter how much it filled me with shooting bolts of pain. “You know what I’m saying?” she finally said.
My father wouldn’t hesitate if Trisha showed up at his bedroom door — he’d justify it as an opportunity to teach me another of his life’s hard lessons.
She bucked her spine and jolted her head and her whole body shivered from the inside out. She gasped and exhaled long and deeply, making a guttural sound like an alligator dying. Her pussy gushed so much, it ran down my legs. When she subsided, she kissed me sloppily on the lips and said, “Baby, it’s so good with us isn’t it.”
The following Friday night, my phone pinged. Our house was big and solid enough that I heard nothing from the downstairs suite, until I opened the basement door. Trisha had texted me, “Honey, me and Mike would love it if you brought us one of your bottles of white. I’ll make it interesting for you. XOXO”
I stood at the top of the broad curving stairs down and heard the pounding old-school hip-hop filling the place. I so wanted to say “No!” or to not reply at all. But I went down to my wine cellar. She knew I had to pass through the pool room to get there.
She was sitting up with a big plush pink towel draped around her shoulders. Under her was a Russian-looking guy. “Marvelous!” she said as I passed and she giggled. When I came back out of the cellar, she was no longer sitting up on him but was instead cupping his face in her hands and leaned over him with her hair so spread out I had to surmise she was kissing him. She pretended to be surprised when I re-entered and made a show of spreading her towel around to hide whatever it might be hiding between them. Though I couldn’t see anything, I did notice her clothes, including, prominently, her bright pink panties and bra, displayed on the adjoining lounger, and what must have been his too.
I retrieved two glasses from the kitchen, returned, and servant like, filled them lounger-side and handed them to her and him and departed, nestling the bottle in a bucket on a stand beside them. I left without turning around. But I didn’t go up the stairs. I paused around the corner and waited.
It wasn’t very long at all before I heard the sound of Trisha panting and shrieking. I peeked around the edge. They had changed places and now she was under him. The towel was gone and her toes pointed on the end of her straight-up legs. All I could see of him was his elbows pointing up and his white ass pumping up and down between her legs like an oil derrick.
I was mad. I undressed and began stroking my cock just like back in that closet. Only now there was nothing to hide between us. I stepped out and watched from across the pool, jerking myself fully. I stepped up closer to them because it felt to me as disconnected as watching a video and yet it was so lifelike and three dimensional. I ended up standing right beside Mikael and Trisha as he pumped her pussy with his cock and groaned in her neck like a wounded bear.
I stood only a foot away and yanked my cock hard and long and fast watching my wife being fucked by a stranger right below me. She noticed me before he did and just began shrieking uncontrollably with laugher. She was completely incapacitated with nearly silent giggles she laughed so hard. Mike pulled up from her neck saying, “What the fuck,” then, louder, with more alarm when he saw me right beside him jerking off, “What the fucking fuck!” I came at that instant and shot a heavy sticky load on his arm and face and Trisha’s tits and neck.
I expected I’d be hit and hit hard and often and that Trisha might also get hit. Perhaps the shock and the complete nuttiness of the situation caught him off guard — it was not the usual fucked-up situation he’d maybe come to expect in his life. He grabbed his clothes, went out the back glass doors and ran across our lawn, never to be seen again.
“Honey,” she said to me in her bed downstairs, “I don’t think we can carry on like this.” She stroked my head and I cupped her breast and gently squeezed. “But I know you’re going to need something.” She stretched over and gave me a comforting kiss on my forehead. “You always liked watching, haven’t you?”
I took a long time to answer.
“Because I can go live somewhere else if you don’t like to see it. Or you can.” She kissed my head again and nestled me closer against her spent naked body. “It’s hard to say who’d end up with the house, isn’t it.”
I considered her words.
“If it means anything to you, you should know that I like you being there, looking after me, helping me dress and telling me I look nice.” She squeezed me. “And I love knowing you’re watching me and listening to me when I’m with someone.” She paused a while. “Is that weird do you think? What if I made you watch your father fucking me.”
I closed my eyes.
“No, you wouldn’t like that,” she said. “What you can easily do is have a back door installed on your wine cellar that opens up under the stairs, remember, how you were originally going to have it done? And then what you would do, honey, is put a window in this wall here, only one of those one way windows. That way,” she said matter-of-factly, “you can sneak down the stairs, get inside your favorite room in the house, sit on a stool and watch everything through a big window, every time I have a date.” She absentmindedly kissed my head as she thought about it. “Would you like that? Then you can jerk off without anyone embarrassing you.”
I wondered if I could do that.
“We’re both winning, right?”
I still couldn’t form words.
“Well go and think about it anyway, now off you go, I have to shower and I want to get an early night to bed.” She waved for me to get out. “And if you don’t like it, you won’t ever see or touch this again, and you might not even live here after I’m done. It’s a good choice I’m offering you. Don’t take too long thinking about it or I might figure out that I’m burning myself.”
We had the renovation completed about two weeks later. I didn’t use a stool, I used a big comfortable chair. It was like the biggest video screen ever, cast in three dimensional HD quality with surround-sound. Trisha enjoyed dragging things out as long as possible I think for my benefit watching behind the glass. The window looked as easily into the pool side as into the main sitting room and bar. I watched my wife in every position in every possible place in the suite. But she still found a way to get me. One night, after setting me up with intense anticipation with texts and phone calls, she came in the door this time quietly and demurely. I sat up in my chair with my cock already in hand. Following her through the door was my father. They sat and talked and nothing transpired, though I was nearly losing my shit behind the glass. Just when I thought she was getting up to send him home, she took him by the hand through to her bedroom and closed the door.
I leapt up and pressed myself to the glass in desperation. Suddenly the bedroom door opened again. She was already missing her dress. She scampered across the floor, but only to retrieve the two glasses of wine before scampering back and closing the door. Before she shut it, she curled her lips together and raised her eyebrows and shrugged. But she closed it anyway.
I sat with my head between my legs and pondered my next move.




Lead Astray

“I’m just upstairs a minute,” Courtney called to me already out our apartment door. It was closed before I registered what she said and what it meant. We lived in a mansion converted into apartments. We knew all our neighbors, unlike in a high-rise. “Upstairs” usually meant Tiffany’s — a girl exactly Courtney’s age (23) and equally hot. But where Tiffany was a hard-drinking, football-loving, outrageous poker-playing slut, Courtney was a soft-spoken, shy, tea-and-scrabble-loving cutey. Courtney, small, slim and trim with long flowing hair black as night, loved painted nails and big glasses and spending hours in the bathroom making herself extremely sexy, only to parade around me pretending she had no idea, until she’d burst out laughing unable to keep teasing me with her faux innocence and naïveté. Only she really was innocent and naive in most things sexual.
“You’re so fucking hot,” I’d try to catch her. But she’d pull her tiny waist out of my hands.
“No I’m not,” she’d demure in protest. “You think?” she’d circle back, biting her lip. She’d push her hair back and stare at me through her coal-black eyes with a model’s seriousness before grinning and looking down sheepishly. She’d open her robe with the sash still tied to give me a narrow look at her lithe tanned body from her neck to her gleaming white panties and make like she was a stripper about to throw the knot wide open, only to double over laughing and come back up with her robe tied closer and tighter than ever. “Perv!” she’d shout at me, dashing away and wiggling her ass at me with exaggeration.
The only way she could ever bring herself to tell me she wanted sex was with that look, that sparkle of eye and tilt of her head toward our bedroom, with no words at all, before, during, or after. Even when she moaned, and even orgasmed, which she did easily and often, she covered her mouth and clenched her pretty eyes. Her tight little body shook like she was being electrocuted. “It’s embarrassing,” she murmured into my neck when I tried to get her to talk about when I lick her. If it was pitch black, though, she was greedy about straddling my face, and then she’d mash her soaking pussy against my mouth furiously. We never talked about it.
Tiffany, on the other hand, equally tight and fit but taller, had short, blonde hair cut in an electric shaggy bob and an endless array of athletic outfits she also loved parading around in, when she wasn’t visiting Courtney on a Sunday morning in a robe and nothing else. Tiffany amused herself offering details of her latest sexual exploits to Courtney but intending at the same time to make me uncomfortable. “I had a new boy-boy last night,” she’d just start with. “Speedy Gonzalez got nothing on him!” she’d laugh out loud when I tried to look away. She teased me mercilessly — she knew I had to be circumspect around conservative Courtney, but she knew I’d had my thrills.
Courtney let her long, luxurious hair fall in front of her face and watched her intriguing friend from the corners of her eyes that darted back and forth between Tiffany and me, and grew very quiet. “But I sucked him back to hard again,” she said enjoying watching Courtney squirm. “And,” she tossed her head, “little boy-boy made things all better.” Tiffany licked her top lip with her pointed tongue staring at Courtney. “Didn’t he.” She was merciless.
Courtney had never had the kind of sexual explorations college girls get because she lived at home through college and was raised by strict parents. Her cute, naturally-red, tiny mouth dropped open in a little circle as Tiffany told of her night as though she could hardly believe it. “I let him shoot it on my tits,” she said, squeezing her breasts together under her loose tank top as though to demonstrate. It only made Courtney, sprawled on our living room floor stretching, laugh dismissively. But not completely without that look of imagination in her distant eyes. “But he got it on my hair!” I watched Courtney bite her lip.
“You’re so full of it,” she said to Tiffany with a chuckle and patted her shoulder as she passed her down the hall. Tiffany captured her hand where it touched her shoulder under her own hand, before Courtney pulled away. “I’m just in the shower,” she called.
It left me and Tiffany alone in the kitchen. “Hey,” she said to me with a crooked grin. I fixed her with a one-eye-half-shut glare turning around at the kitchen sink. “Do me a favor?”
I didn’t want to ask. Tiffany made me nervous when I was alone with her. I certainly felt a strong chemistry, but she might have felt with me only what she felt with everyone, because she turned every man on the way she turned me on. “What can I help you with, Tiff,” I was turning my face away like someone opening a mystery bottle from the back of the fridge.
“I think boy-boy might still be up there!” she laughed. “Can you go and see? I don’t want to run into him again!”
“Why can’t you go?” I really didn’t want to go up there.
“Cause he’s going to probably tell me he loves me and try to date me and giver me presents and shit and start getting in the way.”
“Getting in the way of what?”
“Other boys!” she chuckled at herself and bit her lip. “What? Is it so wrong?”
I shook my head. “Why would I be up there? What if I find him? Why am up in your place?”
“Just bring a measuring cup and find something in the fridge that you just had to have.”
“And if he asks me where you are?”
“I joined the circus, no forwarding address, I left town, you haven’t seen me!” she cried out. “I don’t care, but don’t tell him I’m down here!” She came up to refill her coffee and whether an accident or not — she wouldn’t necessarily be aware of her body enough — she pressed her breasts against my arm through her robe. She turned and leaned on the counter and rested her palms on the counter edge behind her. We could hear the water pouring in the shower down the hall. She was or wasn’t aware her robe had fallen open the way Courtney liked to tease me. “Tell me something, Tom,” she said thoughtfully.
I didn’t move away but I did keep my eyes on her deep blue sea eyes. Still, my mind was scanning the periphery and marveling at those soft, smooth mounds of hers rising at the sides of her revealing robe. I licked my dry lips. “What?” I said in a half cough.
She lifted her chin and ran her hand roughly through her hair bringing her face close to mine. “Do you like coming on Courtney’s tits and face?” she murmured quietly.
“You know she wouldn’t go for that,” I matched the conspiratorial tone of her voice.
“Let me rephrase,” she said, her eyes dropping to my mouth. “Would you like coming on Courtney’s tits and face?”
“I haven’t thought about it,” I said, keeping my eyes as locked as possible on hers.
“I call bullshit,” she said in a whisper with her lips, frosted pink, an inch from mine, our breath mingling, our body-heat mixing.
“I’ve thought about it,” I said.
“Do you like it when she swallows you?” she asked, laying her tongue out on her bottom lip as a girl would who was trying to catch it.
“She doesn’t like it.”
“Does she let you come in her mouth?” she kept on. She put her finger in her mouth and brought her soft, full lips in a tight O around it, before giggling and pulling it out and stepping away from me.
“Doesn’t like it,” I repeated.
She turned and bent over in front of the fridge she opened but came back up empty handed and said over her shoulder, “You’re a good man, Tom.” I watched her stroll down our hallway toward the bathroom. The shower was still running. She knew I was looking. She let her robe fall off her shoulders as she approached the partly open bathroom door. “Just in the shower, honey,” she called over her shoulder. She peaked at me and waved with a giggle just as she closed the door tightly behind her.
The two of them often played with make-up for hours in the bathroom together. I suspected things but could never be sure I wasn’t just suffering desire-bias. They talked a lot. But sometimes, like this time, I approached the bathroom door and listened closely to the long periods of time without any talking at all. I never heard anything conclusively though.
We were planning on going out for a breakfast. I sat in the kitchen reading news. Courtney came out an hour later and came up to me with a seriousness on her face that startled me into thinking a confession was forthcoming. She leaned down and got between my face and my laptop and brought her gorgeous face close up to mine. For a split second I thought she was going to call me out on flirting with Tiffany or say something about not knowing how disgusting I was wanting to shoot my jizz on her face. “Does this look nice for you,” was all she said, and she lightly closed her eyes to show me her subtly sparkling marine blue eye shadow. She was dressed only in bra and panties — very sexy bra and panties. A quarter cup, black against her dark skin, and low-riding hipster panties. She had also put on, I noted, her waist chain. Her hands rested on my upper thighs right at my waist. Her thumbs pressed into my testicles. Her breath was scented and mouth, tiny and round, hung open. “Tell me baby,” she nearly whispered.
We might live together and see each other every day, but she still had the ability to make my mouth turn dry and my heart leap. “Pretty nice,” I could barely squeeze out. My breath was short and I wrapped my hands around both her thighs. Just when I was about to kiss her, Tiffany pushed Courtney’s face aside with her own face.
She put it right where Courtney’s was and said, imitating her light, soft, breathy voice, “What about me, baby?”
Courtney kept her serious expression and both their faces pressed together right in front of mine. Tiffany was also in just her bra and panties — white to Courtney’s black, lacy to her satin, and shiny to her matte. I scanned around her face like I was seriously assessing her make-up before Courtney doubled over and stepped away squealing in laugher. She thought it was all just meaningless goofing around. But Tiffany kept her face still and her eyes opened on mine, all blue and deep and big. “Mm?” she pressed me. Her hands were tucked prayer-like between her thighs.
“Pretty nice too,” I said.
“Would it look good?” she said low and milky.
I dismissively puffed air out my nose and rose from my chair careful to not touch her body with any part of my body. But she didn’t help me so that we came awkwardly close to my bulge brushing her face. I turned and saw that Courtney didn’t see.
The two of them stood in the kitchen each leaning on a counter thoughtfully sipping coffees listening to the chill track I had on, dressed in their bras and panties and their faces looking like models on a shoot.
“Tom wants to shoot his load on your face,” Tiffany said to Courtney the way one would say “I had a good sleep last night.”
I spat coffee and Courtney shouted through her scandalized grin, “Tiffany!” She turned around in embarrassment but quickly turned back again trying as hard as she could to maintain herself in this challenge. Tiffany just giggled like the mischievous nymph she was and pretended to sip coffee casually.
“Well he does,” Tiffany said.
“No he doesn’t,” Courtney said looking down and full of shyness.
“Have you tried?”
“I don’t have to.” They played this game a lot, Tiffany teasing her and Courtney defying her teasing while both knew full well she was out of her league.
“Do you even know how to do it?”
Courtney sipped her coffee stalling for time. “Doesn’t seem something that would take a lot of thought.”
I knew she was holding her own but barely.
“It does if you do it as good as I do it,” Tiffany said low and quiet.
“And how do you do it?” she shook her head at her friend biting down on her lip to keep from bursting out laughing.
“I’d have to show you how to do it,” Tiffany said.
“You’re so full of shit,” Courtney said through a grin.
Tiffany pulled her robe back on and said she was going upstairs. “Maybe you two have a few things to tell each other about,” she said with a laugh. I hadn’t checked for her whether the guy was up there or not. I went back to my laptop unsure how to follow-up. That’s when Courtney dashed out of the kitchen, reappeared with her robe on, and said she was “going upstairs a minute” too.
She came back down over an hour later. She was not the same person. She went to the shower even though she had had one only two hours before. When she finally came out of the bathroom, she wasn’t wearing any make-up and wasn’t in a teasing mood at all. “What’s the matter, Court?” I asked her
“Nothing,” she whispered, which always meant something.
“You need to tell me,” I said.
“I know,” she barely squeezed out. We sat silently a long while on opposite sides of the kitchen counter. Finally she looked up at me. “Tom,” she said with gravity. “I might have done something upstairs.” She screwed up her mouth and looked sideways down at the floor, anything to avoid my eyes. “I’m sorry.”
I studied her a long while before responding. “So, what did you do?”
She looked away again, to the far wall, out the window, across the ceiling. She muttered something inaudibly.
“Hm?”
“I touched a thing.”
“A thing.”
“A penis,” she whispered.
I stared at the top of her head. “Whose?”
“The guy. Tiffany’s guy. Her ‘boy-boy,’” she sneered.
There was a knock at our door. I stared at Courtney even as I opened our door. It was Tiffany who never normally knocks and even has a key, as we do to her place. “Can I come in?” she uttered gloomy and darkly.
I gestured widely with my arm and said nothing.
I came back to the kitchen where Tiffany was leaning on the counter, arms crossed over her chest, biting her lip and looking up at me sheepishly. Courtney looked traumatized at the counter.
“It was my fault, Tom,” Tiffany started.
“Fault for what?” I stated flatly.
“Things got a little carried away I guess,” Tiffany said.
“Anyone going to tell me what we’re talking about?”
They both looked at each other. Finally Courtney giggled the way a kid does when they shouldn’t but can’t stop. That made Tiffany crack and before long they were both laughing so hard they couldn’t talk or breathe. When they finally managed to get hold of themselves, Tiffany sitting beside her, their arms around each other’s shoulders, Courtney tried to explain.
“I just wanted to watch,” she tilted her head at me trying to elicit sympathy.
Tiffany patted her shoulder. “I just wanted to show her how!” she said. “So she can let you, you said you wanted to.” She looked at me with that sympathy eliciting look too.
Courtney bit her lip. “And I guess I helped a little.”
“You helped.”
She shrugged. “Tiffany let me.”
I looked at Tiffany. “She wanted to,” she almost mouthed at me silently, before shrugging deeply in a “what was I supposed to do?” look.
“You, like, had your hand around his thing?” I asked.
Courtney looked up at me full of guilt. She paused but then she nodded slightly.
“Were you, like, doing more than just holding it?”
She looked at Tiffany who gave her a “oh shit” look. She looked back at me and did the same thing — paused a while, then nodded slightly.
“Like how much more?” I asked. She looked at Tiffany with her eyes bulging out. “Like in your mouth?”
She clenched her eyes like she couldn’t stand to hear it. But she also didn’t say no.
“You put this guy’s cock in your mouth? You sucked him off?”
Both Tiffany and Courtney were quick to correct me, speaking at once. “Not all the way!” said Courtney, and “I finished him,” said Tiffany.
“Wait,” I said, “Let me get this straight.” I pinched the bridge of my nose and  closed my eyes. “You were both sucking on his cock at the same time?”
Tiffany erupted in laughter but quickly subdued herself. “It was certainly big enough,” she said, before they both began laughing hysterically again.
“The fuck,” I said, shaking my head.
Tiffany reached out and took my hand in hers. “Come on, Tom, it was just a momentary thing. It was like a sex toy. You don’t care when she uses those, right?”
She must have caught Courtney and me shooting bolts of looks at each other.
“Wait,” she said doubtfully slowly scanning her gaze down to Courtney. “You mean you don’t? Oh my god!”
I thought she meant that Courtney doesn’t use those. But I was now the ashamed one. Courtney shook her head at Tiffany and said, “Not in front of him.”
“He doesn’t know?!” Tiffany was incredulous. Courtney shook her head slowly.
“You have toys?” I asked her. She looked at me and nodded with a grin slowly breaking over her face.
“Oops,” she said.
“Courtney uses a vibrator to masturbate, Tom.” Tiffany nodded once as though stating an fact for court. “And Courtney, Tom jerks off thinking about shooting his come on your gorgeous face and pretty little tits.” She nodded again with finality. “I should be a relationship counsellor. How do you two not know this about each other? I drag home a one night stand who’s back on the curb in three hours and he knows more about me than either of you two know about each other.”
That night, in bed, Courtney said, after we had our usual conservative sex, “That was just a one-off Tom. You don’t have to worry.”
“I get it,” I said, wrapping my arm around her. “You like it though?” I tried.
She shook her head against my chest and I couldn’t assess her face. “No,” she said in a small voice.
The following Saturday night, we were hanging out at home when Courtney’s phone buzzed. She texted back without saying anything to me, but she didn’t put her phone down either. We were watching some show. Her phone kept buzzing and she kept texting back but in a low-key way. After it stopped, she grew more and more agitated-like. She couldn’t sit still and kept getting up and coming back. We were wearing our home sweats. She didn’t say anything but she changed into black leggings. Next time she came back, she was wearing some loose tank top. “Keep watching,” she said to me, leaving for the bathroom. When she came out — too long for the normal thing — she had make-up on. It was subtle, but even in the dark it was obvious. She just sauntered back in and sat on the other couch and kept watching the show like nothing.
Finally, she said, “Hey.”
I looked up at her.
“Not really into this one,” she said of our favorite show the last few weeks. “Just going to go up and see what Tiff is doing, okay?”
She never asked me before. “She upstairs? She’s not out?”
“I think she is,” Courtney was a terrible liar. “Just going to go see.”
“Why don’t you text her?” I suggested.
“Meh,” she said. “I might stay if she’s up there, depending on what’s going.”
I thought to myself, she always stays up there, why would she need to state that now? “Okay, Court,” I said with doubt in my voice.
“You okay with me going up?”
I squinted at her. “Yeah, I guess so,” I said, not comprehending.
“Okay, well, you know where I am,” she said. She checked herself in the mirror. “Okay, bye Tom,” she said to me as she opened our door. “Bye,” she repeated. It was the strangest thing.
I called out just before the door closed. “How long you think?”
She paused with her foot in the door and thought long and hard about the question. Finally she said, “Maybe don’t wait up.”
It was past 2 in the morning when I was woken up by her coming back through our door. She went immediately to our shower before tip-toeing back into our bedroom.
“Long time,” I mumbled.
“I tried not to wake you!” she said.
“You have a good time?” I asked her rolling over to face her.
She didn’t answer. I asked again. “Mm-hm,” she said. “Tired now though.” She rolled away from me and said, low and distantly, “Goodnight Tom.”
The next evening, Tiffany came in with the lightest tapping at our door with her long painted fingernails. “You guys decent?” she said.
“In here,” Courtney called to her from the kitchen.
We’d just finished popping corn and I gestured with my head to her to head back out to the living room. I plopped down with Courtney and Tiffany, being Tiffany, acted like a kid and wiggled and squeezed down between us. “What?” she said barely containing her giggling. She studied the screen like there was nothing wrong with it. After a few minutes, there wasn’t. Me and Courtney settled back and the three of us passed the popcorn back and forth watching the crazy show.
Tiffany began to slide down in a deeper slump into the couch. I noticed in the dark that Courtney was slumping down too. I also noticed that they were wrestling their fingers quietly and between their legs where I mightn’t have seen. I only did notice when I glanced over at the sound of Courtney’s deep and rapid breathing that caught. I pretended not to notice though.
Tiffany slowly reached with her other hand over to Courtney’s face and though I didn’t look, I heard the unmistakable sound of a kiss. What I couldn’t avoid seeing was Tiffany bringing Courtney’s hand over to her lap and then edging it upward, pushing the bottom of her short skirt as she did until her gleaming white panties were visible to me in the flickering light of the monitor. Both of their breathing was now obvious.
I cleared my throat and Tiffany reached behind her head to cup my jaw in her palm even while she and Courtney were getting into a deeper, longer, more serious kiss. She pressed my cheek and when my head followed, she turned to my face and immediately kissed me the way she’d been kissing Courtney — with tongue.
I instinctively reached over to feel her breast and she arched under my touch and a tiny moan escaped her inside our full on kiss. She broke off from me and went at Courtney again. Rubbed her chest and looked down. Courtney, moaning and squirming, had moved her hand under Tiffany’s panties. Tiffany lifted her hips and Courtney, her hand shaking, fumbled and tugged trying to rip her panties off. Tiffany reached over with both hands on Courtney’s hips and with more deftness than Courtney showed, she eased her panties off her. They were both wearing short summer dresses. Tiffany slipped down to the floor and turned over to kneel between Courtney’s legs. Courtney fell sideways and strained to reach me with her face. I began to move closer but her mouth ended up in my lap and she began to frantically tug at my belt and jeans the same way she had gone at Tiffany. Before long, she had my cock out and stroked it and stretched to kiss it. She shifted closer and Tiffany followed her hips, keeping her mouth between her legs. Her hands rose up Courtney’s body and she lifted her dress off her and then pulled her own off too.
Courtney tugged at my t-shirt and then Tiffany came over on her knees to me and helped her undress me completely. I looked at Courtney but she didn’t want me to see her eyes. She rolled over and down to the floor beside Tiffany. She giggled and when Tiffany licked my cock that she held gently in her palm, Courtney followed suit, doing to me exactly what Tiffany had just done.
They began to kiss each other and my cock all at the same time, licking, sucking, and teasing each other. I leaned back into the couch and pushed my two hands into each of their heads of hair and marveled at the scene in my lap. The two girls stopped and murmured at each other and giggled and elbowed each other. I didn’t know what they were negotiating but they both stood up and Tiffany, without asking, grabbed my ankles and stretched my out sideways along the couch. She held Courtney’s hand and they balanced each other as they both straddled me — Courtney over my hips and Tiffany over my face, facing each other.
They stated kissing each other with twisting passion again. I stretched my neck and kissed Tiffany’s new and different — bigger — labia. She shivered and moaned and kissed Courtney harder, running her hands frantically all over her naked body and chest. Someone’s hand, I don’t know whose, gripped my cock, by then hard, and I felt Courtney’s wet pussy slide down on my shaft. Tiffany matched Courtney moan for moan when she engulfed me. I sucked at her pussy and played my tongue over her clit lightly. She cried out and braced herself, grabbing Courtney’s biceps before she stiffened and vibrated on me. I felt a warm gush run over my face and down my neck.
We all moved around and Courtney ended up behind me where I stood, leaning over Tiffany slouched all the way under me on the couch, my hands planted on the back. Her feet were dangling over my shoulder. Courtney was pressed into my back. She reached around to take my cock in her hand. She pulled and guided me until my cock was touching Tiffany’s sweet wet pussy. I leaned down and kissed Tiffany and resisted but Courtney pushed me in the back and pulled my cock till the head was inside Tiffany’s scorching pussy. She bellowed out in a guttural cry and behind me Courtney cried out too as though in sympathy. She stepped around and without hesitating, she walked up onto the couch and pushed her body between Tiffany and I and squatted down till her own pussy was dangling over Tiffany’s face. Me and Courtney began kissing with more passion than ever, and her hands slipped around my lower back. Her fingers pulled at me, encouraging me to push my cock deeper into Tiffany, and faster, and harder.
I began to plough Tiffany so hard the whole couch, along with all three of us, began to jolt so much the feet of the couch skidded on the floor. Courtney went first. Tiffany was doing something right between her legs and she grabbed my skin so hard she cut me. Her unmistakable shuddering began and it was enough to bring me to the edge too. I rammed Tiffany so hard and deep she cried out in a deep and animal-like cry. Tiffany leapt up pulling herself off me and nearly throwing little Courtney to the floor below me. She reached around from behind me and jerked my cock like it was her own. Courtney knelt in front of me with her mouth open, her tongue out, and her eyes clenched closed. She jutted her chest and closed her mouth around the head of my cock until I couldn’t take Tiffany’s handjob anymore. When I shot, Courtney threw her head back and I spurted all over her pretty neck and her tits. She brought her face back and yelped when I kept shooting, covering her mouth and face in my jizz. When I finally subsided, she kept her eyes closed but licked me up clean before leaping up and grabbing Tiffany by the hand and dashing them both down the hall to the bathroom.
I sat spent on the couch nearly falling asleep. So much time passed I decided to investigate. I kneed the bathroom door open to find them together in the hot steaming shower, Tiffany on her knees and Courtney leaning against the glass with one leg over Tiffany’s shoulder. Her head was thrown back and she was clenching at the foggy glass behind her.
A few nights later, Tiffany came down. “Did you tell him yet?” she said to Courtney.
Courtney had been in the bathroom and I thought she was just playing with make-up. But Tiffany looked like a devil and Courtney came out looking like an angel. She took Courtney’s hand in hers and said, “We’re going to go out for a bit, okay?” She bit her lip like she was barely able to contain her excitement.
“Okay,” I said, “where you going?”
Courtney looked at Tiffany nervously.
“We’re meeting a date,” Tiffany finally said to me with a stiffened neck of defiance.
“What?” I looked at Courtney but she pressed herself against Tiffany and hid her face.
“You had your fun with a different girl the other night, don’t you think Courtney deserves a little fun too?”
“That was you!” I restored in disbelief.
“Hardly matters who it was, does it. You didn’t seem to mind too much if I recall.”
“Courtney, you can’t!” I said. She squirmed behind Tiffany.
“It’s hardly the first time, Tom.” Tiffany said my name like I had been the perpetrator of horrible crimes.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“What do you think she’s doing up in my place?”
“Courtney,” I said, trying to keep my composure. “Can we talk about this?”
She stepped out from behind Tiffany. “I did tell you,” she said in a tiny but audible and, I noted, oddly confident sounding voice.
“You told me about that one time.”
“And you didn’t make me feel like you wanted to hear about that sort of thing again,” she retorted right away.
“I didn’t want to hear about it again because I didn’t want it to happen again.”
“You knew it did when I came down at 1 in the morning.”
“More like after 2 in the morning.”
“So you had to know.”
I was flummoxed. “How could you just assume I’d . . . “ but she cut me off.
“Tom, you watched me get ready in the bathroom for hours at least half a dozen times! What did you think, I was getting all ready just for Tiffany?”
Tiffany smiled at her demurely and squeezed her hand. She saw me lose my thread and pounced. “He did!” she pronounced. “He thought you were dressing and making up for me!”
I struck back, “Well you guys did . . . “ but Tiffany this time cut me off mid-sentence. “So you think we’re getting it on together all the time? Typical male fantasy!”
I tilted my head and furrowed my brow and put my hands on my hips. I was confused.
Tiffany turned to Courtney and gently lifted her chin up and leaned over to kiss her on the mouth. She put her finger on Courtney’s lips and when she pressed, Courtney’s lips opened and her eyes closed. Tiffany looked at me as she entered Courtney’s mouth deeply with her finger. “You don’t have to worry, Tom,” she said quietly to me. “I’m not leaving her alone with a man.” She looked back at Courtney who had taken her wrist in both her hands and moved Tiffany’s finger in and out of her pressing bright lips. “Unless she wants to.”
“Tiffany,” I said, glaring at her with all the warning I could evoke.
“She wanted more, you only had to ask her,” Tiffany said. “Come one Courts,” she said softly to Courtney. “We’re a duo,” she laughed as she strolled past me, dragging Courtney behind her. “And there’s a certain gentleman waiting at the cafe who apparently like’s threesomes. Who knew?” She laughed.
“Courtney!” I called as she trailed Tiffany down the hallway.
Tiffany turned around and turned Courtney by the shoulders to face me in front of her. “She’s a changed woman, Tom,” she said. “See?” She began to slide Courtney’s skirt up her thighs.
Courtney squirmed and breathed “No,” but she also reached above and behind her and draped her arms behind Tiffany’s head.
Tiffany lifted her skirt up around her waist. Courtney’s feet pointed inward and her knees met. She squeezed her hips down and whispered again to Tiffany with her eyes closing lightly, “No.”
But Tiffany smiled wryly at me and touched the front of her white panties. It was obvious they were soaked. “See?” Tiffany said. She slid her fingers under the waist of Courtney’s panties and I could see she was sliding a finger into her. Courtney could barely hold herself up hanging from Tiffany’s neck. She breathed hard and writhed over the front of Tiffany’s body. Tiffany drew a hand up her front and squeezed her breast. Courtney audibly moaned and whimpered. She squeezed her thighs together and shook. When Tiffany barely touched her cheek with her fingertip, Courtney’s head spun and she devoured her finger, sucking on it like it was the last cock on Earth. She moaned and twisted and inhaled in sharp cries.
“Courtney?” Tiffany said, looking right in my eyes. “Suck Tom off and make sure to swallow every drop of him.”
I was startled at the language and shocked on Courtney’s behalf. But she immediately leapt from Tiffany and dropped on her knees in front of me. I stepped back into the wall alarmed at what Tiffany had turned her into. She grappled with shaking hands at my pants and dug my cock out. She devoured it the same way she had Tiffany’s finger moments earlier. Tiffany stepped behind the kneeling Courtney and petted her hair. Courtney moaned on me and swirled her tongue all over my cock inside her mouth — techniques she had never displayed with me before.
“I think Tom-Tom likes, Courtney,” Tiffany said, still staring into my eyes. It was hard to concentrate. Tiffany leaned over Courtney and raised my chin to kiss my mouth. Her face very close to mine, she said, “I tried to warn you Tom, but she’s an absolute animal.”
Courtney bobbed on my cock till it poked her throat. She gripped me and stroked me like I’d never been handled before. Tiffany kissed me again and touched my mouth the way she had Tiffany and I sucked on her finger. “There we go,” she whispered. “Better.”
She looked down and stroked Courtney’s hair. Courtney sucked on me so hard and deep, I didn’t last long. Tiffany reached around behind me and pulled me by the lower back to make me fuck Courtney’s face. I hadn’t quite done that before, but Courtney responded with near orgasmic moans. Hearing her sounding close to losing it, I was unable to hang on and my eyes rolled back, my breath fell out of me and I collapsed back against the wall. I began to come but Courtney stayed on me. She kept sucking just as hard. She moaned and squirmed and yelped inside her mouth and I shot and shot beyond anything I’d done before it seemed. She kept me in her mouth until I was spent. When she slowly and carefully pulled off, she kept her lips tight and nothing came out. She looked up at me I would say lovingly and she swallowed in a big obvious gulp. She opened her mouth for me to see it was all gone. Then she laughed to herself and cleaned my cock with her tongue.
“Good girl,” Tiffany said. She helped her up and continued down the hall with her. When they left the door — I was still delirious against the wall — Courtney turned a moment and gave me a shy tiny wave of her fingers and the littlest excited smile.
I snuck upstairs every half hour. Finally, I heard them inside. I heard Tiffany talking loudly and I heard Courtney laugh. I kept listening. They talked and then there was not talking. I pressed my ear to the door. I could hear what could be kisses — there were subtle smacking sounds, and suction sounds too. Just when I thought they were just leading me on and were in there together, I heard the unmistakable moan of a male voice. I sank down on the floor. Moments later, I heard more male moaning, and then I heard the unmistakable sound of Courtney crying in those tiny, inhaled cries of hers. I closed my eyes and tried to stop hearing, but I didn’t leave. I heard the smacking of flesh hitting flesh with the frequency that could only be fucking. And it was Courtney’s voice, her cries and moans, that were being jolted.
At 2 in the morning, I heard our door open. I didn’t know what I’d say. I pretended to sleep and rolled my back to the bedroom door. I felt the bed depress. I felt cool hands run over my shoulders and I tried to resist. I felt a warm mouth kiss the back of my neck and a body press up tightly against mine from behind. I clenched my eyes and my mind raced. How could I live with this, how could I forgive it? I refused to give in. My legs were pressed apart and I rolled on my back and covered my eyes with my arm, I didn’t her so see that I’d been crying. I didn’t want it, but I felt lips and tongue and then a whole mouth encircle my cock and suck it up till it grew stiff and thick. I couldn’t resist anymore and I reached down and plunged my hands into her hair. It was short, not long. My eyes shot open and I looked down between my legs. Tiffany lifted her face from my cock and smiled up to me.
“Thought maybe you were feeling lonely down here,” she said.
“Where’s Courtney,” I whispered.
“Sh-sh about that,” she whispered back before engulfing my cock deep in her mouth.
“But,” I said.
She’d reached up and pinched my mouth closed. She also squirmed up on her knees until her hips were above mine and she only let go of my mouth when hers took over, kissing me deeply and passionately. Her back moved like a wave and her hips curled in. Her hot wet pussy engulfed me as tightly as her mouth had been a moment earlier. She stroked my cheek and kissed the crook of my neck as she rose and fell on me in the sweetest fuck I’d even been given. When she began to moan in my ear, my mind went white. She kept fucking me slowly, tightly, and deeply, all the way through a long, restrained, nearly tantric orgasm. I shot into her hard enough to blow it out her other side.
When we recovered and I tried again to ask where Courtney was, she sh'd me again and lead me, sweetly, lovingly, to the bathroom and to the shower. Her attention to soaping me, massaging me, and kissing me everywhere, made me keep forgetting things. She stood against me and pushed my finger to her clit, enlarged and throbbing. She showed me how to touch her and when she began to undulate against me, I dropped down on my knees and ate her out. She came so beautifully on my tongue she made me feel like no one had ever made her come like that before.
In the morning, I had so lost my mind that, as Tiffany and I sat in robes at the counter with coffee and croissants, I was startled by the door opening and Courtney stepping inside. She stepped up to me and kissed me on the cheek. “Did you have a nice night, honey?” she asked knowingly.
I looked at Tiffany. Her and Courtney laughed together softly and then kissed each other on the mouth. Courtney drank from Tiffany’s coffee cup.
“Yeah I guess,” I said, unsure of myself. “And you?” I asked tentatively.
She pressed her body against Tiffany’s and swooned and giggled and covered her mouth. Some things hadn’t changed, after all. “I did,” she said full of shyness and embarrassment.
“Is he still up there?” Tiffany asked her.
“I don’t know,” Courtney answered squirming and coy, hiding her face in Tiffany’s neck again. She sat down on Tiffany’s lap and ate some of her croissant.
The following weekend, Tiffany and Courtney were in the bathroom for a long time again. When they came out, they both got me to check their makeup. They got dressed together, letting me help. Before they left, Tiffany sucked me off on the couch while Courtney kissed me. They left hand in hand.
They were both back at 12. “He sucked,” Tiffany said. They took up position on both sides of me on the couch. While Courtney stroked me, Tiffany kissed me all over.
“Next week,” Courtney said to Tiffany, “I’m picking the guy.”
“You always pick guys who are too nice and gentle,” Tiffany said. “I’ve got a better idea.”
They both looked at me and laughed.




U30 Swap Meet

Azure dropped her bags on the floor and tilted her head and sighed. “Baby,” she moaned, knowing Landon was right behind her, “I love you soooo much.” She twisted on her cute pink Uggs, closed her copper-shadowed eyes, and purred through her dahlia painted lips, “It’s perfect, cowboy.” She rose on her toes and smiled broadly and pressed her full soft lips against his. “Someone’s going to ride tonight I think,” she giggled.
“Into the sunset,” Landon said wrapping his arms around her waist.
She darted her tongue out and lashed at his bottom lip that she had been staring at so closely. She whispered, “And into the sunrise, and under the noon-day sun, and,” she sucked gently on his top lip and then his bottom lip, before running the tip she held hard all along his jaw till she got to his ear that she teased mercilessly and added, “all,” before kissing his neck, “night,” she tugged at his top coat button with her clenched fist, “long.” She worked the second and third button free with her bronze-painted fingernails.
Landon pushed his hand between her cheek and her strawed Havana blonde hair and her neck contorted, she twisted and made to bite him like a wild cat. She inhaled sharply through her clenched teeth. “Gonna suck your thing like I’m angry at it,” she glinted at him before twirling away from him laughing and flicking her hair. She looked out at the ocean, fringed by a rocky coast coated in layers of ice and lined by twisted and stripped pines contorted by lashing winds under a buffed steel sky and raised her hands high over her head and leaned her body against the floor to ceiling glass. She rolled to face him where he remained framed by the closed hotel door.
“Happy,” she said, pulling open her long camel peacoat and extending her arms down so it slid all around her legs on the floor. “First,” she said, unwrapping the thick grey and red plaid scarf from around her neck and dropping it. “Anni,” she breathed, drawing down the zipper of her pastel pink hoody that had “Barbie” scrawled across the front. She left it on, pulling the hood up and over most of her face. “Verse,” she jutted her chest giving him a glimpse of her black demi cup bra and wiggled her hips as she twisted both fists at the snap. “Sary,” she leaned her head back and left her jeans half way down her legs. She wrapped one arm in front of her face and down behind her head, and plunged her other hand down the front of her black boyshort panties.
She stepped out of her jeans and turned again to press her nearly naked body against the glass. Her hips danced while she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and drew them down her long, slender thighs, letting them fall like a cloud the rest of the way to her bare feet, stepping out of them with a dainty toe step. She bent over and reached between her legs to press her long, graceful fingers into the bare pillows of her flesh there, and twisted her head around to look at Landon through her glassy, brown eyes. She clenched her pussy and curled her hips in a jerk and licked the top lip of her pouty mouth. “Baby,” she seethed at him. ”Not going to be able to wait.” Her round ass pushed out and she her middle finger disappeared inside her glistening lips.
Landon pulled his pants down and nearly tripped over them hopping toward her. He tumbled onto the bed to save himself and got his arm caught in his half off sweater. It got stuck on his head and he thrashed inside with his pants around his ankles and fell on the floor with a thud, groaning in pain. He kicked his pants off and flung them with his feet and got on his knees before he finally found his way out the bottom of his inside out t-shirt. He got one sock off and his boxers around his knees when he reached his wife’s ass, still rotating, still thrusting, still with her finger in between depressing in and sliding out and stirring around like a tongue in a honey pot. His cock strained. He spread her cheeks and stopped for a moment to look into the abyss of her pussy, his vertical pink slash of glistening, soft and private pleasure flesh. Her finger, long slender and topped with her one pink glitter painted nail, emerged from within the gripping folds shining and slick, and she curled it under his chin and beckoned with a stroke for him to come, to kiss, to enter with his tongue that she knew would make her collapse.
He blew a slow puff of cooling air through his pursed lips and she squealed and sank against the glass and her head fell back. There came a rapid rapping on the door, four sharp cracks that startled them and destroyed the world like a thrown sledge hammer through a plate glass window.
With his hands on her butt cheeks, he twisted around and paused before shouting, “Coming.”
She curled both her lips between her rows of pearly teeth and bunched her coat around her naked body and scurried into the bathroom. “Get rid of them fast, baby,” she pleaded with Landon grabbing his crotch and shivering her body with her teeth clenched. “Uh!” she scolded him with squinted eyes as she drew closed the bathroom door.
The rapping cracked at the door again and Landon, pants on but not done and t-shirt not all tugged down yet, opened the door and peered out through the gap. “Towels,” the maid said.
“We got towels,” Landon tried to push the door closed.
“Not enough,” Azure said quickly and softly through her cracked-open bathroom door. “Look,” she said, flinging it open a brief second, showing Landon her completely naked body. She laughed and shut the door again.
He opened the door and reached his hand out. “Okay,” he said.
The maid stepped her foot in the way of the door. “Additional pillows,” she said.
“Not needed,” he said, pushing the door into her white sneaker.
“Yes we do,” Azure said in a scratchy mechanical voice with just her lips in the crack. She smiled and darted her tongue out at him and shut the door again.
“Okay,” he said, pulling the pillows from her hands.
“Complimentary coffees and breakfast vouchers,” she said as he leaned on the door.
“Got ‘em,” he said through the narrowing crack.
Azure’s arm reached out the bathroom door and she pointed with an outstretched finger to the maid.
He pushed his hand out the door and grasped at the vouches and packets. The maid pulled the door all the way and came in. Landon stood aside to avoid being run over and marveled at how she took over. Thought the slightly open bathroom door, he glanced at Azure who gaped her mouth and raised her eyebrows in shock. She also glanced down at his still-tenting jeans and made with her hand and lips as though sucking on it.
The maid stood in the middle of the room and recited her rehearsed listing of the features of their honeymoon suite. As she explained the pool and hot tub times and rules and the breakfast service time and what’s on, and what’s available from room service, and how there will be “four room services a day, 10, 2, 5 and 9,” and the live show that’s coming up, Azure, out of her visual range but certainly within Landon’s to his side, opened the bathroom door all the way and went on the floor on a big white towel she spread and began to dance like a stripper for him, spreading her legs and pushing her breasts up and licking her own nipples. Landon’s gaze alternated between nodding hurriedly at the maid in front of him and darting unbelieving bugged-out eyes at his new wife writhing and squirming in sexual ecstasy to his left.
“Got it, got it,” he said to the maid.
“Now I know you just got in,” she nodded as though in prayer.
Landon rolled his hand gesturing for her to get on with it.
“But because of the event we’re hosting this weekend, I’m afraid to tell you that your time to have dinner in the dining room is limited and you need to be out of there in about 40 minutes — everything is reserved by 5:30.”
“Got it,” Landon nodded. She made to leave finally before Landon shook his head. “Wait, what?”
“Sir?”
“We have to be out of there by 5:30?”
“All tables are reserved by that time, I thought they explained that when you booked.”
“So we have to go down, order and eat all in 40 minutes?”
“They’re all reserved at that time.”
“That’s a bit early for us. That’s a bit rushed. There’s another restaurant in town?”
“In town, sir?”
“Around . . . here?” he gestured with his arm across the expanse out the window.
“Back the way you came about an hour there’s a diner, mostly truck stop type of fare, big servings, not expensive at all.”
“An hour.”
“If the road is still open. Wind and snow coming up last hour or so.”
“A truck stop you mean? Is there like a, I don’t know, a restaurant, you know, with like wine, appetizers . . . ?”
“Sir?” she tilted her head quizzically.
“Like an expensive kind of place.”
She burst out with a belly laugh. “Why in the world you want an expensive place with the size of servings they give you just down the road? Anyway, like I said, we’re a little overbooked with the group here so try to make time downstairs to the restaurant. They got your complimentary glasses of wine waiting for you already poured.” She shook her head muttering “expensive kind of place” and chuckled, finally leaving the room.
Landon sank against the bathroom door and tapped on it. It fell open and Azure came out tightly bundled up in a white hotel robe striding past him sliding down and said, “We have to hurry or we’re going to starve.” He watched her recede toward the beds and the suitcases checking her watch and scrolling her phone. “No WIFI yet,” she called over her shoulder.
Azure touched her napkin to the corners of her mouth and excused herself to go to the washroom. When she came back, she leaned in with eyes aflame and said, “Landon, this place you found is so odd! Everybody looks . . . “ she trailed off and gazed around the filling restaurant.
“They kind of all look like us,” he gazed around suspiciously.
“You know how usually we’re like by far the youngest at these places?”
“Yeah. No,” he murmured thoughtfully. “What kind of convention she say it was?”
“She didn’t,” Azure was equally thoughtful. “I got hung up on the four room services a day. I mean, that’s great service, but . . . “
“Who needs their room made up 4 times a day?”
“And so many towels. And pillows.”
They finished up just ahead of the server lifting their plates even as they were setting their forks down and the place began to fill up with diners. They made their way to the bar to stretch the dinner experience out and to gather more evidence of what was going on.
“Hey,” Landon said to the barkeep as he stuffed a bill in the tip jar and took two glasses of complimentary wine. “What’s the event booking out the hotel?”
The barkeeper just looked back at him like he asked what the name of the planet was, and laughed, turning away and shaking his head.
When Landon turned to step carefully back to their little table, he caught sight of Azure smiling pleasantly but shooting him a glare with her eyes popping out. Where Landon had been sitting relaxed another guy in red Mac jacket and rolled up blue jeans.
Landon set the glasses down and said, “Hey, how’s it going?”
The guy didn’t make to get up but just replied casually, “It’s all good bro,” and he chuckled looking up at Landon and patted Azure’s arm, which she retracted like it was stung.
“Gonna need you to,” Landon tilted his head to the side. He smiled and they met each other’s eyes. “Bro.” He gestured with his hooked thumb.
“Seriously?”
“Uh, yeah, seriously.” He looked at Azure and she looked back at him each with complimentary disbelieving faces. The guy pushed himself up at great effort and set his sights on his next table before leaving Landon’s chair.
“Can you believe that guy?” Landon pulled up close to Azure.
“You came just in time! I can’t believe what he was asking me!”
“What was he asking you?” Landon checked over his shoulder and saw the guy pulling out a chair at another table with a lone female who smiled at him. He scanned around the room and noticed quite a few tables with lone women and also, men wondering from one table to the next.
“He wanted to know if I liked,” she leaned forward and cupped her mouth close to Landon’s ear, “anal.”
“What the fuck?” Landon shot up and stared around the place looking for him.
“Sit, sit,” Azure pulled at his wrist. “He wasn’t the only one. Another guy came you didn’t even notice when you were talking to the barkeeper. I’m not telling you what he did.”
“What did he do?” Landon’s face went red like a pitcher filling with juice.
“He was grabbing my leg under the table.”
“Did you stop him?”
“How could I?” she said.
“What are you talking about?”
“His wife was right behind me . . . stroking my hair.”
“What?!”
She leaned forward and said quietly through clenched teeth. “You know what that does to me, cowboy!”
Landon flew back in his chair and rolled his eyes across the ceiling and along the floor. “The fuck is going on here?”
A server tapped him on the shoulder. “Bar,” she said.
Landon twisted around. The barkeeper pointed to two glasses of wine. Landon pointed to the two glasses he already brought over. The barkeeper gestured for him to come to the bar anyway. Landon stood up confused and the barkeeper held up two fingers — he wanted them both to come over.
The barkeeper had customers to deal with and said, “You two sit here a minute.”
They took seats at the stools. Finally he wiped his hands on a towel and leaned on his side of the bar keeping an eye on where customers come up. “I thought you were kidding me, buddy, when you asked what’s going on here.”
“No,” Landon shook his head.
“I can see that now,” he chuckled.
“I don’t get the joke,” said Landon. Activity picked up and all around Landon and Azure flowed incredibly beautiful young women and built, good looking men. Azure continued to get distracted, and Landon wasn’t doing much better on giving the barkeeper his attention. It looked like a convention of bar hostesses and professional athletes.
“No joke, brother,” he said. “It’s a U30 swap meet,” he stated flatly.
Landon’s eyes narrowed. Azure wasn’t listening anymore. “Flea market . . . ?”
The guy laughed from deep in his belly. “Good one! No, swapping . . . Like, swapping, brother. Couples in their 20s.” He nodded like Landon was now getting it.
“I’m not getting it,” he leaned forward on the bar.
The bartender studied him a minute, unsure if he was pulling his leg again about being so dim. He wasn’t. He leaned down and spoke in Landon’s face. “Young couples, mostly married, switch partners for an hour or two, or a night. Or the weekend, if that’s what rocks their boat.” He stood up and bopped his head to the music that became louder. “Bar is where you hook up. If you’re in here, you’re looking to hook up.”
He looked over at Azure but she was nowhere to be seen. He flicked his head frantically back and forth before the barkeeper caught his attention and tilted his head toward the dance floor. A mass of young beautiful people thronged as one, arms flailing, hips rotating. Right in the front was Azure, going down in half squats with her ass facing a big huge black guy holding her by her waist and pushing himself against her from behind. Azure’s hands rose over her head and she picked up her long silky hair and let it fall again all around her shoulders and chest. She looked hot — and fit right in with the rest of the bodies.
Landon pushed through the watchers standing around watching those dancing — mostly the men watching the ladies — and he yanked Azure by the wrist. “Hey,” she opened her eyes as though snapped out of a dream.
“We have to go,” he said sternly.
“But I’m just getting warmed up baby,” she smiled at him dreamily and tried to pull him into the crowd. Other hands touched and drew over Landon’s body. He spun around and round a young woman in a short black dress feeling her way around his waist. She was cute as anything. He pushed her hands off him gently but that only lead to another set of hands running over his back. It wasn’t Azure, it was another woman dressed in a tight cotton stretched red dress so form fitting she looked painted. She turned and grinded her ass into his legs and  leaned down to shake her long hair that brushed the floor.
Landon lost sight of Azure again but found her deeper in the mass of flesh, now with hands from more than one stranger roaming her body and not stopping at her breasts, or stomach. Landon pushed up next to her. “We can’t stay here.”
“Why not, baby,” she answered as though drugged. She leaned over to him and drove her tongue into his ear and squealed when a stranger’s hand pushed up between her legs under her dress.
He leaned close to her ear. “It’s a swapping convention,” he said in her ear.
She screwed up her face like all he was doing was annoying her. She shook her head — she didn’t hear anything over the music.
“It’s a young swingers’ convention!” he said louder.
She pointed at her ear and shrugged like she didn’t want to try to hear him.
He shouted, but just as he did, the music came to an abrupt halt. “It’s a wife swapping party!” Landon shouted when the room was otherwise dead silent.
Azure froze and for an extended moment, all eyes fell on Landon and her. “Oh my god!” Azure moaned. Landon took her wrist and she followed. The entire place erupted in barrels of laughter.
They walked with heads down and faces red to the exit and to the elevator. “Oh my fucking god,” Azure kept repeating. Landon focused on controlling his breathing.
A man in a tuxedo and long shiny pointy shoes caught sight of them and broke in a jog to catch them before they entered the elevator. “Hey, hey,” he stopped them. “I think there’s been a little mix up,” he smiled sheepishly.
“I think so!” Landon said, going on the elevator and pressing the door closed button.
“I’m apologizing,” the man said. “It likes like you folks weren’t told what the hotel booked this weekend. You should have been. It’s our fault. I’m sure you’re very uncomfortable and we’d like to make it up to you. Come on down whenever you want, I’m the manager, we’ll sign you up for a complimentary stay when you next would like to come, and we’ll cover all your meals. We’re sorry you were surprised by this.”
Azure pressed her hand against the edge of the closing door. “What is it that’s going on?”
The man turned and pointed to the sign in the lobby. “U30 Winter Swap Meet tables this way.” An arrow pointed to the bar. “A ‘table’ he quoted his fingers, ‘is how you meet people and perhaps,” his glance flowed back and forth between Landon and Azure, “take someone upstairs.” He cleared his throat. Azure stared at him in one way uncomprehending and in another way, picturing. “You are welcome to join us of course, fees waived. An introductory special, if you will,” he chuckled. “Bar is open 24/7 — always folks in there . . . at, um, tables.”
“No thank you,” sing-songed Landon, and he pressed the button again and the doors swished closed.
“Anytime, anytime,” the man said through the seam.
Landon and Azure remained speechless as the elevator whisked them up to their floor. They held hands and dropped their faces to the floor when first one couple and then another emerged from hotel room doors, laughing, touching.
When they got to their room, they both leaned against their safely closed and locked door and sighed deeply. “Holy shit. Glad we got out of there when we did,” Landon pushed his hand through his hair.
“Yeah,” agreed Azure. “Right, right?” She breathed out through a little circle she made with her mouth. “So so glad.” She curled her lips in and looked thoughtfully aside.
“A ‘Swap Meet’”?” Landon pushed off the door and flopped down in a room chair. “I mean who does that?”
“U30,” added Azure thoughtfully.
“Who would want to?”
Azure didn’t answer but kept her shoulders shrugged and dropped her head sideways with her mouth pulled down. “People. . . I guess . . . like those people?”
“That was crazy,” he said.
“Yeah, crazy,” Azure agreed. She swung her head and shrugged again. “Kinda hot too, but yeah,” she nodded rapidly, “totally crazy.”
“What? You’re not thinking about going back down there?” Landon chuckled and toyed with the TV remote.
“No!” Azure pulled back her head like she encountered an acrid odor. “No!” she repeated. She laughed but it was forced. “I mean, unless you do too, because I would never.”
“Well I would never either,” he nodded at her reassuringly.
She sat on the bed and pulled his arm so he came out of the chair and joined her. “I saw you looking at all the cute girls, you know.”
“No!” he protested.
“Sh-sh,” she held her finger to his lips. “It’s okay. I was looking at all the cute guys too.” She pulled his face to hers to kiss him. “It was making me pretty hot down there,” she smiled against his lips.
“Well forget it,” he said.
“You’re my man!” she said in a big-boy voice. She kissed him longer then pulled her face off his again. “Still . . . “
“You’re not thinking . . . “ he started.
“Noooo,” she trailed off slowly. “But,” she bit her lip, “doesn’t mean we have to go with anyone, if we want to just sort of hang around the bar. And dance a little. And stuff.”
“But I think the idea is you do,” Landon tried to speak clearly.
“I know honey,” she kissed his nose. “But say we don’t, we just have a little fun.”
“Maybe they don’t like that.”
“Well,” Azure looked sideways down across the floor again.
“Well what?” Landon’s eyes opened wide.
“Well, I mean, if it’s rude to like you know, go to a nude beach and not take your clothes off, then . . . “
“What are you saying?”
“Sh-sh,” she said again. “I’m not saying anything, honey. I’m just saying, if you end up, I don’t know, if it’s safe here, and it’s just this weekend, and it’s just people we’ll never see again. And I don’t know. It’s our first anniversary my little muffin!”
They kissed.
She went on. “And if I end up, you know?” She bit her lip hard and crossed her legs as though needing to pee. “Then whatever, right? It’s Vegas, sort of, maybe, kind of?”
“Baby,” he said stiffly.
“Come here,” she said. She pulled his arm by the wrist, hiked up her skirt, and pushed his hand onto the front of her panties. He felt her hot to the touch and soaking through the panties. “I want to,” she whispered.
Landon considered her doubtfully.
“I’m okay with it,” she said. “If you are.” She kissed him again. “We just see.”
They tentatively stepped off the elevator. Several couples pushed past them rushing onto the elevator, giggling, kissing. The man in the tuxedo stood at the entrance to the bar watching the goings-on inside and noticed them and beckoned them over. He brought them to a table where people sign and explained all the rules. “The gentleman always goes to the lady’s room, that way we don’t have any paths crossed. “Any room phone picked up or unplugged, even with nothing said, brings security immediately, so be careful you don’t accidentally knock into the phone.” He enumerated several more safety guidelines and held out the clipboard for us to sign saying we agreed to them all. When we finished, he smiled broadly, gestured to the entrance to the bar, and said, “Enjoy!”
Landon and Azure held hands in the lobby outside the bar and peered in. It had gotten much darker, louder, and crowded than when they were first there. “He said it’s not a rule but normally,” Azure cleared her throat, “we’re supposed to go in by ourselves.”
“What if I want to find you?” Landon said.
Azure squeezed his hand. “He took our phones. Maybe we spot each other back in here . . . if we leave, like?”
“It’ll be impossible,” he said.
“I think we’re meant to get back together when it’s time to go.”
Landon turned to her and Azure turned to him. He brought her hand to his lips and kissed it, and let it go.
Azure stepped in to him and hugged him around the waist. “Love you!” she said before stepping back from him. “See you on the other side?”
“See you on the other side,” nodded Landon.
Azure turned toward the entrance. The whole place looked like one body heaving and writhing. “Oh my god, Landon!” she squealed, covering her face with her hands before walking straight through the middle of the doorway and into the dark mass of bodies, disappearing in a second.
Landon stood in his spot and sucked air through a tiny circle he made of his mouth. “This is fucking crazy,” he said to himself out loud, and he plunged in following the path his wife took, and pushed into a mass of bodies that like a cell, opened and enveloped him inside itself, closing behind him and sucking him along into the center of a boundless vessel churning with a sea of arms and hands and breasts and legs, soft skin brushing by and clear eyes flashing in the lights, beautiful hair and tight dresses, lipstick and eyeshadow and scent and earrings. Landon slowly turned in a full circle with hands and breasts all over him. His neck was massaged by a woman’s hand with long red nails who pulled his face to hers where she kissed him, softly, at length, with a moan just for him. He turned again when a hand cupped his balls and squeezed and he found a girl squeezing her own breasts and groaning as she bit her lips before grabbing him by his face in both her hands and saying to his face, “I want to fuck you.”
He thought it was her grabbing his hand but when he followed, he was pulled up to a deeper part of the bar, a different room with booth tables, and the woman pulling him was the first one, but another one, tall, blonde, and missing her top. When he stared round getting his bearings, he realized this back room was filled with people only in their underwear. “Everyone’s naked,” he said.
The beautiful woman in bra and panties leaned closer to hear him, taking the opportunity to lick his ear just the way his Azure did. “What honey?”
“Everyone’s naked,” he repeated.
“No,” she shook her head. “That room back there,” she flicked her head sideways, “That’s where they’re all naked.” She squeezed his hand. “Did you want to go there with me?”
“I’m sorry,” he said. He backed up and pushed into the main room again. His head spun and his mind recoiled. His breath grew short and his heart began to pound. He spotted the light of the lobby and frantically pushed past people, spilling out and landing against the wall catching his breath. The elevator bell tinged and he pushed in even as people piled out. He hit the back wall and rolled his head back before he remembered the rules: the hotel rooms all belonged to the ladies now. His room belonged to Azure. He pushed off the wall to exit the elevator but a woman still there pulled him back against her and when he turned to her to yank his hand away, she pressed her small body against his and pulled his face down to hers and she kissed him so sweetly on the lips, so soft and so quietly, she snapped him awake.
A pile of people piled on behind them, pushing them together into the corner. “I don’t belong here,” he said to the girl.
“I don’t think I do either,” she said. She had short bob butterscotch blonde hair, terra cotta painted lips, and blue polka dot dress with a tall turned up white collar. She was small and stunning. The elevator stopped at 5. She bolted off the elevator, but tugged Landon behind her. He went. She didn’t say anything until she tugged him inside her room and shut the door.
“I don’t know where my husband is,” she said. She sat on the bed.
“I don’t know where my wife is,” Landon said.
“This was his idea. He disappeared but I chickened out. I’ve been in my room the whole time.”
“You weren’t even in the bar?”
“No!” she nearly screamed and covered her face. “I’m too uncomfortable I think,” she said softly. “I don’t think I’m this liberated,” she said with a touch of shame. 
“It’s not you,” Landon put his hand on her black stockinged leg. “This is a very strange thing going on.”
“You think so too?” she smiled up at him. “You see, that’s what I was telling . . . “ she stopped herself. “Oh right. No names.” She covered his hand with hers where it rested on his leg and he curled it over and their fingers entwined and she studied his hand in hers. “We’ve never been before. I didn’t really know what to expect.”
“We didn’t even know this was going on here — we’re just here for a holiday.”
“Oh my god,” she said sympathetically. “You must be so lost.”
“Not sure how I feel,” he said.
She closed her eyes and extended her neck and offered up her beautiful full lips to him slightly parted. He couldn’t not lean down and kiss and when he did she moaned so quietly it wasn’t for him and when he began to pull away she pushed her face closer and he felt the cool touch of her fingers wrap around the back of his neck, pressing him to stay. The kissing lasted minutes.
When they finally parted, she said, “Whew,” and fanned her face. “That was something . . . “ she began but he interrupted her and kissed her again so much they fell in slow motion together down onto the bed. She laid on her back and he rested on his side. She rolled her face toward his. “I guess this is what it’s supposed to be about. You think?”
He reached out cautiously and touched her lips. “I have to touch you here,” he said low and intimately, “your mouth is just killing me.”
She smiled and puffed air out her nose and took his hand in both of hers and guided his finger back to her lips. When he touched her again, she opened her mouth and sucked his finger inside her circling lips. Again a tiny moan escaped her.
“Is this okay?” he whispered. His hand touched the big top button of her polka dot dress.
“I think it’s supposed to be,” she said.
“But is it okay with you?”
She was still holding his hand in both of hers. She slowly dragged it down her body, over the soft, small mounds of her chest — he could feel the stiff fabric of her bra under her dress — over her stomach taut and lifting and falling with her breath — to her pelvis. She reached with her fingers to pull up the bottom of her dress with her jade eyes locked on his, her auburn eyeshadow sinking him into a foreign and exotic  dream, and she pressed his finger against her panties. When he rubbed lightly she contorted her body, faced him and wrapped her arms around his head and neck. Her hips pushed back against his touch and her chest heaved into his chest. “It’s okay with me,” she whispered when she took his mouth with hers, frantically kissing him. He pushed his hand under her panties and found her soaking. Her back arched and she could no longer keep her moans to herself.
She rose up and pushed him on his back and straddled his knees. She undid his pants and squirmed down on his calves yanking his pants off him. “I guess we ought to do what we’re supposed to do or are SOs are not going to be happy.” She pulled them off and flung them. “Right?” she giggled and crouched down on him to kiss his chest where she pushed up his shirt.
He tried with nervous hands to undo her dress buttons but he couldn’t manage it and she laughed and kissed his nose and pushed up to stand over him on the bed and undo her own buttons. “I think you being nervous makes me feel a lot better,” she said. When she let her dress fall back from her body, she tried to cover herself but she also presented her body to him like she knew it was nice for him to see it. She quickly dropped her panties. “Too wet,” she announced and laughed and flung those far away. She covered her pussy with her hands but she slowly relented there too, showing him. “Do you like it?”
“How can I tell, I haven’t even tasted it yet.”
She laughed but she also breathed sharply and, before changing her mind or overthinking it, she said, “Well then I guess you must, and she knelt over his face and leaned against the headboard to gently lower her bald pussy down onto his lips. Her hips vibrated and she tried hard to steady herself and laughed at her failed attempts to control her nerves.
“It’s okay,” he said, and when his hands wrapped around her hips, she steadied herself and watched as her pussy lowered to his mouth. Her hips involuntarily began to move as though she were fucking and this time she didn’t fight it but rather bit her lip and pushed down, burying his mouth with her dripping pussy.
She didn’t seem the type to him, but she turned out to be a noisy lover, a near screamer when it came to being licked. Her hips curled and uncurled violently over his face, smearing him from chin to forehead with her leaking juice. When she could take no more she frantically scrambled back on his body and held her little breasts for him to suckle. “Yeah? Yeah?” she whispered in a high pitch.
She sat up on him and twisted around to find his cock standing straight up and stiff and thick. She grabbed him and he barely touched her body but she flopped around and dove down on his cock, taking him deeper in her mouth than he was prepared for with such a small and quiet girl. He touched his tongue to her pussy again and she instinctively began to fuck his face. Her moans, now muffled with his cock deep in her mouth, were loud enough to make a neighbor think she was crying, if it weren’t that kind of weekend at this particular place.
She lifted her mouth off his cock and moaned and cried and stroked him against her face. “That’s so good, Terry,” she cried. She paused and said, “Sorry.”
“That’s okay,” he said, pulling his mouth off her pussy. “Azure.”
She giggled and swallowed his cock and he blew a stream of air on her pussy and she spun herself around and laid on top of him. “That’s a pretty name,” she said, kissing his mouth.
She raised her hips and reached between them to aim his cock and she curled her hips to engulf it with her ready pussy. She exhaled deeply as though never before so satisfied until they were completely joined, before she lifted her hips and, nearly off him again in the cool air, she pushed herself back down over him and squealed.
“Is she noisy like me?” she said fucking him deeply and slowly.
“Not so much,” he said, running his hands over her sides and her ass.
“Does she like to do 69 with you?” she breathed as though she might not last much longer.
“I guess,” he said.
She kissed him and sucked on his tongue and her lithe, little light body began to thrust itself down on him hard enough to slap. “Do I fuck you better?” she whispered.
He didn’t answer but they kissed deeply and when she began to scream and thrash and tug at his skin and twist her fist in the sheets, he felt his point of no return rush up like a truck. “Baby,” she hoarsely whisper-shouted, and she went rigid with a grimace before he felt hot liquid cover his lap. It was more than he could handle and he erupted up and into her like a volcano.
When it was over they held hands going to the bathroom and helped each other clean up in the shower. When they came back they viewed the scene of the crime with amazement. The bed was a shambles with pillows on the floor and sheets unmoored from the mattress. She pondered it and said to him, “I really didn’t think I was that of woman.”
“I’m pretty surprised at myself too,” he said.
They dressed and went to the door. “Wait,” she stopped. “Are we just going to go back down there again?”
He stared at her and his eyebrows twitched. “I guess we are, aren’t we.”
She nodded thoughtfully before raising herself to him and lightly kissing his lips. “It was nice to meet you, then, I guess?”
“I guess,” he shrugged and laughed.
She narrowed her eyes at him when she opened the door. “Kind of fun, isn’t it,” she said low and gravelly, before leaving. He leaned against the wall a second before exiting behind her and getting on the elevator that came quickly.
When they stepped off the elevator she went ahead of him and, before she re-entered the dark loud room, she turned and gave him a little fluttering finger wave and she blew him a kiss and disappeared.
He looked in the room and then looked the other way, out the front door of the hotel and into the driveway and parking lot. He went outside to get air and found a girl sitting on the curb with a cigarette. “Got an extra one of those,” he said.
She turned around and looked up at him. “Sure,” and she smiled. Ten minutes later, he followed her into her room. She had covered the lamps in orange cloth and brought her own speakers. She had strung strings of mini lights around the ceiling from picture frames to lamp posts and she had plugged in red-glowing room heaters. “I like it very hot,” she said, turning toward him when the door closed and unzipping the zipper all the way down the front of her tight white dress. When she peeled herself out of it, he stumbled backward. She had a physique he knew in that instant that he was never going to forget for the rest of his life, and underwear that made him realize he had stepped into the lair of a wild animal of a whole different species.
“Wow,” was all he could say.
She opened a tiny bottle of oil and poured it on the bed. He was startled until he noticed it was covered with a plastic sheet. She turned the music up loud pushed him backward onto the bed.
On the drive home two mornings later, Azure and Landon hardly said anything. But they did hold hands most of the way. And back at home, after Azure rode her cowboy so hard she bumped her head against his and laughed, and after Landon erupted into her nearly broken and smashed body so hard and deep she sounded like she was being stabbed, they huffed and puffed and caught their breath and kissed, covered in sweat and scratches. “That was a pretty interesting weekend,” she said to him.
He opened his mouth but he shut it again.
“What?” she smiled, resting her hands together on his chest and her chin on his chin.
“Nothing,” he smiled.
“Tell me! What!”
“I can’t.”
“After that kind of weekend, you can’t say something now?”
“Just . . . “ he began again.
“What,” she whispered, kissing him, encouraging him.
He pursed his lips.
“Whatever your trying to say,” she said softly between little intimate kisses, “I’m probably thinking the same thing, honey.”
“Okay,” he said.
She waited impatiently, her lips almost forming his words for him, she stared so hard at his mouth.
“Did you want to see when they’re doing another weekend like that?”
She squealed and buried her face in his neck and kicked her legs. “Yes!” she shouted. “Of course I do! That was the best anniversary present ever!”
“Did you know there are two other rooms behind the main bar?”
She drew her name on his chest resting her face before answering. “Uh huh,” she said.
“What?”
She kissed his chest. “There’s three rooms behind the main bar actually.” She kissed his chest more.
“What goes on in the third room?” he asked.
She took her time answering. “Nothing,” she finally said.




Swapped

The first night in their new condo, Katie and Jonathan entwined fingers, sauntered out onto their massive patio, and breathed in the air and view — twinkling city lights, freighters at sea beyond, distant torn silhouettes of mountainous islands on the indigo horizon. “We can actually hear the surf break,” Katie half-whispered nestling her head into Jonathan’s neck.
“It’s perfect, isn’t it,” Jonathan inhaled through his nose to fill his lungs and rolled his head back, closed his eyes, and let it all out till his shoulders sagged.
Katie turned without breaking contact with her husband and put her lips — desert taupe, full, soft — an inch from his. She murmured in a low, dark tone, “I want to break it in.” Her eyes drew down to his mouth and her mint icing fingernails lightly scratched the back of his neck. “Right here, right now.”
She glanced around but their lights were off. She giggled lightly and reached her arms down opposite sides of her waist and lifted her oversize drop shoulder crimson sweater up over her head, letting her caramel blonde layered lazy curls flop back down across her shoulder and back. She rubbed her nose against his nose and cooed through her smile, “Baby . . . “
She stepped back from him and dropped her mouth open and rolled her head back, keeping her hazy grey eyes all lined in charcoal and azure directly on his. “Gonna rock you,” she said suddenly serious. She flicked the button at the waist of her tight faded jeans open, and the next and the next.
Jonathan turned and leaned against the glass railing and sipped his champagne settling in to admire his new wife doing what she loves to do: show off.
She swiveled and rolled and lifted her hair up and let it flop down again covering her face. She peeled her opened jeans off her hips and wiggled and squirmed till before steadying her balance to step out of them. She darted a glance around again at the city below them and giggled, feeling naughty. She stepped up to him and, without him moving, she raised her arms over her head and hip checked him with her gleaming white cheeky panties, first her one side, then after hopping, her other side. She turned her back to him and lifted her hair off her back. He understood: unclasp her white balconette bra. She let it slide down her arms and tossed it to the recliner. She stepped beside him facing the city leaning over the railing. She stuck her ass out and wiggled it in time with music in her head.
He turned and stepped behind her, pressing his hips into her protruding ass. She arched her back and moaned, brushing her ass against the front of his pants back and forth and up and down. She looked again at distant buildings, left and right above and down. She reached behind her and with trembling fingers she fumbled at his belt and pants buttons. He helped her until her grip, cool and soft, wrapped around his growing cock. She exhaled and dropped her head. He hooked his thumbs into the waist of her panties and eased them over her ass and down her legs. She stepped out of them as though walking on water lilies and resumed her receptive position with her back even further arched.
He brought the head of his penis between her legs and she reached down and drew her fingertips over it, pressing and pushing it trying to angle the head toward her flowering pussy. When he pushed his hips, she felt electricity jolt through her and she flipped her head back. She twisted around and reached for his hips to pull him home. He took control of her narrow, taut waist and got ready to drive. That’s when they heard a startling squeal.
Jonathan darted left and Katie darted right. They froze, her fingers wrapped around his shaft, his hands holding her waist frozen in place. Another squeal filled the night air and they both darted their alert, Savanah gazes to the barrier between their massive patio and the neighbor’s. They met eyes just when they heard repeated tiny squeals that began to sound unmistakably like someone getting it good.
Katie was first to erupt and she covered her mouth and shook with squinted eyes. Jonathan couldn’t manage things and began heaving in his whole upper body trying to constrain his laughing. They tiptoed together slowly and curiously as bunglers over toward the metal barrier. Katie flared her eyes wide at Jonathan and put her finger to her lips even though it was her who made too loud a noise puffing air out her nose.
Katie peered through the gap in the barrier first. “Oh my god,” she merely mouthed.
“Let me see,” Jonathan whispered more quietly than a mouse. But Katie didn’t let him until he pulled her bare shoulder. Through the gap, he saw what she had seen. The girl next door was on her hands and knees on one of their recliners. The man next door was kneeling on it behind her. And with more of the city lights behind them as backdrop, both Katie and Jonathan were able to see an enormous cock between their silhouettes disappear and reappear between their forms.
The girl arched her back and dropped to her elbows pushing her ass up higher. Katie pressed herself between Jonathan and the barrier and could see below where he was peeking through. “Oh my god,” she said again in a deep voice. They both watched spellbound as the man began to pummel the girl so hard they could see her mane of long hair jolting. After a few moments, Katie turned around and sat below Jonathan and engulfed his rock hard cock deep in her mouth. She was leaning against the barrier. He pulled back and shoved his hips forward and she too squealed in a muffled tone with his cock filling her mouth. He watched the man next door fuck his girl’s brains out and simultaneously fucked his new wife’s mouth.
He didn’t mean to, but when the couple next door — the girl whimpering and inhaling breath in short sharp pitches — began to orgasm, he lost it too, in his wife’s pretty mouth, shooting in her before she realized he was coming. Because he pinned her head against the barrier, she couldn’t pull away in time and because he was too big for her to turn her face away, she was forced to not only take him in her mouth, but to swallow what didn’t gush out and down her chin and over her breasts.
When Jonathan finally pulled out spent and breathless, she coughed and exhaled and wiped her face and mouth with the back of her hand. “Jesus Jonathan!” she laughed in a whisper.
“Sorry babe,” he laughed too.
The next morning, they waited at the elevator to go down and wander their new commercial street looking for a new favorite breakfast place. Next door to their place, the couple stepped out into the hall and wrapped their arms around each other’s waist and sauntered down the hall toward the elevators not seemingly noticing Jonathan and Katie there.
Katie turned away and squeezed Jonathan’s hand. “Oh my god!” she whisper-shrieked.
“How’s it goin,” the guy minimally acknowledged them. The girl didn’t notice them at all, but stepped in front of the man and pulled his head down with her hands behind his neck to kiss him as though they were a new couple. The man dropped his hands down her slender back and took both cheeks of her ass in his hands.
Jonathan and Katie stood stock still hand in hand like nervous newlyweds not sure where to put their eyes. Katie squeezed messages into Jonathan’s hand so hard it hurt. “Stop it,” he murmured through his gritted teeth. “Hurting.”
The elevator doors glided open and the man gestured  to Jonathan and Katie to go ahead. They stepped on and turned to face the door and maintained their missionary stance staring straight ahead as the gleaming metal hissed closed. As their stomachs rose in the silently descending box, the man and girl pressed themselves into a corner behind them. If there was any doubt it was the same couple as on the balcony the previous night, her tiny squeals under his groping and pawing put them to rest. Jonathan looked to his side down at Katie who looked back up at him with the same bulging eyes and gaping mouth. Katie leaned back slightly and caught a glimpse of the couple making out in the corner. She stared so long Jonathan elbowed her in the ribs just as the doors swished open.
Just before they stepped out, the man said to Katie, “Hey. You the new people moved in?”
Katie spun around and darted her eyes to Jonathan and her shoulders rose up as though she was a turtle trying to hide in too small a shell.
Jonathan held out his hand. “Katie and Jonathan, on the 12th floor?”
It was the girl who took his hand. “Sylvia and Mark. I think you’re next door to us.”
“I think so too!” Katie said, extending her hand next. Sylvia took in hers but didn’t shake and didn’t let go, not until Katie met her eyes and tilted her head. Sylvia bit her lip and looked up at Mark.
“Yeah well, we’re just going out for breakfast, if you want to join us. Let us welcome you to the Strathmore.”
“I think we’re  . . . “ Jonathan began but Katie talked on top of him. “We were just saying we needed to find where the place was to get breakfast around here!”
“Perfect!” Sylvia said to her. “We’ll save you the search — we already know the perfect spot!”
Jonathan regarded his wife with some suspicion as the two couples headed off down the quiet tree covered street up to the main drag, chattering and laughing all the way. Katie, walking with Sylvia, turned around and made googly eyes at Jonathan who walked beside Mark.
At the tiny cafe, Sylvia leaned toward Katie’s ear and murmured, “Sorry about last night.”
Katie feigned confusion with wide eyes and raised eyebrows as she dotted her lips with her napkin.
“I saw you peeking,” Sylvia said in a low conspiratorial tone out the side of her mouth. As Katie swallowed harshly and her brain grasped for words, Sylvia added, “and your boy there isn’t the quietest either.” She raised her cup of coffee to smile at and give cheers to Jonathan who was intently listening to Mark who was drawing maps in the air between them describing all there was to know about the neighborhood. “I only wish I could’ve watched,” she said into her cup just barely loud enough for Katie to hear, but quiet enough she could deny if needed.
Katie took a few more bites of eggs and bacon trying to compose herself. Finally she fixed Sylvia with her gaze. “No harm no foul.” The two kept their eyes locked on each other again, longer than two people would, just like at the elevator. Katie felt the need to return the compliment. “I liked watching,” she said, and immediately dropped her eyes and felt her stomach seize up. She had never spoken that way before and until that moment had never known she would or could think it even. But the truth was, as she well knew, there was something more than just the comical in seeing Mark, as he turned out to be, nailing Sylvia, as she turned to be, so hard from behind. She didn’t add, but could have, that listening to Sylvia was even more titillating than watching her.
“Come over after 6,” Sylvia said to them as the two couples took their time parting on the sidewalk out front. “We have mirror image condos. Maybe you can get some ideas for how to fill your space.”
“I think . . “ began Jonathan, but Katie cut him off again.
“That sounds great! I think I know the box with our wine!”
As they went opposite ways, Jonathan said to Katie, “You’re awfully friendly.”
“New place, new me, maybe.” She hugged his arm to her chest.
They knocked on the neighbors’ door at exactly 6:01.
“Open!” they could hear from inside.
Katie creaked the door open and stuck her head in. “Helloooo,” she sang.
“In the kitchen!” they could hear Sylvia shout back.
On their way creeping carefully down the hall, Mark came out of a room and headed them off. “Hey you guys!” he said. He took the wine bottle from Katie and read the label with no reaction. They realized he was way more informally dressed then them in a sleeveless t and jogging pants — an athletic type, Jonathan thought.
“Hi guys!” Sylvia smiled from the kitchen where she was finishing fixing a charcuterie board. She was dressed, they both noted, in a very loose green crop-top tank and billowing off-white linen Turkish pants slit all the way up the side to her hips and barely held with the tiniest knots. “Make yourselves at home!” She gestured to the couches — three of them, white, luxurious, deep.
Jonathan and Katie sat beside each other and slowly swiveled their heads toward one another. In their faces they conveyed to each other the very same message: despite first impressions, this Sylvia and Mark felt like best friends already.
Sylvia plopped down with a glass of wine and tucked her legs up under her and Mark poured three more glasses of wine and handed them out. “I was just saying to Mark that you two feel like best friends already!”
“Oh my god!” Katie bent forward. “We were just thinking the exact same thing!” She laughed with disbelief.
“Told you,” said Sylvia to Mark just between them but across the space to where he sat on the opposite couch. They exchanged a knowing glance and Sylvia hid her crooked smile by tipping her wine glass to her lips. Mark grinned. “We’re going to have a lot of fun!” Sylvia twisted her finger in her long, honey blonde hair. She looked again a longer time than she should at Katie’s eyes and Katie this time was determined to not be the one to turn away. Sylvia tittered to herself and glanced over at Jonathan. “What do you do, Jonathan?” she asked in that way people do when they couldn’t care less. She looked at Mark and winked.
“Uh,” he cleared his throat. “Optometrist, actually.”
“Helping people see,” Mark pouted his bottom lip and nodded with approval.
Katie turned to him. “And what about you, pro football quarterback?”
Sylvia and Mark laughed. “She’s going to be a little spark plug,” Sylvia said watching Katie keep her eyes locked on Mark’s. She even noted that she was trying not to blink so hard her eyes glassed over.
“Close, actually,” he said. “Sports psychologist.” He swirled his glass and looked in the pooling wine. “Former running back in the Indianapolis system.”
“Don’t listen to him, he’s just being modest. He was a starter for the Colt’s when they went to the Super Bowl.”
“No shit?” Jonathan nodded this time.
“Yeah, and now I counsel recent ex-pros.”
Katie swung her gaze back over to Sylvia who had been waiting for it. She licked her lips and raised her eyebrows before lifting her eyes and settling them onto Katie’s. She smiled as though she was ready for her close-up. But Katie let her hang. It was Sylvia’s turn this time to glance away and chuckle nervously before composing herself and looking back at her. Her eyes momentarily dropped halfway and both women began to draw their gaze around each other’s face, their cheekbones, their jawlines, and their lips. Sylvia’s chest heaved and she half-cleared her throat.
“What about you,” Katie said as softly as a lover on a pillow. Sylvia looked down and drew her tongue over the stretched lips of her tight smile and looked up at Mark and said, “Huh,” long and thoughtful as though deciding to tell or not. She put her fingers to her forehead and kicked her leg where it hung from her other knee. “I’m a makeup artist.” She fixed Katie with her stare even all the way through a slow sip of wine, and Katie followed suit.
“Movies?” Katie said.
“You could say,” Sylvia replied.
“Well what, not movies? Weddings?”
“Movies,” Sylvia poked her tongue in her cheek and met Katie’s gaze again — it seemed to penetrate her. “Of a kind . . . “ she trailed off.
“Of a kind? What kind?” Katie was persistent. Jonathan touched her shoulder but she set her jaw crooked like she was trying to crack it and raised her questioning eyebrows at Sylvia. She wasn’t letting the fish off the hook.
Sylvia smiled down again and said “Huh” one more time. She pursed her lips and looked at Mark. “Pornos,” she stated.
“Oh my god!” Katie shrieked. She covered her mouth with both hands and yelled. “Oh my god Sylvia!” She opened her mouth wide and laughed loudly and completely. “You’re joking!”
“No,” Sylvia smiled, caught up in Katie’s over the top reaction. “No, I’m not.”
She covered her mouth again and shrieked all over. “You do makeup for porn stars!?”
“That’s I guess what it is, yeah.” She smiled demurely and swirled her wine in her glass. “You never told us what you do, Katie.” She flung her head back and threw her hair back over her shoulder.
“I’ll tell you what I always wanted to do!” Katie laughed from her belly and leaned over to tap Sylvia on the knee. Sylvia watched her hand where it touched her. “Star in a porno! Ha!” she guffawed.
Mark looked at Jonathan and Jonathan grinned and shook his head knowingly with his eyes shutting.
“What’s it like?” Katie was still shrieking.
“It’s a job after a while, to be honest,” Sylvia nodded. “But I take a lot of price in what I do.”
“She works on the top budgeted productions mostly,” Mark chimed in. “The nice classy stuff.”
Katie and Sylvia eyed each other again. “You can pretend to be my assistant someday,” Sylvia grinned.
“Can you imagine?” Katie snorted like it was an impossible thought. Sylvia only shrugged. “Dinner should be ready,” she said matter of factly.
The following night, Jonathan and Katie were back at Mark and Sylvia’s. “We’re imposing,” Katie stated as they edged in the door more confidently this time.
“Nonsense,” Sylvia replied. “You’re still unpacking. Dig in, Doordash just hit us up.” She gestured to the counter and handed both of them a fork. The next day Sylvia and Katie shopped together. The following weekend, Mark took Jonathan to a game — right down on the sidelines. Katie and Sylvia cooked together. They all watched shows at night — Mark had a huge projection wall.
One evening, Katie said, “Just popping over to Syl’s, come over later?”
Jonathan didn’t look up from his laptop. “Maybe,” he replied. “If I get the recert done.”
“You going to eat?”
“No — I got to stay at it. Two hours tops.”
“Poor hon,” said Katie, sliding out the door.
When he finally finished, he texted her. “You guys still there?” It was an odd question he realized. But still, she didn’t answer. He phoned.
Finally, after many rings, Katie answered. “Jon,” she said strangely out of breath.
“What you guys doing? I’m done I think.”
“Oh,” she said after a pause.
“Sooo . . . “ he crunched his eyes and looked at his phone.
“Come over when you want, hon,” she said sounding distracted.
“Kats, what you guys doing?” Again there was a long pause. “Kats?”
“Jon?” He could hear her breath short and sharp.
“You okay Kats?”
“Uh huh,” she as much breathed as spoke.
“What you guys doing, Kat?”
“Uh, a show, hon. We’re watching a show.”
“What show?”
“Sorry?” Katie said out of breath.
“What show?”
“Yeah,” she replied.
“Baby?” He looked at his phone again.
“Oh god,” she replied.
“I’m going to come over, Katie.” He listened but she didn’t reply. It sounded as though the phone fell on the floor.
As soon as Jonathan stepped out of their condo door, up the hall Sylvia stepped out of hers, carefully closing her door behind her. “Jonathan! Thank goodness,” she said, pointing at him.
“What’s going on?”
She twirled her finger and directed him back into his condo. “Turn around buster.”
“But,” he said.
“Need to see what you got for seasonings,” Sylvia said.
“Seasonings?”
“We’re cooking up a surprise for you, you aren’t allowed in yet. But I need to see what you have, Katie says you have some things we need.” She turned his shoulders for him and urged him back in his door. “She told me you know where the kitchen spices box is.”
“You’re cooking?” he said doubtfully.
“Uh huh,” she nodded.
“Which ones you need?”
“I’ll know when I see them,” she replied.
Back in their kitchen, Jonathan set out a few boxes on the counter. She opened them randomly and pulled things out. “Nice!” she said. “Excellent!” she remarked. “You didn’t say you were a foodie.”
“Katie and I get into it a bit,” Jonathan nodded.
“She says you’re the one with the golden skillet,” she licked a taste of sauce off her finger. “Mm, taste this!” she said, dipping another dab and putting her finger to Jonathan’s lips before he could pull back. He bumped her finger and a droplet landed on his cheek. “Whoops,” she laughed and she tried to brush it off with her finger but smeared his cheek with more of it.
“Wait a sec,” he said, half turning and only weakly grasping out for a cloth or towel.
“Hold still,” she said in a suddenly soft voice. She held his face in her hands and carefully licked the sauce off his cheek. She checked her work and came in again to clean him up. “There,” she whispered. “Much better.” She continued to hold his face. Jonathan allowed it and several moments passed before she let him go and poked her tongue in her cheek again and chuckled under her breath. She leaned over to peer into another box on the floor.
Jonathan crooked his waist and admired her body. She was wearing light green denim cut off shorts all frayed and torn and far too short, and another loose top with holes in it. He could clearly see through her large dropping arm hole her petite and cute breast.
She slowly stood up and found herself standing too close beside him. Neither of them stepped back. “Here,” she said intimately to him. Their mouths were close together. She dipped her pinky into another jar and held it for him to take with his tongue and lips. When he did, she darted forward and took some from his tongue with hers. She laughed lightly and said, even closer to his mouth, “Fun, no?”
He stared at her lips. “Where’s Katie?” he said.
“It’s okay,” she whispered, putting the bottle and lid down behind her on the counter and twisting back to face him.
“Is she over there?”
Sylvia draped her arms over his shoulders and pressed her hips forward. “Why don’t you just live in the moment,” she closed her eyes and drew her bottom lip out against her top row of teeth. She tilted her head and opened her lips ready to kiss him.
“Where’s Katie?” he asked again.
“Shh,” said Sylvia and with a tiny Mona Lisa smile, she touched her glistening pink frosted lips to his. “She’s busy,” she said, and a tiny single peep escaped her throat. But it was a familiar sound to Jonathan. “She won’t be coming back soon,” she murmured nearly inside his mouth. She studied his lips and touched them and smiled like someone pleased with a new toy they explored.
“Is Mark over there?” Jonathan asked, instinctively wrapping his hands around Sylvia’s tight, small waist.
“Mm-hmm,” Sylvia moaned, her tongue probing Jonathan’s mouth and her fingers driving through his hair. “Show me yours and Katie’s bedroom,” she said in his ear.
“I don’t think we should do that,” Jonathan tried to root his feet to the floor.
Sylvia turned and faced him straight on. “That’s too bad,” she pouted. “Katie said it would be okay.”
“She said that?” He was incredulous. Sylvia didn’t answer but only stepped lightly away in her bare feet pulling Jonathan by the fingers to make him follow her. In the bedroom, she wasn’t interested in seeing anything. She walked him backward with a long, moaning kiss until the edge of the bed met the back of his knees and she pushed her hand into his chest to make him topple backward. She tugged and pulled him till he was straight on the bed and then she quickly tore her shorts off including her panties and deftly lifted herself over his prone body, backward. She opened his pants and didn’t hesitate to completely engulf his cock, already hard, deep in her hot, soft mouth. She lowered her hips so her pussy, bare and perfumed, lowered to Jonathan’s face. He looked up at her perfect round ass and reached down to cup her perfect round breasts. She writhed and moaned on him with his cock buried deep in her mouth.
“She really said that?” he checked again.
“Mm-hmm,” she moaned on his cock, swirling on him like a corkscrew. He grabbed her hips and took her pussy, wet and smooth, with his tongue. She squealed the way she did when he watched her take it from Mark from behind.
The next morning, all four of them sat around Mark and Sylvia’s kitchen counter. “Um,” Sylvia began. “So,” she stammered and looked down unable to find the words.  She reached out and held Mark’s hand. Then she reached out and took Jonathan’s hand as well. “I guess what I want to say is,” she cleared her throat, “Mark and I were talking last night, and, I had to tell him that,” she looked at Jonathan then at Katie. She bit her lip and persevered. “That I wanted to just try, just give it a try, just for fun, to live with you for a week, just for a week.” She looked at Jonathan again and then back to Katie.
Katie’s chest heaved up and down. Jonathan looked at Mark. He shrugged and said, “If you two are into it,” and he reached over and took Katie’s hand in his.
She studied his hand holding hers and then she covered it with her other hand. “Is that supposed to mean what I think it means,” she said, wiping hair from her eyes and fixing Sylvia with her gaze.
“Just a week,” she shrugged. “Just to play a bit.”
Katie looked at Mark and then at her husband. “I don’t know,” she said to him with a nervous smile on her face. Her and Jonathan met each other’s gaze. “I mean I guess we did the other night already.” She slowly, gently, pulled her hand from Jonathan’s. She turned a bit and leaned back until she rested into Mark’s chest. “It could be like a holiday in each other’s condo.”
Jonathan watched Mark’s arms slowly rise and wrap around her chest.
“Hey,” Sylvia leaned in close to his face. She touched his cheek with her lips and then turned his chin with her cool fingers. She kissed his mouth and said, “Katie thinks it’s a good idea.”
He tried to turn his gaze to his wife but Sylvia caught his chin and kept him facing her, “Nuh-uh,” she said, and she buried her tongue in his mouth and tugged at the hair on the back of his head with her fists. He peeked out the corners of his eyes and saw his wife lean her head back and expose her throat and lips to Mark covering her from behind. And he saw Mark run his hand over her exposed stomach and then slip it under her t and up over her breasts beneath. He saw her reach up and behind her head to pull at Mark’s hair and offer her mouth and tongue to him. Her other hand moved behind her back to between Mark’s legs.
Sylvia tapped at his door and crept in. “It’s kind of funny isn’t it,” she said, biting her lip and holding an overnight bag and her toiletry bag. There was room on the counter in the bathroom — Katie had earlier taken her stuff over to the other condo. “Baby?” she said to Jonathan who was stiff at the kitchen counter. “We can just start by going to bed right away?”
“I need some air, I think,” he said. He went out on the patio in the night air.
Sylvia followed him and leaned against his side as they scanned the city below. “It’s weird,” he said.
“Weird and a little exciting?”
“Not sure how I feel about Katie,” he said.
“What aren’t you sure about?” she replied, taking his hand in both of hers and turning to face him. She kissed his fingers and then brought his hand carefully down her front to make him squeeze her breasts and then she pushed him further down, to inside her pink jogging pants, and inside her panties. She curled her finger over his finger and she exhaled in a long moan and he felt her wet as a slug.
“Oh god, Jonathan,” she moaned.
“I’m not sure how she feels about you and me,” he said, not pulling his hand out, but instead rubbing her hard, polished pebble. Her body trembled and she held it against him tightly for balance. Just then, he heard a loud inhalation and then another. It wasn’t Sylvia. He turned and realized it was coming from over the barrier.
“Baby,” Sylvia moaned in his ear.
He edged over to the barrier. Sylvia stood behind him and undid his pants and dropped them. She jerked him from behind as he put his eye up to the gap. On the other side, he saw his wife on her back on a recliner. Her knees were up and her back was arched far. Her beautiful breasts rose up and down with her deep, sharp breaths, her nipples clearly erect against the dark sky. She inhaled loudly again and again. Between her legs, Mark was licking her into a frenzy.
Sylvia tugged his hard cock and whispered in his ear. “I want you to fuck me, Jonathan.” She touched his cheek and pulled his gaze away from the gap and when their eyes met, she smiled and moaned and watched his lips as she kissed him. “Baby likes to watch, I think,” she giggled.
Jonathan turned away and Sylvia lead him by the finger to the recliner on their side of the barrier. “Be rough,” she said, laying herself down.
A few weeks later, and long after Katie and Sylvia returned to their correct homes, Mark and Sylvia invited Katie and Jonathan over for a dinner party. “Two other couples,” Sylvia said happily. “We want you to meet.”
After they ate, everyone ended up on the massive three sided couch and a show was put on. At one point, Jonathan noticed that he, Mark and the two new guys, Trent and Ethan, were alone in the dark in the living room. He looked over his shoulder and could just see a part of the kitchen. Katie, Sylvia, and the new girls, a red-head, Gwen, and a stunning blonde, Brandi, were talking and laughing like co-conspirators in the kitchen.
“Huh,” he thought, “typical.”
The lights in the kitchen went out and the four women entered in single file into the living room carrying a cake with a single candle burning. It was set down in front of Jonathan. The other three men, he noticed, when he looked around dumbfounded, only sat back and watched him with big grins. Katie then sat beside him and held his hand resting on his thigh. She urged Jonathan to lean forward and help her blow the candle out. “It’s okay,” she whispered to him, and so he did.
Sylvia picked up a fork and cut out a chunk of cake. She carried it carefully trying to stifle nervous giggles and stopped in front of Ethan. She straddled his lap and brought the forkful of cake to his mouth. He opened it and she fed him and laughed lightly. She twisted around and Gwen picked up a fork. She also cut a chunk and then stepped deftly and lightly around the legs to end up in front of Mark. She sat down on his knees facing him and she looked into his eyes with her deep green spellbinding eyes. Her lips were full and red and her chest was large and soft. She smiled warmly at him and said, “Hi there,” in a high, sweet voice so private for him he shivered. She giggled lightly and came so close with her mouth to his when she fed him the cake, she could have kissed him. When he opened and swallowed, she did kiss him, before twisting around and looking at Brandi. Brandi picked up a fork but handed it to Katie and giggled. Katie bit her lip and pushed her from her face. She looked at Jonathan and scooped a chuck of cake up. She turned to Trent and deftly stepped around the couches and stood in front of him. She inhaled deeply to steady her nerves. Jonathan watched confused as she slinked down and landed on his lap. She fed him the cake and she leaned forward to hold his face and kiss him tenderly.
Brandi rolled her eyes and squealed and everyone laughed a bit. She squatted down and got some cake on the last fork. She stood facing Jonathan. She wore a loose blue top that fell down one side showing her black lacy half cup bra. Her top rose up to show her tanned, sculpted stomach. Underneath her top, her large breasts were evident. She shimmied herself up his lap until her breasts nearly pushed into his face. She leaned her head sideways and kissed his cheek before licking his lips. She seemed to be having trouble breathing and he could feel her body trembling in his lap. She fixed him with her big gorgeous blue eyes with a nearly orgasmic look on her face. She brought the fork to his mouth but before she gave him the cake, she said in the lightest, softest and silkiest whisper, “Welcome.” She fed him the cake and he swallowed it she placed the fork behind her on the coffee table without turning away from him. She began to kiss him deeply, with a passion he didn’t expect, and she flicked her long, luxurious silken mane up and over both their faces to make a private tent for them. She grinded her pelvis into his and she whispered in his ear, “Shall we go?”
She slid off him and took firm hold of his hand. She guided him away from the couches. He looked over his shoulder. The three other couples, Katie included, were all deeply engaged in making out. He watched over his shoulder as Trent lifted Katie’s top over her head. He held back in the hallway and Brandi turned to see what he was watching. Trent had taken Katie by the hand and was coming up behind Jonathan and Brandi. “Come on,” Brandi said to him. She lead him out the door. In the hallway, he watched Katie come out with Trent and go up the hallway in the other direction. As Brandi pulled him through his door behind her, he craned his neck for one last look. Just as Katie was disappearing through another door, he saw Sylvia emerge, holding Ethan’s hand. She gave Jonathan a wave and then kissed Ethan and went up the hallway.
Brandi closed the door behind Jonathan and pressed her body up against him. He could see into the bathroom and noticed a new toiletry bag on the counter. “We girls already looked after things,” Brandi said in his ear, and she took him by the finger and lead him into the bedroom.
After, Jonathan, stroking Brandi’s bare and beautiful back lying beside him, said, “this isn’t any of yours first time.”
She laughed lightly. “No.” She kissed the side of his upper leg.
“How many are there?”
She raised herself on her hands and knees and leaned in to kiss him. She truly was stupendous, he thought, as she leaned down and picked up his cock with her tongue only and sucked him between her full, soft, warm pink lips. “Depends,” she said looking up at him holding his cock and licking it.
“Like, how many?” He watched her light body move in waves over him.
“You’re the eighth couple, after the people who used to live her left. So we’re back to eight I guess.” She licked his cock and bobbed on it languidly, as though the pleasure was really all hers.
“How long,” he asked, stroking her soft hair. When he dragged his nails over her undulating back, she rose up sharply and bit his bottom lip. You better not do that unless you’re going to break me with a ferocious fucking,” and she squeezed his balls hard enough to hurt. “And I don’t know, but Trent and I came here about two years ago. Sylvia and Mark have been here the longest.” She went down on him and sucked hard.
“How did they know we’d be . . . “
She finished his sentence. “Into it?” She draped her arms around his neck and sat between his legs. Her wet pussy touched his cock and she pressed her lips against it. “Why do you think Cindy and Lou sold their place to you guys?”
She rose up and came down with his cock sliding into her pussy and she moaned and cried a bit and began to grind on him. “Baby,” she whimpered. “Gonna be a good week I think,” she chuckled and pushed him down below her to fuck seriously. “Husband.”
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