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He Touched You Where?

 


“Wait a minute… What? He touched you where?” My gorgeous wife of ten years had just shared some troubling news. My fingers drummed the new granite countertop waiting for a reply. We’d just remodeled the kitchen, and I was now wondering why we’d bothered. Was she telling me it was over?
“He just touched me, Don. You know - intimately?”
“That’s not much help, Donna. What does ‘intimately’ mean?”
“Here,” she said. Her index finger pointed to her crotch. She turned around to finish preparing our morning espressos. We were reviewing the prior night’s dinner party celebrating our new kitchen. It’s the sort of thing couples did in the suburbs, celebrate big-ticket expenditures.
I admit I was a little dazed and very confused. We were a happy couple. Why were other men touching my wife’s crotch? Should I be touching other women’s crotches? It seemed to be a thing now if we’re to believe the news.
The perpetrator of the crime my wife was outlining was our neighbor Ed. Up until now, his only crime had been not returning power tools. He and his wife Kristen were good friends and we were regulars at each other’s dining tables.
I looked at my wife’s crotch, the scene of the crime, and felt an overwhelming need for conquest. I wanted to bend Donna over our new counter, which by the way cost $400 per foot, and fuck the Bejesus out of her. It was a confusing impulse. Shouldn’t I be disgusted? I needed more information if I was going to compute this properly.
“You mean he touched your…”
“My pussy, Don. Yes, he touched my pussy.” She seemed eager for me to get the full grasp of the situation.
“You mean on the outside, right? He touched you over your clothes?”
Donna scanned the new $40 a foot floor tile while she reflected on a reply. The tile went well with the new countertops.
“Donna?” I was impatient now. Plus, my conquest impulses had given me a confusing but firm erection.
“No, Don. Not over my clothes… Well, yes, initially it was over my jeans, but then he slipped his hand inside my panties and, well, he fingered me a little.”
This was not the reply I had expected. My brain performed a backflip digesting her words and the image of my neighbor’s fingers probing my wife’s interior. That wasn’t simple touching, which could have been accidental. It was a deliberate molestation. I couldn’t think of anything to say, which Donna prudently viewed as an opportunity to explain the situation.
“Don, we were all pretty drunk and, well, we’ve all been kind of flirty with each other over the years, you know, in that way couples do who are good friends. It’s never serious. Anyway, not usually… When I came to the kitchen to get another bottle of wine, Ed followed me in, but quietly. I didn’t know he was there, and when I turned around he said, “BOO!” and it startled me. He was just kidding around of course.
“I laughed. Then I went back to opening the wine. The cork wasn’t coming out so I put it between my legs for leverage and Ed said, ‘Oh, I envy that bottle. It’s exactly where I’d like to put my head right now’. I knew he was still kidding but I wanted to tease him, so I put the bottle down and said in a flirty way, ‘Envy what, Ed?’. I used my posture to make it obvious what I meant. I thrust my pelvis at him, you know, suggestively. What I’m saying is, I kind of heaved my pussy at him, okay? But I was just kidding.
“He looked at me and got serious and said, ‘This.’ He cupped his hand over my pussy. I was shocked, of course, but I kind of liked it. And in another second he was fingering me and I mean, it was really naughty and I was instantly wet, and we were both drunk, so…”
“You liked it? He touched you…. By the way, since when do we say ‘Pussy’? You’ve never once used that word. And how does he get his hand in your jeans? You wear tight jeans, Donna. There’s no way he could…”
“I unbuttoned them, Don, then I pulled down the zipper.”
“What? You did it? He didn’t force it?”
“No, Don. Like I said, it just felt naughty. It was so in-the-moment. I don’t know. I can’t really explain it.”
“Where did this happen? I mean, how could that have happened and us not see it?” The kitchen was in plain view of the dining room, maybe twenty feet away at best.
“I could see you, Don. I was about right where I am now. I was facing the dining room and Ed was in front of me. If you’d look you would have just seen us standing here.”
“What if I’d walked into the kitchen when his hand was down your jeans? Or Kristen? What would you have done then?”
“I know, right?” she said. Her eyes got a dreamy look. “It was really naughty and risky. I think that’s why...”
“I don’t understand, Donna. What are you telling me here? Do you want to fuck Ed? Is that what this is about?”
“I’m not saying that, Don. I don’t know what it means, but I can’t deny that I liked it. It excited me.”
“Don’t I excite you enough? I mean, I know we don’t make love as often as we used to. Is that it?”
“I wanted to make love to you last night after they all left. I was dying for it. You’re a handsome, strong man. You’re highly desirable, Don. But you shrugged me off when I tried. You’d drunk too much. So you see, what happened with Ed made me want to fuck you.”
“Donna, how did he... I mean, show me how he first touched you there.” Donna put the palm of her hand on my cock, then gently massaged. She used her middle finger to tickle my perineum, in this case standing in for her vagina. I couldn’t help but visualize Ed touching my wife exactly as she was touching me now.
“How deep did his fingers go?” I felt exasperated trying to sort through all this information. There were questions of degree and intent to be answered. I couldn’t believe I was asking my wife these questions.
“You mean when he fingered me?” she asked.
“Of course that’s what I mean!”
Donna held up her hand and studied her digits. She decided on her middle finger and held it up. “This far.” Whether intentionally or not, she was now giving me the finger literally.
Donna poured cream into my coffee and handed it to me. It was just the way I liked it. Less than twelve hours earlier a man had his fingers in her panties, and here she was offering me a coffee just the way I liked it. A hummingbird, a regular visitor, sipped sugar water from a feeder right outside the kitchen window. The sky, rather than falling in, was brilliantly blue and right where it was supposed to be.
Was I missing something here? Were we still a couple? Where is the line drawn in such matters? Surely, pussy-fingering another man’s wife must cross a line of some kind. Was I supposed to stomp out of my house, one in which I’d just invested over a hundred grand, and call it good?
All I really wanted to do was fuck the hell out of my wife right then and there. I’d never been so excited and conflicted in my life. Donna’s eyes were giving me a similar vibe. She was telling me about Ed’s pussy fingers for a reason.
I put my cup down, looked into Donna’s eyes, then turned her around, bending her gently over the counter. She didn’t resist so it was a consensual maneuver. Perhaps she felt she deserved what was coming, whatever it was. She turned her head and simply looked curious. I pulled off her robe and pushed her panties down and she clued in. I detected a slight smile on her face before she turned away. She seemed to brace herself, bowing her head toward the counter and gripping where she could.
“Don, are you going to fuck me? Is that what this is? I want you to... Or are you going to spank me? Please do whatever you want to me, Don. Just do it. I deserve it...”
I said nothing. She spread her legs as if beckoning me. I liberated my cock and slipped it up and down her ass and slit. She was gorgeously wet and ready which, in this case, was at a moment’s notice. I thrust into her hard and she moaned ecstatically, and within moments I was lifting her feet completely off the ground as I rammed my cock as hard as I could. I was totally dominant and it felt wonderful. I was violent and fierce, injecting every once of my energy into fucking this woman, my wife, who had let another man finger her.
And she was loving it. I could tell by her near screams, each lined with tones of submissive euphoria and joy. Her body spasmed and jerked as if possessed. Items on the counter danced around as if under the spell of an earthquake.
We came together, our bodies noisily slapping and smacking, both of us grunting and gasping.
I fell on top of her. We were both panting for air. As my cock softened and slipped out she wiggled her ass as if to suggest having another go. For the moment, it was an impossibility. I was completely and utterly satisfied, drunk in the afterglow, feeling more in love with Donna than I’d ever been.
It was weird.
She turned around to face me. Her eyes were full of wonder, as if questioning who this man was in front of her, this Neanderthal, this demon with a cock. Her wonder evaporated. Her eyes smiled. She pulled me for a deep, bone-crushing hug. She’d never hug me this way before. It felt like we were falling in love all over again.
Indeed. It was very weird.
We were too spent to exchange any words. Somehow, we had conquered this thing that had come between us, this indiscretion with the neighbor. In short, the ‘finger incident.’
By we time we both recovered from our savage lovemaking the day was upon us, her family was arriving, things needed preparing and there were expectations to be met. By the end of the day, only sleep was a possibility.
Neither one of us knew what to say anyway.




Stacy Explains Life To Me



“So, what you’re telling me is, she let your neighbor feel her up in the kitchen,” said Stacey, my project director, now sitting across from my desk. She was a forthright person with whom one could discuss anything. She was also very sexy and knowledgeable about all matters involving sexual relations. We were minutes away from our regular Monday morning staff meeting, ostensibly preparing for it.
“When you put it that way it sounds a little more harmless,” I said. “But fingering my wife doesn’t have that ring, does it? If a man fingered you, would you refer to it as being felt up? I don’t think so.”
“If I liked the guy I would call it, I don’t know... A start? Obviously, your wife liked it. Forget your neighbor. Focus on your wife. She had a void to fill, and he filled it.”
Stacy realized that may have come out wrong and attempted to repair her phrasing.
“I mean, maybe she has some desires you aren’t satisfying, Don. You’ve been married ten years. It’s not like you’re newlyweds anymore. How exciting can sex be after ten years with the same person?”
“You’re not helping, you know. I thought our sex life was normal.”
“Was it still exciting?” Stacy asked.
“Well, it was nice. Everything still worked in that area. I still find her body exciting.”
“When is the last time you made love that was really great?”
“Yesterday morning, after she had told me everything. We screwed right in the kitchen like savage animals.”
Stacy’s eyes lit up, and her body English became suggestive. “You fucked right after she told you she let your neighbor finger her? See what happened there, Don? It made you jealous, and that made you horny as hell, right? I bet you both came right away.”
She was right of course, though I hadn’t identified jealousy in the equation. The fact that she let another man touch her intimately had excited me. At no point did I ever feel anger. This seemed odd to me too.
Stacy continued: “She raised the stakes, Don. If you don’t take care of her, she’ll find someone who will. That’s the signal your cock received. It needed to dominate her.”
“I don’t like the idea, Stacy. I’m not sure that’s it. I don’t want her sleeping around with other men. That would make me angry, not horny.”
“Not other men, Don. You said the neighbor is a good friend. He’s a known entity to both of you. He’s not ‘other men’.”
“I’m not following. Why would I like for him to fuck my wife?”
“Because she’s your wife, Don. Her desirability to another man increases your desire for her, and you like this guy and trust his judgment. Plus, you know, you want to dominate the situation with your ‘seed’. You want to fuck her so your seed dominates his. It’s evolution, survival of the fittest.”
I got the logic but didn’t know how to extrapolate from what had occurred into a viable horizon for us. Did my wife want to ‘swing’? Did I? Ed’s wife Kristen was attractive and sexy. We did flirt, but always within a safe zone that wouldn’t land either of us in the dog house.
“Don, do you think you’d like to watch this guy make love to your wife? Have you thought about that?”
I hadn’t, but with the thought in my mind now, I felt what I’d felt the day before in my expensively remodeled kitchen. The idea of him thrusting into my wife, both of them naked on my marital bed, gave me an instant erection. I shifted in my chair.
“Stacy, what if I had thought about it, and liked the idea?”
“It’s in your nature, or men’s nature, to respond. In this case, the response is ‘desire’. It’s your natural instincts narrating the dialogue in your head, Don. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. I wouldn’t be in your shoes. Maybe your wife wants to see you making love to the neighbor’s wife. Maybe it would get her hot, meaning hot for you. She doesn’t want to lose your seed to the neighbor’s wife. You show an attraction to the neighbor, and it makes your wife crazy horny for you.”
“Would it make you hot to see your boyfriend fucking someone else?”
“If I had one, yeah, assuming I loved him, of course. If I saw another woman stealing his ‘seed’ I’d be all over him to get to it first. That doesn’t sound too romantic, but I’m sure you get my drift.”
I did get her drift. Sex was a competition for resources. Men needed to spread their seed, women needed to attract it. Of course, discretion was required on both sides.
Stacy grinned beguilingly. “Maybe you should fuck me over lunch, tell your wife about it over dinner tonight, and see how she feels about that. I’m game.”
“Thanks, Stacy, but that’s not something I’m prepared to do. I’m still a married man.”
“Your wife is a married woman. In the past what, forty-eight hours, she’s had two men inside her in one way or another.”
Just her saying that along with the mental imagery it provoked took my erection to Defcon One, or whichever Defcon is the one that launches the missiles. Why was I reacting this way? Also, Stacy had just offered herself to me over lunch which, frankly, I’d made no plans for. If my wife was letting neighbors finger her pussy, surely it meant I could fuck a co-worker without shame or regret?
No, I couldn’t do that. But what if Stacy joined my wife and me in our bed? That had a different ring to it. I could see that, but only now that I’d thought of it. It was the sort of thing that had never been on my radar in the past, and here I was discussing it.
“Stacy, just hypothetically now, what if a situation arose where you slept with my wife and me? Is that something you would consider?”
“Hmm,” said Stacy. “She is attractive, Don. Do you think she’s interested in women?”
“I can’t say. It’s never come up.”
“You mean you’ve never grilled her on, say, lesbian encounters in college? Most men ask that question by the third date.”
“No. I’ve never asked her. Anyway, I’m wasn’t thinking about you and her getting it on. Just you two on me.”
“Well, she’s kind of opened the door, I’d say. Ask her tonight. But, yes, to answer your question. I can see sleeping with both of you, or both of us on you, whatever. I guess you’re also saying you’d like to fuck me, Don. That’s sweet.”
“I’m sorry, Stacy. I’m just…”
“No, it’s fine Don. I don’t mind. Let’s say the offer is on the table. But your wife doesn’t really know me. You should ask her who she’d like to have in your bed. Just do it. Maybe she’s got a thing for your neighbor’s wife too or has the idea of just sharing husbands... Hey, we should probably head over to our meeting, don’t you think? We’re kind of late already.”
As we headed to the company’s conference room my head swirled with new possibilities. In just twenty-four hours my sexual horizon had grown exponentially. The various scenarios playing in my brain were causing unrelenting enthusiasm in my briefs. The idea of making love to Stacy while my wife watched was excruciatingly pleasant. But so was the idea of watching my wife make love to Ed. The thought of screwing his wife I now viewed as a real possibility.
As I followed Stacy to the meeting I saw her shapely ass in a whole new light. Just knowing she viewed me as a sex candidate turned our whole relationship into a form of foreplay. The relationship didn’t need to be consummated for it to have that effect.





  

    

      Let’s Talk About This



    


  


  Surprisingly, Donna and I hadn’t really had time to talk in any depth since her Sunday morning admissions and the ravenous sex that followed. Family obligations and business travel kept us apart for most of the week, and we tended not to go deep in our phone conversations. It was Thursday night before we had our first chance for a sit-down heart to heart.


  I’d just returned from a business trip to Cleveland. We were sitting side-by-side on our living room sofa sipping wine.


  “So,” said Donna. “You said you needed time to think about things. What are your thoughts?”


  “I have given it all some thought, yes. I admit I’m a bit conflicted.”


  “That’s understandable, Don. I feel a little cruel now, in the way I told you about Ed. Maybe I was still a little hungover. I don’t know. I guess I just thought the best way to tell you about it was to just lay it out there. I never considered not telling you, by the way.”


  “So you’re saying, as he was — there’s only way to say this — fingering you, you were thinking ‘I must tell Don about this’? That doesn’t seem highly probable to me, though of course, you did tell me.”


  “I knew if I was going there I had to take you with me, Don. You’re my husband. We agreed ten years ago we were a team.”


  “Donna, what does that even mean, ‘take you with me’? Where are we going?”


  “That’s just it, Don. Where do you want to go with this?”


  “Maybe you’d better tell me first.” So far, I was the only offended party here, aside from Kristen. I didn’t want to put my foot in my mouth or present an opening for her to excuse her behavior. I wasn’t ready to tell her how I really felt about everything.


  “Okay, Don, but let me preface this by saying I’m happy with you and I want us to stay married. This isn’t that discussion, you know, where we’re talking about our marriage.”


  “I understand, Donna.”


  “When we fucked in the kitchen Sunday morning, it was the best sex we’d had since our honeymoon… I mean, Holy Shit, Don, you were an animal. We both were. Neither one of us had come like that, or so fast, ever. I’m speaking for both of us, aren’t I? I know it was possibly the best sex you’ve had with me.”


  “It was right up there, so yes, Donna. It was great sex.”


  “And do you know why?”


  “I think I do, but you tell me what you’re thinking.”


  “Don, it’s because you’d thought I’d strayed, and you were staking your claim on me. You had to dominate me. You were really savage, you know.”


  “I’ve got that bit worked out, Donna. I’ve talked about it with someone else and they said the same thing.”


  “You TALKED about this with someone else? Who?”


  “Stacy at work. You know her.”


  “Fuck, Don. I don’t know what to say about that.”


  “Well, one, don’t go all indignant over that. I’m the one trying to figure things out, and, two… Well, I don’t actually have a two. But at any rate, Stacy would never say anything to anybody. She’s a friend. She helped me see what you’re saying here. You were unfaithful, and it woke something up inside me.”


  I wasn’t sure that what Donna did, or let happen to her, really qualified as being “unfaithful.” Fifty years ago, sure. An unchaste kiss would have unraveled a marriage. Today? Who knew anymore? Maybe these days fingering another man’s wife was like inappropriate kissing in my parent’s time.


  “We can shift that discussion to another time, Don, but that’s it, okay? No more sharing our story out there.”


  “Agreed.”


  “Anyway, Don, and I’m speaking frankly, of course, our sex life up to that moment had become rather sad, don’t you think? Do you know the last time we made love before that?”


  “I don’t. Maybe a couple weeks?”


  “Three months ago, Don, after that solstice party. We were both pretty drunk.”


  “Three months ago?”


  “Three months.” Donna let out a long sigh and put her hand on my forearm.


  “Jesus,” I said. “I had no idea it’d been that long.”


  “Before that, Don, it had been four months. Valentine’s Day. We’d had a lot to drink then too. Sober sex? Until Sunday morning, well, I don’t want to think when that happened last.”


  “I get your point, Donna. Our sex life did kind of blow. I guess I thought that might be normal in a long marriage.”


  “Normal? Now all I can think about is how you fucked me in the kitchen. I’ve been hot and bothered ever since, Don. I’ve never been this horny in my life. That’s how I want to feel all the time. Horny for you, all the time, like when we first met.”


  She was right, and I knew it. I felt like a teenager. I felt hormones surging every time I was in the presence of Donna. It was a pleasant ache. It felt like being in a continual state of foreplay.


  “Don, we’ve known each other a long time, fifteen years total. I don’t think it’s a bad thing that our sex life lost some of its sparks. That’s completely normal. Just ask my mother.”


  “I’d rather not,” I said.


  “You know what I mean. So now we have to be more creative. We have to be proactive.”


  “And letting Ed finger you in our kitchen is a case of you being proactive?”


  “God yes, Don. Think of what happened after I told you about that. No couples therapy in the world would have produced the same result. Like I said, you were savage. Where has that guy been hiding? That’s rhetorical. The point is, right now, this very minute, what effect does the thought of Ed fingering me have on you right now?”


  “I want to fuck the hell out of you.”


  “Me you too. See? It was proactive of me. When I unbuttoned my jeans and pulled down my zipper, I knew I was crossing a threshold. It worked.”


  “Wait. Did you undo your jeans? For some reason, I thought he did that.”


  “I told you this before. I undid them, and I put his hand down my panties.”


  This was like hearing it all over again for the first time. I didn’t recall her mentioning that she put his hand down her panties. Before, I thought he had somehow taken advantage of her. It appeared now the reverse was true. Or maybe they met in the middle or something. Regardless, all I wanted to do with this new information is fuck Donna even more savagely.


  No wonder proactivity gets such good billing.


  Now, the vision of her staring into Ed’s eyes as his fingers explored her pussy, and the idea that she was soaking wet and hot and eager, took me past my resistance threshold.


  “Donna,” I said. “I’m afraid it’s happening all over again. I feel like the Hulk transitioning. I have to have you.”


  “Oh, Don, please do!” She seemed to melt in front of me.


  I pulled her in and we kissed like barbarian lovers. I squeezed and fondled her breasts. She pulled off her top and removed her bra and buried my face between her tits. I slobbered all over them, hungrily, even angrily. These belonged to me! I was marking my territory.


  I undid my buckle, unzipped my trousers and pulled out my cock. It looked mad for attention. I pushed Donna’s face down and she inhaled me with an avarice I’d never experienced with anyone. Her custom had always been a sort of brief meet and greet, never more, never reaching a fait accompli as it were. Now she was determined to utterly satisfy me. She sucked and pumped and when it was clear I was going to erupt she didn’t pull off. I’d never come in her mouth before.


  She held on until the last spasm. She tenderly cleaned me up with her tongue, mewing like a kitten. As she lifted her head she gave my cock a summary suck and kiss and swirled her tongue around the tip.


  Then she kissed me, and I could taste my essence still lingering on her tongue. This was also a first. My initial reaction was mixed, but the passion she demonstrated convinced me to flow with it, and my afterglow bloomed into a quick recovery. I had pushed Donna’s head down into subservience, where she deftly applied skills I didn’t know she had, and now she was pushing me down onto the sofa. I wasn’t ready to fuck her, but that wasn’t what she had in mind. She stood and removed the rest of her clothes then sat over my face. This took me by surprise.


  Firmly gripping my hair, she fiercely rubbed her pussy up and down over my mouth, tongue and nose. I licked in long, syncopated strokes, letting her determine the rhythm. She ground into my face, then lifted off and came back down to do it all over again. I focused on the knot of her clit as my fingers played with her ass. I inserted a finger and she wailed. She came hard and fast and with great violence, going limp only after a prolonged and deep orgasm. I knew this must be the result of pent-up fantasy desires unleashed all at once in the fury of the moment. It was an orgasm of a completely new order. It wasn’t a long-term couple’s orgasm. She came like she was the Goddess of Love, with a shaking violence that could tumble mountains.


  She laid on top of me. We gently rocked back and forth as we slipped quietly into the afterglow.


  Twenty minutes passed. Thirty.


  Finally, Donna sat up and looked down at me.


  “You should see your hair, Don. You look like you’ve been pussy-face-fucked.”


  Indeed, I had been pussy-face-fucked. My head was still swimming in the aftermath. This new dialogue between us, the “pussy” stuff, was having a delirious effect upon me. My former wife was now a sex goddess, or whore, or some pleasant mix of the two. She’d never let me come in her mouth. Now I had a wife who let me come in her mouth, and she had just come in, or rather, over mine.


  There was no need to get too technical about it.


  Donna got up to get us water. I watched her walk naked to the kitchen and back. I seldom saw her this way outside the bedroom, and then only in brief spurts. Now she seemed very natural and at ease with her nudity. She had every right to be so. She had a nice body.


  I sat up and took a long swig of the water, then a sip of the wine we’d been drinking before the lovemaking. The pyrotechnic display that had just been executed in our living room, our savage oral lovemaking was absolutely realigning the universe. I’d never before felt so in love with my wife.


  After several moments of silence, Donna leaned over, held my cock in her loving fingers, and looked into my eyes.


  “I’m sorry I never did that before, you know, let you come in my mouth. I don’t know why I didn’t. I liked it.”


  “Donna, I can’t tell you how it felt. The idea of you doing that, well. It was indescribable. And you’ve never come that way with me before, never sitting on my face... It never occurred to me that you’d want to.”


  “Oh, yeah. I’d thought of it before but, I don’t know. It just seems kind of out there. I mean, you go down on me, but that was…”


  “Totally out there, yeah. I liked experiencing you like that. I was afraid you were going to pull my head off.”


  Donna laughed. “I’m sorry. I may have been a little rough there. I’ve never, you know, pussy-face-fucked before. I had to hold on to something. There’s no headboard on a sofa. They should design one.”


  “Our language is certainly opening up. I wonder how other couples talk.”


  “I can’t imagine my mother ever saying ‘pussy’, nor my dad for that matter. I’ve never heard Kristen use it.”


  Her mention of Ed’s wife Kristen jarred me a bit. That whole scenario came back into the picture but I wasn’t sure what to say about it, so I stuck with the former topic.


  “I don’t know about the ‘C’ word, though,” I said. “I’m not sure about that one.”


  “Cunt? Maybe… If I told you to ‘eat my cunt’, would it put you off?”


  Now that she had vocalized it, and put it into context, I felt friendlier to the idea. “Maybe,” I said. “But I’d keep that one strictly for in private, I think.”


  Donna laughed. “Okay. I won’t say “cunt” or “pussy” during couples dinner conversations.”


  “Good plan.”


  “So,” said Donna. “What do you think about Kristen? Have you ever fantasized about her?”


  I honestly hadn’t until Stacy brought it up, so I stuck with the former truth. “No. Not really. She’s attractive, though. She’s sexy too. Why do you ask? You know, I’m almost afraid to see where this discussion is going.”


  “You mean, going from what happened with Ed to what might happen down the road?”


  “I guess that’s what I mean.” I could feel my cock responding to the conversation.


  “Don, have you thought about Ed and I fucking? Has that crossed your mind?”


  “Yes. It has.”


  “And what do you feel when you think of that?”


  If Donna bothered to look at my lap she’d of gotten a clue, not that I knew how I really felt about it. So far, just a single indiscretion had transpired involving Ed’s fingers and Donna’s pussy. That event alone had sent our lovemaking into orbit. Where was the end zone? At what point would diminishing returns set in? I was an economist by trade, in which these were the crucial questions.


  The idea of Donna and Ed naked on our bed, his cock in her mouth, or his face buried in her pussy, was not an uncomfortable one. In fact, it was a very inspiring and comfortable idea. It was suddenly within the realm of possibility. But how is that sort of thing managed? And did I want to be there too? Did I want to participate? Did I want a threesome? A foursome? Would Kristen be drawn into it?


  It was beginning to get very complicated.


  “Donna, I think I don’t know what to think about any of it, really. I liked the idea of seeing you fucking Ed. I don’t know why. I don’t know if I’d want to participate, or just watch you two do it or simply hear about it later.”


  Donna was quiet reflecting on what to say. I looked at her, still naked sitting next to me, and the idea of sharing this vision, this sight of her naked, sent a warm shiver up my spine. I had the feeling anything I wanted was now an option. Any fantasy I might conjure she would go along with it to make it so.


  “Don, I like the idea of you watching me fuck Ed. Does it mean I want to fuck Ed? That’s not it. I like the idea of you wanting me to fuck him. If that’s the case, then yes, I want to fuck him. Does that make any sense?”


  “What if I fucked Kristen? Do you like the sound of that?”


  Donna’s face became serious and her eyes went cold. Then she reflected some more and her facial features restored their former warmth. “I like the idea of that turning you on, the me watching you do it bit, and then you fucking me too, or me fucking Ed while you and Kristen watch. Jesus, I don’t know... Do you get what I’m saying?”


  “It’s the same then, for both of us. At any rate, it’s complicated. There’s the idea and then the execution. They have different flavors.”


  “Really...” said Donna. “Really, there’s only one way to know for sure.”


  “What are you saying?”


  “Ed has to fuck me or we’ll never know. Or you have to fuck Kristen. Either way.”


  Just her saying that relit my fuse. I pushed Donna down on the sofa, spread her legs and slipped my cock into her. I pumped hard and she gasped. Her eyes seemed dazzled, then she erupted vocally with strenuous conviction.


  “Oh God! Again? YES! Fuck me hard. Harder! FUCK ME DON! Or are you Ed? Are you Ed fucking me? Is that what you’re thinking? Oh Yes. Fuck YES. I’m yours, whoever you are. FUCK ME ALL YOU WANT… I, I, Oh God...”


  I did fuck her. Hard and savagely, like a barbarian, and she came hard. Hysterically. She squeezed so tight I couldn’t breathe. When I felt her peaking so did I, but I pulled out and pumped my cock and my come streamed over her belly and breasts, hot and thick. She looked at me with a mix of horror and bliss contorting her face, her response to the shock of it, the speed, and the way I ended it — this we both had to process. It was all new to us, this primitive, jungle lovemaking. The rawness was in complete contrast to our former docility with each other.


  With my hands on her upraised knees, I looked down at her. Donna’s pussy was swollen and wet and inflamed. She wiped my come with her fingers and cleaned them in her mouth, all while staring deep into my eyes as her body twitched with slight tremors. I laid over her and we smothered each other with rabid kisses.


  We collected ourselves and walked upstairs to the shower. It was all we could do to just stand and not fall over. We didn’t speak. We kissed instead, long and hard. After drying off we climbed into bed and fell into an enchanted sleep.


  We were late getting up and had to hurry to get to work on time. I noticed Donna didn’t get dressed until the last moment. She even went to the kitchen nude to make our coffee.


  As I was leaving she said, “Don’t forget. Tonight we’re having dinner at Kristen’s and Ed’s. It’s her birthday.”


  Oh Lord, I thought. Tonight would be the first time seeing Ed since the “finger incident”. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.


  



New World Order



“So, good business trip?” asked Stacy. As per our usual, we were having our morning office visit to coordinate work on various projects. She arrived with two coffees.
“Hi, Stacy… What can I say? It was to Cleveland,” I said.
“And how are things at home with the sticky fingers situation?”
“Things at home are, well… Hey, close the door, will ya?”
“Oh, this sounds promising.” Stacy closed the door and sat down.
“I sort of told Donna I’d talked with you about this, so…”
“Oh, thanks, Don. Now I’m going to feel all funny when I see your wife again.”
“I know. I’m sorry. But since I already spoke to you, well, I thought why not keep you in the loop? Anyway, I want your perspective.”
“Shoot.” Stacy had dialed up the cleavage for this visit. That, or she accidentally left a button too many open on her blouse. Either way, I couldn’t help but appreciate her appearance. We enjoyed an ongoing but harmless flirtation with each other.
I decided there was no abridged way to properly fill Stacy in, so I told her everything about the prior night, sparing no details, even the money shots.
“Holy shit, Don. You two should start a porn webcam. You’ll be rich.”
“That’s not the perspective I was looking for Stacy. What I mean is, what do you think about it really? Are we abnormal? I didn’t think sex like that really existed in the real world. And shouldn’t I be really pissed about the ‘finger incident’? I’m still a little confused about everything.”
Stacy chose her words carefully. “Don, I guess you’ve been conservative on the sex front, am I right?”
“More or less.”
“How many women have you slept with?”
“Five.”
“Including your wife?”
“Yes, including Donna.”
“Right there you’ll a little light in the loafers, as my grandpa used to say.” Stacy paused, looking down at her coffee. “How many people do you think I’ve had sex with, Don?”
“I couldn’t say, but I get the impression it’s more than five.”
“Take a guess.”
“Ten?” I suspected more, but it was sort of like guessing a woman’s age. You had to underestimate even if you knew exactly.
“Forty”
“Jesus. I mean. Forty men...”
“Who said just men? Anyway, it’s kind of normal these days to have had a lot of partners. There’s a new world order as far as sexual matters go. I’m thirty-five. I was pretty active in college. Those years account for about a third of them.”
“You’ve been with women too?”
“A few.”
“So, you’re…”
“Lesbian? No. I go with the flow.”
“I see,” I said, still treading lightly. “Well, I think what you’re saying is that I’m a little short on experience.”
“Well, you seem to be catching up, Don. You’ve covered a lot of ground this week. No one has ever come on my breasts. You’re one up on me.”
“Was it a little over the top there?”
“Oh yeah... But in the right context, it works for me.” Stacy arched her back a bit and looked down at her bosom, thus providing a visceral response. “It’s just never come up before, so to speak. Look, let’s say you’re entering phase two of your sexual life. Look at how lucky you are. You’ve got a partner who’s into new things and your sex life is on fire now. You’ve won the lottery. You should hear how the other guys talk around the office. Most of them are miserable. They’re happy if they get laid once a month.”
“You’re kidding.”
“I’m not,” she said. “And the women too. Most of them say things like, ‘I just hope he’s quick’ or ‘I’d rather he go look at porn and leave me alone’.”
That sounded pretty grim. I never talked much with other men about their wives or sex lives at home, though a lot of them enjoyed sharing their road stories. I didn’t cheat and never had anything to contribute.
Maybe I had won the lottery.
“Don, don’t get too caught up with the other guy thing. Your wife is just being honest. She wants to light the spark with you. If that means she has to fool around to get you interested, well, so what? We’re kind of designed to seek out variety. I do. The idea of being with one man sexually all my life? No thanks. Marriage shouldn’t mean you can’t have sex with other people. In a hundred years monogamy won’t exist. I feel safe betting on that. Say, a hundred grand?”
“Sure thing. You’re on.”
“What else is on your mind? Ready to take me up on my offer? Do you want to come on my breasts?”
“I’m still not there yet. but thanks, Stacy. I’ll keep you posted.”
“You may as well ask your wife if she’d mind.” Stacy stood up to leave. “Or maybe she could join us.”
I knew Stacy was joking but then again, it wasn’t crazy to think down the road it could happen. Like I said, I didn’t know what the end-zone would look like. I didn’t know where this was all headed. A New World Order really was underway, and I was being invited along.




Liquid Lunch Confessions



“Listen, it’s a Friday tradition,” said Carl. He was our resident alcoholic and star salesman, and his Friday lunches were legendary. “We’re expected to drink at Friday lunch, or at least I am.” He laughed. “I’ve earned the right. If I didn’t bring in the meat, you guys wouldn’t have anything to do.” He was right. He brought in the projects that gave me a paycheck, so higher-ups cut him a lot of slack.
“Okay,” I said. “I’ll have what you’re having.”
Carl ordered two double martinis, dry, with extra olives. By the end of the second round we had covered all the usual business gossip, sports news, and political mischief. I knew meaningful work for the rest of the afternoon was out of the question. I was feeling pretty loosened up and decided to dig into Carl’s personal life, particularly in regard to his wife. Stacy’s comments about the men in the office had intrigued me, and I wanted to see if they applied to Carl.
“So, Carl, how’s life at home? We’ve never really talked about our personal lives.”
Carl stared at his drink, now down to a swallow, and nodded to the waiter. “I don’t know, Don. How do you mean exactly? Have you heard something?”
“No, Carl. I haven’t heard anything. Well, I’ll tell you something, but this is just between us, okay?”
“Sure thing,” he said.
“I was talking with Stacy earlier. I’m not sure how it came up, but she said most of the men and women at the office felt rather ho-hum about things at home. I’m talking about in the bedroom, Carl. I was surprised at her comment.”
“You were surprised? I’m not. How long have you been married?”
“Ten years.”
“It usually begins around five years, I’d say. That’s when the magic goes out the window. The wife acts like she’s doing you a favor if she pays any real attention to you. You know what I mean about attention, right?”
“In the bedroom,” I said. I got the feeling Carl had a lot to say on the subject.
Carl’s fresh drink arrived and he took a big gulp. “Don, I’m guessing you’ve noticed something along those lines?”
“To be honest, Carl, I hadn’t really thought about it until Stacy brought it up. But I admit, Donna and I have kind of slacked off on the lovemaking.” I knew I was now breaking my vow to Donna not to share our story with anyone else.
“It’s lovemaking for the first few years, Don, then it’s just screwing. You perform your regular routine, get off, and then roll over and go to sleep. There’s no passion. What you want is to turn the screwing back into passionate lovemaking. To do that you need to fall back in love. Illogically, infidelity is the key.”
This surprised me. Right out of the gate he was discussing what Stacy and I had discussed. “That seems so contrary to a happy marriage, doesn’t it?”
“Are we just two girls talking here?” Carl asked. “Nothing leaves this table?”
“Of course. We’re just two gals yakkin’.”
“I’ve had what you might call affairs, Don. There’s a woman in Atlanta I hook up when in town. I’m there a couple times a year. It’s a very loose arrangement. She knows I’m happily married. My wife knows about it.”
“Wow,” I said. Carl was a good looking guy and successful. He could probably keep several families afloat financially, but I never pegged him as a lady’s man. “Your wife knows?”
“She knows. We’ve been together fifteen years. When we lost the magic in the bedroom — that was about ten years ago as I said, or five years in — I complained, just as most any man would. Comics used to joke about it all the time. She said our sex had become routine. I asked her what we could do to improve the situation. She suggested affairs. It surprised the hell out of me. She said she read about it somewhere as a way to keep the home fires burning.”
“You mean, she told you to cheat on her?”
Carl surveyed the room, got the waiter’s attention, and nodded for refills. He looked at me a bit warily, as if unsure of how to continue. Finally, he said, “My wife thought we should both have affairs, Don. She was right.”
I wasn’t expecting to hear this. It made my situation feel a bit less abnormal, even a little behind the curve. Donna and I were ten years into our marriage.
“Carl, what the hell did you think when she suggested it?”
“Troubled at first, then I liked the idea. What man wouldn’t? She was giving me a free pass to screw around.”
“Yeah, but she was also saying she wanted to screw around. Didn’t that make you angry?”
“No, Don. Once I thought it through, it made me horny as hell. The idea of her fucking somebody else turned me on. We fucked like teenagers after that conversation. We still do. It brought the magic back.”
“Jesus,” I said. The parallels between his situation and my growing one were obvious.
“Jesus is right, Don. I don’t drink so much because I’m sad. I drink because I’m happy. Things couldn’t have turned out better for us.”
“You’re not afraid you’ll lose her? That she’ll be drawn to some other guy she’s sleeping with?”
“NO,” said Carl. “It’s au contraire, as the French say. This way, she’s happy, I’m happy. What other man would let her go out there and experiment? Not many. She doesn’t want to lose me. I don’t want to lose her. We’re living in the best of both possible worlds. But it takes an open mind.”
“Does she tell you about the other men? How many are we talking about anyway?”
“The number isn’t important, Don, but not many. We’re not swingers or sex addicts. Nothing of the sort. That’s not to say we haven’t experimented together, of course. You know what they say, you open one door, and another one opens. I guess what I’m trying to say is it’s not a lifestyle, but it’s in the mix.
“And yes, she tells me about the other men, what they do together, the things she’s tried with them. It’s like oral Viagra. It excites both of us to share our sex lives with other people. It’s crazy.”
By this point we’d each drunk half a dozen martinis or more than I might drink in a whole month. I was feeling emboldened, to say the least. I decided to share a little of my news with Carl, feeling it would help me sort out my own thoughts.
“Carl, you’re being very open and I appreciate it. I won’t say a word to anyone, of course.”
“Stacy knows, Don. But that’s it as far as the office goes.”
Jesus, I thought. There seemed to be a lot of symmetry between us in a number of ways. I wondered if Stacy had ever joined Carl and his wife but didn’t want to ask. If she did, I was sure it would come up down the road.
I now felt safe sharing my recent experiences. I wasn’t sure how far I’d go until I started talking.
“I won’t mention our discussion with Stacy, Carl.”
“It won’t do any harm. It’s your choice.”
“I guess I should tell you why I brought this all up.”
Carl smiled. “I knew we’d get to it. Remember, it’s my job to get people to open up. That’s why I’m good at sales. I know when to quit talking, even when a little drunk, which I definitely am now by the way. Don’t worry. Whatever you say is just between you and me.”
“I’m a little drunk myself, Carl. That’s probably why I’m about to open up.”
“You’re a pretty buttoned-down guy, Don. You need to let go once in awhile. You’re in safe company.”
“Thanks, Carl.” I did my best to make an outline in my mind before spilling my beans. It wasn’t working, so I just spoke, interested to hear whatever the hell I was about to say. “My neighbor fingered my wife in our kitchen during a dinner party. She told me about it the next morning.”
“That would get her attention, being fingered I mean.”
“You’d think, right? Anyway, she sort of let it happen, even helped it happen. She undid her jeans and put his hand in her panties. Let me emphasize she was wearing them at the time.”
Carl grinned knowingly. “She went all in. You must have been pretty shocked to hear this, Don. Did it make you angry?”
“No. We ended up fucking like two teenagers, right there in the kitchen.”
“So now you know,” said Carl, somewhat mystically.
“Know what?”
“That the idea of your wife getting it on with another guy turns you on.”
I mused on “other guy” for a moment. Ed wasn’t just another guy, and I didn’t think I would have had the same reaction if it had just been some random guy. That would have made me angry. There was something about Ed being a good friend that changed the chemistry.
“Carl, the idea of her sleeping around with strange men doesn’t work for me. I know this guy. We’re very good friends.”
“I didn’t really mean to suggest otherwise. Those are details, anyway, Don. We’re talking the raw materials here. Your wife with another man. Your final reaction will always be variable. You don’t want your wife being reckless.”
He was right. “The next time we were able to talk about it was a few days later, after my Cleveland trip. Every time we tried to talk about it, we ended up fucking like rabbits.”
“There’s a lot of energy there, Don, a lot of sexual energy, when it comes to redefining how you two view fidelity. You imagine a scenario involving your wife with another guy, say, with his cock in her mouth, and you just want to fuck the hell out of her.”
“That’s it!” I said. “That exactly describes what happened.”
Carl nodded for a final round and asked the waiter to doggy-bag our barely touched New York strips. There was no question about returning to the office or driving home. I was glad to have heard Carl’s private admissions regarding his marriage and how they kept things spicy. It felt like I was joining a secret society of some kind. Not a swinger’s club, just a club for couples who’d found non-mainstream ways of maintaining vibrant sex lives.
I was still a little confused about the “end game.” Where did it all lead to?
“Carl,” I said. “Where does this sort of thing lead? I’m not sure what the trajectory is.”
“Happiness? You have to be clear on your goals, Don. What do you want out of it? It’s not like you’re getting onboard a train to a known destination. You’ll always be in control. It sounds like you and your wife are compatible. You want the same thing.”
“So, it’s not like an addiction. You don’t need to get further and further ‘out there’ to keep things exciting?”
“No. In fact, you might find things settle down. It sounds like you and Donna are already pulling a lot of erotic energy out of that single incident with your friend, right? That could keep you going for a long time.”
“I have a feeling the train’s definitely left the station, Carl. These martinis are giving me permission to just go ahead and admit I’d like to watch my wife fuck this guy.”
“There ya go, liquid courage… Listen, you won’t know until you go there, and going there doesn’t mean you can’t dial things back later. Maybe Donna won’t dig it and you will. Maybe she will dig it and you won’t. There’s always a risk. But chances are, you’ll both feed off that energy for a long time. Down the road, you might find you want to revisit the situation. Nothing is fixed. The point is, you love and trust each other enough to keep going, to keep trying. We’ve got pretty hot wives, Don. There’s a lot to be thankful for here. Just look at what it’s done for your sex life already. You’ve restored the passion.”
“You’re absolutely right.”




Afternoon Delights



“You’re home early,” said Donna, as I stumbled through the kitchen door. She gave me a kiss. “Oh boy, liquid lunch? Carl?”
“Yes. We had a few martinis, perhaps a few too many. You’re home early too.”
Donna was wrapping a gift on the granite-topped island, one of the new features in our modern kitchen. She was still dressed for work, wearing her usual white blouse, black pencil skirt outfit, which was an excellent look on her. It was giving me ideas, but I knew I needed to nap if I was going to recover from the martinis in time for Kristen’s birthday dinner.
Donna knew the post-lunch-with-Carl routine so explanations weren’t necessary. I went upstairs and stripped down to my briefs, took two aspirin and fell onto the bed, falling asleep on the way down.
Two hours later Donna was cooing into my ear. Initially, it was just noise, which I quickly deciphered as an instruction to rise and shower. She had prepared an espresso. I sat up, and she sat next to me with her hand, very warm from the cup, gently stroking my thigh. This small action produced an immediate erection.
“Oh, look who’s joined us, Don,” she said. She moved her hand over my cock and rested it there. I looked at her with appreciative eyes. She had showered and looked refreshed. She was wearing a loose fitting robe, quite open at the top, exposing most of her boobs. I loved them dearly. For some reason I felt like a newlywed.
“So tell me about your lunch with Carl,” she said.
“The usual, I guess.” I knew this was a lie. “We ordered a big lunch, and then drank instead.” That part was true.
“No boy talk?”
“How do you mean?” I said. I knew what she meant.
“Nothing really. But I wanted to tell you, I had a girl’s lunch with Kristen for her birthday. That’s why I’m home early. But we only drank wine, not martinis.”
As far as I knew, this was her first contact with Kristen since the evening when her husband had his fingers in her panties. I wondered if that changed the dynamic of her relationship with Kristen.
“How was it, seeing her, after her husband…”
“Fingered my pussy?” Donna laughed. Apparently, and in less than a week, the “finger incident” had become a funny story. “To be honest, at first it felt a little weird. She didn’t pick up on it. Somehow, I managed to bring up how you’d recently become a savage in the bedroom. Kristen found that very interesting. She wanted details.”
Oh Lord, I thought, filling in the blanks ahead of whatever Donna was about to say. She couldn’t have told Kristen what happened with her husband. I gave Donna a wary look.
“Oh, don’t worry, Don. I didn’t say anything about Ed.”
“That’s good news. I was worried for a moment.”
Donna laughed again. “I just told her how you ravaged me in the kitchen, and on the sofa. I told her it was just out of the blue, like you were a new man. She really perked up.”
“I didn’t know you and Kristen talked about that stuff.”
“Normally, we don’t, at least not the intimate details.”
“And you did this time?”
“Oh, yeah. She had a lot to say. I was surprised.”
Unsurprisingly, I was immensely interested now, eager to hear everything Donna was about to share. It was like being invited to hear the saucy details of another woman’s sex life.
I looked at Donna feeling a bit impatient. “Well? What did Kristen have to say?”
“The same thing happened to her this week with Ed. He’s been all over her. She said their sex life has been through the roof since last weekend. I joked and said it must be something in the air.”
“And not Ed’s recent adventure into your jeans.”
“NO. I couldn’t say anything about that.”
I thought for a moment. “So, Ed’s changed? That’s what Kristen is saying? But, so far for him, it’s all one-sided. We both know what happened, and somehow that’s working for us. Do you see what I mean? What do you think Kristen would say if Ed told her about you and him?”
“She’d kill him, and then me.”
“I don’t get it,” I said.
“So far, she thinks Ed is responding solely to her. Get it? She thinks she’s the reason why Ed has become so sexually charged. If I told her, hey, wait a minute, Ed’s responding to me, well…”
“She’d be deflated.”
“That’s why you need to do something. You need to get it in Kristen’s head that you find her sexually attractive.”
“She is sexually attractive,” I said. She was, so why deny it?
“You know what I mean. You need to make a pass.”
“Hell. I’m not sure how. I can’t see myself laying a hand on her pussy. I’m not a pussy-grabber.”
“There are other ways, Don. Think tits, ass…”
“I’m not a grabber is what I’m saying.”
“Neither is Ed. Remember, it started with words, Don. He didn’t just reach over and cup my pussy in his hands.”
“And finger your pussy.” I couldn’t help myself. It just came out.
“You like saying that, don’t you? Yes, Don. He fingered my hot, wet pussy...” Donna pulled my briefs down and liberated my erection. I was fully aroused again, due to the image of another man’s fingers inside my wife’s pussy. This was crazy.
Donna took me in her mouth. The heat of her tongue was mesmerizing. I hoped she was going to reprise her performance of the night before, but she released my cock with a popping sound and leaned over to kiss my lips.
“See how charged we are, Don? If I’d continued for another couple minutes you’d be coming in my mouth right now.”
“I have some time to spare…”
She laughed. “No. Let’s save it. We have a big night ahead of us.” She gave me a mischievous wink and got up from the bed. She let her robe fall off completely and went to the dresser naked. My desire was nearing painful thresholds. What did she mean by there being a “big night” ahead of us? Whatever she was thinking, shouldn’t I be on it?
She took a lacy black panty out of the top drawer. It still had a tag on it. She snapped it off and put it on, then pulled out a matching bra and put that on. She looked stunning.
“Kristen and I splurged on new lingerie after our lunch. You like?”
Oh God yes. I imaged Kristen in the same bra and panty. What if they both were planning something?
It was almost too much. I rose and headed to the shower, my head in a pleasant sort of turmoil. I ran cool water to settle down. It didn’t help. I was mad with desire. Recent events had ramped up my expectation levels, or adjusted my erotic schedule. I felt an urgent need for sexual connection. This was new.
I walked into the bedroom. Donna was tidying up the bed from my nap. I stood there naked with an aching erection. She was still in her underwear.
“Honey,” I said. “You have to do something, or let me do something, I don’t know which.”
“Oh, Don, that does look painful. Let me help you.” She sat on the bed and motioned for me to come over. “What can I do for you, Don? I hope it’s safe for me to feel responsible, right? Are you in sexual pain for me? Isn’t it nice?”
“I’ve never really experienced this before.” She was clearly putting aside her worries over the “big night” ahead of us.
“I know,” she said, smiling. “Do you want to come inside me? Do you want to come in my mouth again? You decide.” She stood and took off her panties and bra.
Oh Lord, I thought. I wanted her both ways. I couldn’t decide.
She scooted up on the bed and leaned back on her elbows. “Just fuck me, Donny. I’m ready for you. I don’t think this will take very long.” She grinned coyly. “This is just for you now.”
I climbed onto to bed and over her as she directed my cock into her pussy. She was perfectly wet and ready. “Don, do what you want, fast and hard, slow and easy, whatever makes you happy. I like it both ways.”
I started thrusting. “Kiss my titties, Don,” she said. “I like that.” I kissed her titties as she played with my ass and that sent me right to the cliff. She knew I was there. “That’s it, Don, come in me now, or wherever you want.” She moaned, and I could tell she’d caught up with me. I came as if I hadn’t had sex in years, like I’d just returned from a long and brutal war. She shrieked in my ear as her body shook in response. After another minute we settled into the afterglow of our afternoon delight.
We cuddled until Donna realized we were late for Kristen’s dinner. We jumped in the shower then got dressed.
Fifteen minutes later we were ringing the neighbor’s doorbell.





  

    

      Dinner For Four



    


  


  “Hey buddy, hey doll!” said Ed, opening his door. “Come on in!”


  He put an arm around my shoulder and gave me a brief man-hug. It now struck me that he was generally a very touchy-feely person. He kissed Donna on the cheek but kept his hands to himself. She delivered an air kiss in response, like a Tonight Show guest.


  We followed Ed into their kitchen where Kristen stood over the beginnings of a salad. She wore an outfit I’d never seen before, a summery kind of dress cut low in front. Generous cleavage, a feature she’d never before highlighted, greeted me like a pair of ripe melons begging to be tasted. That was a horrible way to frame their appearance, but at that moment that’s all I could imagine by way of simile.


  Ed filled two glasses of wine and handed them over. We toasted Kristen, now celebrating her twelfth prime number, another way of looking at thirty-seven. As she leaned to put her glass down her breasts heaved against their restraint. It was completely unlike her to be on display like this. I had seen her in a swimsuit before and knew she had a very nice bosom, but seeing them out like this in the kitchen produced an altogether different effect on me.


  It then dawned on me anew that I was in the presence of the man who had finger banged my wife just a few days before. I looked at Ed and he seemed entirely natural. There was no look on his face suggesting sheepishness or embarrassment.


  However, there was a new electricity in the air, which seemed to sparkle in the void between Ed and my wife. Somehow, their relationship seemed warmer, but that could just be in my head.


  I sidled up to Kristen as Ed and Donna drifted into a conversation about something he was pointing at in their yard. One of their common interests was anything to do with gardening.


  “So, are you having a nice birthday, Kristen?” I asked. “Donna said you had a nice lunch.”


  “Oh, we had a lovely lunch, Don. And then we did some shopping. Did Donna show you what we bought?”


  There was a twinkle in her eye. Of course, I’d seen the new lingerie. Was that something I could mention? We had never before openly discussed underwear, though I didn’t have to mention what Donna had shown me.


  “Yes,” I said.


  “Well, what did you think?” Kristen’s question was accompanied by a near-naughty kind of suggestive look.


  “It’s very nice.” I smiled, unsure of how to qualify my statement.


  “I’m glad you think so. I bought the same style but in white.” Kristen straightened her posture. I didn’t know if it was a reflex or she was intentionally demonstrating the effects of a new bra. In either case, her bosom looked terrific, and in these close quarters it felt very intimate and a bit odd that she would be seeking my approval.


  I looked at Donna and damn if she too wasn’t showing a similar amount of cleavage. That had escaped my attention, though I had admired how she looked and told her so. Her outfit was similar as well, perhaps just a pattern variation of the dress Kristen wore.


  I wondered once more if they were plotting something together. Maybe their lunch discussion had covered a lot more terrain than Donna mentioned.


  I felt Kristen’s warm hand on the small of my back.


  “Don, could I move you back just a bit? I need to get into that drawer in front of you.”


  Before I could step away from the drawer the back of her hand brushed the front of my shorts. It sent an electric through me. It couldn’t have been an accidental connection. She meant for this to happen. Had her hand been turned the other way with her palm brushing over my shorts right at cock level, it would have been a reenactment of her husband’s performance with my wife. Well, at least the initial performance. I wasn’t going to invite Kristen into my briefs for an inspection.


  Perhaps I was overthinking.


  As Kristen and Ed finished setting up their dining table I pulled Donna aside. I told her about the lingerie discussion, and Kristen’s hand brushing my cock and suggested they were both somehow in league together.


  Donna laughed. “No, Don. We did buy the same underwear. It was on sale. She probably just thought you’d find it amusing that we both were wearing the same lingerie tonight. I’m sure it was just an accident that her hand brushed you. She’s already a little drunk. Anyway, it doesn’t sound like you minded.”


  “No. It’s just an odd coincidence. How are things with you and Ed? Has he said anything about the other day?”


  Donna thought for a moment. “No... Well, with his eyes, maybe. But no. It hasn’t come up.”


  “What’s it like being around him now?”


  “The same? No, I guess there’s something. I’m not sure what it is, really. Do you mind that I don’t know for sure?”


  “I have a feeling if I press, you’re going to figure it out. Let’s pretend I’m pressing you for an answer.”


  “Okay,” she said. She looked over at Ed and Kristen, still in the dining room. “I don’t want you to be upset, but I keep thinking about how it felt when he touched me. That’s one thing. I’m also imagining you with Kristen. You two are cute together. She looks great tonight, doesn’t she?”


  Kristen did look great, and I was looking at her in an entirely new way now. She was even giving me a vibe, I thought, one hinting at more intimate possibilities. Hearing that Donna was thinking of Ed’s touching her the weekend before didn’t bother me. I was actually glad to hear it. It somehow emboldened me. Maybe Ed, Kristen, Donna and I were all on the same page. Perhaps the air around us was full of magic.


  Kristen was definitely feeling her wine. As we sat down she joked that we had to behave at dinner. Donna asked what she meant, and Kristen replied there shouldn’t be any hanky-panky under the table, now that “Don was so sexed up all the time”, alluding to their lunch conversation. Kristen winked at me and Ed when she said this.


  Donna blushed and said something like, “Well, I guess I can’t tell you anything without it becoming public.” She laughed, of course.


  “We’re all friends here, Donna,” Kristen said. “I told you Ed was the same this week. I wonder what’s got into them.”


  Ed was now in the loop regarding their lunchtime gossip, or at least that it had occurred. As to its full content, both he and I were in the dark.


  “So,” Ed said. “What are we talking about here? I feel I’ve been left out somehow.”


  Kristen smiled at Donna, then said, “Don’s apparently become a sex addict this week, Ed. He’s been all over Donna, and I mean,” she paused to snicker. “Really all over her.”


  “Explain,” said Ed. “This sounds intriguing.”


  “Donna said she let Don co…”


  “Don’t Kristen!” said Donna, almost shouting. “NOT THAT!”


  But Kristen was on a roll. She snickered some more, then said, “Donna let Don come on her breasts.”


  “Oh God, Kristen!” said Donna, but she was smiling as she said this. The frankness of this discussion was uncharacteristic of our usual dinnertime banter. I had no idea what to say if anything.


  “Hey, we’re all adults here, Donna,” said Kristen. “No one minds where Don comes on you.” She laughed, almost hysterically. With the image of me ejaculating on my wife’s bosom in everyone’s mind, I felt the need to say something.


  “It wasn’t like that, Kristen,” I said. “We’d been making love, and it was the second time that night, and, well, it just seemed like it would be okay.”


  “What the hell were you two drinking at lunch?” asked Ed.


  “Just wine, Ed,” said Donna. “We just sort of slipped into talking about sex. I told Kristen how randy Don’s been lately. She said you’d been that way too. We gave each other examples.”


  As Donna was speaking I was sure I saw a wink when she said: “you’d been that way too.”


  “Kristen, dear,” said Ed. “What did you tell Donna about us? It’s only fair to Don that you tell the table.”


  We all looked at Kristen. She was clearly in a good mood. The wine had been flowing since our arrival and we’d all passed the point of exercising good judgment. Kristen filled her glass, suffered another fit of giggles, and looked at Donna, who nodded that Kristen should follow Ed’s instructions.


  “Well,” she said, looking at me. “Ed and I have just been cruising along sex-wise, for the past few years really…”


  “Kristen!” said Ed. “They don’t need to hear about that!”


  “Oh shush, Ed,” said Kristen. “They’ve been in the same boat!”


  Ed blushed, but also seemed happy with Kristen’s remark.


  “So, anyway,” continued Kristen. “Sometimes I minded, but usually I just thought that’s how it is with couples like us after years of marriage. Then last Saturday night, after we left your house, Ed said he felt like doing something really crazy. I said, oh, like what? He said, let’s go for a ride.


  “We got in the car and drove to the park by the lake. He got out and told me to follow him. We got to a picnic table and he told me to take my clothes off. It’s not really that private, you know, by the lake, and I was hesitating. Then he just barked at me, telling me to take off my clothes. So I did. That got me really excited for some reason. He pushed me down on the picnic table, took off his clothes and just starting making love to me like we were teenagers. It felt crazy good and wild.


  “When we were done we just drove home and climbed into bed. The next morning I asked him where the hell that’d come from, the desire to screw me in the park, in, you know, public. He said it just popped into his brain, he didn’t know from where.


  Just thinking about it, what we’d done in the park, got me horny. I don’t know, it was just naughty, like bad girl stuff, and I liked it.


  “Wednesday he asked me to meet him for lunch at his office. I thought we’d go somewhere from there. Instead, I got there, he closed the door, and without saying a word, started undressing me. He pushed me down over his desk and we did it right there. People were knocking on his door at one point, and that just sent us over the top. I mean, it was great. The walls on one side of his office are frosted glass. I could see people walking by as Ed fucked me… Oh, sorry, but that’s what it was - fucking. I can’t tell you how exciting that was.


  “We made love again that night, and last night too. It’s like a brothel upstairs, and I’m the resident whore.”


  Ed was now blushing even more, which I didn’t think was possible. At one point, I noticed Donna staring at Ed with an odd look on her face. Maybe it was the look jealousy inspired by way of facial expressions. That conflicted me for a moment. I looked back at Kristen and imagined Ed thrusting into her on the picnic table and felt a mild pang of jealousy myself. I wanted to take Kristen on picnic tables too. And Donna.


  I was sitting at Kristen’s dining table with a monstrous erection. It was inspired by visions of her naked with her legs in the air as she was ravaged. First by Ed, and then by me as Donna watched approvingly.


  I thought of Ed screwing Donna in his office, with her legs in the air as people passed behind the frosted glass. She’s loving it the same way Kristen did. All of this imagery was working for me.


  I wondered what everyone else was thinking.


  At any rate, it was my turn to talk. Kristen had directed her entire conversation to me as, of course, Ed already knew the story and Donna had been enlightened at lunch.


  “That sounds like quite a week, Kristen,” I said. “I’m happy for both of you.”


  “You guys too,” she said. “We’ve all four had quite a week. I’m wondering where Ed’s going to be taking me next.” She winked at Ed, who declined to offer any clues.


  “I’m happy for all of us,” said Donna. “It’s like we’re back in college, you know, back in our experimental days when everything was so exciting. We’re not afraid to try new things. Not bad for two old married couples.”


  “Variety is the spice of life,” I muttered, uncreatively, though it did happen to be true.


  “Okay, Don, so what’s next?” asked Kristen. “Should we all start banging each other?” She laughed, but it seemed defensive. No one else laughed, and the table fell uncomfortably silent.


  Ed got a fresh bottle of wine. I guess he just felt he needed something to do. There was already a fresh bottle on the table. He refilled our glasses and sat down.


  Still, no one spoke. The temperature was rising by the second. I looked at Donna to notice she had been staring at me, hoping I might say something, I guessed, since Kristen had addressed the question to me.


  Finally, Donna spoke, much to my relief. “I think Kristen wants to bang you, Don. You should probably say something.”


  Kristen laughed. “Sure, Don. Ravage me if you want. Ed can watch.”


  I laughed, totally unsure of the seriousness of her offer. Her tone didn’t suggest she was kidding. I was completely embarrassed now. I noticed Ed wasn’t saying anything.


  “Maybe this will help clue him in, Donna,” said Kristen. She stood and unbuttoned her dress, pulled it off her shoulders, and let it drop to the floor. Indeed, she was wearing the same style panty and bra as Donna. Kristen sat down, saying, “That feels better. It was getting so hot in here.” She laughed. “Ed, you don’t mind, do you?”


  “Not at all, honey. It’s important to me that you be comfortable.”


  “Well, we should all be comfortable, I think, if Ed doesn’t mind it,” said Donna. She stood and repeated Kristen’s performance. Now both of them were sitting in their underwear.


  Donna and Kristen looked at each other and burst out laughing. They blushed simultaneously, recovered, and looked around the table. Ed was blushing again now. He was turning out to be a real blusher. I suspected I looked rather pale. Donna looked spectacular, as did Kristen.


  Rather perfectly, Ed turned to me and said, “So, Don, how are things at work?” Everyone laughed and the mood was completely reset. We were two men staring at our two women, now seated in their very sexy underwear, and we were all comfortable with the situation.


  “Work’s going fine, Ed,” I said. “You?”


  “Okay, cut it out, guys,” said Donna, chuckling. “Aren’t you going to tell us how pretty and sexy we look?”


  “You both look dangerous right now,” said Ed. “I’m not sure what else to say.”


  I looked at Kristen, who appeared completely comfortable sitting in front of me in only her bra and panties. Her elbows were on the table, which had the effect of framing her bosom. Donna seemed entirely comfortable too.


  “Hey,” Donna said. “Maybe we should take this party to the living room.” She stood and went to the kitchen, then returned with an empty wine bottle.


  “Spin the bottle, anyone?”


  



Spin The Bottle



We regrouped in the living room. On the way, Kristen and Ed paused to give each other a liberal embrace. They whispered and each nodded. I imagined they were giving themselves permission to behave according to their desires and wishes, or something along those lines. Donna and I exchanged similar permissions using just our eyes.
Kristen and I sat on their sofa, while Ed and Donna took positions on the floor opposite. A low coffee table sat between us. Kristen cleared a space on which the bottle could be spun. The women debated the terms.
Finally, Donna said, “We don’t kiss in this version of spin the bottle, of course. We strip.” Donna smiled at Kristen. “We get two passes, of course, since we’re already in our underwear. Birthday girl goes first.”
Kristen spun the bottle. It pointed to herself when it came to rest.
“Pass.”
Clockwise, it was Ed’s turn. He spun and the bottle and it pointed to me at rest.
“Strip!” said Kristen. I removed my shirt.
“Oh, nice!” said Kristen. Donna took her turn. The bottle pointed to Ed. He took off his shirt. On my turn, the bottle pointed to Kristen.
“Pass!”
I spun the bottle and it landed on Donna. She too passed. Kristen spun the bottle and it landed on herself. She had used up her passes. She stood and first went for her bra, then her panties, then back to her bra, making it clear she was now just teasing. Donna told her to get on with it, and Kristen removed her bra. It was wondrous how thus freed, her breasts kept more or less their supported position. She looked like a teen with pert breasts. They were lovely. I, as I suspect was the case with Ed, was sporting a rigid erection. I was already feeling embarrassed, assuming I would soon not be able to hide the fact.
The next two rounds landed Ed and me in our briefs, and the next two eliminated them.
I removed my underwear and shorts without getting up. Ed, on the other hand, stood and, without fanfare, removed his briefs, exposing a firm cock perhaps an inch longer than my own. Donna nearly gasped. I hadn’t prepared myself for this eventuality. I decided it didn’t matter one way or the other. Neither of the women commented on our erections, though there was a bit of staring initially and a fair amount of giddiness between them. Kristen kept peering over and down at my cock and seemed to be growing more schoolgirlish with each passing moment.
The next spin landed on Donna. She removed her bra, gave her breasts a reassuring squeeze, then wiggled them at Ed and me, laughing as she did. I noted Ed’s “vast” appreciation. Even sitting on the floor his cock still peaked above the table top.
Next, the bottle pointed to Kristen. She stood, somewhat eagerly I thought, stuck her thumbs into the sides of her panties and slowly removed them. She had a lovely, almost natural bush. After she stepped out of her panties she fluffed her pubic hair and laughed, then sat down on the sofa. We were now sitting naked side-by-side with our thighs brushing occasionally. Her flesh felt warm and magnetic.
There was no further point in spinning the bottle. All eyes were on Donna. She gave us smirk, stood and unceremoniously pulled her panties down, then flicked them away with her foot.
We’d finished the bottle of wine brought from the dining table. Kristen went to get a fresh one and watching her walk away naked gave me the first view of her exquisite bottom. It was firm and pert and I could see in Ed’s eyes a glimmer of pride.
Kristen returned and refreshed our glasses. Once that was done none of us was sure where we were headed. Or, maybe we knew where we were headed but didn’t know exactly how to get there. We needed a ringmaster.
Donna broke the silence with a toast to the birthday girl. We toasted, and then Donna put her glass down and said, “Now what?”
No one knew what to say. I was sitting there naked, dripping with precum, a fact I couldn’t hide from anyone, without a clue as what to do next. So far, no one had touched each other. Was that next? I was dying to fondle Kristen’s tits, and was even eager to see Ed fondling Donna’s. I could probably have just reached over and cupped Kristen boob, even kissed a nipple, but there was no way to know for sure. This was all new ground.
“Truth or dare?” asked Kristen. “We could play some version of that. I don’t really remember how it works.”
Ed refreshed her memory. “You ask someone an embarrassing question, which they have to answer, or dare them to do something.”
“Okay, I like that idea,” said Kristen. “Can I go first? This is the best birthday ever!”
“If everyone wants to play, sure,” said Donna. “Why not? It’s sort of like high school tonight, isn’t it? I mean, vibe-wise? Let’s say the night has already taken a mysterious turn.”
Ed and I nodded. I was feeling extremely anxious but in a pleasant way. Maybe excited is the better word.
“Okay, so I go first,” said Kristen. “Donna, I dare you to kiss my husband, and I mean really kiss him.” She laughed, and very much like a high schooler.
Donna and Ed leaned over to each other and they kissed.
“No!” said Kristen. “I mean a real kiss, you know, with your tongues.”
Donna and Ed kissed each other again, this time deeply, almost lovingly. It seemed like they were both aching for much more than this form of foreplay. Ed’s erection nearly brushed Donna’s breasts.
They came up for air and both laughed self-consciously. Donna said, “Oh, that was nice!” and smiled. Kristen seemed to lapse into a momentary paralysis but collected herself before it became strange.
“Okay, your turn Don. You have to truth or dare Ed now,” she said.
I thought for a moment. I could have just dared Ed to fuck my wife but knew it would spoil the anticipation if, in fact, that was on the table. Instead, I said, “Ed, I dare you to kiss my wife’s nipple.”
Kristen and Donna both laughed, fortunately, meaning I was directing us in a safe direction, one they were both looking forward to. Donna arched her back. Her nipples were already taut buds. Ed leaned over and kissed her left nipple, the right one, then back to the left one, which he sucked rather hard. This startled Donna, but in a way she seemed to enjoy. When Ed finished, it was clear Donna was flushed. I imagined her toes might be curling. She smiled at me and nodded.
It was Donna’s turn now. She got a menacing look on her face, which she turned to Kristen. “Kristen, I dare you to feel my husband’s balls.”
Kristen giggled. She looked at me for some sign of approval. I just smiled and leaned back, moving my balls off the sofa so they would dangle. She reached between my legs and cupped my balls in her fingers, lifting them gently, like she was tumbling dice, and just stared at what she was doing. I was now aching for her to just grab my cock, of course.
Kristen seemed to be lingering. She massaged me a little more, then withdrew her hand and smiled at Donna. She shook with a small spasm, maybe a cleansing tremor, her body catching up to the act she’d just performed — holding her neighbor’s balls.
It was Ed turn to truth or dare me. “Don, I dare you to lick my wife’s pussy.”
This was going pretty fast, I thought, and we were now clearly crossing a line, perhaps one of no return. I very much wanted to accept the dare but had no idea if Kristen was up for it or even wanted it. I must have looked uneasy, or afraid, or in some way signaling my apprehension. Donna caught on and said, “Oh, Don, you’re so good at that. Kristen will like it.” She laughed as a form of encouragement.
I looked at Kristen. She was smiling broadly as her knees rocked back and forth, perhaps eager for me to lick her pussy. I looked back to Donna, who tilted her head while her eyes directed me toward Kristen, instructing me to get on with it.
I looked back at Kristen.
“Do you want me to lie down?” she asked. “Or do you want me to get on the floor?” It was clear she was absolutely on board with Ed’s dare to me. I’d only done this with two other women, including my wife.
Instead of waiting for my reply she laid on the sofa and shifted a leg around me. I leaned down and gently ran my tongue up and down her slit a few times. I then penetrated a half inch or so and licked up and down. Her lips parted gracefully, entirely wet and swollen. I wasn’t sure if I’d completed the dare or not. The rules were not clear on this point. I was instructed to simply lick her pussy. I’d already gone overboard. Kristen had moaned audibly when my tongue made its first pass.
Was I now having sex with Ed’s wife? I was very confused.
I lifted off Kristen, she swung her leg back around, and we both sat as before.
“Wow,” said Donna. “That was pretty intense.”
“Yes, it was,” said Ed. “How did you like that, Kristen?”
She was smiling ear to ear and seemed clearly elated at what had just transpired. There was another man in her life now who licked her pussy. I assumed this wasn’t an everyday occurrence. My tongue has just been inside her in a most familiar way. A minor shiver shook her shoulders, one indicating a pleasurable response was forthcoming. “I liked it!” She shook again. She put her hand on my thigh and rubbed it up and down. Without being instructed or dared to do it, she leaned over and gave me a deep kiss.
“It’s your turn again, Kristen,” said Donna, encouragingly. Donna seemed eager to learn what was next.
“Okay,” said Kristen. “But first…” She stood up and went over to Ed, bent down, kissed him, and whispered something in his ear. I thought I heard a “thank you” included in the brief dialogue. She sat back down and returned her hand to my thigh.
“Donna,” she said. “I dare you to suck my husband’s cock.”
Donna looked at me, saw me nod, then pushed Ed down to the floor. She got between his legs, bent down and took his cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the tip, then sucked it, then slowly lifted her head up and down over the shaft, holding it firmly in her mouth. Ed reflexively put a hand on her head to ride the motion.
Kristen and I froze. We were now seeing what Ed and Donna saw when I went down on Kristen. It was such an intimate act, and there were our spouses doing it. Right in front of us! They were both naked, as were we. When you see another man’s cock in your wife’s mouth, you tend to notice.
Donna seemed to be increasing, rather than decreasing, her pace. Ed was breathing heavier now. Donna was pumping his shaft and taking more and more of his cock into her mouth, nearly to the point of taking it all in, which was hard to imagine given Ed’s length. I could feel Kristen’s nails digging into my flesh as her breathing became shallow. For some reason, her toes were on point, and her knees were rocking back and forth again.
Donna seemed to be going all the way with her dare. Ed’s knees had raised on either side of her and he was now pumping into her mouth. When he seemed near the brink, she lifted off, gave his cock a sweet kiss then sat up. Ed sat up too and they kissed, then both faced back to us. Kristen and I were transfixed.
Donna took a long sip of wine and smiled at Kristen. “How was that?”
“Oh, I can’t say. I mean, wow?” Kristen said. “I thought you were going all the way with that. I thought Ed was going to come in your mouth. I know the signs!”
“Who’s turn is it?” I asked.
“Ed’s,” said Donna. She patted his knee. “What’s on your mind, Ed?”




Into The Night



Ed meditated for a moment. As we waited for his reply I couldn’t help but notice, and in a very neutral way, the size of his cock. I wasn’t jealous but did wonder what was going through Donna’s mind when she looked at it. If I was a woman it might give me pause. The idea that Ed’s cock might excite her also excited me, but in a strange, disembodied way. This whole experience was top-shelf in terms of strangeness.
Ed ceased his meditation and looked at each of us and smiled. There was really only one last possible dare left.
“I just want to say I love you guys,” said Ed. “I don’t want to go anywhere this evening that might endanger our friendship. I mean, are we all on the same page here? Are we all happy with what’s happening?”
We looked at each other.
Kristen took the lead. “I love you all too. I don’t want to do anything that could piss you off Donna, but I want to sleep with your husband tonight.”
Donna smiled. “I think we know that’s on the table, Kristen. I want you and Don to enjoy each other anyway you want to. I intend to do the same with Ed. You don’t mind, do you Don?”
I was within a hair’s breadth from simply coming without any mechanical encouragement whatsoever. I was as desperate to feel my cock slip into Kristen and I was to watch Ed’s slip into Donna.
“No, I don’t mind, Donna,” I said. “I want you to feel free to do whatever you want with Ed.” I thought I should introduce a bit of comedy to help everyone relax. I looked at Ed’s stallion cock and said, “Are you sure you can handle that?”
Kristen laughed as Ed’s face reddened. Donna grabbed Ed’s cock and gave it a friendly pump. “I eager to find out,” she said, with a smile. “But I want to watch you and Kristen do it first. It’s her birthday after all. I think now is as good a time as any.”
Kristen shivered again, which now seemed to be her thing. I assumed it related to her excitement at the idea of me fucking her. She leaned over and gave me a delicious kiss and my hand, without any deliberation, landed on her breast. It was like firing a starting pistol. The shock of feeling her boob in my hand was electrifying.
Kristen stood, took my hand, and led me to the base of the stairs. She looked over to Ed and Donna. “Aren’t you coming?”
Ed and Donna stood and followed us upstairs to the master bedroom. Kristen scooted to the center of the bed and, leaning back on her elbows, separated her legs and raised her knees.
“Don,” she said. “I want you to eat me like you did before. That was heaven.”
This instruction was exciting to me beyond belief. When a woman says “I want you to eat me” you get the impression she likes you. This was a very intimate act in my opinion.
I got in between her legs and leaned over to take her pussy into my mouth. It was hot and wet and sweet on my tongue and her musky scent was intoxicating. I circled her slit with light teasing strokes down to her rectum and back. I slipped my tongue inside and penetrated as deep as I could, then focused on her clit. Within seconds Kristen was heaving and moaning, pushing my head into her pussy with her hands. Soon she was bucking, just as Donna would do when she was about to come.
I lifted my head and Kristen pushed it back down. She was aggressively seeking orgasm and began vocalizing this intent.
“OH FUCK, DON… YES YES YES… OH, MY GOD! YES! RIGHT THERE… THAT’S IT!!! She bucked like a bronco, coming in waves. I was barely able to breathe. She had become pure liquid and I was drowning. She succumbed to a final spasm and then went limp. When that was over she tapped my shoulder and pulled me up to lay on top of her. She rocked me back and forth making cooing sounds.
After a few minutes, I lifted off Kristen in desperate need for a glass of water. Both of us were drenched with perspiration, and that seemed to telegraph the necessary information to Donna, who appeared with two glasses of water. Kristen sat up and leaned against the headboard. She patted the bed next to her indicating I should move there. I did. Donna sat next to me and we kissed, and Kristen and Ed did the same.
“I can’t tell you how nice that was, Don,” said Kristen. “My God, I’m sorry if I made a scene there, folks. I should have told you two I get kind of vocal when I come, and I come a lot!”
“No, Kristen,” said Donna. “It was hot. I almost jumped on Ed. I was jealous of what you were experiencing.” She laughed. “But I think we need to take care of my husband, Kristen. He must be ready to burst!” She grabbed my cock and bent down to take it in her mouth.
“NO,” said Kristen. “That’s mine for tonight!’ Donna backed off as Kristen leaned down to swallow me whole. Her mouth was hot, and her dexterous tongue furiously became acquainted with my cock.
I was in an odd position, so I scooted down the bed to lie flat. Kristen followed seamlessly. She straddled my leg as she sucked and pumped my shaft. I could feel her wet slit rubbing against me as if reawakened and hungry for renewed attention. I felt on the verge of release and Kristen intuitively lifted off and pulled me over on top of her. Her legs went up onto my shoulders and in a single motion I was deep inside her. She gasped and moaned as I groaned and thrust. She felt so warm and aqueous. It felt like she was absorbing my whole body.
I lifted my belly a bit so I could look down and watch my shaft disappear into Kristen. I could hardly believe this was happening. I looked into her eyes. I saw in them a sense of wonderment and eager warmth. Forever now our relationship would be different. I would be one of the few men who had tasted her delights. We would now be bonded forever.
She began another volley of “OH MY GOD’s” and “FUCK ME HARDER, DON, HARDER… OH GOD YES!!!” As my cock pulsed with its release, she nearly screamed as a second climax claimed her body. We erupted simultaneously. All I could manage were nonsense noises as I panted like a spent cheetah. Our bodies finally came to a rest. I’d completely lost track of Donna and Ed, and the fact that they’d been watching us.
I rolled off Kristen and laid next to her, still breathing hard, utterly depleted. As fucks go, it was epic. Utterly and completely so. Was it due to Kristen and some magic she possessed? Or the novelty? Did it matter?
Kristen pulled me into a rolling embrace as she kissed me all over. She seemed ecstatic. Only slowly did we become mutually aware that our spouses were in the room. A towel landed on my face. I looked up and saw Donna smiling down.
“You guys are soaked,” she said, smiling. She bent down and kissed me. Jokingly, she added, “So, did you enjoy yourself there, Don? You seemed to be having a good time.”
I smiled and looked at Kristen. She looked completely spent and in a dreamy state.
“This has been the best birthday ever!” she said. “Fuck. That was good! You’re a lucky gal, Donna!”
“I’m glad you enjoyed it!” said Donna. “I know Don did.” She picked up my softening member and gave it a kiss. “Funny,” she said. “You taste like Kristen.” She laughed.
Kristen sat up, grabbed the towel Donna had given me and wiped her face. “Jesus,” she said. “I probably look like a whore at the end of her shift.”
“You look happy,” said Ed. “You know, I’ve never seen you in action before. You do look like a pro.”
Kristen grinned. “I’m the same with you, Ed. Don’t give them ideas that I’m not.”
“Speaking of which,” said Donna. “If Ed doesn’t fuck me now I’m going to implode. Scoot over Kristen so I can lie down.”





  

    

      Please, Take My Wife



    


  


  Donna gave me a lover’s kiss. She looked into my eyes seeking assurance that what she was about to do was still okay. How could it not be, under the circumstances? I’d just fucked one of her best friends on the planet. She got what she was looking for by way of assurance, then moved to the center of the bed. Looking at her naked on my neighbor’s king-sized mattress, her beautiful tits, her lovely triangle of pubic hair, her long slender legs, did give me a tinge of jealousy. I was about to let another man taste her delights. She was eager to share them.


  She wanted to have another man’s cock inside her.


  Kristen and I cuddled on the side of the bed near the foot. She was half in my lap, which was restoring my enthusiasm. I had to adjust her to accommodate my reviving cock. She cupped my chin in her hand and gave me a kiss, then we watched Ed gently climb over my wife.


  His cock, which must have grown another two inches, now looked daunting. I saw Donna eye it as Ed slowly lowered himself. They embraced and fondled each other, his hands exploring her ass, which she lifted to encourage him on. Her own hands rubbed his back and squeezed his athletic buttocks. Her legs wrapped around him and her heels pressed into the back of his thighs. Seeing her legs spread so wide for another man excited me.


  He let his cock slip down between her legs and Donna released an audible gasp. I didn’t think he was inside yet. Her hand went down between them. I guessed she was rubbing Ed’s tip up and down her slit. Her knees rose as he heaved his cock inside her. She pushed on his shoulders, as if trying to arrest his penetration, then she relaxed. Ed started thrusting and Donna responded immediately, gasping at the apex of each of his thrusts. I wondered if he was getting his cock all the way in.


  This really interested me for some reason.


  For a moment I thought I saw a look of pain on Donna’s face, but it quickly evaporated as her expression changed to one of euphoria. She was now encouraging Ed to thrust faster and deeper. Their flesh smacked together. Donna raised her legs perpendicular to her body as it shook violently with each impact of Ed’s thrusts. It did look violent. That was the word. They were colliding. His cock was a battering ram, her body its target.


  Donna started to wail, but it was barely a match for Ed’s grunting. She started to narrate. “GOD ED… You’re so fucking, fucking big! OH GOD! I’m going to come!!! I’m coming!!! Come with me Ed! I want you to come all over me while Don watches!!! OH GOD!!!”


  A fever of kinetic energy gripped them both. Donna’s body spasmed uncontrollably as if possessed by non-earthbound forces. She seemed to levitate as Ed’s unrestrained thrusts lifted her off the bed. They both came with a ferocity hard to imagine. This was a Donna I didn’t know existed. She was the Goddess Mother, or some such elevated being, a divine creature from which all eros erupted. They collapse into each other completely spent, my wife’s legs now locked around Ed’s back as she rocked him back and forth.


  Kristen and I had frozen into a single being, thanks to the force we unconsciously demonstrated holding on to each other. As Ed and Donna slipped into their afterglow, Kristen started kissing me all over. She rearranged herself so that her legs were on either side of me. My erection was back. She lowered herself over my cock, guiding it with her fingers, and rocked her pelvis at first gently, then with increasing force until it became violent and determined. She achieved her third orgasm. Her head fell back as if in rapture, but this time as she came she just moaned, soothingly, ending with a final muted spasm and whimper. She kissed me deeply, then pulled me down onto the bed next her.


  We all laid there entwined in the now mutual afterglow. Soft moanings due to gentle caresses were the only sounds. In another few minutes we were all asleep.


  



Afterglow





I awoke to sweet, sucking sounds, then noted the source. Donna was gently alternating between licking and inhaling my cock. It was stiff in her hand, ready for whatever Donna had in mind.

“There you are,” she said. “You’ve been sleeping like a baby. I was afraid to wake you but couldn’t resist playing with your cock. It performed quite well last night. Kristen is in heaven.”

I looked around. Both Kristen and Ed were gone.

“They’re in the shower, Don.”

I pulled her down so we could kiss. We both tasted like sex, about which there was no mystery as to the cause. She got on top of me and started rocking her pussy on my cock.

“Are you okay?” she asked. “I mean, about last night?”

“Sure. You?”

“Yes. I think we did the right thing. I think we’ll be okay.”

“Are you okay? Ed’s cock scared me for your sake.”

Donna laughed. “I know. I was a little nervous at first.”

“But it was okay? I mean, did he go all the way in?”

“Oh yeah. Definitely,” she said.

“And you liked it, right?”

“I had to get used to it, that’s for sure,” she said, then smiled. “Don’t worry. I prefer your cock. I’m not sure I could handle Ed’s all the time.”

“That’s good to know.”

“What about you? Did you like Kristen’s pussy?”

Hearing Donna saying “pussy” was still new to me. I had, in fact, already noted the difference, pussy-wise, between Donna and Kristen. “Sure, I liked it. She’s big too, like Ed. Maybe he made her that way.”

Donna looked confused. “How so, big?”

“Well, I’m not sure what I mean. There’s a lot of space in there?”

Donna laughed. “Oh, ‘volume-wise’ big. I’ve never heard about that before.”

“Sure you have,” I said. “You know, tight pussy? The opposite of that must be ‘loose pussy’?”

We both laughed.

“I like what you’re saying,” said Donna. “You’re saying I have a tight pussy.”

“Well, you did have, at least. That may have changed since, you know, last night?”

She smacked me good-humoredly. “I wouldn’t worry about that. It still feels tight.” She pressed her pussy against my cock for emphasis.

“Good,” I said. I preferred Donna’s pussy, which isn’t to say I didn’t enjoy Kristen’s.

“See,” said Donna. “It’s good to talk about things.”

“Have you talked to them this morning?” I asked.

“Not really. Kristen cuddled with me while we slept. It was sweet, not sexual, in case you’re wondering. I woke up first. I had to use the bathroom, and getting out of bed woke them up since we were all tangled up here. They seemed a bit sheepish, I guess.”

“How so?”

“Who knows what to say after something like last night? I’m sure none of us do.”

“It was a bit crazy, that’s for sure. Watching Ed fuck you was, I don’t know, definitely interesting.”

“Same here, buddy. I got jealous watching you fuck Kristen. But then it passed. I was happy for you.”

“Me you too.”

“So, we are good. Good. I wonder what’s next? Do we just have a normal breakfast now, and talk about the weather? Do we go home? Do we fuck again?” Donna laughed. “This is definitely new ground for us.”

The bathroom door opened and Kristen emerged naked drying herself off. She dipped her head forward, wrapped her hair in the towel, then flipped it back.

“So you’re up, Don. Did you sleep okay?” she asked. The fact that I was lying naked on her bed appeared completely normal to her.

“Like a baby, as they say. Yes.” I replied. Seeing Kristen naked again, and so casually, was definitely a pleasant experience.

“Me too. I think I spooned Donna all night. I remember that from sleepovers when I was a kid. I’m a hugger, I guess.”

“She told me you two spooned,” I said. “She said it was sweet, and that you hadn’t gone lesbian overnight.” I smiled to make sure she knew I was kidding.

“No. I don’t roll that way. Sorry, Donna.” she laughed.

“Me either, Kristen. We’re good. I was afraid one of the boys would have dared us to do something together last night.”

“Oh God, you’re right,” said Kristen. “I hadn’t thought of that.”

“Thought of what?” asked Ed, now emerging from the bathroom.

“You and Don didn’t dare Donna and me to do something lesbo last night when we were playing that game.”

“Neither did you or Donna. You didn’t dare Don and me to do something.”

“Thank God for that,” I said. “I think we’re all comfortable not going there.”

“No offense, Don, but I’ll roger that,” said Ed.

Kristen looked a little dumbfounded now.

“I don’t think Kristen or I would be into that, boys, so we’re all safe.”

Now Kristen looked disappointed, though I had no idea about which bit. Her and Donna or me and Don?

“Well, we’ve got that settled,” said Ed. “Now what? Kristen and I talked the shower. We have no clue how to follow up what happened last night.” He smiled. “We don’t know the etiquette for this sort of thing.”

Donna laughed. “We were saying the same before you came out of the bathroom.”

“So we’re all still on the same page,” said Ed. “We’re novices. That’s good, in my opinion.”

“How do you mean, Ed?” asked Donna.

“We’re not swingers, Donna,” said Kristen. “That’s not how we want to look at what happened.”

I knew both Donna and me agreed. We were experimenting, looking for a way to restore the passion in our marriage. We already knew it was working. The past week proved it.

“We’re not interested in that either, Kristen,” said Donna. “What happened between us wasn’t a springboard. It was the destination.”

I thought that was very well put on such short notice.

“Good,” said Ed. “We’ve got all that sorted. Now, I think we all could all use some coffee.”

“I think Don and I will have a quick shower if that’s okay,” said Donna. Kristen, still naked, got us fresh towels and Donna and I slipped into the shower.

Our clothes were downstairs. Though it was entirely unnecessary, we wrapped ourselves in towels and went there to get dressed. As we passed through the kitchen we noted both Kristen and Ed were still naked.

“Oh,” said Donna. “I wasn’t expecting this.” She dropped her towel over the back of a kitchen table chair. “Nudism.”

“Gosh, you’re right,” said Kristen. “I didn’t even think of that. Ed and I often don’t wear clothes around the house.”

Ed’s cock, now in daylight and flaccid, still looked pornographic. In such conditions mine would definitely not.

Donna poured us coffee and we sat at the kitchen table. Ed and Kristen joined us. I sat still wearing my towel. In the daylight, seeing Donna nude with our friends, seeing her breasts exposed as they were above the tabletop, was reigniting my fires. In another moment I could remove the towel and not feel too ashamed. I was under the grip of a mystical stamina, apparently. I’d made love more in the past week than in the past eight months if Donna’s accounting was accurate.

Kristen got up to refresh her coffee. Seeing how comfortable she was moving around naked encouraged me to unwrap my towel. My erection was now full on but I didn’t care. As she returned to her seat, Kristen paused behind me, put a hand on my shoulder, and jokingly said, “I see Don’s ready for more action, Donna. What should we do about that?” She kissed the top of my head.

Donna laughed, then teased me. “Don, can we help you with anything? You seem to be insatiable these days.”

“No,” I said. “I guess I’m just responding to the view around this table.”

Kristen didn’t have a direct line of sight to Ed’s lap, so she asked Donna to check on how he was doing.

Donna leaned over and smiled. “I think Ed’s happy with the situation. Do you like seeing us girls naked around your kitchen table, Ed? That’s the impression I’m getting.”

Kristen laughed, then stood beside me. “Scoot your chair back a bit, won’t you Don?” I did so. It was an armless chair. She sat on my lap facing me after gently directing my cock into her pussy for a reprised visit. I was absolutely not expecting this. “Oh, this is nice,” she said. It was nice. It felt like she was giving my cock a warm morning bath.

Kristen half turned her head to speak to Ed and Donna. “You two don’t mind, do you, if I fuck Don one more time?”

“Be my guest,” said Donna. I could see her smile.

Kristen and I started kissing. She put my hand on her breast and pressed it in. I squeezed, then played with her nipple, pinching and pulling it. “OH GOD,” she said. “OH, DON, THIS FEELS SO NAUGHTY!!!” She started rocking back and forth, her bottom smacking into my lap, and I pressed my cock into her as well I could from this position. “OH FUCK!, ED! YES!” I pinched and pulled harder on her nipples, then bit them, picking up that she liked this maneuver. It seemed all bets were off now. She began pushing into my cock as hard as she could, almost jumping up and down. I worried the chair would break. I looked down to watch my cock disappear into her each time she lowered herself. I still couldn’t believe I was fucking Ed’s wife right in front of him and my wife.

She reached her point of no return. “HOLY FUCK! I’M GOING TO COME!!! Unexpectedly, she almost hollered, “DON’T COME IN ME, DON!!! I WANT YOU TO… OH, MY GOD… DON’T COME YET DON...OH, I’M COMING!!!

Though I was ready to come, I held back. When Kristen stopped spasming she lifted herself off my cock and got on her knees. She looked up at me. “Now you can come. Come in my mouth!”

She started sucking my cock. Her fingers tickled my balls. She was clearly an expert. I looked at Donna. She was intently watching us. Ed had scooted next to her and she was pumping his cock as he fondled her breasts.

That knocked me off the ledge. I felt my cock pulse in Kristen’s mouth. I streamed into her and she swallowed hard, pumping me until there was nothing left. She released my cock with a popping sound and sat back in my lap. She gave me a sloppy, wet kiss, flavored with our joint chemistries, a penalty for what I’d just done to her, a retribution. Then she hugged me, pressing her lovely breasts into my chest.

Wow. I hadn’t expected that, especially not that finished, especially not in front of her husband. Of course, at this point, that was silly. We were all in this together.

Kristen lifted off my lap and stood beside me smiling ear to ear. She kissed the top of my head again and I put my arm around her waist. We both now looked at Ed and Donna. Donna’s eyes smiled at mine as she stood up and moved around so that she was on my left side. She bent over the kitchen table and wiggled her bottom, looking at Ed.

He stood and got behind her. He bent down to his knees and buried his face in Donna’s ass. She immediately gripped the table, totally unexpecting the tongue that was now lashing her ass and pussy. His head moved up and down as he lapped her in. Donna bit her lip, clearly loving this attention.

Then Ed stood. His cock looked enormous. Once again I couldn’t imagine how Donna was able to take it all in. Ed rubbed his cock up and down Donna’s butt crack and down to her pussy, then he bent his knees and buried his shaft. Donna nearly leaped. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the table edges. Ed was now lifting her feet off the ground with each thrust. Donna gasped and wailed, her eyes squeezed firmly shut, then opened wide, as if in shock. Or was it terror? Was she in pain or ecstasy? It was hard to tell.

Then she too, like Kristen, started to exclaim: “OH SHIT, ED!!! You’re so DEEP! OH GOD, YES, FUCK ME HARDER. OH JESUS. I’M, I’M, I’M COMING!!! OH GOD YES!!!

Ed pounded into her. Donna’s wails subsided into deep, barreling moans. She seemed to freeze for a moment and then jerked violently as spasms overwhelmed her body. She finally went limp, then whimpered quietly. A tear streamed down her cheek. Ed pulled out. His cock was as hard as ever. He rubbed Donna’s back gently, leaning on her ass, slowly rubbing his cock up and down her crack.

Intuitively, I guessed, Donna knew Ed hadn’t come. She stood then got to her knees. She looked up into Ed’s eyes as she took his cock into her mouth. She inhaled as much as she could, then started pumping his shaft and massaging his balls with her other hand, which she then sucked too before swallowing his cock again. She never stopped looking into Ed’s eyes. When she sensed Ed was about to come, she released his cock from her mouth. She pumped it, aiming at her face, still looking into his eyes. She looked like a young innocent serving her master, though the act she was performing clearly was not innocent.

Ed’s knee’s seemed to quake. Donna’s hand was now pumping harder, almost frantically. Ed started coming violently, his cum streaming in hot jets onto Donna’s face. She didn’t blink. It kept coming. It dripped down her cheeks, her nose, her eyebrows. With a final spasm, the last of his cum streamed onto her open mouth. She sucked to get the final drops, gently stroking his cock as if to empty it. She swallowed hard and stood up and they hugged.

Donna then seemed overcome with shyness or embarrassment, aware that her face was dripping with Ed’s cum. She was now a naughty girl who couldn’t deny the evidence of it. She went over the sink and washed, then dried herself with a hand towel. She returned to Ed and gave him another hug, then stood beside him with her left arm around his waist, mimicking Kristen, whose arm was still around me as she stood next to me.

Kristen and I hadn’t moved an inch since Donna went down on her knees. Watching her inhale Ed’s cock required all of our attention. One wouldn’t have believed it possible, that she could literally take his cock into her mouth and have it disappear. And then the rest...

Watching Ed’s ejaculate drip down my wife’s cheeks, with her appearing so eager for this to be the case, was just mind-numbing. It wasn’t the sort of thing you see everyday. It wasn’t even on my wish list, but in a moment of erotic possession, some things can strike you in ways you never envisioned possible.

Ed sat down with a look of utter depletion. Kristen left my side and went over to Donna. She bent down and kissed the top of her head and put her arm around her shoulder.

“Wow,” she said. “That was something, Donna. Ed’s going to remember that until the day he dies. We all will.”

Donna smiled, putting a hand on Kristen’s. “I guess we both just want to make our men very happy, don’t we?”

Kristen bent down and kissed her head again. “I know they’re happy now, Donna. We could probably hit them up for some expensive gifts.”

I couldn’t have agreed more. Ours were the hottest wives on the planet, and they deserved rich gifts.

It occurred to me that I’d just blessed my own wife, at her request, with an expensive kitchen remodel. Standing in that new kitchen nearly a week before, she confessed she let Ed finger her pussy. At first shocked, I thought the new kitchen had been a bad investment. Cearly the marriage was over. Now, just moments ago, this same man had come all over her face, and I couldn’t have been happier.

I was completely and totally in love with my wife.

It’s odd how that worked out. I wondered what would happen if I put in an in-ground swimming pool.

THE END

The Wife Chronicles





Love Thy Neighbor is part of The Wife Chronicles, a new series of stand-alone, thematically related stories I hope you will read with pleasure. They involve smart couples enduring the trials and tribulations of married life as they explore their sensuality. Their courageous explorations are always rewarded with happy consequences.

Coming soon: The Hotwife Project. Sign up for my mailing list to receive previews and advance notice of new books in the series.

Thanks for reading.

David Stone

Whoops! Nobody’s Perfect





PREVIEW - NOW ON AMAZON

Author’s Notes: Whoops

What should we call our first forays into the world of love and, more specifically, lovemaking? Rehearsals? What if none of those rehearsals went well or, even worse, went terribly wrong? It could leave one wondering if there was any point to drawing another breath.

The protagonist in Whoops has had an unlucky go in the passion department. She’s given up on men. Then, one warm, sunny day, all that changes. In this case, that day is the spark that ignites a passion-filled arc in my protagonist’s journey to figure it all out. She learns she doesn’t have to live a life without passion.

Unlucky for her are a few of the surrounding circumstances that encompass her journey. Fortunately, they unfold and reveal in comedic fashion (well, aside from a single unfortunate suicide).

Most of us, hopefully, when not cringing at memories of our first attempts at proper lovemaking and romance, are having a good laugh. A New York Times article once said the problem with sex was keeping it interesting. I’m not entirely sure about that, but I do know getting it right is often a challenge, sometimes hilariously so.

***
Whoops: Nobody’s Perfect
A Novel By Daniel Stone
TASSIE COLLINS IS TAKING A SHOWER

On a warm Midwest morning in mid-summer, Tassie Collins was taking a shower in the upstairs bath of her childhood home. She was a tall and athletic woman in her twenties, and very good looking, though she didn’t stress that side to the world. Today, carnal thoughts menaced her good virtue, from which she now sought relief. For better access and stability, she raised one foot and rested it on the edge of the tub in which the shower stood. She first gently, and soon with increasing rhythm and scope, pleasured herself with her fingers. As she neared the blessed moment when her eyes rolled back into her head as her body convulsed, the bathroom door burst open.

“Hey, I’ve got to pee!” The voice belonged to her handsome neighbor’s son Wayne. As their parent’s houses were next to each other, they’d grown up in close proximity and were always welcome in each other’s home. Wayne’s spying and bursting in was simply the consequence of the ease with which it could be executed. None of the doors in Tassie’s house had functioning locks.

Wayne was also the grown son of her mother’s not so secret lover.

“Jesus Christ, Wayne!” She gave up her project and restored herself to dignity, or as much as she could have given the circumstances. “Please don’t flush.” This instruction was to make him aware that flushing the toilet would turn the shower’s hot water stream into a scalding torrent while its tank replenished itself.

Wayne flushed.

“You’re an asshole, Wayne.” Tassie aimed the shower head to the wall to avoid third-degree burns. Wayne pulled aside the shower curtain in response.

“Tassie, your puss is bald. You should have that examined.”

Tassie pulled the curtain to close it but Wayne resisted this attempt. Her Plan B was to tell him to fuck off again.

“Fuck off, Wayne.”

“Hey. Your mom wants us to go to the liquor store to stock up for the wake. You have to drive.”

Tassie continued her shower once the water temperature returned to normal, ignoring Wayne’s fixated stare upon her naked body. “Why do I have to drive?”

“My license is fucked up at the moment and Maureen’s not available.”

“Oh. Right. Okay. Now fuck off so I can finish here, Wayne.”

Wayne closed the shower curtain and left, taking all the bath towels and her robe with him. Every time Wayne burst in on her, she was inevitably showering if in the bathroom or changing in her bedroom. Secretly, she liked this routine very much and looked forward to it. For now, it was the only true excitement in her life, which she would later reflect on alone in her bed.

Tassie considered resuming her former project, and even though she was more in the mood now than before, the hot water was running out for real. She turned off the shower and stepped from the tub to see no bath towels hanging and that her robe had skedaddled. Cursing Wayne once more, she left the bathroom naked and padded down the hall to the linen closet leaving a trail of damp footprints.

As she arrived there, she heard her mother’s voice rising up the stairs.

“Tassie! Oh, there you are.” She didn’t remark on Tassie’s nudity. “I have an errand for you and Wayne.”

“So I’ve heard,” said Tassie. The linen closet held only hand towels, sheets, and pillow cases. “Where are all the bath towels, mom?”

“They’re in the linen closet, honey,” she said, oblivious to the facts in plain view. Mrs. Collins often appeared flighty of mind but was good at heart, a first generation hippie full of Earth Mother convictions and a peculiar wholesomeness. She held a firm belief that all would end well, whatever it was that might be ending. Almost beguilingly, her mother was a very sexy woman on all counts and not the least bit dowdy, contrary to her other salient qualities. She was an advocate of “Sexual Healing” and the powers of the flesh to restore equilibrium to troubled minds and souls.

Tassie grabbed two hand towels and began rubbing herself down. Her sister Maureen appeared as if delivered from the mists of her recent shower. “Why are you naked, Tassie? We have a house full of people here, you know,” she said.

“Wayne took all the bath towels,” said Tassie.

Her mother resumed. “As I was saying, I need you and Wayne to run to the liquor store. He can’t drive, but he can carry. You should go soon. We have to be at the service at two.”

“How are you holding up, Mom?” asked Tassie. Her mother’s longtime lover Tom had committed suicide a few weeks before, and today was the memorial service. They had found him in his backyard slumped over the hedge he landed upon after firing a bullet into his head. An elderly neighbor, thinking he heard premature Independence Day fireworks, was preparing to admonish the perpetrators when he discovered Tom’s body.

“Oh, I have moments. But I’m fine. He was so melancholy the past few months. You know how happy and positive Tom’s always been. Anyway, he’s over it now...”

“I’m sorry, Mom. I know you really loved him. We all did,” said Maureen.

“It’s true, Mom,” chimed in Tassie, after a minor hesitation.

“Oh well,” said her mother. “What’s done is done. Tassie, I’m glad that you feel comfortable walking around naked but we have a house full of people.” With that she wandered back downstairs, leaving Maureen and Tassie alone.

“Do you really think she’s okay?” asked Maureen.

“You know Mom. Her druids and New Agey stuff will see her through it.”

“What do you think made Tom suicidal? What made him so sad that he would take his own life?” Maureen gave the impression it was a rhetorical question.

Tassie took a deep breath, remembered she was standing in the hall naked and started for her room. “I don’t know, Maureen. I know they did an autopsy because it was a suicide. Maybe they found something, like a tumor on his brain. Mom will tell us eventually. I’ve got to get dressed.”

But Tassie thought she knew why he committed suicide. All she had to do was look in the mirror.





Maureen
Maureen was a young woman who said what was on her mind and was seldom if ever found to be lacking in good judgment. She was of a quiet demeanor overall, though her mind was always on overdrive, analyzing and reading between the lines of any given situation. Her astute observations were much appreciated by her sister Tassie, who was the type to form hasty opinions.
Maureen viewed Tom’s passing stoically. She knew he had been suffering an existential crisis of one form or another, its origins unknown. Which form wasn’t important, as it was only the suffering that counted. When she explored his deteriorating situation with her mother, the latter simply said it was only important to love him now, and that later might not be an option. So, concluded Maureen, all she could do was love him, knowing there would be another time for knowing the reasons for his sufferings.
Maureen wasn’t close or not close to her mother’s lover. There were no special reasons for this. He was a nurturing presence for as long as she could remember, and she was not a source of conflict or pain to him or her family. She knew Tassie had become very attached to Tom, and more so than she would ever admit. Maureen, always a keen observer, noticed little things between them that spoke of a closer connection. She was amused rather than troubled by this.
Tassie was the better looking of the two, though not by much, and she did nothing to stress it, as she tended to hide her striking features. Maureen had a style that some viewed as “severe”, but only compared to the local standards usually admired in the Midwest, where plain and wholesome appearances reigned and popular fashion viewed as racy or frivolous.
Her razor sharp hairstyle framed an intelligent looking face which sat upon a similarly shaped body as her sister’s, aside from her slightly smaller but still very ample bosom. They both took after their well endowed mother. If the lighting was just so, as aside from their hairstyles, they could all three pass as sisters. The three of them exuded an air of sexuality regardless of how they dressed.
Seeing Tassie standing naked in the hallway reminded Maureen that they were both objects of desire to their common neighbor Wayne, who was not lacking in masculine appeal and simple charms. He seemed to spend most of his time at their house, and even had a designated bedroom for sleeping over when his dad traveled.
In private, Maureen and Wayne were having an affair of sorts, as yet unconsummated. They experimented vigorously with all other forms of sexual variety save for vaginal or anal penetration. They agreed it might be imprudent to go there, though they both privately hoped the other would press the case. Tassie was unaware of this situation. Maureen felt confident Tassie would approve, but not entirely confident, feeling there was some room for doubt. She also felt Tassie would be jealous. Wayne, like them, exuded an air of animal magnetism, and surely Tassie had noticed that growing up.
Regardless, Maureen and Wayne decided it was time to let Tassie in on their behind-the-door activities. It was her idea, and Wayne couldn’t find a reason to oppose it. In their younger years they were the Three Musketeers and did everything together, but that was some time ago. Maureen knew things Wayne did not, and felt Tassie was now in need of a distraction to take her mind away from his father’s suicide. Her “shocking news” would do the trick. She was having carnal relations with the son of their mom’s lover.
His recent passing was, in Maureen’s eyes, something that might break Tassie’s always frail grip on happiness. She had been susceptible to influences in the past that Tom and everyone in her family felt were imprudent and unhealthy for her. If Tassie could be drawn into the larger frame of Maureen and Wayne’s true relationship, she might be less inclined to wallow in her grief over losing their close neighbor Tom. Maureen instinctively knew there was more there than met the eye. Tom was their mother’s lover and a true friend to her daughters, but was he also something else for Tassie?
Though she and Wayne maintained a very ambitious erotic agenda, Maureen remained a virgin, which she considered a mere technicality. She wasn’t opposed to losing her maidenhood, but she had been opposed to losing it to the wrong man. Now that she had found the right one, Wayne, she had to negotiate in her consciousness the full implications of sleeping with the son of her mother’s lover. Her mother, with whom she was much closer than Tassie, had always been very vocal with her on the whys and wherefores of lovemaking. She viewed sex in a divine light, and often referred to her lovemaking with Tom as “going to church”. It was like a sacrament. She said they didn’t needed to be married to enjoy it.
Maureen, cognizant of her girlfriend’s lackadaisical views on sex and thus somewhat wanton ways, felt her mother’s views were the correct ones: Find the right lover first, then enjoy the hell out of having sex with him.
In short, her mother was very pro-sex and felt one should enjoy it as much as one could. This was Maureen’s agenda with Wayne. They did everything — almost. They were always “on call” to each other, ready at any time to offer reciprocal or receive unilateral relief. Maureen knew that would change over time as everything changed over time. It was what you were able to hold onto that was important.
Maureen didn’t mind Wayne’s continued fascination with catching Tassie naked. Their families were never shy about nudity. That morning, she had even told him Tassie was in the shower so he could execute one of his burstings in routines. She felt it was in her interest to keep Wayne sexually charged.
So, it was Maureen’s plan that morning to bring Tassie in on their secret, knowing she would be fixating on the sad facts surrounding her homecoming. She wasn’t sure if she should tell Tassie of her long-term plans to be with Wayne forever. She wasn’t sure of them herself, other than she knew she wanted to be with Wayne for ever after. Tassie would be her first sounding board. It wouldn’t be an issue if Wayne was just some boy she met at school. As they had almost literally grown up together, it could raise some eyebrows.
Maureen wasn’t looking for a serious, sit-down chat with Tassie, which would add a dimension of unnecessary drama. Her plan was to open the door to the conversation through a casual remark, upon which Tassie would pounce. It was a method she had perfected.
TASSIE
After leaving Maureen in the hall, Tassie closed the door to her room and stood in front of the mirror mounted over the dresser. She looked at her profile and then turned to examine her backside. The words, “such a gorgeous ass” echoed in her mind like they had just been spoken. The “ass” sounded especially naughty. A year before a man did speak those very words, just before taking her from behind as she leaned on the very dresser in front of her now. He had pounded into her ‘gorgeous ass’ with the enthusiasm of a raging bull. He had then turned her around and taken her to her bed where they continued to make violent and passionate love. Every time thereafter, when she entered her bedroom, she felt the presence of a physical memory that sometimes made her swoon.
This man, the one who had taken her with such passion, and to such levels of ecstasy she could never imagine on her own, was her mother’s lover Tom, now deceased.
Their affair was an awakening for Tassie. She hadn’t known the true depths nor fires of passion, having failed multiple times at finding any semblance of heat in prior couplings with men, men who couldn’t have cared less about her pleasure. Each encounter had felt like receiving a fresh wound as well as an attack on her dignity.
Until Tom.
As these memories swarmed into her mind, her eyes watered and her body went limp, and she slumped into a chair to have a good cry. Had she killed him? Was it because she let him make love to her he fell into a guilty funk and later killed himself? Could guilt do that to a man?
She pondered these points and much more until Wayne burst into her room and said, “Hey, Baldy, ready to go?”
Tassie tossed one of the hand towels she was still holding in his direction, leaving just the spare one to cover herself. It was a pointless exercise. She then decided she didn’t care, dropped the other hand towel from her private area, and stood up to get dress. Wayne observed but faked boredom. His brain was likely recording every frame of this dressing episode for later replay in his bedroom.
Tassie dressed for their errand and not the memorial service to follow, so she was quick. They headed downstairs and out to the car, now baking in the sun with the windows closed. They got in, leaving the doors open for a moment while the AC purred into life.
“You haven’t said anything about your Dad, Wayne. Aren’t you sad?”
“I was. I think I’ve gone from sad to numb. He seemed to check out a long time ago, like he knew the end was coming. Your mom noticed that too.”
“Checking out? How so?” asked Tassie, feeling some apprehension.
“It was like his happiness was leaving him bit by bit and then it was gone. It was like he wasn’t all there anymore.”
Tassie wondered again whether she, in a selfish act of passion, had stolen Wayne's dads happiness. But shouldn’t their fling have increased it? It was an act of love, wasn’t it, as well as lust? She was looking for any form of positive spin she could wrap her secrets in to make them bearable, but she was failing miserably. Right now she felt like a murderess.
They closed the car doors and headed into town.
“What will you do with the house, Wayne?” asked Tassie. “Will you stay there? I’m sure my mom would let you move into our house. It’s almost like you live there anyway.”
“I don’t know yet, Tassie. Your mom already invited me to live with you guys. I guess it depends…” Wayne didn’t finish his sentence.
“Depends on what, Wayne?”
“Oh, just some things, I guess. I don’t know.” Tassie sense he was really holding something back.
Behind the counter at Max’s Liquors was Johnny Price, a former high school football star, now a college dropout and store clerk, who greeted Tassie with her old nickname.
“Hey! Handy! How are you?” said Johnny.
“Johnny, don’t call me that,” said Tassie. Wayne smiled and gave Johnny an unenthusiastic high-five, though not in response to his comment. It was their usual greeting. Johnny, formerly a muscular hunk of cuteness, now possessed that sagging and bloated look former athletes achieve after they’ve peaked and all of their glories are behind them.
It was in that former glory period of Johnny’s life, while they were both freshmen at the local college, that Tassie decided to pursue him as part of her transition from willful wallflower to “it girl,” or at least put that veneer of status within her reach. She had set out to win his heart and, if not his heart, then at least some of his glory, or any of it that might fall upon herself as his girl. She felt it would be a good way to accelerate herself away from her woeful past with men. Her problem was, she was still a virgin, a fact none of her girlfriends or even mother could believe.
She knew the way to a boy’s heart was through his pants zipper, and she, with a girlfriend’s encouragements and instructions, decided Johnny would be her first candidate to receive sexual favors from her still virgin fingers. She was going to give him a hand job. From there she would progress to lose her maidenhood in stages, feeling baby-steps were the best way to prime herself.
It hadn’t gone well, at least not for Tassie. After making out on the college golf course one night and letting Johnny fondle her breasts, she found her courage and put her hand on his crotch. As she did so, she attempted in a womanly voice to say, “Oh, Johnny, I want you soo bad.”
Johnny mistook this information as an offer to have sex with him and, being in the mood for it, took charge of removing his pants, thus freeing what turned out to be a not very impressive penis that hooked to the right. He reached to undo Tassie’s jeans, which caused her to freeze and in an old movie starlet’s fashion, cover her eyes and shudder — at both the sight of his odd, slight penis and his attempt to remove her jeans.
“I thought you wanted to fuck me,” said Johnny. His tone betrayed impatience.
“No, Johnny. I meant I want to pleasure you. You know, give you a hand job.” With some of her courage restored she reached with both hands for his penis. Given his situation, even with her lack of experience, Tassie felt one hand was overkill for the job.
“You want to give me a handy? Are you kidding? Half the girls in school want to fuck me.”
“I can’t go all the way, Johnny. I’m just not ready for it.” To firm up this non-course of action, she thought a fib might give her argument weight. “Besides, I’m having my period.”
“Gross,” said Johnny. “And you’re still a virgin? Nobody’s a virgin in college. Well, give me a blow-job.” He reached for her head in a gesture meant to offer guidance.
Tassie pushed his hands away and took a step back. “No, Johnny. I won’t give you a blow-job. But I’ll give you a hand-job like I said.”
“Okay. Lie on the ground. I’ll sit on top of your belly and you can jerk me off.” Though this didn’t seem like a good idea or one she’d prepared for, she prostrated herself and Johnny straddled her. It didn’t take long before he began squirting cum, most of it to the right of her torso, thankfully, but not all. Some landed on her hands and there were a few drops on her sweater and single droplet on her cheek. She wiped her hands on the grass while Johnny got dressed.
“Okay. I gotta go. Thanks!” said Johnny, leaving her there in the grass. She was horrified at what had just happened, and now how she’d been treated afterward. Instead of singing her praises and offering his true love, he’d sauntered off, leaving her disheveled and stained.
The next day at school she discovered Johnny had informed the entire student body of the hand job he received from the Virgin Tassie. Her humiliation was complete.
And then it got worse. She found crude drawings stuck on her windshield, and graffiti soon appeared in both the women’s and men’s bathrooms, along with her phone number. She couldn’t walk the halls without seeing rude gestures or hearing malicious whispers. The problem with going after a big man on campus was, should you fail, you failed publicly.
By the standards of the day, she had proved she was actually a prude. Perhaps the ridicule was targeted more at her facile good looks. She wasn’t full of herself, but nor was she blind. She knew she was attractive, and not just a ‘pretty girl’ but one who drew stares. She began filling out early, and well before the other girls had boobs she was filling her sweaters. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t hide the fact that she was naturally shapely, just like her mother. She was constantly teased for it.
This was in part why she found an alternative course so appealing, the one outlined by a Californian ‘guru’ who espoused chastity, a vegetarian diet, and meditation. But the meditations were not associated with any Eastern practices. They were largely made up. Followers were meant to focus on the guru’s image, a bald man bedecked with flowers wearing flowing robes. He chanted gibberish on sexual abstinence and the Virgin Path. The whole thing was meant to suppress natural human hormones and desires. It was never much fun, but it offered Tassie relief from the pressures she felt to be with boys. They had never treated her well in her opinion, always groping and pleading, and never concerned about her true feelings.
And Tassie had never gotten over her father’s departure. He was once the light of her life, and one day his brightness faded. He was no longer there.
Near the end of her devotions to her guru, and in their only private session, he indicated that was the way with men. They used you up and moved on. But the guru indicated he was different, and for a princely and nonrefundable sum, he would be able to prove it to her at his private retreat. That’s when she abandoned the Virgin Path.
The experience emboldened her suspicions about men and added to Tassie’s general feelings of loneliness. Johnny had been her first attempt to challenge those suspicions. He did nothing to change them.
***
“Hey, Handy, I’m sorry about your dad,” said Johnny. “And Wayne, you too. I guess he was your dad too, right?”
“It’s Tassie, Johnny, not Handy. And thanks,” said Tassie. “He was Wayne’s dad and my mother’s boyfriend and a good family friend.”
“Right. So what are you here for?” asked Johnny, as if he needed an explanation.
“It’s a liquor store, Johnny. We’re here to buy some liquor,” said Tassie.
“Right-ho. Help yourselves,” said Johnny. He made an expansive gesture with his arms to insinuate they should feel welcome to browse.
Tassie and Wayne went down the list and filled the cart, its contents soon reflecting the avid but responsible consumption of alcohol by her family, Tom and Wayne. Her mom was of Irish stock and Tom of recent Norwegian descent. While her mother and Tom weren’t exactly drinking buddies, they did drink a lot, and often, but always with a sense of control. One uncle, who Tassie regarded as proficiently lecherous, was the only one in the extended family who couldn’t control his liquor. Tassie and Maureen nicknamed him “Uncle Boner,” in response to discoveries made when he once encouraged them to sit on his lap at a family affair.
Once they were home with the booze put away, Tassie went to get dressed for the service. She had purchased an inexpensive and simple black dress and shoes for this occasion and this would be the only time she would wear them, her general style being more Bay Area unisex casual. The unisex style was not recognized or appreciated in the Midwest where she grew up.
She left the Midwest when she transferred to a different college out of state soon after her unfortunate experiences with Johnny. When she graduated, she immediately took a paid internship in Palo Alto. Since leaving her hometown, she had only returned three times. Once for a Christmas holiday, then last summer, and now for the memorial service for her Tom. She felt guilty for not visiting more often.
But she had a good reason for staying away. She had been in love with her mother’s lover since her first year in college. She discovered this when he showed her his compassion after the incident with Johnny. The compassion felt beyond neighborly. Tassie sensed Tom was beginning to love her as she was beginning to love him. His body language often revealed his enthusiasm despite his attempts to maintain a proper decorum.
As they both loved her mom, it was a problem. Seeing no alternative, Tassie knew the solution was to keep some distance between them, especially after hopelessly embarrassing herself during the Christmas visit.
As she reflected on the prudence of her decision to keep her visits few and far between, Wayne burst once again into her room. Of course, she was standing in her underwear. Wayne had a sixth sense about these things. She couldn’t remember the last time, if ever, he had popped in and found her fully dressed.
“Fuck, Wayne. Can’t you ever knock?” said Tassie.
“What good would that do?”
“It would let me tell you to fuck off before you were in the room.”
“Right. Anyway, I wanted to tell you that Johnny guy is a jerk. I shouldn’t have high-fived him when he called you Handy,” said Wayne. His sincerity was genuine. “I remember that was a hard time for you.”
“Oh, it’s okay. I was stupid to go after him. Anyway, if I’d fucked Johnny, he couldn’t have gone around calling me Handy, right? Do you see the irony? Going all the way doesn’t carry a stigma. But give a guy a handjob and you’re a joke and a slut.”
“You really got to college a virgin? I thought you were banging all those guys you dated,” said Wayne.
“I only dated two guys before college. We did nothing but kiss. I guess I was dry-humped a couple times, but that’s it. You recall my ‘cult’ period and my whacked-out guru? My boyfriends were the same. We were followers of ‘the Path.’ My mom and your dad hated it.”
“Didn’t your guru go to jail?”
“More irony, right? The guy who preached I should keep my pants on couldn’t do the same,” said Tassie.  She noticed Wayne’s stare. “You keep looking at my tits.”
“I’ve always liked them. We sort of grew up together, so I’m fond of them. I haven’t seen them in hours. Let’s have a look.”
“Don’t be a turd.”
“Who will it hurt? Not me. Not you.”
“You know, we’re attending your father’s memorial service today. Just a few weeks ago he stood your backyard and blew his brains out. This really isn’t the time to be looking at tits.”
“It’s exactly the time. One needs a boost when they’re down and out,” said Wayne. He screwed his face into a mournful appearance.
As Wayne demonstrated his mournful look, Maureen knocked once and entered carrying a thick black binder.
“Oh... Hey, Wayne, I didn’t know you were in here,” she said. She then did a double take on Tassie, who was still standing in her underwear. “Am I interrupting anything?”
“Wayne wants me to show him my tits. That would make it the second time today,” said Tassie.
“Third time,” corrected Wayne.
“You can see mine,” said Maureen. She lifted up her blouse and pulled down her bra.
“See, Maureen’s a good sport... You have to understand how hard it is growing up so close together, no pun intended.” Wayne was now sitting on Tassie’s bed, man spreading.
Tassie pulled off her bra too and wiggled her breasts at him like a stripper. “Now are you happy, Wayne?”
“Oh, Lord yes. May I masturbate?”
“Fuck off Wayne.” Tassie put her bra back on and then her dress. In truth, she liked this playful dialogue and the casual nudity with Wayne and would gladly watch him masturbate. She thought Wayne was attractive and a good guy and as they weren’t related, of course she would feel a response. His occasional goofiness was also fun, but she knew it was also a shield. She knew there was depth behind it.
“I’ve seen him do it,” said Maureen. “More than once...”
“What have you two got going on here? I’ve been away a long time,” said Tassie. Her suspended animation illustrated it was a point upon which explanations were needed.
“Wayne and I are almost the same age, Tassie, so we have a different dynamic. It’s better we relieve the tension, you know, before something stupid happens,” said Maureen. “It’s what good neighbors do.”
“What are you telling me? Do you guys screw?” Tassie said it in a way that conveyed she wouldn’t be surprised or mind if the answer was in the affirmative. For other reasons, she almost wanted to hear an admission that yes, they made love, and passionately. She would feel less guilty for sleeping with Wayne’s father.
“No! We agreed that would be stupid. But we’ve done the other stuff. He sleeps with me a lot. Let’s say ‘often’.”
“You’re crazy,” said Tassie. “What if Mom catches you?”
“She has,” said Maureen. “She came into my room one morning and Wayne was asleep while I was getting dressed. Wayne was clearly naked. She could see his dick. She said, ‘Oh, did you two have a sleepover?’ That was it. She never mentioned it again. Hers is a world of silver linings and sunshine.”
“Did your Dad know, Wayne? Did he ever say anything to you about us and boundaries?” Tassie asked. “As we got older I’m sure he and our mom both wondered about it.”
“Not really. They both mom told me it was natural that I might get aroused by you two. They both knew that since we’re not related and didn’t really live together we might have feelings, you know, sexual feelings. But Maureen and I never screw, as she said. We created our own boundaries.”
“So, no screwing. That leaves open a wide field of possibilities, doesn’t it? Oral sex comes to mind,” said Tassie, with a bit of teasing in her voice. But the thought of Wayne going down on her gave her a tingle. She envisioned seeing the top of his head between her legs, his tongue inside her, his hands squeezing her buttocks. She had fantasized about Wayne in the past. Like his father, he was very athletic and muscular. His routine of busting into the bathroom when she was showering was almost a cliché now. She liked it, and it aroused her. She was almost disappointed when he didn’t burst in.
These reveries made her incredibly horny and they were now less than an hour away from attending the memorial service. It would be for the man she may have killed via his guilt over succumbing to her passions for him. Wayne looked a lot like his dad, even sounded like him. She was beginning to doubt her sanity. Could she now jump the son of the man she pushed over the edge and into the abyss? Anyway, Maureen got to Wayne first. She didn’t think a threesome was in her bag of tricks, especially not with her sister. Yes, she thought to herself. That would be insane. But could they share Wayne?
“Oral? Sure, we’ve done that,” said Maureen, just stating the facts. “Wayne’s good at it. I taught him how to do it. Well, I’d better get dressed too. I’ll see you all downstairs.”
Maureen left the room leaving Tassie a little dumbfounded and Wayne looking very pleased with Maureen’s review.
“I’d better get ready too,” said Wayne. After he left, Tassie saw the large, black binder Maureen left sitting on her nightstand. It was heavy, with about two hundred loose-leaf, college ruled notebook papers inside, some of which had become loose. The writing was in a very fine but masculine hand. It was Tom’s journal.
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