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Author’s Note





T

 he interior monologues of young women examining their personal sexuality and what “turns them on” is a curiosity to both males and females alike. A recent article in

 

The Telegraph


 
stated that 82% of all women have had, or have at least once contemplated, same-sex experimentation, often during their college years. The article’s summary states that most women endure a lengthy period where their sexual orientation is

 

“bi”


 
rather than straight or lesbian. One study even suggested women are strictly either bi or lesbian, eliminating “straight” as an option. That study was largely poo-pooed.



Whatever the ultimate truth, most of us know women who have experimented with same-sex scenarios. It did not mean they abandoned their fondness for men or straight sex. Far from it.

What’s it like when two young women experiment with each other sexually? In some cases, the result can be both very comical and confusing all at once.



But this is

 

not


 
a story about lesbians or lesbianism. It’s about women who discover, at least for some part of their lives, that they have a capacity to enjoy both men and women in bed.



My heroine Kate, a young coed (who also has a kinky habit of minimizing her modesty in pursuit of admiration), is questioning her sexual identity. She’s attracted to her best friend, the free-spirited Emily, but dares not mention it. Circumstances evolve that ultimately force her to confront both her sexuality and her reasons for posting risque pictures and videos of herself online.

The story begins with an erotic exploration and adventure, and things soon get complicated as Kate realizes the full extent of her true nature. Though a fiction, Kate’s journey rang true with my female beta readers, as Kate’s experiences are by no means an exception.



In this regard, Kate’s adventure is similar to many young women’s, but few will speak of them. Secrets and mysteries, after all, make life much more interesting. How many women have been asked by their men if they’ve ever been with a woman? Well,

 

lots


 
, if my own curious mind is any indication.




David Stone
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Chapter 1: Indecent Exposure


Full of anticipation, and in good spirits, Kate called Emily from her car.

“Hey,” said Emily.

“Hey! I’m on my way. Wish me luck.”

“You know you’re crazy. You’re going to be recognized one of these nights and then what?”

“You worry too much… I’ll be wearing my wig and makeup.”

“Like that helps. I can tell it’s you…” Emily paused. “What’s the plan?”

“I’m going to dial things up tonight. No more faking.”

“I don’t even want to think about what that means, but I’m sure your fans will like that.”

“That’s the point, isn’t it? I’m going to bust some records.” Kate laughed. “I’m almost there. Gotta go.”

“Okay. I’ll be watching,” said Emily. “Be careful.”

“Where’s the fun in that?” Kate laughed again. “Bye!”



Kate had

 
arrived early

 
, so she drove past her destination

 
and parked on the side of the road a few houses further down. She killed the engine

 
and looked into the second story windows around her.





F

 
lickering lights

 
from

 
computer screens and TVs

 
illuminated the

 
bedrooms and the minor movements of their occupants.

 
In one,

 
a girl stood in her bra

 
brushing

 
her hair.

 
Kate picked up her Nikon and took a picture

 
. A confusing

 
telltale

 
tingle accompan

 
ied the action. She knew “peeping” was wrong, and even legally punishable, but it was just an accidental sighting, and that’s where she left the imaginary argument.





She surveyed more windows but didn’t see anything worth photographing.

 
Kate looked at her watch and put the camera down

 
. She started the car and drove to the Stone’s house where she

 
would

 
babysit the twins. Their parents had planned a date night

 
in Atlanta, its lights now reflecting in a low overcast thirty miles away.





Th

 
e Stones

 
were an upscale

 
and attractive couple and Kate admired them. She had once “flirted” with Mr. Stone at the country club pool. Lounging in her bathing suit, and knowing he was looking, she “accidentally” caused a wardrobe malfunction with her top. Kate knew it was silly, yet she couldn’t resist. She knew she held certain powers and was not shy about using them.



When she noticed Mr. Stone’s obvious appreciation, she felt a warm tingle spiraling through her spine.




Maybe I’m just a slut,


 
Kate had wondered at the time. No, she then decided. It wasn’t that. She wasn’t slutty in the least, not in her

 

normal


 
life.





But that day at the pool, along with a few following incidents of a similar nature, sparked something in Kate. It meant her “normal” life soon included several extraordinary and not very

 

normal


 
hobbies.



What was about to unfold that evening, meaning how she would spend her hours babysitting, would just be play-acting. It would be theater and she would be the star attraction.



She

 
pulled in front of the

 
Stone’s

 
house and took a deep breath

 
, feeling

 
the usual excitement that preceded any

 
“

 
babysitting

 
”

 
assignment. They were just

 
fronts

 
for Kate’s secret

 
intentions:

 
to walk

 
around naked in other people’s homes. It wasn’t really a secret, though, as she broadcast her ‘kink’

 
through social media and her anonymous website

 
.






It was theater


 

. She was the star attraction…


 
This was Kate’s mantra as she prepared for such evenings.





Kate looked in the rear-view mirror to check her

 
makeup

 
, felt it looked fine, then finger-combed her dark

 
shoulder-length

 
hair off her face. She grabbed her backpack, slung her long legs out the door and walked to the house.





A

 
stylish

 
Mrs. Stone welcomed

 
Kate

 
into her home.

 
The effortless perfection of her appearance mimicked Kate’s own.





“H

 
i,

 
Kate

 
!

 
I’m so happy you were available. A beautiful

 
girl

 
like you on summer break should be doing the town tonight!

 
Tell me, h

 
ow was your

 
second

 
year at college?”





“Great,” said Kate. “I liked it a lot.” She felt an unus

 
ual and undefined attraction for this woman, now wearing a tight-fitting cocktail dress.





“

 
I’m happy to hear it!” said Mrs. Stone. “Okay, let’s see… T

 
he twins are asleep. You probably won’t see them tonight. The monitor

 
i

 
s in the kitchen

 
.

 
Just watch some TV and enjoy yourself. The

 
one

 
in the den gets Netflix if you want that.”





A deep voice

 
came

 
from the kitchen. “Honey, we should be going.”

 
Mr. Stone then

 
appeared in the hall. “Oh, hello Kate. How’s school?”





“Great.

 
”

 
She felt a rush seeing him dressed up

 
.



“Your dad said you are doing well.”



“So far, yeah. I’m still sorting

 
things out

 
.”





“There’s plenty of time

 
for that

 
. Okay, honey, ready?”





“All set. Kate, give me a call if you need

 
me

 
.

 
” With a wink, she added,

 
“

 
Have fun.”





“Thanks, I will

 
.

 
” Mr. and Mrs. Stone went out through the kitchen door to the garage. Kate listened for their car to leave

 
the driveway as the garage door closed.





She switched off the A/C, the thermostat being right where she stood in the foyer. After listening to make sure the twins were asleep, she went into the bathroom and extracted a fish-net cap from her bag. She stuffed her hair into it and put on an auburn wig, cut longer than her natural hair with bangs that curtained her eyebrows. It was

 

almost


 
enough to disguise her true identity.





Once satisfied with the wig, she

 
went

 
and stood in

 
the bay window in the living room. The house stood on a slight rise, and she had a good view of the neighborhood. She took a few moments to compose herself, then looked at her watch.



It was time.



S

 
he un

 
zipped

 
her jeans

 
and took them off, then removed her top.

 
This left her standing in her underwear just as a

 
car pulled into

 
the driveway

 
across the street. A man and woman got out.



As the man walked around his car he noticed Kate. She bit her lip as she stared at him, fighting a flight impulse.



The

 
wave of panic rising up

 
her spine

 
subsided as

 
that energy transformed into arousal.

 
The man

 
paused to admire her

 
and

 
Kate waved. H

 
e gathered his senses and

 
followed the woman into their

 
house. A few seconds later the living room lights

 
flashed on

 
and

 
off, and Kate assumed this meant the man was in there staring

 
at

 
her in

 
her pretty underwear.





The evening

 
wa

 
s off to a good start.





K

 
ate

 
got

 
her

 
mini telescopic tripod from

 
her bag.

 
It

 
was

 
designed to hold both her

 
cell

 
and her Nikon. She set

 
up her cell

 
and locked it in, then s

 
tood

 
it

 
on a

 
Bombay chest.

 
She

 
clicked the camera function

 
,

 
set up the shot, punched the timer, and put herself in the frame, head to toe. The background was the Stone’s living room, brightly lit.





The phone clicked the picture. She inspected it, felt it was

 
good

 
, and sent it up to her blog and Tw

 
itter

 
account with text saying “Babysitting”. Within seconds her fans would be “liking it.” Some would leave crude remarks, often with instructions. “Show us your tits!” or “Let’s see your pussy!” were common requests.





She waited for a few minutes and then checked her pos

 
ts

 
.

 
There were already a dozen

 
likes

 
a

 
nd

 
one request for tits. She looked around the living room and decided

 
to

 
pose

 
on the wingback chair next to an end table.





She took a family photograph from the fireplace mantel, set it on the end table, positioned the tripod, set the timer and sat

 
, pulling

 
down her bra to expose her breasts. She heard the click and checked the result. She had chopped off some of her head but otherwise it was fine. She sent it up to her blog and titled the post “Tits”. Anyone on the receiving end

 
who enlarged the picture

 
would also see the Stone family portrait, though not so clearly as to identify them.

 
The idea of i

 
ncluding clues was part of Kate’s game.





She wandered into the several other rooms, still in her underwear, and took more self-portraits. In one, she put her hand down the front of her panties and titled it “Masturbating In

 
The

 
Den.”

 
I

 
t earned

 
several dozen

 
likes instantly. Her goal that evening was at least

 
a

 
thousand likes and five

 
hundred

 
reblogs.





Kate went into the kitchen and inspected the fridge. She

 
grabbed

 
a hard lemonade, twisted off the cap and took a swig

 
, then

 
sat on the kitchen island. A vase holding kitchen implements sat next to her. She took out a

 
rubber-tipped spatula

 
, thought for a m

 
oment

 
,

 
then

 
decided to

 
make her first video.





She

 
put

 
the Nikon on the counter across from the island, set it to video mode, composed the shot and picked up the camera

 
’s

 
remote. She jumped back onto the island

 
making

 
sure the camera faced her correctly

 
and picked up

 
the spatula, clicked the remote to start the camera, and started

 
masturbating with the spatula inside her panties.

 
She feigned a dreamy, half-lidded look with her eyes and

 
faked an elaborate

 
orgasm

 
, then

 
clicked the remote to stop the video.



While the masturbation was technically always real, up until that evening she always faked the orgasms. Tonight would be different. She was going to share a real orgasm with her followers, and from an angle that would reveal extreme detail.

None of her followers would ever suspect that she was still a virgin.



Kate reviewed her first video and thought the lighting could have been better, but felt it good enough to upload. She activated the Bluetooth

 
on

 
her phone, connected to the camera, and uploaded the video, labeling it “Kitchen Fun”.

 
With that done,

 
she went upstairs,

 
taking her camera equipment with her.





She walked by the twin’s door and heard nothing,

 
then

 
went into the guest room. She saw a

 
high-

 
end Nikon fixed to a tripod leaning in the corner, much more expensive than her own. Mr. Stone must really be into photography, thought Kate, to have such a nice camera. She sat on the bed and looked around but

 
couldn’t

 
find inspiration, so she went and stood

 
at

 
the window

 
. It

 
faced the backyard of the house next door.





N

 
eighbors were having a small get-together, possibly three couples enjoying the summer evening with drinks.

 
Kate

 
turned on the overhead light and returned to the window and started gently massaging her breasts over her bra, which was lacy and bright white.

 
She hoped h

 
er tanned hands moving over the whiteness of the bra

 
would

 
catch

 
the peripheral vision of the men next door, forcing them to look up.





No one seemed to notice, so she began swaying as if to music. The extra motion caught the attention of one man sitting on the deck. He stared up and she smiled and waved

 
to

 
him. He stood, pointed in her direction, and then everyone in the group stared at her. She watched them watching her a few seconds,

 
then retreated from the window. She heard the men laughing and

 
rising

 
women’s voices, perhaps admonishing their husbands.




 

Chapter 2: Genesis




This gave Kate immense satisfaction. She liked exploring the limits of her

 
peculiar fetish, if that’s what it was

 
, but the

 
reasons for

 
the fetish

 
remained a mystery. She researched her

 
kink

 
exten

 
sively. Was she an exhibitionist? Was that the term? What

 
wa

 
s the genesis of this impulse? All she rea

 
lly

 
knew

 
wa

 
s that it excited her. She accidentally discovered this fact in

 
dress

 
ing rooms at Nordstrom’s Basement

 
shopping

 
with her mother for a bathing suit.





Unintentionally, when she went into the cubicle to try on a suit, she left the privacy curtain slightly open. As she took off her clothes and was down to her panties, she noticed a man looking at her through the crack in the curtain.

 
Though initially embarrassed, she realized she was also unmistakably aroused, and felt disappointment

 
when the man disappeared.





As she contemplated th

 
e erotic

 
excitement that

 
had just overwhelmed

 
her, her mother came over and shut the curtain completely, saying, “Honey, you need to be careful.” But she was too late annul Kate

 
’s revelation

 
. Kate knew she would have to repeat and explore this new experience.





It meant from that day on, Kate was a shopaholic. She didn’t actually buy

 
much

 
, but she would spend hours trying things on. She scoped out stores with dressing room

 
s t

 
hat had curtains instead of doors. They had to be on or near the sales floor, with an area where the men could wait while their girlfriends or wives tried on clothes. She

 
found this arrangement most often in small but

 
upscale boutiques

 
and went to them on

 
weekends

 
.

 
M

 
en would

 
loiter

 
while their

 
significant others

 
tried on clothes. She would grab four or five items

 
to try on

 
and leave the curtains slightly open on either side of the booth. She would undress, sometimes completely, and just

 
pretend

 
to

 
be trying

 
on clothes.





When she got a man’s attention she

 
feigned not noticing

 
. If she was in her bra, she would remove it, then loiter,

 
languorously

 
pretending to inspect labels

 
before trying something on

 
.





When she noticed a man hanging around outside her dressing room and long enough to have witnessed her full routine, she would either look him straight in the eyes and smile or feign embarrassment and close the curtain completely.

 
S

 
he would get dressed and exit the changing booth, walk by the man if he was still there, give him a deep, knowing look, and pass on. Several times the men tried to talk to her, but that wasn’t what she was after. She only wanted their admiration

 
, and for them

 
to be excited by her.



She enjoyed the power she had over them.


 

Chapter 3: Main Event




When Kate moved away from the guest room window overlooking the neighbor’s cocktail party, she steeled herself for several possible outcomes. There could soon be an angry knock at the door as one of the women came over to complain. Or, an hour later, a shy knock, as one of the men acquired liquid courage and

 
decided

 
to investigate the phantom siren in the window.





The final possibility was that Mrs. Stone would hear of Kate’s window

 
exhibitionism

 
and call her mother. If that happened, she would just say she

 
was warm,

 
so she took off her clothes and was trying to open the window.





The uncertainties of the consequences of her act

 
ions

 
were almost as exciting as the act

 
ions

 
themselves.





No one knocked. She returned to the window and resumed swaying as if to music and when she saw the first man look up and notice her again, she reached around and unhooked her bra

 
and

 
toss

 
ed

 
it on the guest bed. As others in the man’s party looked up, she moved away from the window. She once again heard the rising

 
women’s

 
voices next door. Satisfied, she went on to the master bedroom.





She turned on all the lights and went to the dresser, her usual first stop in any of the master bedrooms of homes where she babysat.

 
Kate

 
opened the top left side drawer first. Mr. Stone’s underwear was neatly folded inside. She picked up a pair and examined them, long briefs that would go down to mid-thigh. She set the underwear down and removed her panties, flicking them with her foot to a chair across the room.

 
Kate

 
put on Mr. Stone’s briefs and looked at herself in the dresser mirror. She touched herself, first over and then under the briefs. She placed her tripod on the dresser to set up another shot. She clicked the timer button and stepped back, reached a hand down the briefs and

 
fingered

 
herself. She was extremely wet. The phone’s camera clicked. She liked the result and sent it up to her blog adding, “Wearing

 
Men’s

 
Underwear, Fingering Myself”. She didn’t bother to look at the activity on th

 
e

 
shots and video already uploaded.



 
Only her closest friend Emily

 
knew of her blog and Twitter feed and would

 
be monitoring

 
her progress throughout the evening. Kate trusted her

 
.

 
They had been partners i

 
n crime since they were children. Emily didn’t approve of Kate’s naked babysitting pastime, nor could she ignore it. Kate wondered about her true feelings for Emily but generally buried those thoughts before she could think too deeply. Lately, they had been rising with a renewed fervor.





She reached down and fingered herself

 
again

 
then

 
, with her hand outside the fabric, rubbed it deep inside her to absorb

 
her

 
wetness

 
. When she removed the briefs, she saw a couple of her pub

 
ic hairs

 
in the crotch, picked them out and, after returning the folded underwear back into the drawer, placed the two pubes on top.

 
Mrs. Stone had natural light hair while Kate’s was dark.





She looked in the lower drawers. The second had Mr. Stone’s socks, all neatly arranged by color. She slid her hand underneath them to search for anything hidden. She found a manila folder and removed the contents. They were old 35

 
-

 
millimeter prints, taken when Mr. and Mrs. Stone were a

 
few years

 
younger. One showed Mrs. Stone topless on a beach somewhere.

 
She had nice breasts

 
,

 
as Kate suspected she would

 
. She felt a mild rush seeing them naked. In another picture she was n

 
ude

 
, lying on the sand, with Mr. Stone’s shadow crossing her torso.





The next picture showed Mrs. Stone with Mr. Stone’s

 
coc

 
k in her mouth

 
,

 
giving him a blowjob on the beach. Maybe it was on their honeymoon. His

 
cock

 
filled her mouth and was punching out the side of her cheek. H

 
e

 
was thick, Kate thought

 
,

 
and must be pretty long. A lot of it was exposed before disappearing into Mrs. Stone’s mouth. There were no pictures of Mr. Stone fully naked, but there were more naked ones of her, taken in various hotel rooms, possibly in Europe.



There were also a few pictures of Mrs. Stone with two blonde women, both exceptional lookers, variously lounging in beach chairs or standing in the surf. They were all nude.



Kate spread the pictures out on the dresser so she could take a picture of them. She couldn’t get the right angle so she put them on the floor, then stood over them and got the shot. She sent it up to her blog with “

 
Vacation Pics

 
” as the text. She put the pictures back in the folder and under the socks.





She immediately felt

 
bad about what she had done and deleted the post, but not before it received several likes.





She moved to the right top drawer and opened it. Mrs. Stone’s bras were also all neatly arranged. Most of them

 
were quite sexy, though an assortment of “mom” bras was included.

 
They were her size, so she decided to try a few on. She walked over to the window naked and tried on a pink demi-cup with lac

 
e

 
trim. Her breasts spilled over the top. She took it off and tried on a mom bra, a cup-size larger than the other ones. Maybe

 
Mrs. Stone

 
needed

 
them

 
when she was pregnant. Its modesty made her laugh when she looked in the mirror.





She opened the second drawer where Mrs. Stone kept her panties. She rummaged a bit and found the most modest pair she could find, a white full brief, and slipped it on. She took an-over-the back selfie in the mirror, titled it “Mom Underwear”, and sent up to the

 
web

 
. Despite the underwear being unglamorous, she looked very sexy wearing it. She reset the tripod and took several full-frontal pictures and instead of sending those up to her public blog, she sent them to her cloud. She might have a use for them later.



Kate was in a continued state of high arousal, and therefore quite wet, so she rubbed the fabric of Mrs. Stone’s panties to absorb her moisture, then took them off and placed them back in the drawer.



She removed the bra and replaced in its drawer as well. Now she was naked again. She opened the third drawer down on Mrs. Stone’s side of the dresser. There were miscellaneous boxes and small empty prescription containers. None of the prescriptions were familiar to her. She opened the largest box and inside was a full-size, flesh

 
-

 
colored dildo. It looked very real. She guessed it to be around eight inches long.



Kate imagined Mrs. Stone lying on her bed naked, her knees bent and legs spread, slowly inserting the dildo and then with an increased energy and urgency bringing herself to orgasm. Maybe her husband would watch her do it while sitting in the chair by the window.



Kate’s state of excitement now

 
pined for

 
relief. She was always highly orgasmic, almost a

 
ble to

 
think herself into a full body orgasm

 
,

 
but she preferred

 
to save

 
them and live in sustained states of sexual arousal and anticipation. Seeing, and then holding Mrs. Stone’s dildo, and imagining her using it while Mr. Stone watched sent her over the threshold. Kate needed to respond, and for the first time she would do it for real for her online admirers.





She walked over and removed the lamp from the nightstand on the nearest side of the bed,

 
and

 
pulled the nightstand around and positioned it on the side of the bed. She set her Nikon on t

 
op

 
, switched it to video mode, then grabbed the dildo and sat on the bed. She arranged the pillows so she could lean on them

 
and centered herself in front of the camera.





T

 
he pillows lift

 
ed

 
and angl

 
ed

 
her torso so her face would be visible. She

 
raised

 
her knees and spread her legs so that the camera had a clear shot

 
of the action

 
. She clicked the camera

 
’s

 
remote, then started to masturbate with the dildo, spreading her

 
lips

 
with her fingers.

 
S

 
he moved the tip up and down her cleft and then started inserting it deeper and deeper. She moaned

 
for real

 
as she moved her hips up and down in a wave motion.





She

 
put a hand to her breast

 
and pulled on her nipple, and as her motions

 
became more furious s

 
he

 
moved

 
nearer and nearer the edge. She thought of the men looking up at her bare breasts from the neighbor’s house, of the man looking at her from the street as she stood in her bra and panties in the living room window, and all those past men who stared at her as she changed in dressing rooms and now, all the boys and men that would be watching this video, and she fell off the edge and deep into the abyss of her orgasm.





Kate rested for a few minutes absorbing the

 
radiant

 
afterglow. She clicked the camera off. To leave her mark, her scent, she sat on one of the pillows before arranging them nicely back at the head of the bed. She smoothed the bedspread, put the dildo away, repositioned the nightstand and restored its lamp.





She picked up the Nikon and clicked the new video back to the beginning and watched. She got aroused all over again. She blue toothed it to her phone and sent it up

 
to her admirers

 
. It took

 
a full

 
minute to upload. She titled it, “Orgasm In The Master Bedroom”.



She went into the master bath to pee. She finished, and then surveyed the items on the double-sink counter, his side and her side. Both were orderly and clean. She grabbed his toothbrush and used it, then as an afterthought slid in over her pussy a few times before replacing it. Kate felt that was a little over the top, but she didn’t really know what her agenda was, or if she even had one.


 

Chapter 4: Panic




Kate’s

 
mind never stopped working on finding ways to expose her body in seemingly accidental ways. As an avid swimmer, she hit

 
her

 
school’s aquatic center several times a week, only going when it was most active.





She changed into her suit near the locker room entrance, having noticed that as people entered or exited, there was a brief moment when those passing outside could see in and get a glimpse of any girl dressing or undressing near the door. She took her time, folding her clothes as she removed them. Once naked, she

 
stood

 
that way for a few minutes before putting on her suit. She faced the door to make sure that anyone passing

 
c

 
ould see her full frontal. At least a few always did. Their double takes were the clue.





She wore a

 
tight and

 
stretchy style one

 
-

 
piece suit.

 
It

 
was always slipping, especially when getting out of the pool. Perhaps a hundred times she offered anyone who happened to be looking a nipple slip or even full breast exposure. She

 
never raced

 
to correct the

 
wardrobe

 
malfunction. She would walk a few feet with a breast half or fully exposed, pretending not to notice until another girl shouted to her, “Hey Kate! Tits!” She would look down, feigning embarrassment, and pull the suit up.





She knew these were amateur moves, but still, she persisted. It was an old game, peekaboo, p

 
layed by women everywhere.

 
The side benefit

 
of

 
the aquatic center was she got plenty of exercise. The only downside so far was an ear infection. Kate

 
grinned

 
a

 
t

 
that memory and left the bathroom.





As she

 
crossed the master bedroom she thought she heard a car come up the driveway. She did a quick inventory

 
:

 
Bra, guestroom; panties, here on a chair; jeans, top and shoes, living room. Her heart raced. If they were home early she could grab her panties and sprint to the living room and get dressed just in time, but she couldn’t get the bra and still do that, and she would have no excuse to return upstairs once they were home. This hesitation was costing her dearly, but then she heard the car drive off. She went to the window and saw the driveway empty and

 
heard

 
no sound of the garage door closing.



Kate was almost disappointed.


 

Chapter 5: The Hot Tub Incident




The summer before

 
, when she babys

 
a

 
t for the Meadows under similar circumstances, Kate

 
did get

 
caught. The kids were asleep when she arrived for the job. She stripped as soon as their parents

 
left

 
and surveyed each room in her underwear

 
and then

 
naked as was her custom, taking pictures as she did so.





As the Meadows were not attractive people in her view, she had no interest in their personal affairs

 
and

 
skipped the dresser inspection routine.





It was th

 
at

 
night that she began

 
sending

 
her adventures up to her

 
new website

 
as a

 
“

 
live

 
”

 
show. She didn’t yet have the Nikon, so the videos were short and grainy. Back then, she didn’t

 
wear a wig and didn’t show

 
her face in the pictures or video. Once she

 
n

 
oticed how popular

 
her videos were becoming, she bought the wig so she could up her game

 
. Th

 
at

 
her face

 
was

 
now

 
visible excited her beyond measure. Since beginning her project, she guessed her naked body now appeared on perhaps a million web pages in videos and stills.





S

 
he

 
later

 
explored a popular amateur

 
porn

 
site and, using various combinations of keywords, found one of her videos. It had three hundred comments and had

 
scored thirty-six thousand views

 
. In the video, she is masturbating with her fingers and really putting on a show. On

 
a

 
larger screen she saw that, for just fleeting milliseconds, her face was clearly visible

 
. This was before the wig.

 
If someone stopped the frame and knew her

 
in real life

 
, they

 
c

 
ould

 
have said

 
, “Hey, that’s Kate!” When she realized how excited this prospect made her, she

 
bought the wig and started showing her face in

 
the pictures and videos

 
.

 
Thereafter, h

 
er popularity skyrocketed.





When she showed

 
Emily her website and gave her the link to her Twitter feed,

 
Emily had said she

 
was crazy, though

 
she

 
admitted to sending naked pictures to

 
an old

 
boyfriend.

 
She was sure her

 
boyfriend passed them on to

 
his

 
friends or uploaded them to different sites

 
, or both. She didn’t mind, so Kate wondered why what she was doing was crazy.

 
Everyone was sending naked p

 
ictures to the Web. She was sure over half of all smartphone memory cards were depositories for nude pictures.





When the Meadows got home th

 
e

 
night Kate was babysitting, she was lying naked on the sofa in the den playing with her phone. Her clothes were at the far end of the room because she liked nothing more than hearing the car climb the driveway, her signal to rush and get dressed before the door opened. It was part of the game

 
, but only if she was in the mood for that final mad dash.





But

 
the Meadows had a short driveway, and they drove a silent Prius. When they got home there was no

 
warn

 
ing engine noise to announce it. So, when Kate heard the sound of a key entering the side door lock of the room she was lying naked in, with her clothes lying near the very same door they would enter, she was more than just startled. The room opened onto the deck she had previously explored n

 
aked

 
. On that deck was the family hot tub. Kate sprinted for

 
it

 
and jumped in, just as Mr. and Mrs. Meadows passed through the door.





No doubt they heard the splash, which

 
wa

 
s why they were looking straight at her. She was clearly visible as the deck lights were the security type and turned on when there was any motion near them.





Not aware of her exact circumstances, Mr. and Mrs. Meadows walked out

 
on

 
to the deck.





“Oh my God!” said Kate, pretending to be utterly surprised. She made

 
an attempt

 
to cover herself. “You’re early! I just thought I’d have a soak in the tub and, well, here you are.”





When it became clear to Mrs. Meadows that Kate was naked, a situation that would never have occurred to her as she never soaked that way, nor could she ever imagine doing so, she issued a sharp instruction to her husband to leave and wait for her in the living room. The security light was right over Kate’s head and, even though submerged, her breasts were clearly visible. With Mr. Meadows out of the picture,

 
Kate

 
couldn’t decide whether she should stand and exit the tub or stay put.



“You’re not wearing a suit?” said Mrs. Meadows. “Where are your clothes?”

“They’re in the den over by the door,” said Kate.

“Why are they over there? You didn’t walk around the deck naked I hope.” She nodded in the neighbor’s direction.



“I meant to get a towel before getting in but I forgot. I left my clothes there

 
to

 
keep them from getting wet.”



“Kate, I don’t think you should be naked when you’re babysitting, you know, or for any reason in a stranger’s house. And we’re not the types to use hot tubs naked. Think of the hygiene!”

“I’m sorry,” said Kate. “I guess I wasn’t thinking. It’s so hot.”



“It’s hot, so you get in a hot tub stark naked to cool off? It makes no sense. None of it does. I’ll get you a towel

 
.

 
Stay there.”





Mrs. Meadows came back with

 
the

 
towel, held it up and averted her gaze so Kate could get out of the tub without causing any further

 
damage

 
to her dignity.

 
Kate

 
wrapped herself in the towel, gathered her clothes and went into the bathroom to get dressed. She heard the Meadows in the living room

 
and

 
clear words like “darnedest thing!” and “naked!” coming from the wife.



Then they were silent, and she thought she heard Mrs. Meadows banging around the kitchen. Kate didn’t want to see them again. If they were in the kitchen, she could go down the short hall to the den and out the side door where they had come in moments earlier.



W

 
hen she got to the den she saw Mr. Meadows standing in the center of the room looking at his phone. She said she just needed to get her things and looked for her own phone and backpack. She found the

 
latter

 
but

 
her cell

 
was missing, and in a state of horror she realized Mr. Meadows was looking at

 

her


 
phone, and the video she had left running on a loop. In the video, she’s masturbating on

 

his


 
sofa. She grabbed the phone and ran out the door.



For weeks she waited for her mother to get a call from the Meadows. None ever came.


 

Chapter 6: Secrets Revealed


Standing naked in the Stone’s master bedroom, having achieved a perfect orgasm for herself and for her Web fans, she felt sexually sated. It was a seldom visited state with an emptiness attached. She had a full hour before the Stone’s scheduled return. There was still no sound from the twins and chances were they would sleep through to morning.

Kate put her camera and phone in her pack, checked the room to see it was in order, slipped into her panties, grabbed her bra from the guest room and put it in the pack, and went downstairs.

She opened the French doors from the den to the backyard patio and stepped a few feet outside. The neighbors were still on their deck and the levels of their voices indicated they were well into their weekend cocktails regimen.

Kate didn’t yet feel like putting on another show so she went to the kitchen and grabbed another hard lemonade. She guzzled it and finished the one she’d opened earlier and left on the counter. As she drank, she studied the family photos on the fridge. What a handsome couple, she thought. Both of them possessed an air of worldliness. The worldliness aspect was an assumption based more on appearances than social contact and personal experience. They each had a certain flair she didn’t notice in her parent’s other friends. Mr. Stone was ten years her father’s junior and worked at the same law firm. His wife was also an attorney, but on hiatus to care for the children.

She put the empty bottles in the trash just as a slight buzz indicated the alcohol was having an effect. The emptiness left and, standing in the Stone’s kitchen in just her panties, her normal excitement at being undressed in other people’s homes returned.

Kate’s phone rang. It was Emily.

“Hey girl,” Kate said.

“Hey. You’ve been quiet for a while. Still babysitting?” asked Emily.

“Yeah. I’m standing in the kitchen in my panties for a break.”

“That was pretty hot what you did in the master bedroom. Your fans are asking for encores.”

“I haven’t checked likes or comments in a while,” said Kate. She wondered if by “hot” meant Emily found it personally arousing.

“It looks like your wanking with the dildo reblogged a couple hundred times. I could tell it was for real this time. You kinda masturbated in public.”

The idea intrigued Kate. Right now hundreds were watching the video of her masturbating along with all the rest she’d uploaded. This had its normal effect.

“What’s up next?” asked Emily. “I’m not sure where you can go from there.”

“The neighbors are having a party on their deck. I might walk around naked in the backyard.” Kate laughed.

“No more videos?”

“What do you think? I’m still regrouping from my last performance.”

Emily laughed. “I don’t know how you do it, Kate… You know, I can tell it’s you. I wonder how many other people have see your stuff and know it’s you.”

Kate wondered too. She didn’t know where any of this was headed. Would she one day drop the shields and let her true self be known?

The idea scared her, both the idea of it, and the idea that she might want to. Could she have a normal life after that, after being a true internet sensation, known for her naked antics and broadcasting her masturbation videos? No. She was beginning to feel it had run its course. There was something else deep inside her reaching for attention, a next level, and she was on a journey to find it.

“I doubt anyone’s made a connection. I think I would have heard about it if they had… Okay. I guess I’ll see you in a little while.”

Kate hung up.

She went into the den and clicked on the TV. It was set to CNN. She decided to send up a few final shots. She took off her panties and set her iPhone to take a picture of her lying naked on the sofa. She laid on her tummy with her upper body raised on her elbows while she watched CNN. She felt it was a great picture, showing her perfect ass and some sideboob and nipple, and sent it up to her Twitter feed with the comment, “Watching the news”.

Kate moved to Mr. Stone’s desk where there was large screen Mac. She clicked in on and once it booted entered her site’s URL. Instantly, there she was, masturbating on the Stone’s bed. She was shocked at its clarity on the big screen. Of course, anyone seeing it in this resolution might recognize her under the wig. She had only ever looked at her site on her phone or laptop.

She clicked out of her site and looked at the files on the desktop. Nothing extraordinary drew her attention. She clicked an icon labeled “IRS”. It opened to several files labeled by year but at the bottom was a subfolder titled “Copies”. She clicked it open. There were more files labeled with dates. Kate clicked one of those and a video tab opened with a still in the frame. It was a naked picture of Mrs. Stone lying on their bed in the master bedroom, which she recognized immediately.



She started the video. The angle was from the side of the bed. Mrs. Stone was looking at something out of the frame, then it was clear it was Mr. Stone, who joined her on the bed. They started screwing in the missionary style, then he flipped her on her hands and knees and took her from behind. Kate turned up the volume. She could hear them moaning and their bodies slapping together. After a short while, he stopped and laid next to her. She bent over him and started sucking his cock. He

 

was


 
big, but Mrs. Stone was able to swallow most of it and seemed to know what she was doing. Mr. Stone gently pushed her off, repositioning her so he could reciprocate. He lifted her legs under his palms. Mrs. Stone reached an expansive orgasm. She could tell it was real.





She could

 

feel


 
it was real.



They were both calm as Mrs. Stone settled down. After a few minutes, she pushed him down flat on the bed and resumed giving him a blowjob. When he seemed about to come she lifted her head off his cock and, hovering over it, continued stroking him with her hand, and when Mr. Stone came it shot straight into her mouth. Then she sucked on his cock a little more before lying next to him. After a minute or so he got up and turned off the camera.



Without realizing it, Kate had been fondling herself as she watched. The illicitness of watching them, of her being a

 

voyeur


 
into their intimate life together, was having the same effect on her as her being the one spied upon.



Were the Stones sharing their sex tapes online? She opened a browser and looked through its history. It was boring, wholesome Web browsing like she would find on her father’s computer.

She closed the window and looked through program files. She found one labeled “Epic” and opened it. It was another browser, one she’d never heard of. She opened the bookmarks file. There were a few obvious porn sites and Tumblrs. She opened the Tumblr folder and her heart nearly stopped. She saw “069” listed.

Her site was “babysitter069”.

She clicked it open and there was her site, now featuring her video of her masturbating on the Stone’s bed. She scrolled down the page, then switched to “archive” view and scrolled back to the summer before when she babysat for the Stones. She had posted a video of herself taking a shower in their master bath while she fake masturbated. Plus, there were several dozen pictures of her naked around their house.

Clearly, Mr. Stone knew all about her naked babysitting, and the masturbating, and her being “intimate” with their personal things. She wasn’t sure what she felt. Horror or arousal? Both, she thought.

And she decided this was it, the end of her naked babysitting career. She was as good as caught a second time.

But why had they hired her again if they knew what she was up to? Did Mrs. Stone know too? They seemed to have a very erotic life together. She barely hid her vibrator and their naked photos were easy to find. Their porn videos were accessible right from the desktop. These facts made Kate feel less alarmed over finding her site bookmarked.

She checked out more of their videos. They were pretty much the same until she came across a video where he was lying alone on the bed naked. He had a full erection. Mrs. Stone came into the frame and straddled her husband, lowering herself onto his face. As he hungrily attended to her, another woman entered the frame, straddled his hips, and sank herself onto his cock. Jesus thought Kate. Who is that?

Is wasn’t clear. She had sandy-blond hair and seemed to be about Mrs. Stone’s age and equally attractive. Both women orgasmed at the same time and fell off to either side of Mr. Stone. There was a break in the video. When it resumed, Mrs. Stone was going down on the strange woman. Mr. Stone must have been holding the camera as it was panning around. First, there was a close-up on his wife’s performance, then the shot widened and he moved up to focus on the woman receiving it. There was a blurry moment before the woman’s face came into clear focus. It was Mrs. Chelsea! From the club! She had split from her husband less than a year ago. She was also a close friend of her mother.

Holy Hell, thought Kate. How far did this go? Did Mrs. Chelsea know what Kate was up to? Kate had sat for her several times since beginning her naked babysitting routine. It was conceivable Mr. Stone had shared his discoveries about her.

The shot widened again and the picture got shaky, apparently as Mr. Stone fixed the camera to the tripod. That done, and angled again from the side of the bed, Mr. Stone came into the frame as Mrs. Stone switched to position herself on Mrs. Chelsea’s face. Mr. Stone then fucked Mrs. Chelsea. Soon both Mr. and Mrs. Stone climaxed. She then descended on Mrs. Chelsea and for a long time worked magic there, based on Mrs. Chelsea’s subsequent orgasm.

Afterward, Mrs. Stone sat at the end of the bed stroking Mrs. Chelsea’s legs while Mr. Stone laid next to her. After a few minutes they started talking, making Kate wonder if they’d forgotten to turn off the camera.

She couldn’t make out what they were saying but could hear their laughter. They were clearly comfortable lying there naked together, and Kate felt a pang of jealousy. She almost wished she could have been there too, with Mrs. Stone gently stroking her body while they chatted.

Kate was about to click open another video when she heard the garage door’s electric motor kick-on and the door itself rising. Immediate panic took control of her. She had completely lost track of time and her clothes were scattered everywhere. She clicked the video closed but left the computer on, and scrambled to get dressed.

As she rounded the desk her bare foot slipped on a small area rug and she fell head-first toward the coffee table. She sensed she was falling, and then there was nothing.


 

Chapter 7: Crossing The Threshold


Feeling a slight throb on the side of her head, Kate opened her eyes not knowing where she was. The ceiling looked familiar, but not either of the two she was used to waking under. It wasn’t the ceiling of her room at her parent’s house, which was white, or of her dorm room, which had a popcorn texture. This ceiling was light gray with a flat finish.

She then realized with a start what had happened before she fell asleep. She had been falling, and then the rest came back to her. Or had it been a dream? Her head hurt. She reached up to where it throbbed slightly and her fingers felt a small bump.

She heard a man’s voice.

“Kate! You’re awake! Boy, you had us worried,” said the voice.

She wasn’t connecting the dots.

Someone touched her hand.

It was Mrs. Stone. “Honey, you really bonked your head! When we saw you lying on the floor we thought you were dead!”

“Not dead. I could see you were breathing,” the voice belonged to Mr. Stone. “I heard you fall as we came in the kitchen.”

The dots started connecting. Kate was lying on their bed in the master bedroom. She could feel she was naked but covered with a throw blanket.

She sat up to survey the room and to confirm she wasn’t dreaming. The blanket fell off her breasts and she restored it, but it fell off again. Mrs. Stone put her hand on Kate’s shoulders, encouraging her lie back down. “Are you cold, honey? Do you want another blanket? Someone turned off the air conditioning. It’s warm as blazes in here. I didn’t really think you’d be cold but covered you until we could get you dressed.”

Kate felt another set of hands on her body, Mr. Stone’s, softly rubbing her legs. They had both misinterpreted her fleeting sense of modesty for her being cold. “I’m not cold,” she said. I’m actually kind of hot now. She let the blanket fall completely, exposing her breasts.

Kate felt defeated, but in a strange way also relieved. There was no point in attempting to hide anything. Mr. Stone had seen her website, as most likely had Mrs. Stone. She must have knocked herself out when she heard them come home and, scrambling for her clothes, fell and hit her head. It was obvious they found her naked on the floor and carried her up to their bedroom. They had come to her rescue. She was safe.

“You seem perfectly comfortable, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. “You don’t mind being naked in front of us? I mean in person?”

“I don’t mind,” said Kate. “I know you’ve seen me naked before, so it doesn’t make any difference if you see me naked now.” She raised herself to lean on the headboard and made no attempt to cover herself.

She did feel perfectly comfortable naked, though she wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was because they weren’t looking at her with greedy eyes. They just seemed normal. Still, she felt excited being exposed the way she was.

Because Kate had turned the air conditioning off it was extremely warm in the bedroom.

“Do you mind if I join you?” asked Mrs. Stone.

“No. I wouldn’t mind at all.”

Mrs. Stone slipped out of her dress, then her underwear, and looked over to Mr. Stone. “Kate, do you mind if my husband undresses too?” Kate shook her head.

Mrs. Stone laid next to Kate while Mr. Stone undressed. They both watched him. After he stripped, he sat on the bed on Kate’s other side. When she saw his penis she drew in a startled breath, making her breasts heave.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” asked Mrs. Stone. “We’re comfortable being nude too, especially when our company is naked.” She laughed and smiled at her husband.

“I’m okay with it, and I think I know what’s happening.”

“What’s happening, Kate?” said Mr. Stone.

“We know each other’s secrets now. We don’t have to hide anything.”

“You’re such a lovely girl, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. “And brave. You’re not afraid of your natural instincts, your natural sensuality. You’re not afraid to own it.”

Seeing the Stones naked excited Kate, and she knew she couldn’t hide the fact.

“I’m not sure ‘brave’ is the word.” She sat up a little more. The air around her felt electric and she felt her arousal rising. There seemed to be a magnetic erotic force pulling them all together. She felt she knew exactly where they were headed.

“Do you mind if I touch you?” asked Mrs. Stone.

Kate didn’t mind. “No. I think I’d like it.”

Quietly, soothingly, Mrs. Stone stroked Kate’s body with her warm hands. Her fingers danced over breasts, her tummy, and flirted with her upper thighs, with just a whisper of a touch across her pubic mound. As she did so, Mrs. Stone’s breast brushed against Kate’s body.

“How’s your head, Kate? Are you feeling better?” asked Mr. Stone.

“I think so. It doesn’t feel so tender now.” She touched her wound. It hadn’t broken the skin. It felt tender but not that bad now.

“You seem okay. I don’t think you had a concussion. Just a bump. Are you feeling woozy? Can you see clearly?”

Kate said she wasn’t woozy and that she could see clearly. She liked Mrs. Stone’s stroking and was feeling even more aroused. Kate put her hand on Mr. Stone’s arm, wanting a physical connection with him as well.

“I guess I should explain myself,” Kate made the statement in the form of a question. “You must have been surprised to find me naked in your house.”

“Not surprised,” said Mr. Stone. “But we both thought it might be time for you to reconsider your hobby.” He picked up the remote to the big TV hanging on the wall across from the bed, then he grabbed his phone, fiddled for a moment, and Kate’s website appeared on the TV. There she was, 65” across on the diagonal, masturbating naked on their bed with Mrs. Stone’s dildo. She gasped and put her hand over her eyes.

“We’ve been following your babysitting adventures, Kate, ever since you first sat for us. We’ve both been a little concerned, but we weren’t sure what we should say or do about it.” The video disappeared. Replaced on the screen were eight video images. One showed them all now on the bed naked. The angle was from above the dresser.

Mr. Stone clicked on that image, and then clicked the rewind icon. The video scrolled back through the evening, including when Mr. Stone laid her on the bed naked, then all the way back through Kate’s escapades in their bedroom.

“You’re very creative, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. She reached her hand down to Kate’s tummy, flirting again with her pubic hair. “And very sensual. You sort of ooze sensuality, something much deeper than just sexiness. You’re sexy too, of course. Just look at you.”

Mr. Stone turned off the TV and, lying next to Kate now and leaning on one elbow, said, “Kate, you know, all the houses around here have internal security cameras built in. Your parents have it in their house. Didn’t you ever think of that? Plus, putting this stuff online — don’t you think that’s kind of risky? I mean, Jesus. I admire your courage but maybe it’s time to give it a rest.”

Kate felt a pang of horror at the thought of her parent’s friends monitoring her. “No. I didn’t know, I mean, about the security cameras. Does everyone I babysit for know?”

“I doubt it,” said Mr. Stone. “Most of them don’t know how to tie the system into their computers. The security footage is only used if there’s a breakin, and only if it’s been turned on. It only goes back forty-eight hours unless you pay extra, and most don’t even know they have the option.”

“But what about my website? How did you know about that?”

“Kate, you looked at it on my computer last summer. It was in my history. You only had a little bit up at that point. I was hoping you would delete it, once you were done with whatever it was that made you do it.”

“Me too,” said Mrs. Stone. “We’ve been worried, but it’s not like we could say anything to you or your parents.”

“Holy shit,” said Kate. “All this time I thought it was my little secret… I don’t know what I was thinking. I really don’t now. I don’t understand myself, aside from having these urges.”

“I think I understand, Kate. It’s probably exciting as hell,” said Mrs. Stone. “Be thankful you enjoy your sexuality, in all its glories, even if gets a little kinky at times. Why not? You only live once. But you’ve got to be more careful. A public site may be fun as a lark, but that stuff is going to be out there forever. I think you covered yourself with that wig, but only just.”

Kate only then noticed she wasn’t wearing the wig. Of course she wouldn’t be. Mr. Stone probably took it off to inspect her head.

“How long was I out?”

“A couple minutes,” said Mrs. Stone. “Just long enough to get you upstairs and comfortable. I was about to dress you when you woke up. Once we had you dressed we were going to call Harry, the doctor who lives across the street.”

Kate realized that would be the man who saw her in her underwear standing in the window.

“Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. “We watched the security cameras on our phone while we were out. We could tell you were taking this thing about as far as it could go. That was a nice touch with our underwear, by the way.” Mrs. Stone was smiling. “But we knew it was time to say something.”

“Kate,” said Mr. Stone. “We don’t want you to feel embarrassed over any of this. There’s nothing wrong with exploring your sexually, even in other people’s homes, and babysitters are the biggest snoops in the world. You just combined your curiosity with being naked and some daring performance art.”

Oddly, Kate was feeling much more relaxed now and was enjoying the joint attention. Mrs. Stone continued to gently stroke Kate’s body, and Mr. Stone’s nudity was exciting her even more as they talked. They both made her feel completely safe just being who she was.

“Did you like our videos, Kate?” asked Mrs. Stone. Kate looked confused. “You left the file open on the computer.”

“Didn’t I close it? I’m sorry. But yes, I liked watching them. I saw Mrs. Chelsea.”

“Yeah. She’s quite the lesbian, isn’t she? Well, I guess we both are,” said Mrs. Stone, laughing. “Anyway, you closed the video, but not the file.”

“Mrs. Chelsea, or let’s just say Diana, reminds me of you,” said Mr. Stone. “I’ve known her since college. She’s always been experimental. There’s a bit of exhibitionist in her too. She asked us to film our lovemaking.”

“She’s a lesbian? Is that why she divorced? I saw you both making love to her.”

“She’s bisexual,” said Mrs. Stone. “So am I, though it’s more than that… Kate, have you ever been with a woman? Sexually?”

“No. But I’ve thought about it, kind of. I have a friend but nothing has happened. It excited me to watch you with Diana.”

“Would you mind if I touched you there? If I tasted you there?” She knew Kate would understand what “there” meant. The thought made her panic for a moment, then extremely wet and eager to know how it would feel to be touched by a woman.

“No one’s ever done that… I mean, I’ve never been with anyone, really. I’m still a virgin.”

Mrs. Stone looked at her husband. “You’re a virgin, you mean with a woman, a man or both?”

“Both. I’ve never made love before,” said Kate. “I’ve played around but that’s it.”

“Wow,” said Mrs. Stone, with a chuckle. “I have to admit, a girl like you at twenty being a virgin is hard to believe. But I do believe you.”

“I’ve lied about it. My best friend thinks I’m not. She’s the one I mentioned earlier.”

“Do you want to stay a virgin? Is that something you’re saving for marriage?”

“No. Every time I’ve had a chance to lose it, it just didn’t feel right.”

“With a man?” asked Mr. Stone. “Or a woman too?”

“Only with a man. I’ve never really gotten close sexually with a woman.”

“Do you want to lose your virginity, Kate?” asked Mrs. Stone.

“Yes.”

“Do you want to lose it now, with us?”

“You mean both of you?” Kate looked at Mr. Stone, and then at his large penis. She couldn’t imagine it inside her.

“Yes, Kate,” said Mrs. Stone. “We can take you to the other side. I know you’ll like it. I can tell you’re ready. Are you afraid?”

“No. Will it hurt?”

Mrs. Stone laughed. “I think you’ve been pretty active down there already, don’t you? We just saw your video. Still, you might bleed a little. But if it’s going to hurt, it won’t be much, and it’s over in a second. It’s different for everyone. Do you want to find out? I can tell you from my heart I wish my first time had been like this, with someone who knew things.”

Kate was more than aroused enough and willing enough to lose her virginity to both of them, but she didn’t know what to say.

“I going to touch you now, Kate. Okay? You’re just going to feel my fingers. Would you like that?”

“Yes.” Kate parted her legs a little more.

Mrs. Stone gently brushed Kate’s slit with her fingers, and slowly explored her labia, drawing tighter and tighter circles. Kate liked it immediately and started rolling her pelvis in response without thinking.

“I’m going to put a finger inside you now, okay?” Kate nodded. “You feel so warm, Kate, so wet… Has anyone ever done this to you before?”

“Yes. I’ve been touched there, but not like this… I like it.”

“It’s different than doing it yourself, or when a man does it, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

Mrs. Stone nodded to her husband. “Now my husband’s going to touch you, just like this, okay?” Mr. Stone move a hand down to replace her hand and fingers. “You’re feeling his fingers now, just like mine.”

Mrs. Stone moved back up to Kate’s face. “Have you ever kissed a girl before?” She leaned in to give Kate a deep kiss, letting her tongue stroke her teeth. Kate seemed hungry for more, putting her hand on Mrs. Stone’s cheek as they kissed.

After a few minutes, Mrs. Stone leaned back. “Have you ever kissed a woman’s breasts?” Kate shook her head. Mrs. Stone tapped her husband to indicate she was moving Kate over to her side.

She positioned herself so Kate could kiss and suckle her breasts. Mr. Stone drew his hand over Kate’s hip, and then between her legs from behind. She lifted her leg in response, and then rested it back on his hand. His fingers were now inside her from behind.

“Kate, suck on my breasts.” Kate took a nipple and started sucking, curling Mrs. Stone’s toes. “Oh, just like, Kate, stay as long as you like.” She used a finger to push Kate’s hair off her face and watched her suck on her nipple.

Kate started moaning as Mr. Stone continued to finger her. She rocked herself over his hand, trying to get his fingers closer to her clit, but he was avoiding that for now.

“Kate, now do the other one,” said Mrs. Stone. Kate moved to her other breast. After another minute Mrs. Stone lifted Kate’s chin up to her mouth and they kissed. “Did you like that, Kate?” She nodded and kissed Mrs. Stone again.

“Kate, now we’re going to pay some attention to my husband, okay? Honey,” she said to her husband. “Lie down. Kate’s going to explore you now.” He laid down next to Kate and Mrs. Stone moved to his other side. Kate sat and watched Mrs. Stone take his cock into her mouth. She stroked his shaft and licked it up and down.

“Kate, have you ever had a penis in your mouth?”

“No, I’ve only felt them. I mean, I’ve held a couple. I’ve masturbated guys.”

“So you know the basics.” Mrs. Stone was gently stroking her husband. Kate moved her hand over and Mrs. Stone put it on his cock and squeezed her hand around it.

“It’s hard, isn’t it?” Kate nodded. It did feel very hard to her, and she doubted even more that it could fit inside her. She liked being instructed and waited for Mrs. Stone to tell her what to do next.

“Do you want to feel it in your mouth now, Kate? You can just put the tip in.” Kate bent down and put the tip in her mouth. “Now move your head up and down a little bit. Don’t let your teeth touch it.” Kate did so, and she could taste his precum. She lifted her head off his cock and gave it a squeeze and more precum came out. Instinctively, Kate licked it with her tongue.

“That’s it, Kate. You’re a natural. You see how your body and mind already know what to do?” Kate nodded her head as she continued to suck his cock.

Mrs. Stone bent down and started kissing and licking his balls as Kate sucked his cock. He moaned and started rocking his pelvis.

Kate started stroking his shaft and Mrs. Stone put her hand over hers. “Kate, I want you to lie down now.”

Kate laid down. “I want to taste you, okay?” Kate nodded, and Mrs. Stone kissed her belly and then move her head down as Kate spread her legs.

“So pretty,” said Mrs. Stone, as she descended and licked Kate’s entire length. Kate arched her back and naturally began rolling herself into Mrs. Stone’s tongue.

Kate felt it penetrate and then rise to circle her clit, applying just the right pressure. She felt a finger go inside and twirl around, as another finger descended to tickle and excite her ass. Kate put a hand on Mrs. Stone head to feel it rise and fall as she licked and penetrated and kissed her. Then Mrs. Stone paused to move over and suck her husband’s cock. She licked the length of it while she continued to finger Kate and rubbed herself over Kate’s legs, leaving them wet.

Mrs. Stone then moved up to Kate’s mouth and alternated kissing her and then her husband. Kate reached down to touch and explore Mrs. Stone, then pulled herself away from the two of them, motioning for Mrs. Stone to lie down in her place. Kate positioned herself between Mrs. Stone’s legs.

“Are you sure, Kate?” said Mrs. Stone. “You don’t have to do that.”

“I know, but something’s telling me I really want to.”

She moved down and licked Mrs. Stone in the same way that she had done to her. Kate liked the taste, or the musk, whatever it was that rose as an aroma from Mrs. Stone. She was soaking wet, and Kate liked her rich pink colors and tender folds, and the firm tone of her thighs as they brushed her cheeks. She pushed her tongue in deep and sent its tip to circle Mrs. Stone’s clit and could tell immediately that this would make her come. She held back a little, not wanting this to end. Having her tongue and fingers inside Mrs. Stone was making her more aroused than she’d ever been.

Mrs. Stone began gasping and moaning and quivering. She put her hands on Kate’s head and gently pulled her up. “Oh Kate, that’s so good… so good… But I want you to lie down now. It’s time for you to lose your virginity. Are you ready?” Kate nodded, even though she was nervous, and laid on her back.

“Honey,” said Mrs. Stone. “She’s ready.”

Mr. Stone positioned himself between Kate’s legs and leaned down to kiss her, holding himself up with his arms. “Kate, are you sure you’re ready for this? Are you sure you want to give up your virginity? Are you sure you want me to be the one?”

Kate nodded and closed her eyes, then opened them. She wanted Mr. Stone to be the man that took her virginity. She trusted him. He kissed her nipples as he slowly lowered his cock to meet Kate’s lips. Mrs. Stone gently moved his it up and down Kate’s slit, and then nodded to her husband. She laid down next to Kate, sneaking an arm around her shoulders.

Mr. Stone slowly inserted the tip of his cock inside Kate. She went rigid for a moment feeling her lips part for him, and then relaxed. She nodded at Mr. Stone, and he slowly penetrated halfway. Kate’s eyes widened and she jumped and whimpered, and then nodded again. He began a slow rhythm, thrusting gently into her all of the way. She raised her legs and began moaning heavily. She had felt no pain but did feel something else, something she’d never felt before, a fullness in her core that filled her with pleasure.

As he increased his rhythm, Kate used the momentum of his thrusts to rock into his cock, making it go deeper and deeper. Mrs. Stone kissed and pinched Kate’s nipples and stroked her belly, then her husband’s shoulder. She could feel Kate beginning to quiver, her body breaking into a sweat, her moans getting louder. Then Kate’s body went rigid and her toes pointed straight into the air. She spasmed and started exclaiming, “Oh, oh my God, oh my God, I’m coming! YES! YES! YES!” Her body convulsed for a moment and then went limp, leaving her breathing as if she’d just finished a marathon.

Mrs. Stone stroked her hair and kissed her breasts and neck gave her a hug. Kate smiled and kissed her and then Mr. Stone. They had carried her across the threshold and she was no longer a virgin.

“I’m a full woman now,” said Kate, still regaining her breath.

Mrs. Stone said, “Kate, you’re halfway there.” She smiled and moved down the bed.



“How?” asked Kate. “I’m not a virgin anymore. I’m

 

all the way


 
not a virgin.”



“With a man. Now you have to come with a woman.” She smiled again and got between Kate’s legs. Kate was extremely sensitive, and Mrs. Stone was extremely gentle. Kate didn’t feel she could come again so soon, but when Mrs. Stone licked her up and down, between her lips and her thighs, and then her slit, she knew she could come right away.

Mrs. Stone started licking her with more pressure, and, using her fingers, started circling her swollen center. She licked it with the tip of her tongue, and then back and forth and up and down, moving faster and faster. Kate’s back arched and she felt another stream of orgasm penetrating every cell of her body. She writhed and shook and gasped, and then her body went limp again, leaving her once again panting for air.

“Oh my God. That was just…”

“I know Kate. I could tell,” said Mrs. Stone.

After a few minutes, Kate sat up and said, “Now I want to do that to you.” She pushed Mrs. Stone down and spread her legs and got between them. She bent down and started licking her and feeling the rim of her labia with her fingers. She was using the newly gained knowledge she’d just learned from Mrs. Stone. She wanted to take her all the way this time and feel it through her mouth.

Mrs. Stone started rocking herself as Kate had done. Kate inserted her tongue as deep as she could and then brought it up and over the hood of Mrs. Stone clitoris. She licked it in a circling motion, then moved her fingers in and out and quickened the pace. Mrs. Stone was pushing herself into Kate’s face, which was now dripping wet. Kate knew she was close to orgasm.

She inserted a finger into Mrs. Stone’s ass and felt her pelvis rise as she spasmed into orgasm, brushing herself up and down Kate’s face, soaking it even more. She could feel Mrs. Stone’s convulsions throughout her own body, which shook in tandem with Mrs. Stone’s spasms. They rode the wave together until Mrs. Stone went limp.

Kate collapsed on Mrs. Stone, who held her against her breasts and rocked her while her still undulating body settled down. Mr. Stone embraced them both, his hands stroking both their bodies.

“Kate, that was wonderful,” said Mrs. Stone, after a few minutes. “I mean it. It was lovely. I don’t think I’ve come so hard that way before. Are you okay?”

Kate, almost giggling, took a nipple into her mouth and sucked and licked Mrs. Stone’s breasts, then looked up and said, “I really, really liked it. I did. If I’d know how great that was I would never have bothered with men!” They all laughed.

“I’m glad. You’re welcome to eat my pussy any time you want!” said Mrs. Stone. “Oh, that sounded a little over the top! But it’s fun, isn’t it? To just call it what it is?”

“It works for me,” said Kate. She liked feeling Mrs. Stone’s bare skin against her own and wished she’d never had to leave.

While they were bathing in the gloaming of their lovemaking they almost forgot about Mr. Stone.

“Honey,” said Mrs. Stone. “Should we draw straws on who gets you off?”



Kate was frankly not sure whether she should or could call dibs. Mr. Stone wasn’t

 

her


 
husband, and they were both friends of her parents. Kate was the junior party here. But, of course, he had just expertly screwed her and taken her virginity; his wife had had oral sex with her, as she had with her. Who was to say what was proper under these circumstances?



“I’d like to do it!” said Kate.

“Are you sure?” asked Mrs. Stone, smiling. “You’re probably a little now.”

“I’m not!”

Mr. Stone laughed. Kate reached over to fondle his balls and liked the feel of them in her hand. “I never thought I would one day be fondling your balls, Mr. Stone.”

“Jesus,” said Mr. Stone. “Call me Don, and call my wife Sue.”

“I don’t know, Don. I kinda like to call you Mr. Stone, if you get what I mean. It sounds more naughty.”

“If you call me Mrs. Stone now I’m going to feel old. What are we, fifteen years apart? I’m not that old. We could be lesbian lovers if Don ever screws up and I have to dump him.”

“That works both ways, dear. How do you feel about older men, Kate? I’m sixteen years older than you.”

“Maybe I have a thing for older men too. I was attracted to you when I was younger and saw you around the club pool. Didn’t you ever notice me flirting with you? Oh, sorry, Sue. But it’s true.”

“No, I get it. Older men. They’re dreamy,” said Mrs. Stone. “Now, are you going to suck his dick or am I?”

“That depends on what Don wants, I suppose,” said Kate. “What’s it to be? You can cum in my mouth, which will be a first for me. I’m not on birth control so you can’t come inside me. I would offer my ass but…”

“Lie down while I think about it,” said Mr. Stone.

“On my tummy or back?”

“Back. And spread your legs please.”

“Yes sir,” said Kate.

Mrs. Stone laid next to Kate as her husband positioned himself over her. “You are pretty Kate, I mean, everywhere.” He bent down to lick her with long, lingering passes. Kate instantly felt revived. Mrs. Stone was now holding her with one arm around Kate’s shoulders while her free hand played with her breasts and nipples.

Mr. Stone entered Kate once more. He moved very slowly, completely withdrawing each time. The tip of his cock stroked her perfectly with each pass. She knew she was going to have another orgasm, and soon. He kept up the slow pace and started to moan, and Kate almost chased his cock each time it withdrew. It was nearly agonizing for her, but it worked the effect he desired, pushing her up to and finally over the edge, her hunger depriving her of patience. She came with what outwardly might have resembled violence but was in fact bliss. Kate went limp, then quickly revived saying, “Now you can cum in my mouth if you’re ready.”

“Kate, are you sure?” asked Sue. “It’s quite a thing when this man erupts, and if you’ve never…”

“I’m sure. I may as well try everything, right?”

Mr. Stone withdrew for the last time and Kate positioned herself to go down on him. She swallowed as much cock as she could and stroked him with one hand while cupping his balls in the other. As she continued sucking and stroking she sensed his excitement rising into a crescendo, and then his cock pulsed and the rush of his fluid filled her mouth. She swallowed several times to take it all in, but simply couldn’t. There was so much of it. When she released his cock, Mrs. Stone kissed Kate deeply to taste her and her husband’s essence, or what remained of it, and then they both cleaned him up with their tongues, pausing to randomly kiss and laugh. The women then cuddled up under Mr. Stone’s arm, and he caressed them until they all fell asleep.


 

Chapter 8: The Mystery Begins


With her eyes still closed, Kate stretched elaborately under a sheet and released a yawn. Funny, she thought. She didn’t remember getting under the covers during the night. And why did the sheet fabric feel so cheap and coarse? As she woke more thoroughly, moving into full consciousness, she heard peculiar institutional-like sounds, the noises of humming machines and distant feet shuffling along and muffled voices.

She opened her eyes and an obscene panic descended over her. Where was she? A steady beep from a heart monitor announced itself next to her bed, which was the hospital variety with rails along the sides. A tube, apparently an IV, led to her wrist. It disappeared under a bulky bandage of gauze encircling her forearm.

What in hell was going on?

As her focus expanded to the four corners of the room she saw her mother sitting in a chair by a window, her face buried in her phone.

“Mom?” said Kate.

“Oh, honey. There you are! Finally. They said you would be waking up soon!” Her mother rose from the chair and went to her side.

“Where am I?” said Kate.

“You’re in the hospital, honey. You’ve been here since Saturday night. You banged your head and got a minor concussion. Do you remember now?”

“No. I mean, I was babysitting wasn’t I, for the Stones?”

“Yes dear. Mr. Stone came home to find you passed out on the floor. He said it looked like you tripped on a rug, which he called ‘that damn rug,’ and hit your head on a table. He called 911.”

“An ambulance brought me here?”

“Yes, Kate. He made sure you got here as quickly as possible. He said you had a strong pulse and seemed to be breathing, but he couldn’t wake you up, so he called for help.”

“What day is it?”

“It’s Monday, Kate. You’ve been out since Saturday night like I said.”

Nothing made sense. Did she fall a second time? She remembered falling the first time while dashing to find her clothes and then waking up on the Stone’s king-size bed. She remembered she was naked under a blanket, and that they all made love. Did she somehow have another mishap in the night?

Or, wondered Kate, was it all a dream? Did the Stones come home to find her naked on the floor and simply call an ambulance? Did they get her dressed first? Or did the medics come to the house to find her naked too?

“Where are my clothes?” asked Kate.

“They’re here.” Her mother opened the door to the closet and Kate saw her clothes and backpack hanging on hooks.

“When can I go home?”

“As soon as the doctor gives you a final check-up. He’ll be by now that you’re awake. You had a CT scan after you got here. You bruised your brain or something, and then your apnea kicked in while you were passed out. They kept you asleep just so you could recover in comfort while you were being monitored. I didn’t get the full gist of it. How do you feel?”

“Actually, I feel fine. Well, maybe a little groggy. It’s confusing putting it all together.”

“You just need more rest. You didn’t break any skin. There just the bruising on your brain, I guess. As I said, I didn’t get the full gist of it. But the point is you’ll be fine, as long as we keep your apnea in check.”

A short time later the doctor arrived, check her vitals, ran a few tests of her vision and balance, then signed a release saying she was good to go, and that she should be sure to sleep with her CPAP breathing machine. It would help her avoid what he called ‘sleep paralysis’ He didn’t think the minor head injury was anything to worry about.

Kate had no trouble standing up. She asked her mom to give her privacy while she dressed. Opening her backpack she saw everything was there - her clothes and cameras, along with the wig she wore as a disguise. Her underwear, top, and jeans had been neatly folded. Had Mrs. Stone done that before she was picked up by the ambulance, meaning she was brought to the hospital naked? Or had the staff removed her clothes and packed them neatly? Maybe her mom did it.

She turned on her phone to see a dozen missed calls from Emily and a single text. It said, “Where the hell are you. Your site is down.” Kate opened a browser and typed in her URL. It returned a 404 error message saying “Page Does Not Exist.” She tried again and got the same result. Though it was another mystery, she felt some relief. Until she could sort out what had truly happened, she wanted no evidence out there revealing what she now declared was her former life, that of an exhibitionist babysitter.

She dressed and looked in the mirror. Her hair was a mess so she grabbed a brush from her backpack. When it grazed her tender spot she let out a quiet gasp. If anything was certain, it was that she had indeed fallen at least once, but not twice, unless she hit the same spot. There was no second area of tenderness on her body except in her pants. It made no sense at all.

When she got home she took a long shower. It was another warm day so she put on a light top and shorts and settled down to her laptop. She checked her site, which was still down, nor could she sign-in, getting a “Login Does Not Exist” message. She deleted her Twitter account, thinking she may as well make it a clean sweep. She took the memory card out of her Nikon and destroyed it and deleted everything in its onboard memory, then did the same with her phone.

Now, she wondered, what to do about the Stones? How could she find out what really happened? Was it all just a dream? She was afraid to call, but she was also afraid to remain in the dark. She called Emily.

“Where have you been? I’m been trying to reach you since Saturday night!” said Emily.

“I’ll tell you but you won’t believe it. I ended up in the hospital. Haven’t you talked to my Mom?”

“No… The hospital? Why?” said Emily.

“I fell and hit my head. This morning I woke up with IVs sticking into me at the hospital. I got a small concussion, and my apnea kicked in and I’m not sure what else…”

“Jesus. How did you get to the hospital?”

“By ambulance.”

“You called an ambulance? I guess you couldn’t drive, so…”

“I didn’t call an ambulance. The Stone’s did.”

“They found you passed out, or what? Did you ask them to call one?”

“No. But they did. Can we get together? I need to talk. I don’t want to do this over the phone.”

“Sure babe. Where?”

“How about in a half hour at the park on Summerset?”

“See you there, but should you be up and about?” said Emily.

Kate hung up.


 

Chapter 9: The Mystery Deepens


Kate took a couple aspirin then left to meet Emily. Her mother protested but Kate assured her she felt fine, which was only half true. She still felt disoriented, but that paled compared to the ache of living with the mystery hanging over Saturday night. A mixture of panic and fear scrambled her peace of mind. Maybe she could get things sorted out with Emily’s help.

She picked up a couple coffees at a drive-thru and proceeded to the park. Kate parked and found Emily in their usual spot, under the broad oak they used to climb as children. She waved to Kate.

“Hey. No bandage?” asked Emily.

“No. I didn’t break any skin. There’s just a tender spot.” Kate pointed to it.

“So, what the hell, girl? You ended up in a hospital? I didn’t know babysitting was so risky.”

“I think I was running to get my clothes and slipped, Emily. I knocked myself out while I was naked. That’s how they found me.”

“Naked naked or panties naked?”

“Butt naked,” said Kate.

“Fuck! What did they say? What did your mother say? I bet she’s pissed!”

“She didn’t say anything. I think the Stone’s got me dressed before the ambulance arrived.”

“And they didn’t say anything about you being naked to your mom?”

“I guess not. She was just normal, you know, just concerned about the concussion. I asked where my clothes were and she showed me they were in the closet.”

“They could have just brought them along when they brought you in,” said Emily.

“Yeah, but if I had been naked when I got to the hospital don’t you think it would have gotten to my mother? She certainly would have said something about that.”

“Yeah. Jesus. So the Stones found you naked passed out on the floor. They won’t forget that anytime soon. I wonder what the hell they thought was going on. Where were you?”

“I was in the den. I’d completely lost track of time and heard the garage door opening. I scrambled to get dressed and slipped on a rug. I think my head hit a table on the way down.”

They sipped their coffees. Kate felt a little better having a confidant. Maybe that’s all it was, she said. They found her naked and passed out, called an ambulance, got her dressed before it got there, and that’s it. They might have thought she was hot, so she took her clothes off. Still, in her mind, she felt she wasn’t lining it all up correctly. Vagueness traded places with bursts of clarity in her foggy brain. Surely, she’d dreamt everything else that happened.

“You’re nuts,” said Emily. “Babysitters don’t get naked in other people’s homes no matter how warm it is. I doubt that’s in any babysitting manuals, ‘cause, you know, logic?

“They probably didn’t know what the hell to think, but they didn’t want you found naked in their house at any cost. How could they explain that? Anyway, they might have thought you were dead and the relief they felt finding you were alive made them forget about your being naked. They got you dressed, the ambulance took you away. They’re probably at home right now thinking they avoided a bigger mess. I doubt they’ll hire you again, babe. But you know, you’re kind of old to be babysitting anyway.”

“Hey, when did you notice my site went down?” asked Kate.

“About 11:00 on Saturday. I checked to see if you posted anything new and it was gone.”

“It was about 10:30 when I heard the garage door. They weren’t supposed to be home until 11:00. I had looked at my site on his computer in the den but closed it before I got up, I’m sure of it.”

“What about the history?” asked Emily.

“I don’t remember. But wait… Oh shit! Now I remember! I saw my site bookmarked on his computer! But that’s not all. I found sex-tape videos they took of themselves screwing. That’s why I lost track of time. I was looking at them screwing.”

“Holy fuck, Kate. But back up. He had your site bookmarked? How the hell did he find it?”

At this point what Kate knew was mixing with what she now felt she had dreamt. In the dream, Mr. Stone tells her he found her site in his browser history.

“I think I must have looked at my site on his computer last summer, about a week after I set it up. I was checking it out and, I guess I didn’t delete the history,” said Kate.

“That means he knew about your little pet project, doesn’t it? And he still hired you to babysit. This is getting very weird.”

“I know. He hired me knowing what I was up to. Maybe she knew too. I’m not sure how to feel about that. Did they approve? I don’t know.” In the dream, Kate remembered, they were fine with it. “What’s sure is, they found me naked in their den. Maybe since he knew about my site he wasn’t surprised to find me naked. They had a laugh but still made sure I got proper care. Yeah. It’s all too weird.”



“Do you think

 

he


 
deleted your site? Did you sign-in when you looked at on his computer?”



“I may have. I don’t remember.”

“If you were signed-in he could have deleted it,” said Emily. “And I think I know why. You took those pictures of Mrs. Stone giving him a blowjob. I meant to tell you it was clear it was Mrs. Stone in the photo. You shouldn’t have done that, Kate.”

“I know, I fucking know, but I deleted that post right away. Emily. I shouldn’t have done any of it, the whole thing. It was stupid. I knew I would get caught. I told you that was part of what excited me, getting caught, and you told me a long time ago I was nuts.”



“Hold on, Kate. It was nuts, but I didn’t say it was wrong. Look for ‘selfies’ on Google and you’ll blow up your computer. There are MILLIONS of girls posting their tits online. Christ. I’m up there. What you did was artistic. I mean, you had a plot.

 

The Naked Babysitter


 
. You were ballsy.”



“Yeah, and now what am I?”



“You’re still ballsy. But you need to punch the reset button and come up with a new plan. Or, maybe you’ve got it out of your system. You weren’t planning to be

 

The Naked Grandma Babysitter


 
were you?”





Kate both cringed and laughed at this. She never thought of a future for her scheme. She didn’t have a plan, but it would probably always be titillating for her to be caught in

 

dishabille


 
. That’s just the way she was built. It was a well-known kink in the literature of such things. People liked to get caught, or to spy on other people. In women’s magazines listing popular fantasies, both are always mentioned near the top. Those and lesbian fantasies.



“Anyway,” said Emily. “Tell me about those videos.”

“Well, there were about twenty of them. They were fucking or having oral sex, mostly in their bedroom, but there were a few done in hotels.”

“Were they sexy? Tasteful? Just missionary stuff?”

“They were sexy and tasteful. They did everything. She usually finished him off with a blowjob and she had a technique. She would bring him close and when he was about to blow, she would lift off his cock a few inches and he would shoot cum straight into her mouth. It was like one of those Spanish goatskin wine bags where they hold it up and squirt the wine into their mouths from a distance. I mean, that’s what it reminded me of. I liked it. He just came and came, and she looked dreamy drinking it all in.”

“How did they look?”

“They’re both in great shape. He’s got a nice cock. She’s nice too. Her breasts are perfect.” Kate, hesitated a moment as remembered another detail. “Oh, I almost forgot! You know that hottie attorney, Mrs. Chelsea? From the club? She’s in a video!”

“You’re kidding!”

“I’m not. She has sex with both of them.”



The more she spoke in this vein, the more real felt the dream. She could remember how Mrs. Stone tasted in

 

her


 
mouth, and how it felt for Mr. Stone to come there. Kate had experienced vivid dreams before, but this was of a higher order. The dream memory was as real to her as actual memories of things she knew happened.



“Would they know you looked at their videos?” asked Emily.

Again, in the dream, Mrs. Stone said Kate closed the video, but not the file containing the videos, which could only open from a subfolder in the desktop IRS file. Mrs. Stone knew she had looked at the videos. But what was the case in reality?

“I don’t know,” said Kate. “There’s something more I have to tell you but it’s kind of Twilight Zone. When I was out of it, I dreamed I was making love with both of them in their bedroom.”

“That’s not so out there. You had a dream after having watched their sex tapes. In your head, it gets mixed up with your dream.”

“But the dream told me things I couldn’t know. Like, do our houses have security features, like cameras?”

“Yeah, you dildo. It says right on everyone’s front door on a yellow sticker, ‘This House Monitored By ICS Security’. By ‘monitor’ they mean cameras. They turn on when you activate the alarm system before leaving your house.”

“So, you have to turn them on when you leave. If you don’t, they not on?”

“Right. Unless you route them through your computer. That way you can monitor different rooms, or the front door, whatever. It’s a closed circuit unless you purposely open it. It doesn’t go to ICS unless you’ve opened the circuit, say, for when you’re away on vacation. That way you can see whatever is going on in your house while you’re gone. The cameras are motion sensitive.”

“And all of our houses have it?”

“Kate, it says it right on your front door. Why do you care?”

“Because it’s in my dream,” Kate said. “Mr. Stone explained it in the dream. He turned on the TV in their bedroom and it showed me on the bed wanking off with her dildo. It was from a different angle than the video I took.”

“What was the angle?”

“Like, from the ceiling, in a corner of the room.”

“Yeah. They’re near the cool air vents, in the ceilings.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, fuck. Could you have woken up in their bedroom, had sex with them and then somehow passed out later? And then the Stones got scared and called for an ambulance? You know, I’ve been with you when you’ve had one of your apnea episodes. It was scary. I thought you were dying… When were you checked-in to the hospital?”

Kate didn’t know those details. She assumed she went there soon after her fall, around 10:30 pm. She left the hospital with paperwork but never looked at it. Nor did her mother, who just stuffed it into her purse. What Emily outlined seemed like a real possibility now.



She wondered how long it would have taken for the dream to unfold in real time. Had they made love for two hours? Three?

 

No


 
. No more than two hours, despite the variety. They would have fallen asleep around 12:45. If she checked into the hospital shortly after 10:30, that meant the sex dream was just that. If she was checked in hours later, it meant the dream could be true.



“I don’t know when I checked-in to the hospital. I guess I have to find out.” Kate felt anxious now, eager to find out, but also afraid to. There were two or three possibilities now, with mysteries attached to each and multiple possible outcomes.

If she had dreamt everything that happened after the fall, what did the Stones think when they found her naked? Did he delete her site? Did they both know of it? Did they know she saw their videos? There was more, but for the moment that was all she could cope with.

“Well, I think we can rule out monkey business. The Stones aren’t the type to take advantage of you, right? Why would they? There’s nothing out of their grasp they couldn’t get legitimately. I doubt he messed around with your while you were unconscious. That just doesn’t fit his character. Plus, there’s Mrs. Stone to consider.”

“No, I don’t think he did anything, other than maybe look at me while I was naked on the floor, and then whatever he saw getting me dressed. They probably both did that. You can’t really dress a limp body without help. But, it’s pointless to speculate until I find out when I got to the hospital, right? That’s what I need to find out first.”

“Agreed.”

Kate stood up and felt woozy, forcing her to sit back down.”

“You okay?” asked Emily.

“A little dizzy. I may need to lie down for a while. How about I call you later?”


 

Chapter 10: Some Clarity


“Mrs. Stone called to see how you were,” said Kate’s mother when she returned home.

“Oh. What did she say?”

“She wanted to know how you were, like I said. How are you feeling?”

“I may have a little headache. I’ll take a nap and see if that helps.”

Kate went to her room, found it much too bright, closed the curtains, kicked off her sandals and got into bed. She wasn’t sure what to make of Mrs. Stone’s call. Clearly, the Stones weren’t simply writing her off. Her mother wouldn’t have thought anything of it if the Stones didn’t check on her condition, knowing they would learn in due course during a chance meeting at the club. Maybe they were genuinely concerned. Or were they afraid of something?

Kate felt waves of clarity reviewing the activities in her “dream” making them feel less dreamlike. Feeling Mrs. Stone’s tongue tenderly exploring her body, recalling her personal scents, both remained vivid in her imagination, if not in the memory of actual events. She fell asleep exhausted from contemplating the uncertainties.

It was dusk when she awoke. It took several moments to sort out the preceding forty-some plus hours. After regaining her bearings, she dialed Emily.

“Hey. I’m going to track down the ambulance driver that took me to the hospital. You in?” said Kate.

“Sure. When?”

“Come by in an hour.”

Kate freshened up and went downstairs. Her mother was putting the finishing touches on dinner, by the looks of it a big salad, fried chicken and fresh vegetables. Kate felt famished, having barely touched a thing for two days.

“Any news?” asked Kate.

“What do you mean, news?” said her mother.

“I dunno. Calls? Is the world still out there? I feel like I’ve been out of touch for a while.”

“Just Mrs. Stone,” said her mother.

“Mrs. Stone? What did she want?”

“I told you before. She called and asked how you were doing. I told you two hours ago.”

Kate had no recollection. Her brain really must be out of whack. Once again, she reviewed the facts to determine which ones were missing: Maybe her dream was just that. She’d never been with the Stones in their bedroom. That left the mystery of what they did, and what they felt, about finding her naked in their den. Despite her continuing uncertainties, she was feeling less tense.

“That was nice of her to check,” said Kate. “Did she have any more to say?”

“She said if you were feeling okay by the weekend, they could use you again for babysitting.”

Kate felt floored. It became clearer the nudity wasn’t an issue. Or perhaps Mrs. Stone was in the dark on that point, had not seen her now deleted site, and had no clue about what she had been up to. Was Mr. Stone protecting her? Her brain was having trouble processing this fresh angle.

“Kate, aren’t you going to eat? You need to restore your strength!”

“Sorry, Mom. Yeah, I’m starved.” They exchanged chit-chat while they finished their meal. Her father was working late so was not there for dinner. Emily arrived soon after and Kate finished helping her mom with the dishes.

“Should you be going out, Kate? Shouldn’t you take it easy?” said her mother.

“We’re just going to get some air, Mom. I won’t be long.”

***

“What’s the plan?” asked Emily.

“We’re going to the hospital to find out which ambulance crew brought me in.”

“Did you find out when you checked into the hospital?”

“Shit. I forgot to look at the paperwork. My brain isn’t too sharp today,” said Kate.

“You can just say you need a copy or something, for insurance. How about the ambulance? What will you say there?”

“I guess I’ll say I wanted to thank them for bringing me in safe and sound. I’m sure they get that a lot, so it’ll seem normal.”

The emergency checkin receptionist was of the bright, sunshiny variety. She remembered Kate being checked in two nights before and was happy to provide copies of her paperwork. Kate felt relief while she waited for them. The receptionist didn’t give her any dirty looks, as might be the case had she arrived nude to the emergency. She assumed they all gossiped about the “cases” brought in for care, their extenuating circumstances and the accompanying grim details.

When the paperwork was ready the receptionist summoned  Kate back to the desk. Kate thanked her and returned to Emily, sitting in the waiting area.

“Well?” said Emily.

Kate examined the documents. She couldn’t find the time of admission. Emily, looking over her shoulder and said “There it is,” pointing to the upper left corner of the first page. “You clocked in at 2:20 am Sunday morning.”



“Holy fuck,” said Kate. “That’s hours after I fell. I

 

know


 
it was about 10:30 when I hit the deck.”



This information shook Kate up and added to her confusion. If her dream wasn’t a dream, then what happened to her later in the night that would have landed her in the hospital? If the dream was in fact not a dream, and a memory of the facts, how did she feel about having slept with both Mr. and Mrs. Stone for real?

Emily had been ambivalent about the contents of her dream. If she had really slept with both Stones, would it change her feelings? Kate knew they would talk about it soon. She would tell Emily everything she did with the Stones and how she felt about it. Kate liked what happened if it indeed happened, and wouldn’t mind for it to happen again.

“Hey!” said Emily. “There’s an ambulance pulling in.” Outside the waiting area was the drive-in admittance to the emergency wing.

The ambulance arrived without fanfare, and with no attendant frenetic activity when it stopped to suggest a patient was on board. Kate and Emily went outside to talk to the crew. A tall, blond man got out the passenger side while a woman stepped out the driver’s side.

“Excuse me!” said Kate. “I’m wondering if you worked the night shift Saturday night? Maybe you brought me in here when I was injured?”

The woman spoke. “Hi. Yeah, look familiar. Katie something?”

“Kate Sommers. You would have picked me at the Stone’s resident in Brentwood.”

“Yeah,” said the blond man. “How ya feelin’ tonight?”

“I’m good, thanks. My head hurts a bit.”

“In a couple days you’ll feel alright,” said the woman. Both she and the blond man barely paused as they spoke.

“I wanted to thank you, that’s all. I was just here for some paperwork and saw you pull up.”

“You’re more than welcome,” said the woman.

“I wonder…” said Kate. “I wonder if I can ask you, how was I when you picked me up? I don’t remember anything.”

“You were showing signs of hypoxia,” aid the woman EMT. “That’s low blood oxygen because you weren’t breathing properly. So, we got you in an oxygen mask and stabilized. Your people said you’d fallen down and we assumed you might have a concussion. They probably gave you a scan when you got here. Anyway, you look fine now.”

“I was in the den, right? That’s where I remember falling.”

“No. You were in bed, upstairs. They said you were babysitting, had a fall, called them, said you felt dizzy, and they said they’d be right home and told you to lie down. When they got home they heard you struggling to get your breath, said it sounded like you were choking but they couldn’t wake you, so they called us.”

Kate was feeling shaky again but felt the need to ask one more question. “Was I dressed? You know, in my clothes?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” said the blond man. “We see naked people all the time.” In response to this remark, he received a jab from the woman driver.

She said, “What he means is you were dressed for bed, you know, not in your clothes. You were wearing your underwear. Is that how you sleep? Most people do.”

“Oh yeah, I guess. Right,” said Kate, faltering while she processed the information.

“Take care,” said the blond man, as he and his driver drifted into the emergency entrance.

Kate turned to Emily, who was nodding her head as a confirmation of earlier suspicions. “You fucked the Stones, dude. This is totally out there now. You hit your head at 10:30 downstairs in the den, the ambulance gets you here at 2:30, or four hours later. And you’re in a bed in your underwear, upstairs, when they pick you up.”

“What the hell do I do now? Call the Stones?” said Kate.

“No. Sleep on it tonight and get some more rest. Your head is probably still fucked up, especially if you stopped breathing…”

“I didn’t stop. I had trouble breathing. I’ve had apnea since I was a kid and sometimes I can’t wake up. If I stopped breathing I’d be dead.”

“Whatever. Anyway, get some sleep. We both need fresh minds to figure out the next move, if there is one.”


 

Chapter 11: Dangerous Confessions


Kate felt fine the next morning. Her head didn’t hurt and the injured area was no longer tender. Now that she had linear facts to work with she could solve the remaining mysteries of Saturday evening. What she needed to corral now was her patience.



What she wanted first was rigorous exercise to clear her mind. She went straight into her running gear, stopped by the kitchen for a large glass of orange juice, then out the front door. She decided a five-mile run would help her tackle the remaining mysteries of

 

The Naked Babysitter.


 
She thought of calling it that while she was falling off to sleep the previous night. It wasn’t precisely a Nancy Drew yarn, but her memory of reading those stories made her think of it.



But after a mile, she felt her head throbbing and knew she was pushing herself too hard. After a cooling and restorative shower, Kate called Emily. “Let’s meet at the pool at noon. We can order lunch there.”

“And drink!” said Emily. “Hey, you sound pretty chipper this morning. How are you feeling?”

“I’m feeling pretty well. I just had a run.”

“You should have called me!” said Emily. “Summer breaks are murder on my thighs.”

Kate laughed and clicked off her phone.

Emily was kidding, of course. Her figure was fine. They had been close since forever and through all the schisms and trials of growing up in upper-middle-class suburban America. They had both blossomed into lovely young women with a lucky fondness for exercise.

Their terrain had always been one of lush trimmed hedges, broad lawns and living in nice homes dripping with curb appeal. She knew they were both privileged in many ways if not all. The breadwinners, their parents, operated in those tiers of business or the professions that assured comfortable living. Senior Vice Presidents, Chief Financial Officers, Senior Partners - those were also the titles worn by the parents of her friends, all of whom congregated regularly at the country club.

When Kate and Emily graduated into womanhood and thus gained access to the adult swimming pool, their world felt immensely larger and full of tantalizing possibilities.

They noticed the flirting among their parents. They could decipher which hot wife would end up with which leering senior executive. They knew which attorneys would handle the divorces, and which doctors would prescribe the sedatives to the most aggrieved party.

Divorce in her neighborhood just meant going to a different house at the end of the day, perhaps even on the same street. No one seemed to hold grudges, or at least not for long. The Chelsea’s most celebrated party was the one they held for their divorce. Everyone went and said it was among the best they had attended.

Kate arrived early at the club. She went to her usual spot around the adult pool, built to resemble one at a famous resort on Maui, with waterfalls, extravagant curves, and a grotto-like spa. As she kicked off her sandals and removed her T-shirt and shorts she felt the usual stares of the senior executives skipping work and, much more piercingly, the stares (or glares?) from their wives. On a scale of one to ten, with ten the most revealing, Kate’s suit was a 10.5. If she bent over from the waist it was an eleven. Most of the club women, who took very good care of themselves with cost being no object, hovered between 7 and 9 on Kate’s scale. So the competition was stiff if receiving attention was the coveted goal.

Thinking about all of this as she settled in, and feeling rejuvenated with the fresh attention she was drawing, Kate had no doubt about where to look for the seeds of her exhibitionist streak. It all began here, at the club. It was here that she learned how to play the men, draw their eyes and keep their attention. She was sure she was the cause of arguments as wives caught their husbands staring at her. That was all part of the game. Wives pretended to be aggrieved, but they looked at young men just as avariciously. Occasionally, Kate thought they looked at her that way too.

When she learned about sideboob and its appeal to men of all ages, she began undoing her top while on her tummy. She would raise herself on her elbows to read a book or scan the horizon, and her boobs would be on full albeit sideways display, including her nipples. With her peculiar radar, she could detect the stares. Also, the sudden quietness in her surroundings accompanying her displays. It told her trains of thought were derailing all around her as men became captivated by her young boobs.

These reveries inspired her, and feeling somewhat back in form, Kate turned on her tummy, undid her top, and raised her torso on her elbows. The effect was immediate as the decibel levels of nearby conversations seemed to lower, at least until she heard Emily’s arrival.

“Hey, you’re working your sideboob routine. I can see your nips.”

Kate looked up, which had the effect of lifting her breasts even further and therefore into a more prominent display. “Hey. Yeah, I feel my old form returning. Maybe I’ll build another website.”

“Jesus, let it go, girl,” said Emily, as she settled in. Her bikini was nearly as revealing as Kate’s. She had slightly less on top, but excellent curves otherwise, plus she was two inches taller. Emily mimicked Kate, lying on her tummy, undoing her top, and raising herself on her elbows.

Kate surveyed the pool area within view from her low-slung position. “I think we’ve got everyone’s attention now.”

“Oh goodie. Let’s get something to drink.” Emily ordered two gin and tonics, using her phone to transmit the order to the bar.

“We’d better get food if we’re going to drink. Order fries too.” Emily punched in another order.

They were silent as they acclimated to the surroundings, absorbing the various activities around them.

“I think Mrs. Perkins had a little boob work done,” said Kate, staring at a woman sitting at the poolside bar. “They don’t look very natural.”

“People have no self-control. I think she went up two cup sizes. They don’t think about their skin having to stretch like that. Look how it’s straining from her armpits.”

“Gross. Let’s talk about something else,” said Kate. “Any thoughts about my little situation here?”

“You know, you sound less panicked today. Or should I say less traumatized? What we learned last night shifted the needle, didn’t it? It’s pretty certain your dream wasn’t a dream after all, and you’re cool with that. You sucked Stone’s dick.”

“I know. I’ve been wondering if we’ll see Mrs. Stone here today. That’s why I suggested the pool. She’s not working with the twins at home. She could show up anytime.”

“What will you say to her? You know, it’s a possibility that she’s wondering if you remember everything or any of it. She may be expecting you to call. They both are doubtless anxious as hell waiting to hear from you.”

“I know. I could play dumb and see if she brings it up and then act all weirded out. I could lie and say I don’t have any memory of fucking them. Maybe they’re worried I might be misremembering. Fuck, now I’m feeling a little panicky again.”

“Don’t. For now, it’s all in your head. I think you should let them show you their hand first. Play it cool.”

The drinks arrived. Kate and Emily reattached their tops and sat up, toasted each other, and took long sips. For a weekday, the pool was moderately crowded. During the week it was the older executives and professionals, the ones who could set their own hours, who golfed or hung out around the pool. No doubt a poker game was in progress in a “secret” room behind the men’s lockers. It was rumored to have a full bar and be the not infrequent scene of debauchery involving local ladies of the night, though Kate doubted that bit. Her father wasn’t a gambler nor one to engage in lurid after hour activities. Her mother had confirmed this point when the rumors first started spreading about the poker games.

Emily drained her cocktail and promptly ordered two more via her phone.

“You thirsty?” said Kate, teasing.

“Yeah… Hey, there’s an elephant in the room, you know, about the other night. More discussion is required here.”

“You mean about the Stones, and us having sex, right?”

“Yeah,” said Emily. “You’ve pretty much skimmed over that part with me. As a dream, it wouldn’t be that interesting, details wise. Dreams never make sense. But if it happened, that’s something else, right? That’s interesting on numerous levels. For example, you said you all fucked. What about you and Mrs. Stone?”

Emily said “fuck” and “Stone” at a high enough volume to attract stares from two women a couple lounge chairs away. Kate mined “shh” to Emily, and nodded to the other side of the pool, suggesting they regroup where it was less crowded. As they gathered their things, their order arrived. The waitress, a college girl too, helped them relocate.

“Mrs. Stone, right? That’s what you want to hear about? What did she and I do? We did everything, Emily. I ate pussy.”

Emily’s jaw dropped, but whether for effect or a genuine response Kate couldn’t tell. Kate stuck her tongue out and made a licking motion to arrest any doubt in Emily’s mind.

Emily mouthed, but did not say the words, “You ate pussy?”



Kate nodded yes and said, “And I liked it, Emily. At any rate, I liked it in the dream.

 

I really liked it.


 
If it happened for real, I guess I liked it for real.” Her frankness startled her. She wasn’t sure how to present these facts to Emily, her dearest friend, and here she was just tossing them out. “But the experience is in a gray zone, you know what I mean? Have you ever been excited thinking about doing something weird, but never thought you’d do it? I don’t know. It’s all messed like that in my head. Until I’m absolutely certain I don’t know exactly how I feel about it, but I think I liked it.”



“Wait. You think you like it or did like it? Let me put it another way. Do you want to do it again?” asked Emily, who interest appeared more personal now, as if rising from an internal source of inquest and desire.

Kate thought for a moment. She lucidly recalled moving down on Mrs. Stone, spreading her legs apart, putting her hands on her upper thighs and descending on her with her mouth. The feel of Mrs. Stone’s velvety folds along the sides of her tongue, the bud of her clit and her scent was all fresh in her mind.

“Kate? Where are you?” Emily said, jarring Kate out of her meditation.



“Em, I’m soaking my suit right now just thinking about it. It was great. I liked it. I liked going down on Mrs. Stone. I liked when she went down on me. She was an

 

expert


 
. I mean, she knew what she was doing. It wasn’t at all what I expected. God, it’s nearly making me come just to think about it. Am I okay? Do I sound right to you? I’m feeling weird all of a sudden. I’m wondering if I should even be telling you this.”



“Hang-on. Take a big gulp,” Emily handed her her gin and tonic. “You sound okay but a little breathless. Take some deep breaths. There ya go.”

“Okay, I’m feeling better.”

Emily was reflective for a moment, the said, “Kate, you’re having an ‘aha’ moment, an ‘eureka’ moment. You’ve just had an immense revelation about yourself. It’s been brewing for days, right? Since Saturday night? Years? Now you’re realizing the full truth. And you’ve always spoken favorably of Mrs. Stone. At one point I thought you might have a crush on her.”

“What truth? That I’m a lesbian?” said Kate. “Don’t I like men? Don’t I like cocks? I do on both counts.”

“And you like women too. You like pussy. You like both. You’ve just doubled your potential for mates, Kate. Think of it.” Emily laughed, but nervously it seemed.

“But, where has it been, this yearning for women? Why is it hitting me so hard right now? I have wondered about it, about what it would be like. When I was looking around at the women earlier, I noticed I saw them differently. I realize now I was looking at them as prospects, you know, wondering what they would be like in bed. I mean, I’m just now realizing that’s what I was doing. It didn’t feel strange at all at the time. I looked at the waitress, that pretty one who looks Mexican, and I was wondering about her, you know, her pussy, and whether she trimmed it or shaved it or whatever. I was really curious about that, and I wondered what it would be like to touch it.”

“This is incredible, Kate. It’s like you’re finding God.”

“There’s more, Em, but I’m afraid what you’ll think. I don’t want to hurt our friendship.”

“Okay, now you’ve got to tell me, whatever it is. Tell me before I start wondering.”

“Yesterday, when we were sitting in the park, you were sitting facing me in a lotus position. Well, we were both sitting that way. I looked and could see up your shorts to your panties, just on the side, and I felt a rush.



“I wanted to pull your shorts and panties off and go down on you. I wanted to eat

 

you


 
. I wanted to smother myself in

 

you


 
. There have been other times when I had these strange feelings for you, Emily, but yesterday they came into extreme focus. Then I started feeling dizzy again and got confused. The thing is, I think I’ve always found you desirable, but I suppressed it. Maybe Mrs. Stone opened a door for me.”



Emily appeared stunned by this information, but not in a disfavorable way. She didn’t speak so Kate continued.

“Last night, when I was reading the paperwork at the hospital, you were looking over my shoulder. You put a hand on my back and it sent an electric shock through me. Then I could feel your breath on my neck and I thought I was going to swoon. Then the ambulance came.”

“I’ve already told you this,” said Emily. “You have balls.”

“Yeah, for my naked babysitting, the website…”

“I mean now. Telling me what you just told me. That’s ballsy.”



“Oh fuck. Are you pissed, Emily? We don’t have

 

to do


 
anything. I’m just still reeling from all that’s happened. Maybe I’m confused. Maybe I’ve been knocked into some other dimension… Shit. I’m looking at you now and I just want to jump you. I’m sorry. I just do. I’m being overcome with this desire. I’m afraid you hate this, this feeling I have for you…”




 

Chapter 12: Kiss Me Kate


Emily sat up and grabbed her towel. Kate thought that was it. Emily was leaving, and she’d never see her again. She couldn’t stand for another wave of panic to consume her and felt on the verge of tears.

Emily didn’t stand up to leave as Kate had feared. Instead, she wiped her hands on the towel, then the perspiration from her face. She put the towel down and swung her legs around to face Kate.

She smiled, then leaned in and gave her a deep kiss, slightly parting her lips, letting her tongue flirt with Kate’s teeth. Kate, helpless not to, responded in kind and motioned to go in for a full-on, spectacle raising embrace, crowd be damned. Emily pulled back, saying, “We’re on the same page, Kate. Let’s go in the grotto.”

The grotto sat behind the waterfall and, with its novelty long worn off, was seldom occupied in summer. In winter it was heated like a hot tub with a separate access, but now the water sat at normal pool temperature with no access except through the waterfall.

Kate and Emily dove into the pool and swam through the waterfall into the grotto.

There was a submerged shelf around its perimeter for seating. They sat where they could see anyone that might be coming through the waterfall. Emily put her arms around Kate and they embraced for real, avidly and with passion. It was fueled by their pent-up but hitherto denied attraction to know each other physically. Their hands roamed at will. Emily pulled down one side of Kate’s top and kissed the exposed nipple, filling Kate with an erotic current she had only known for the first time a few days before.

Their breathing got deeper and quicker. Kate stopped for a moment, looked through the waterfall, then turned to Emily. “Can I touch you? You know where.”

Emily lifted herself over Kate with her legs on either side and kissed her again as Kate’s hand moved inside her suit bottoms and began caressing her. She could feel Emily’s excitement. She wanted her to reciprocate but they both came to their senses. Consummating this new plane of their existence required more privacy and more comfortable surroundings.

They released each other but remained seated with their sides touching. Underwater, they each had a hand on the other’s thigh. They were both tingling. Not to break the mood but rather to cement this new intimacy, Kate said, “If you fingered me right now I’d come in two seconds… But I want to save that. Don’t you?”

“I’ve been waiting a long time for something to happen between us. I guess I can wait some more. Anyway, we should probably discuss this a little. I mean, make sure we know what we’re doing, where we’re going with this… We can at least celebrate now. Let’s order a pitcher of mimosas. We can put it on Mr. Stone’s tab.” They swam back through the waterfall and across the pool to their lounge chairs.

Tall and thin, with enviable curves, Emily stood next to Kate while she dried off. Kate felt she had won a lottery though she didn’t know the exact meanings of her winnings. Had their relationship changed course? Or just expanded its territory to encompass new boundaries? She had already extended the range of her “eros” with Mrs. Stone, and with Emily, she confirmed it stood on solid ground. She liked them both in an erotic way but didn’t feel that way about women generally, though she could say the same about men.

She felt she knew that she liked men, liked having sex with them, but not all men. She had just lost her virginity to a man and enjoyed it. But did she enjoy it solely because she was with Mrs. Stone, and that made it erotic and pleasurable? Would she want to sleep with Mr. Stone alone?

She felt she wanted to be desired by men, and now she felt that way about women too. But at what point would it become a given that she was desirable? Maybe that point was now. She didn’t need to exhibit herself anymore to confirm her desirability. In less than a week, three new people confessed their passion for her, and two of them were women.

“You’re lost somewhere again. Or is your brain malfunctioning? What’s on your mind?” asked Emily as she sat down.

“I’m thinking about the last few days, the last few minutes here with you… You said I was ballsy with the babysitter routine, with broadcasting myself across the internet. Why do you think I felt the need to do all of that?”

“Because you could; it was kinky, it got you off. I can tell you now it got me off too. Haven’t we already discussed this a thousand times? You were providing a real service. What do you think I was doing as I watched you on the Stone’s bed masturbating with her dildo? I wasn’t eating popcorn.”

“Looking around at the women here, they’re all flashing in a way, aren’t they? We are too for that matter with these suits. I guess we all want attention.”



“Yeah. We

 

like


 
it,” said Emily. “Who doesn’t? And then at some point down the road, other things will become important, like parenting, or our careers. We’ll still want to be hotties but we both know that fades in time, though our moms are still pretty hot. We know our parents still get it on. Who knows? Maybe they’re all swingers. Think of Mrs. Chelsea and the Stones.”



“Oh God,” said Kate. “I don’t want to think of my parents with Mrs. Chelsea.”

Emily thought quietly for a moment. “Too many people our age are freaking out about their futures, but there’s lots of time ahead of us. We don’t need to freak out. We need to enjoy it while we can. I mean this prime we’re in, especially our sexual prime. Even if we fuck up, there’s plenty of time to fix things.”

“That was quite a ramble,” said Kate, smiling. “You covered about four different topics there.”

Emily picked up her phone to order a pitcher of mimosas. She gave the look of someone trying earnestly to recall something. “I’m trying to remember Stone’s account number.” She decided on S55600. “Okay, it worked.”

“How do you know their account number?”

“When I was a hostess here last summer I got all their account numbers. We don’t want our parents to know how much we drink, do we? Anyway, what about us? Shouldn’t we discuss us?”

Kate wasn’t sure how to reply or where to begin. She wasn’t falling in love with Emily as she already loved her as much as humanly possible. She was letting her sexual feelings about Emily rise to the surface. They both were. That was what had now changed between them. They were admitting to their sexual feelings. They’d always talked about sex, but not about having it with each other.

“I guess we can be lovers now in bed, but everything else stays the same,” said Kate. “I’m not thinking of our honeymoon or marriage. White picket fences aren’t in the program… Or are they? I’m not sure what to say. Are you following me?” Kate’s eyebrows, always expressive, were arched, signifying this was not a rhetorical question.

“Totally. Someday I may want a husband and kids. At least, I always thought that was what I wanted. I guess I’m not sure now. Maybe I’ll want a wife instead. Who knows? In the meantime, I want to enjoy everything else, explore, try new stuff, not live a corseted life waiting for Mr. Right. I guess we’re both bi. I’ve read most women are, or at least they’ve all had a “bi” period in their life, where they’ve experimented.”

“Yeah, but I’m not looking at you like you’re an experiment, Emily. I don’t need to experiment. I know already how it’ll be with you, and of course, I love you. I’m getting a little hot and bothered just thinking about it. Maybe we have ten years of pent-up desires waiting to burst open. Maybe I was wrong to say I wasn’t thinking about marrying you. Right after I said it I started doubting myself.”

Kate remembered when they both discovered masturbation. Emily was the first to admit to it, explaining her discovery in detail. It had aroused Kate, who was on the verge of discovery herself. Only now did she understand the feelings she’d had for Emily at the time.

After they both got the hang of pleasuring themselves, they referred to their vaginas as their “Chamber Of Secrets,” which they would administer to with their “wands.” Emily’s mother had a convenient collection of dildoes, meaning a single one wouldn’t necessarily be missed, so they both experiment with it, came to adore it and until they could procure dildoes of their own, nearly fought over it.



“I kinda knew where we were headed,” said Emily. “I know I can’t wait to be looking in your eyes the first time I

 

really


 
have my fingers inside you. That thought just occurred to me. I want to get a room right now!”



Kate gave Emily a dreamy look. The second pitcher of mimosas arrived. They each took long draws, licking their lips afterward in tandem.

Despite this rush of excitement over their fresh discoveries and admission of their mutual desire, Kate still felt preoccupied with and unsettled over her night with the Stones. There were really three firsts that evening: Kate’s foray into lesbianism, losing her virginity and being with an older man. The experiences with Mrs. Stone had, until now, held the spotlight. Her feelings on Mr. Stone had yet to rise fully into a conscious analysis. Now she was thinking of how he held back, even let his wife direct the course of their lovemaking. She had in effect offered her husband up, but only after she had been quenched.

As Mr. Stone penetrated her, her mind erupted into a form of dual consciousness, like it was operating on a new level or in a higher realm. Yogi consciousness? She had read about the otherworldliness of Buddhist enlightenment. For those moments before her orgasm, she truly felt out of her body, or as if she was weaving in and out of earthly consciousness.



When she took Mr. Stone’s cock into her mouth and felt its rigidity and fullness, it cemented her awareness that she was firmly stepping into womanhood, and with an older man, a friend of her father’s. For a long time, she knew of the chemistry she shared with men her father’s age, the

 

mutual


 
chemistry. Men her age remained of their time and place, locked into their generational sphere, while coeds like herself gained admittance into the world of true adulthood. Being an attractive twenty-year-old woman meant her range of sexual possibilities, her potential for mates, was much broader than that of the young men she went to school with. She could date men in their fifties. A few older men at the club had taken new wives just a few years older than herself. None of the recently divorced women turned up later with college boys as husbands. They tended to marry older men.



She knew that was just how the world worked, regardless of how Kate felt about it. Women went for older men. Older men went for younger women. Along with these facts were Kate’s new feelings for women, including older women.

“Kate, you still in there?” said Emily.

“Yeah. I was just thinking about Mr. Stone. We kind of skimmed over the sleeping with an older guy business. How do you feel about older men?”

“I thought we were going to talk about us but okay… Older men? I had a little fling with Mr. Chelsea last summer.”

“What? When?” said Kate, slightly startled. “Is that why they got divorced?”

“No! They were already headed that way. When I worked at one of the club’s evening galas he got kind of drunk. I was skimming shots, so we were both primed. We had flirted so there was that energy already hanging in the air. I was flirting with a couple men, but only Mr. Chelsea drank enough to respond.

“As the evening progressed we got more and more amorous, and when I stepped out back for a break, he followed me. The next thing I know we’re going at by the dumpster. Lovely, right? His dick is out and I’m playing with it. He’s playing with my boobs. He pushed me down on my knees and, when things were about to get serious, the back door to the club opened and we scrambled to get into a shadow and dressed.

“I ran into him a few days later. He was a little sheepish. I guess I was too. Nothing happened after that. I guess it wasn’t really a fling, except for his dick in my mouth bit.”

“Why didn’t you tell me? What else haven’t you told me? We’re going to need another pitcher here if this keeps up,” said Kate.

“I didn’t tell you because he was married. We once told each other we wouldn’t go there. That was when we were talking about all the men at the club and which ones we thought would be good in bed, who we would jump if they did get divorced. I was a little premature with Mr. Chelsea. If it had happened after their divorce I would have told you.”

“Yeah, okay. Any other transgressions, now that we’re letting it all out? Have you really not been with a girl?”

“No,” said Emily. “Close. But no. On that score, I’m a virgin.”

“That sounds funny, but I guess you’re right. We’re virgins any number of ways, really. First with men, then with women, then in what we do with them. I told Mr. Stone he could have my ass.”

“Did he? I haven’t gone there yet. I’ve thought about it,” said Emily. “I wouldn’t want to make it a habit though.”

“No. I just said it to sound hot. They did both finger my ass. I liked it.”

“Just as well he didn’t do more than that. You might be sore on two fronts today, meaning your head and your ass.”

“Nice.”

“Did you ever dildo yourself there? I did, a little,” said Emily.

“Yeah. Me too, if we’re being honest. It didn’t do it for me. I think we’re both going to Hell, you know.”

“Anyway…” said Emily. “Older men, right? That’s what we’re discussing now? I find them attractive. We’ve talked about this before too. The men here at the club. I think it’s because they’re a type. They’re wealthy, or at least they have great credit. They’re professionals, they keep fit. They have attractive wives and that in itself make them more attractive. I know when we see a guy our age and he’s with a hot girl, we think the guy is also hot.”

“Yeah, or rich.”

“Or rich. But here, the men tend to be both attractive and, if not rich, then well off. This club ain’t cheap,” said Emily.

“What do you think about Mr. Stone?”

“He’s sponge-worthy, as Elaine would say.”

“He’s also suave, isn’t he? He has that man of the world air about him. And he’s extremely confident. I’ve never seen him blush. A lot of the men here get tongue-tied if you flirt with them. Stone doesn’t. He just looks at you with those confident eyes and it’s like they’re saying, ‘I’m on to you, missy’.”



“Yeah. He makes

 

you


 
blush,” said Emily. “So what was it like to screw him?”



Kate had a shiver that contrasted with the warmth she felt when thinking of Mr. Stone inside her. The instant he entered her she became totally submissive, in body and mind, and would have let him do anything he wanted. She felt like he owned her from that point on. So did Mrs. Stone.



Kate wanted to keep the door open to a future with the Stones

 

and


 
with Emily. She also had a friend at college she really liked, and had already thought of making love to him when she returned.



Over the past week, her sexual universe had quadrupled in size and crossed genders. This, in Kate’s view, presented an exciting new horizon, but also confused her sense of sexual identity, unless she was truly and simply “bi”.

“Kate? Knock knock,” said Emily, drawing Kate once again out of a reverie.

“I was just thinking how my sex life got a lot more interesting this week, including today. I really got off on my “Web girl” gig, flashing my naked self across the internet, but now that seems like a dud. It’s funny how things can change so quickly, isn’t it?”

“Finally being with an older guy, and woman, I guess, took you over to the next threshold. I told you, you were too old for babysitting. You’ve graduated into being an old couple’s sex toy.”

“And a lesbian, don’t forget.”

“So how are we going to consummate this new relationship of ours? You know, your nipples are saluting me through your top. This sex talk gets you going, doesn’t it.”

“What about your pert nubs? They’ve been hard since you sat up and kissed me.”

“Girl erections, I guess.” Emily pulled her top aside on both sides to reveal her nipples, which were tight buds.

“Geez. I’m feeling it. I mean my body is responding to your little exhibition there,” said Kate, who was genuinely wet and not just post-swimming wet.

“Isn’t this great? Just two gals chatting by the pool at the club showing each other their nips. I wonder what those other women talk about. We’re looking at ourselves, aren’t we? Like in twenty years?”

“Let’s make sure we have lots of adventures to discuss and dissect in another twenty years,” said Kate. “Maybe that’s what our mothers gab about around the pool, their conquests, and who’s hot among the menfolk. Anyway, I don’t think we’ll lose these feelings. We’ll still be horny. Maybe we’ll still be banging each other too.”

“Oh yeah. That’s the subject that keeps slipping away. Where do you and I go from here… By the way, I’m getting a little tipsy. Did you drive?”

“I walked over… Let’s make it special, like really special. This will sound crazy but, we should do it at the Stones. Friday night.”

“What? That does sound a little crazy. How?”

“I told you they’ve asked me to babysit again. Who knows what that’s all about? I haven’t confirmed yet. I couldn’t decide if they really needed me or if they were just testing my mom to see if everything was normal.”

“We should think about it a little more but I’m already leaning to liking the idea. Can you bring your Nikon? We could really go overboard and make a movie of our first coupling. We can share it with our grandkids.”

“Let’s have a swim. I’m hot and feeling the champagne. Plus, by the sounds coming out of the bar, I think the old gits will enjoy seeing us frolic in the pool.”

They dove into the pool and swam around in tandem. Beneath the water, they touched in ways that would have startled onlookers, particularly the men, and drawn gasps from the women. Or would it, Kate wondered? Perhaps they all had similar rites of passage. Perhaps most or at least many of the older women watching them had experimented with lesbian affairs. It was possible they still had them.

Kate never suspected her mother of such activity, but offspring often don’t learn of their parent’s private transgressions or personal sex lives in or out of marriage. Her mother had dear, nearly life-long friends. Surely the prospect must have arisen with one of them to have carnal knowledge of each other.

She vacationed alone with her “girlfriends”. Who was to say what they did? All Kate ever heard was that they shopped and got sunburned. What about their nighttime adventures? They all drank. On occasion, they drank too much, and as everyone knew, strange things could happen when one exceeded their limits. They discovered new hobbies.

Emily held Kate up flat at the water line, twirling her in a circle, something they had done to each other since first blooming. Best friends thought Kate, are the best.

Emily slipped her hand inside Kate’s suit bottom. “Remember when we did that as a joke? Now I’m flirting with you.” She gave a buttock a squeeze.” Kate rolled into Emily’s arms and gave her a hug, then leaned back.”

“Why don’t I just give you a kiss right here so everyone has something to talk about tonight?” She feigned leaning in, then pushed herself away laughing. They both swam to the side of the pool and got out.

“Kate, tits!” said Emily. One of Kate’s nipples had slipped out of her top. She looked down, saw it, pulled her top out, momentarily exposing both breasts, before repositioning it correctly.

“That’ll give ‘em something to talk about.”

They laughed. Kate looked at the empty pitcher of mimosas and decided they should take a break from the booze. They were both ready to leave the pool.

Kate said, “Come to dinner. I don’t think you should drive and we can walk to my house.”

“Sleepover?” said Emily, with anticipation in her eyes.

“Sure, but not the kind you’re thinking of, you whore. Remember, we’re plotting for Friday night.”

“It’ll be like waiting for birthdays. We can let the anticipation build.”

They walked to Kate’s house in their suits. Several times catcalls arose from teens loitering in front of their houses. Emily wanted to flash a boob but Kate reminded her they wouldn’t make it to her house before the entire neighborhood knew.

“Mom?” said Kate, walking into her house. “Em’s here for dinner.”

Her mother came out of the kitchen. “Oh, good. Hi, Emily. How’s your mom?” Before Emily could respond she continued. “Kate, Mrs. Stone just called to confirm whether or not you could babysit. She said she couldn’t reach you on your phone.”

“I didn’t take it to the pool. Should I call her?”

“I told her you said you could do it. Isn’t that what you said? Anyone, I confirmed for you. They’ll expect you.”

Kate felt relief at not having to call the Stones to confirm, but also the now familiar but wavering panic she sensed over the several remaining mysteries surrounding the “Stone Affair”.


 

Chapter 13: Revelations


“Okay, thanks, Mom,” said Kate. “We’ll go get changed for dinner.”

“Hurry up. Your Dad’s making cocktails.”

Having several cocktails before dinner was the family routine, handed back through the generations, even on weeknights. So, all was normal on the homefront. A smell of charcoal floated through the house, meaning her father was manning the grill.



Kate and Emily entered the former’s bedroom who said, “

 

Mi casa es su casa


 
. Help yourself to anything you want to wear.” They both stripped off their bathing suits and stood before each other naked. The lines on their bodies from the elastic in their swimwear framed what Emily called “their interesting bits.”



“Hey, we could have a quickie,” said Emily.

The thought had struck Kate’s mind. What were to be the parameters of their upgraded relationship? She knew with men, once crossing a certain intimacy line, the rules regulating the proprieties of touching and showing affection were few in private. They would fondle her breasts given any opportunity. With just two minutes alone in her dorm room, they could exhaust their entire repertoire of petting moves, and not because they were few, but because they were quick.

“Yeah,” said Kate. “Lie down and let me get you off.”

Emily sprawled onto Kate’s bed suggesting she was game. Kate ignored this and went into her ensuite bath to grab a couple towels. She returned and tossed one to Emily, then dried off her skin where the suit had left her damp.

“I love watching you walk away from me naked. Your ass is a ten,” said Emily, standing to dry herself. Kate went to her panty drawer.

“What are you in the mood for? Plain white cotton briefs? Black lace? Butt-floss thong?”

“You pick,” said Emily. A pair of black lace panties sailed in her direction.

“You want one of my sports bras? You’d be banging around in my other ones.” Rather than wait for a response, Kate also sailed one of her black sports bras to Emily.

“No thanks. I’ll go braless. My gals don’t mind. Give me a tank top. It’ll give your dad a thrill to see my nips aroused from staring at you while we eat.”

“Don’t we have a rule about not banging each other’s dads? There should be one.”

“Kate?” said Emily.

“Yeah?”

“Couldn’t we just lie here a minute and neck a little? I’m seriously jonesing to get that locked into memory.” Emily laid down towards the wall and patted the empty area. Kate joined her.

They went from goofing around just seconds before to avidly demonstrating newly liberated feelings for each other’s flesh, breath and taste. They kissed like starved lovers meeting after a long separation. Emily’s hand moved down Kate’s back to her bottom and, as she swept it over Kate’s side on a journey to her front, Kate grab it and said, “Let’s save that,” then more breathlessly, “Let’s save it for when we have the time to do it right.”

Emily returned her hand to less incendiary position and, after a final, summarizing kiss and embrace, they both got up, finished their dressing and went down to join Kate’s parents.

“Hey Dad!” said Kate, joining him on their sprawling backyard deck and patio.

“Hi Mr. Sommers,” said Emily.

“I think you can call me Rick, Emily. You’re an adult now,” he said.

“Okay. Hi, Rick! Oh, that sounds strange to say it,” said Emily.

“You’ll get used to it. Help yourselves to something to drink,” he said, nodding to the outdoor bar.

Kate and Emily fixed themselves cocktails. “Dad?” said Kate. “Need anything?” In response, he held up a full wine glass showing he did not.

Kate’s mother joined them with a tray of cut vegetables and dip. Her father filled and handed her a glass of wine and they all toasted via gesture without words attached.

“Your Mom said you hung out at the pool today. You must both be exhausted,” said Kate’s dad, teasing.

“Girls gotta do what girls gotta do, Dad,” said Kate.

“Any gossip?” asked Kate’s mother.

“Mom, why did the Chelsea’s get divorced? What’s the story there?”

Kate’s dad let out a low chuckle, the sort released when one has secret knowledge to share but only if pleaded to do so.

“The word is she strayed from the marriage and he put his foot down,” said her mother.

“Who did she stray to? Do you know the guy?”

“Who said it was a guy?” said her dad.

“Honey, you don’t know anything for sure,” said Kate’s mom.

“Is she gay, Mrs. Sommers?” asked Emily.

“You can call me Kathy, Em. I don’t know she’s gay but, what’s the expression? She can swing both ways?”

“Bi,” said her husband.

“Okay, she’s bi then. I suppose Wayne, Mr. Chelsea, didn’t see eye-to-eye with her on that front.”

“I thought men were into that sort of thing, like having a bi wife was like winning the lottery,” said Emily. Kate’s dad smiled at this remark but didn’t respond.

“Well,” said Kathy. “Whatever she is or isn’t, they both have to agree, you know, on what’s okay for them to do in their marriage. That’s the key. They could both be bi or gay but that doesn’t give them rights unless they both agree. Do you see what I mean?”

Emily wondered if she understood correctly. “Are you saying if one of them wanted to have an affair, and the other agreed to let them have one, then it would be okay?”

“Well, sure it would be,” said Rick. “Why wouldn’t it? It’s their marriage.” Kate’s mother chimed in.“I think there would be a lot less divorce around here if couples agreed to, you know, let each other experiment if they felt the need.”

What the hell, wondered Kate. Did her parent’s experiment? Did they swing? Though curious to know the answers she didn’t care for the imagery filling her head. Her parents were attractive people, but that did nothing to surmount the fact they were her parents, be they sexual beings or not.

Emily was giving Kate looks, indicating she was both surprised and interested in what else Kate’s parents had on their minds. Emily was seldom the shy one of the pair, even though she had resisted for years before informing Kate of her true feelings for her.

“So, you’re saying it’s okay for couples to have sex with other people?” asked Emily.

“If they agree, sure,” said Rick. “I’m not recommending it one way or the other. And I think couples need a period of exclusivity when they’re building a family or working hard at their careers. You realize, don’t you, that people didn’t always live so long? A hundred years ago, well, two hundred years ago for sure, if you hit forty you were lucky. I’m talking about the men. And it wasn’t unusual for men to have three or four wives because so many of them died in childbirth.”

“Monogamy wasn’t as much an issue because people didn’t live so long. That’s what your dad is saying.”

“Precisely,” said Rick.

“Now that people live longer and are healthier, marriages are longer, and that tests the durability of monogamy. Forty or fifty years is a long time to have a single partner,” said Kathy.

Were they speaking in code, Kate wondered? Was there something in the water in their subdivision that made them all horny? It felt like the evidence was pouring in, both in her personal life and regarding the community. She now possessed certain truths about the Stones, both Mr. and Mrs. Chelsea, and there were always suspicions informing the revolving door aspects of many of the marriages, some of which ended in divorce. Or maybe they were just realignments.

They carried this general discussion into their dinner of rib eye steaks and salad. Kate and Emily switched to wine with their meal. The four of them were now on their third bottle, brought to the table with some ceremony as it was Mr. Sommers’ favorite vintage. This signaled he was in an improving mood.

The drinking had also revived the girls, ending the slump they felt after their afternoon drinking session. This had the usual effect of emboldening their curiosity. The conversation drifted into the details of Mr. and Mrs. Sommers initial meeting and ensuing dating life. They met during their final year of college while campaigning for Bill Clinton.

“Was it sparks and thunderbolts when you met?” asked Emily.

“She fell for me immediately,” said Rick.



“I fell for him

 

eventually


 
,” said Kathy, with emphasis on the last five syllables. “I was dating someone else. We’re still friends on Facebook.”



“She’s stringing him along in case I screw up.”

“You never forget your first time,” said Kathy. “It’s nice to reminisce.”

Emily tried and failed to stifle a snort.

“You mean you’re in touch with your first lover, Mom? How does Dad feel about that?” said Kate, looking over to her father.

“Who is to say I’ve lost touch with my first lover?” he said. “This is 2018, girls. Everyone’s connected now. There’s no escaping anyone.”

Kate thought of the inevitability of forever in terms of her online postings, her naked pictures and videos now and for eternity circulating the internet on thousands of web pages. She cringed thinking her wig might be insufficient at masking her true identity.

Her parents were forthright with their opinions on marriage, fidelity and losing one’s virginity. Having Emily there to provide the catalyst was proving productive. With her prodding, her parents were speaking more freely.

“So, Mrs. Sommers, I mean Kathy — that was it? Two men, one of which you married?” asked Emily, who received a determined kick from Kate under the table along with a vocalized, “Em!”

“Lord no. You must think I’m a nun… No. I was dating my first love when I met Rick, but we had broken up for a while before getting back together. I had a good time in college.” She winked at Emily and her husband, who was smiling and nodding.

With honesty, Kate was discovering, came relief and exoneration. She wasn’t oversexed, but genetically predisposed to enjoying sex. At least that was the vibe she was picking up from her parents.

“Kate and I lost our virginity the same night,” Emily delivered this fact to the table in the tone of an afterthought.

“Jesus, Em!” said Kate.

“It wasn’t so great, so now we’re lovers,” added Emily, with a touch more brightness.

“That’s nice,” said Kate’s mom, laughing and smiling at Kate. “It’s so important that you find the right person whatever your persuasion.”

Kate’s father, now pleasantly stewed, seemed to absorb Emily’s pronouncement as a legitimate contribution to the stream of that night’s dinner conversation. Looking self-reflective, he said, “No one hits it out of the park their first time.”


 

Chapter 14: Touch Me


“Emily, you fuck,” said Kate, once back in her room. “Why did you tell them about us losing our virginity? They don’t want to hear that stuff.” That Kate had lied to Emily about losing her virginity didn’t matter.

“What about the ‘us being lovers’ bit?” said Emily. “Your mom thought that was funny — as a joke.”

“I think she’d be fine with it, after everything they said. I’m starting to wonder if they swing while I’m away at school.”

“Would it bother you if they did?”

“I don’t know. Would it bother you if you caught your parents in bed with my parents?” Kate truly didn’t know how she felt about the prospect. If, after a course of child raising and career building, the new normal was for couples to re-engage sexually with other people, maybe it was a good thing.

It could be the carrot, the incentive that inspired them to endure the tough early years of building a life together. So many marriages crumbled after offspring grew up and left the house. If couples viewed that milestone as their ticket to an open-door sex policy, it might save their marriages.

Was this the Stones’ plan for eternal happiness? The difference there was they were just starting out. She knew their marriage existed a long time before they decided to have children.

Maybe it was a time factor more than a question of milestones. It was well known that familiarity bred boredom in the bedroom. The oxycontins and endorphins released by lovemaking had a lifespan which was not eternal. They needed variety to function properly.

“No,” said Kate. “It wouldn’t bother me if my parents were swingers or had affairs if they both approved. I want them to stay married whatever the cost. That’s the kid in me. I guess I’m open enough to want them to be happy, even if that means they’re both balling Mrs. Chelsea on the side.” She wasn’t just saying it. As of that evening and moment, it was truly how she felt.

“I think I agree,” said Emily. “It’s one of those ideas you just have to get used to. I guess I’m staying over tonight. Where should I sleep?”

Kate walked the short distance between them and reached over to lift off her top. Emily stood motionless staring into Kate’s eyes, then reached over and removed her top and bra. They felt each other’s breasts, still silent, then in tandem pulled down their shorts and underwear and stepped out of them.

“As per usual, sleep with me. We’ve been sharing beds since we were in braces. Why change it up now?”

“I was thinking it’ll be harder to keep our hands off each other, now that we’re treading new ground here,” said Emily.

“Snuggles but no sex, okay? I don’t want to have to hold back with my parents down the hall.”

“Let’s see how it goes,” said Emily, climbing into bed.

“Gross,” said Kate. “Aren’t you at least going to brush your teeth? You smell like a wine barrel.”

“Oh, thanks! Yeah. The teeth.” They went naked into Kate’s bathroom. There was already a spare toothbrush for Emily’s use.

Standing over the sink together, their breasts jiggling in tandem with their brushing, Kate felt a surge of warmth for Emily. They’d brushed their teeth together many times, but never nude. Now they were doing it as a couple, or at least as a quasi-couple, one with as yet undefined boundaries and new territories waiting for exploration.

Along with the warmth she was feeling, Kate felt another layer of arousal at the prospect of sharing an image of them naked together. She got her phone and, as Emily was finishing up, put an arm around her, causing her to stand erect. She snapped a selfie of them both naked as reflected in the mirror.

“What the hell, girl?” said Emily. “What will we do with that?”

“I don’t know yet,” said Kate. “What do you think? I’m feeling an urge to share our good news.”

“I’m glad you’re saying ‘good news’. That cements it, whatever it is we having going on here.”

Kate leaned over and gave Emily a lingering kiss.

“I know,” said Emily. “Send it to Mrs. Stone.”

“Are you nuts?” Kate actually liked the idea. The only other people on the planet who knew of her brief but intense lesbian career were the Stones. They’d seen hundreds of nude pictures of her as well as videos of her masturbating. How could one more nude picture hurt? Plus, the Stones would be perplexed seeing Emily too, unaware of the significance. It would add a slice of mystery to the events of the other night, adding to the pile of particulars that needed further explanation.

“I’m serious. When they see it they’ll wonder what the hell it means. And now that your site’s deleted they’re probably jonesing to see you naked again.”

“They’ve got their security footage of me, and he’s downloaded my pictures and videos from the site. They can see me naked whenever they want.”



“Well, I just tossed that bit in about seeing you naked. I think the point is, I want them to see

 

me


 
naked too, standing next to

 

you


 
naked. It’s like I’m staking a claim — no, that doesn’t sound right. I guess I’m saying I want in if you get what I mean.”



Kate sent the picture to Mrs. Stone’s phone number. A swooshing sound confirmed delivery.

“Okay, turn off your phone! Let’s leave any response for tomorrow. If she responds it’ll add to the mystery if you don’t reply right away.

Kate sent the image to her printer then turned off her phone

“Why are you printing it out?”

“I’m starting a scrapbook for us. A real one. I’m done putting stuff online, at least for now,” said Kate.

They looked at the picture once it printed. “Shit. There’s no mistaking who those two are. What do you think?”

“I’m thinking Mr. Stone is in for a good night in bed with Mrs. Stone.”

Kate laughed. They looked like top models. Both Mr. and Mrs. Stone would appreciate it.

“It is exciting, or arousing, isn’t it? Sending out nudies?” said Emily.

“And addictive if you’re not careful. Let’s go to bed.” Kate opened her windows, preferring fresh air for sleep despite the heat and humidity outdoors.

The room filled with the bright murmurs of summer insects and tree frogs signaling for mates in the night, giving the room a jungle spell. Kate and Emily faced each other on their sides, one arm bent behind their heads, the other caressing each other’s curves. They leaned in to kiss.

This ignited sparks which each expressed with a sudden urge to tighten their embrace. Kate half rolled over Emily, who welcomed it, opening her legs, swinging one of them over Kate. Their perspiration, due to the heat entering the room and the exchange of their body warmth, made their skin glisten even in the scant light provided from a nearly full moon.

As their bellies and breasts grazed each other, and rose and fell with their now synchronized breathing, Kate rubbed herself along Emily’s leg. Soon she was rocking her pelvis in a steady rhythm, soaking Emily and making her thigh slick. Instinctively, Kate’s free hand dropped between Emily’s legs, tenderly conforming to and cupping her now soaking contours, then gentling following with a finger the length of her slit, teasing at entry. Emily pushed herself hungrily into Kate’s hand, begging her to explore further, harder.

Kate slipped her fingers deeper as she moved to kiss and suck Emily’s nipples and explore her breasts with her tongue. She loved their tautness, which she compared to Mrs. Stone’s fuller though much softer breasts, the breasts that followed motherhood.

Emily’s hips followed Kate’s hand motions, moving back and forth as Kate’s fingers explored Emily’s shallows and depths. Kate knew Emily would now be frantic for Kate to touch her clit, but she was holding back, wanting Emily to bathe in antagonizing anticipation before releasing her into what she knew would be a blissful release.

She got closer and closer, feeling the perimeter, which forced Emily to groan and moan and almost beg. Kate let her fingers dance and twirl and fondle Emily’s clitoris with a knowingness only women possessed. Emily fell into her blissful release, jerking violently. She gasped and vocalized dangerously, given the circumstances, with parents just down the hall. But neither of them thought of that. They were in their zone in which they comprised the entire population of the planet.

They were silent for a few minutes regaining their breath and composure. They were also dripping with perspiration. Kate fell onto her back to give their bodies air.

“Holy fuck, Kate. Holy fuck.”

Kate gave Emily a reassuring hug and kiss.

“Do you think I was too loud? I was nearly screaming when I came. What will your parents be thinking?”

“After tonight’s dinner, I’m guessing they’ll happy for us. Anyway, you told them we were lovers. If they had any doubts, you erased them.”

“Kate, what about you? And what about saving ourselves for Friday night? What happened to that?

“Em, I thought I should bring you up to speed, you know. Take care of your lesbian virginity first. Well, one form of it. You ain’t seen nothing yet. But don’t worry about me. I’m exhausted. Afternoon drinking and whoring around, then drinking at dinner and whoring around again really takes it out of a gal.”

“Fine, but at least let me touch you. Let me get a preview. I’ve never touched another woman there and now you’re two up on me.”

Kate spread her legs. Emily slid her hand over Kate’s tummy and down between her legs. She gently massaged Kate with her full hand, barely penetrating.  Kate’s response was immediate, but she remained resolute on saving any reciprocation for Friday night. She put a hand over Emily’s and brought them both up to her tummy.“You’re soaking wet,” said Emily. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. Let’s save it. Now kiss me and go to sleep.”






Chapter 15: Fresh Assignment


Kate and Emily woke later than usual, well rested and in the mood for exercise. They enjoyed a long run, then showered together and dressed. Feeling hungry, Kate made a large but rare breakfast of eggs, bacon, toast, fruit and yogurt. A note from Kate’s mom said she was at the mall shopping.

“Hey, let’s go shopping too. Then you know what? We should go to the Pink Iris tonight for drinks.”

“We can’t drink in bars. We’re not really twenty-one for another week,” said Kate.

“Use your fake ID”

“It’s like three years old.”

“Nobody cares about that. You just need the ID in case anyone questions them, not you,” said Emily.

“We may as well go all in. I’ve never been to gay bar or club or function of any kind. How do they dress?”

“How do your gay friends dress? You do have gay friends at school, don’t you?”

“There are a few in my dorm, yeah. I mean I know them. We’re not tight.”

“How do they dress?”

“Like us. Jeans, tank tops.”

“There ya go,” said Emily.

“What do you want to shop for?”

“Let’s get swank girly lingerie for tomorrow night… I just remembered the picture we sent to Mrs. Stone. Have you checked your phone today?”

“No,” said Kate. “I forgot all about that. Shit.” Kate went to get her phone while Emily cleaned their dishes.

“YUM,” said Kate when she returned. “She sent a text saying ‘YUM’ in caps with two heart emojis.”

“Whoa. That gave me a spooky little chill.” Emily demonstrated by shuddering her shoulders. “Let’s analyze this.”

Emily looked at the message and put the phone down. “That’s better than no response, or a ‘WTF’ response, right? Maybe she just thinks you were kidding around, and sending a nude pic of you with a friend seemed normal, based on your, you know, new history?”

“You know what I was hoping for? I was hoping she’d sent a nude selfie of herself. I wanted you to see her body, which rocks by the way. You wouldn’t know she’s a mom. I mean, she has a full woman’s body, but it’s sexy.”

“Okay, that just gave me a warm chill. Or do you say ‘heat wave’? What’s the opposite of a cold chill? You can’t say ‘warm chill’?”

Kate ignored the aside. “Maybe I should ask her for a selfie.”

“I don’t know. In broad daylight, it would seem like a weird request. That’s more of a night time text, the kind you send after you’ve been hitting tequila.”

“You’re right. Maybe tonight I’ll hit her up for one. We can do it from the gay bar.”

“That’s more like it. It’s a better fit atmospherically for that sort of thing.”

They finished cleaning up and Kate drove them to the club so Emily could get her car, take it home and get on fresh clothes. Kate followed, then drove them both from there to the mall.

Packed as per usual during school summer breaks, it used to be their hangout when they were in school. Emily led them to a trendy boutique, one that Kate often frequented during her peek-a-boo days changing in dressing rooms.

They looked at matching bra and panty sets, offering their opinions on what would look good on each other.

“Hey, these are nice,” said Emily, holding up a lacy, see-thru bra. “You should try this on.” She held it over Kate’s breasts, which now felt like a natural move, though other people might think it unusual.

“Grab a couple different ones. I’ll find some for you. You’re darker skinned. I think I’ll go for a burgundy or deep green color.”

“Yum,” said Emily.

They picked out several styles for each other to try on, then waited for a dressing booth. Kate nodded a “look” signal to Emily toward a booth with a curtain that wasn’t closed all the way.

“See that guy,” Kate whispered. “He’s watching that girl change through the opening in the curtain.” They could see a young woman in the booth with tags hanging off a pale yellow bra looking at herself in a mirror.

“You think she knows she’s being watched? You think she’s pulling your old routine?” said Emily.

“I doubt it. She’s turned her back to him. That’s a tell that she’s normal and the guy watching her is a creep.”

“Why is he a creep? You liked it when they watched you.”

“Yes, but I was in on it, right? If you’re being watched and don’t know it, it’s creepy,” said Kate. She walked over and closed the curtain all the way, then glared at the guy who had been watching as she walked past him returning to Emily.

“Good move.” As she said this, the curtain opened all the way and the girl who had been trying on a bra exited the booth with her top restored and joined man that had watched her change. They left the boutique together.

“Okay, so they knew each other,” said Kate, as she and Emily moved into the vacated booth.

“Hey, didn’t they just leave the store, like, empty-handed? Where’s the bra she was trying on?” said Emily.

“Okay, so they’re shoplifters.” They both laughed and took off their tops and bras to try on the new ones.

“Oh, that works for you. I love seeing your nips,” said Kate, giving them a tweak.

“And I like yours. Black lingerie, pale skin. I think we’ve got keepers here.”

“Let’s get something for tonight and something different for tomorrow night.”

Emily finished before Kate and left the booth, leaving the curtain wide open. Kate was standing in her bra about to put her top on, noticed the opened curtain and the several men hovering outside, rolled her eyes, and exited the booth still pulling down her top.

“For old time’s sake,” explained Emily.

Kate dropped Emily at her house after agreeing to meet up at nine. Both felt the need for a restorative nap. Kate’s mother was bustling about the kitchen when she got home.

“Hey, Mom. How was your shopping?”

“Not too exciting. I ran into Mrs. Stone.”

Kate thought she heard an ominous tone in her mother’s voice. “How’s Mrs. Stone?”

“Fine. She said the twins had colds. She wasn’t sure if she’d need you or not tomorrow night. They won’t be going out if they’re still sick.”

Kate wasn’t sure how to absorb this information. If the twins were sick, what was Mrs. Stone doing shopping?

“Where were the twins while she shopped?”

“She has other sitters. Probably the Murphy’s daughter, or someone else from the club.”

“Oh,” said Kate. “Well, I hope they’re feeling better. I’m heading for a nap. I think I’ve been pushing it a bit too hard since Saturday night.”

Kate went up to her room and closed the door. She put her shopping bag on the bed, sat next to it, and grabbed her phone. She decided to text Mrs. Stone.

Kate typed “Sorry the twins are sick” and sent it through. She saw Mrs. Stone immediately working on a reply. “They will be fine. See you tomorrow ;-)”.

Kate wasn’t sure what to make of Mrs. Stone’s confidence in the twins turnaround. Maybe it was a ruse, or attempt to have an excuse in the pipeline if they wanted to back out of having Kate babysit. And was it really a babysitting assignment or a date? Were they hoping for a repeat of Saturday night? Kate knew she was, and she wanted Emily to be a part of it. She decided to sleep on it.


 

Chapter 16: The Pink Iris


Emily picked up Kate at nine on the dot. They looked like two young coeds out for a fun evening. Neither one of them went in for heavy makeup or over-the-top outfits but still exuded a sexy flair. They both had a natural beauty that didn’t require help to become evident, nor could it be hidden. In part, this is what drew them together and why they had so few close friends. Other girls and women often resented Kate and Emily’s facile beauty. They knew they were lucky and didn’t flaunt their good fortune nor feel superior in any way.

After a minor detainment at the door as their fake IDs drew more than the usual scrutiny, they entered the Pink Iris and went to the bar. It was designed in a sinuous wave that stretched the establishment’s length. Its cool aluminum finish with contrasting warm wood inlays looked posh. Accent lighting alternated between pink and purple hues and the overall effect felt like visual foreplay. The Pink Iris was at about half capacity with an equal number of male and female patrons mixing and drinking.

“I thought it would be more crowded,” said Kate.

“It’s early yet. Let’s order something.” Emily picked up the drinks menu from a clip on the bar.

“Here’s one. It’s called ‘Adios Motherfucker’. Vodka, rum, tequila, gin, Curacao…”

“Find something lighter,” said Kate. “I want to take it easy tonight.”

“Bubbly Bahama”. It’s champagne with peach schnapps and 7-up.”

“Make it so,” said Kate. Emily placed the order with the bartender, a woman with lavender accented hair and pierced eyebrows. A subtle bass throb emanated from the back of the bar under a sign labeled “The Box.”

“Dancing,” said Emily. “Maybe later we can shake our booties.”

“Mrs. Stone spoke with my mother again.”

“Nice segue… Not. She called?”

“No,” said Kate. “They ran into each other shopping. She said the twins were sick and she may not need babysitting after all. Then I texted and she replied they would be fine and she was looking forward to tomorrow night.”

“People get better.”

“Yeah, but you never know when right? Anyway, it made me wonder a little more about them, and especially having you go with me tomorrow night if the gig is on.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I don’t know if you get the full drift there,” said Kate. “I was thinking they might be expecting a repeat of Saturday. I sort of want to share that experience with you. I want us to be on the same level on everything, so we can talk about it.”

“I thought that might be a possibility. I’ve been playing various scenarios in my mind. How do you decide who does what to whom and when? Or do you just know?”

“You mean you’ve thought about having sex with the Stones too? Tomorrow night?” Kate curled her bottom lip waiting for a response.

“I’ve been thinking about it since you told me what happened, even when you still wondered whether it was all a dream.”

Kate felt relieved.

“Is that Mrs. McClintock over there with Mrs. Jenke?” Emily was looking to the furthest corner of the bar. “I think it is.”

Kate followed Emily’s eyes. “Oh my God, yes. It is!”

“What do think it means? Gosh, they’ve glammed it up a bit, haven’t they? They both look kind of hot. They definitely look a lot different from they do at the club.”

“I don’t want them to see us,” said Kate. “They know my parents.”

“Chill girl. They know my parent’s too. We’re just two gals drinking champagne cocktails in a gay bar. So what? They know we drink. It looks like there are plenty of straight people here.”

Kate agreed with Emily’s logic. They ordered another round. As it arrived Emily felt a tap on her shoulder.

“Emma?” A tall girl with a sleek frame stood beside her.

Emily turned around to see an old schoolmate who had rather changed in appearance. She couldn’t think of her name. “It’s Emily.”

“Emily! Sorry, but I was close, right? It’s me, the Drakester. Anna Drake!”

“Hey, Anna. Hi. I’m sorry, I couldn’t think of your name at first,” said Emily. “You know Kate? Kate Sommers?”

“Oh, sure! Hey, Kate! How are you guys doing? I haven’t seen either of you since graduating,” said Anna. Emily now recalled her bubbly personality. She was never a close friend but Emily always liked her.

“We’re just two gals sipping champagne in a gay bar.” Emily winked at Kate. “What are you up to, Anna?”

“I’m home visiting the folks. I live up in Ann Arbor now.”

“Going to school?” asked Emily.

“Yeah, school and work… Are you guys an item? You know, a couple?”

“There’s nothing like being direct, is there?” Emily laughed. “We’re just friends, Anna.”

“With benefits,” said Kate. “We’re lovers on the side. Don’t tell our parents.”

“I get it,” said Anna. “You’re experimenting.”

Though she had rather nailed it, Kate and Emily just nodded and chuckled, neither confirming nor denying Anna’s statement. They chatted until Anna’s date arrived and they both went to a booth.

“Nice girl,” said Kate. “I didn’t really know her well.”

“She’s had some hard knocks, I think. She seems pretty cool now. She’s got a pretty friend.”

“Are you trying to make me jealous?” said Kate. She was kidding, and Emily knew it.



“Her friend was pretty and sexy I guess, but I didn’t feel any attraction. That guy who held us up at the door was attractive. I’m saying I noticed

 

him


 
. What does that say about me? That I’m bi? Bi-curious? Half lesbian, half straight? It’s confusing.”



“I know,” said Kate.

The Pink Iris was filling up. Kate felt comfortable there, more comfortable than she did in the college bars she snuck into at school. Here, there were gay men and women exhibiting affection, touching and kissing, not wantonly but as couples do everywhere when out on the town. Several times Kate wanted to reach over and touch Emily, give her a peck on the cheek, or full-on kiss on the mouth. She became a little nervous after they spotted their parent’s friends in one of the booths, but now she felt settled about that. The warmth of the two drinks gave her cozy feeling, and she was liking this “new life” she was experiencing. She didn’t care about qualifying herself one way or the other. All she cared about at the moment were the feelings she had for Emily.

She leaned over and gave Emily a kiss on the lips and smiled. “I thought we should have our first public kiss.”

“It felt kind of electric,” said Emily. “You know how when you do something for the first time and then afterward that’s it, you can’t take it back? It’s like losing your virginity. Once it’s gone, it’s gone. I have the feeling my ‘straightness’ is gone. We’ve crossed the Rubicon.”

“We’re now both straight and ‘bent’. Right now we’re tourists in a new country, so to speak. I feel like my world has doubled in size. Half of the planet is women, right? Do you get what I mean?”

“I’m with you. And I’m starting to feel more comfortable in my own skin. I can be me, at least with you. I feel more honest. There’s lots of stuff spinning around in my brain. How’s your brain, by the way? I keep forgetting you were in a hospital a couple days ago.”

“I’m fine… Anyway, I think having great insurance meant they kept me longer than they had to. I have a check up on Monday. I’m sure they’ll say I’m fine.” They were now struggling to hear each other over the din of general conversation, and the throbbing bass leaking from The Box. They decided to dance.

It was nearly eleven and the dance floor was full. The DJ was spinning what Emily called a “sugar pop” selection, bright and celebratory, lighthearted and presumably ‘fun’. They danced close, then apart, occasionally embracing and kissing. They felt good. After a couple songs, they noticed they were sharing the floor with Mrs. McClintock and Mrs. Jenke. When they all caught eyes everyone smiled broadly, not missing a beat. Secrets were falling left and right.

Or were they secrets? Kate wondered if everyone knew about Mrs. McClintock and Mrs. Jenke. But maybe there was nothing to know, other than they were out having fun and not gay or were gay and no one cared, even their husbands. 

As Kate looked over at the pair once more they were not dancing but standing still in each other’s arms kissing like prom dates. They were going at it as if nothing else in the world could be of more importance. So, gay it was. Or bi.

Kate tapped Emily’s arm and directed her attention with a nod to Mrs. McClintock and Mrs. Jenke. Emily laughed, then zeroed in on Kate for another embrace and kiss.

After an hour they were both dripping with sweat and exhausted. They called it a night.

While driving home Kate was reflective. “Maybe there’s a lot more going on than we ever suspected. A while ago I wondered if we were living in Stepford, you know - The Stepford Wives? Not that it’s like that here except for there’s a secret club or coven. They’ve all agreed to open sexuality between them. Haven’t you always felt that vibe hanging around the club? Everyone always seems sexed-up?”

“The more we dig the more there is to find,” said Emily. “But I’m not shocked. I’m glad. I feel my intuitions about stuff are being confirmed. I always knew there was more to sex than just getting off. I knew that didn’t tell the whole story.”


 

Chapter 17: Mysteries Resolved


They each spent the night alone in their own houses to 1) keep their hands off each other and 2) get a good night’s sleep. Kate woke feeling great, anticipating a slothful day ahead with unknown excitements looming for the evening. She didn’t care how it turned out though she felt there would be a favorable outcome. To have the final mysteries fully explained, those remaining pockets of uncertainty, was foremost on her agenda. Over half the summer remained, regardless of what happened, and she planned to spend as much of it as possible with Emily. They were both fitness freaks, and they would keep each other in tune, and in more ways than one.

Thus far, college had been a breeze and her grades exemplary. She felt staying fit contributed. Kate knew it would get a lot tougher, and then there would be grad school, much tougher still. At least that was her current opinion. She hadn’t yet declared a major though she was leaning toward law. Maybe someday she would join her father’s firm, thus satisfying his fondest wish.

By noon there was no word from Mrs. Stone one way or the other, so she assumed the “babysitting” was on. She spent the afternoon with a science fiction novel, flirted with but did not succeed at a nap, ate a light dinner with her parents and got ready for the Stones. She took a long shower, gave her pubic hair a close trim, put on her new underwear and her usual babysitting attire, or rather, everyday attire—jeans and light top.

She opened her backpack. Yes, she wanted to record her evening with Emily, but what if that included the Stones? Would they mind? Would they be making their own recordings? Maybe they were going out for real and it would just be Emily and Kate after all. A week of carrying around unknowns was coming to an end. She could attach a certainty to that.

After collecting Emily she drove them both to the Stones.

“How are you feeling?” asked Emily.

“I’m feeling pretty solid. I decided one way or the other, I’m eating your pussy.”

“Oh God,” said Emily. “Is that what we’re calling it? What happened to Chamber of Secrets?”

“Call it what you want. We should probably have a code word anyway, right? How do you feel about that, by the way? Going down on a woman?” Kate wiggled her bottom in her seat to lend emphasis to her question.

“If you had asked me two years ago I would have said ‘never,’ even though I had thought about it. A year ago I would have said ‘maybe’,  and by then I’d thought about it a lot and the idea was getting me wet. The other night when you were fingering me all I could think of was licking your clit. So, full circle, right? But let me be clear. It’s always been just your pussy in my mind. Only one other girl felt like she may be attractive that way and nothing happened.”

“And what about men? Anything changing there?”

“Honestly? I guess I’m still into men but I’m going to be a lot pickier now. My standards are rising” said Emily. “I still see settling down with a guy. I want kids. He’s going to have to be understanding. I don’t see being with another woman while I’m married to a man as cheating. Is that fucked up?”

“If we were married and you wanted to be with a guy for a night I don’t think I’d care. I’ve been envisioning you with Mr. Stone’s cock in your mouth. It gives me an instant hard-on. So I guess I’m okay with it, as long as you always come back to me. I don’t want to be the part of your life that’s always shouting ‘NO’ at you. I want to be the voice that keeps saying ‘YES’. I want us to experience everything. Well, everything that’s relatively sane, I mean. The sum of my weirdness is not large.”

“I think we’re both in a gray area. We don’t need men to have babies, so they’re strictly optional as far as that goes. Do we want to be ‘gay’ as our lifestyle? I don’t feel gay. I guess I just feel open to both sexes. This will be our summer to get it all figured out.”

They arrived at the front of the Stone’s house and parked. Exchanging glances, they both let out a deep sigh and traded a “here we go” look as they got out of the car.

They rang the doorbell. As before, Mrs. Stone opened it. She looked at them and a sly smile animated her face, accented by a slight turn of the head and sidewards glance as she welcomed them.

“Hey, girls! Hey, Emily! I haven’t seen you in a while. You’re keeping Kate company this evening?”

“Hey, Mrs. Stone. Yeah. We thought we’d hang out if it’s okay.”

“That’s more than okay. I’m happy to see you again.”

Kate wondered if that was a reference to the picture she sent. But so far all was normal, except Mrs. Stone didn’t look like she was dressed to go out, though she was nicely dressed, almost mimicking Kate and Emily’s look. She could pass for a coed if she wanted to. She might even still be carded at bars.

Mr. Stone came down the stairs. He looked like he’d just gotten home from work still wearing a dress shirt and tie, suit trousers and dress shoes.

“Hey, Kate!” he said. “And you’re Emily, right? How are your folks?” That was the opening line from all of the men at the club. It signified the proprieties. They were daughters of their friends.

“Great,” said Emily. “They said to say hi.” That part was a lie.

“Give them my regards. Honey, why don’t you show Emily around? I need a word with Kate.”

“Come on Emily. Let me give you the lay of the land.”

Kate felt nervous, like she was being called to the principal’s office. Mr. Stone put an arm around her in an almost fatherly way to lead her into the den.

“So, you’re okay?” he asked, with a tone of urgency in his voice, his posture and bearing showing true concern. “We were scared to death about you. You woke up sounding like you were drowning, or gasping for life. Thank God the EMT techs were here in minutes. We both felt so bad, like we’d taken advantage of you, but you honestly seemed fine. I thought you’d just blacked out from your fall and weren’t seriously injured. There wasn’t a cut on your head.”

“So it wasn’t a dream, right?”

“What?”

“I’m just kidding,” said Kate. She was delighted to hear what she was hearing from Mr. Stone. She felt lighter.

She continued. “When I woke up in the hospital I thought I’d dreamt everything… They said I was fine. Don’t worry. When I woke in your bedroom, I did feel okay aside from the bump on my head. I was all there. It’s happened before. I was knocked out for a few minutes playing field hockey. I got up from that and finished the match. I guess I hit the deck a little harder this time and there was a delayed reaction, or something. I had low blood oxygen because I wasn’t breathing right. I usually sleep with a machine to keep my airways open because I get sleep apnea. Sexy, right? Anyway, hitting my head and exerting myself afterward…” Kate paused to wink, “Plus, I’d drunk a few of your hard lemonades… It all added up, I guess. But I’m fine now. And what happened between us, well, it opened my eyes.”

“How so?” asked Mr. Stone, with concern in his voice. “You mean in a good way, right?”

“In a good way. I’d never been with a woman. I’d never been with an older man, let alone had intercourse. Sorry, but you are an older man, right?”

“Yeah. Much older.”

“It helped me recognize my true feelings for Emily, and that it was okay to have them. She feels the same.”

“You mean a sexual attraction?”

“Yes, sexual feelings. Love.”

“And she knows everything?”

“Yes. We know everything about each other. She’s not going to tell anyone. She thought my little babysitting routine was crazy. She told me to give it rest. It was wrong. That’s all in the past.”

“I’m glad,” said Mr. Stone. “I don’t think it was wrong and I told you before we thought it was kind of artsy, the way you did it. And very tasteful. You have a knack for knowing what’s ‘just right’. But it’s time to move on, so I agree with Emily. Let’s go join the others.”

“So, you’re not going out? I’m not babysitting?”

Mr. Stone laughed. “No. We needed a way to talk to you in private and Sue said, ‘Well, let’s just have her over to babysit’. When she spoke with your mom she was relieved that everything sounded normal and you’d be up for babysitting. That’s how we knew you were okay.”

Emily and Mrs. Stone were standing around the kitchen island with an open bottle of wine. “I love your house, Mr. Stone. It’s beautiful,” said Emily.

“Thanks. It’s all Sue’s work. You can call us by our first names, you know. We’re all adults here.”

“Okay,” said Emily. “What is your first name?”

“Oh, I’m sorry. It’s Don. And this is Sue.”

“Hey Don and Sue!” said Emily, raising her glass.

Sue poured one each for Kate and her husband and they all toasted.

“Let’s go on the deck. Don, could you grab the baby monitor?”

They sat in a casual, close circle, bathed in the summer sounds of the neighborhood. Splashing from a nearby pool reached them along with cries of false panic from youngsters playing in the water. Various though unintelligible conversations from other decks and backyards slipped into the general din. The sky was sprinkled with stars and beaming moon.

“I understand we’re all on the same page here,” said Don.

“As Emily told me in the kitchen,” said Sue. “We were so worried about you, Kate. We weren’t sure what to do once the EMTs took you to the hospital. Don went to meet your parents. We didn’t know what you would be telling them. It was a tough call all around. I’m glad everything seems to have worked out.”

“Kate thought she had dreamt everything, Sue. Did Emily tell you that?”

“Yes. That must have been very unsettling, I know. I’m so sorry.”

“I’m cool, people. Really,” said Kate.

A ball came over the fence. Don got up and lobbed it back. They opened another bottle of wine and spoke about general things for a few minutes, normal chit-chat among adults. Kate felt the atmosphere becoming more intimate but not flirtatious and above all safe. The Stones were not predators. They were lovely people. No mysteries remained unsolved, but a few were still subject to exploration in terms of their emotional weight and genesis. How did we get here, to this nexus, wondered Kate? How did the Stones get where they were, in terms of their open sexuality? Why were Emily and Kate now sitting on their deck drinking wine?

“I liked the pic you sent last night, Kate. May I show it to Don?” asked Sue, breaking into Kate’s train of thought.

“You mean you haven’t already? Of course you can. He’s not going to see anything he hasn’t seen already,” said Kate.

“Yes, but you have Emily in the picture.”

“It was her idea to send it. We were just goofing around.”

“Whatever it is, I like the suspense,” said Don. Sue got up to get her phone from the kitchen.

“Here ya go,” she said when she returned and handed the phone to her husband. “Kate sent it last night.”

“You’re both very attractive girls.”

Kate noted Emily’s cheeks were flushed. Don returned the phone to his wife. “You two are in the prime of your lives. I hope you’re enjoying yourselves.”

“Are you two an item?” asked Sue.

“If you mean a couple, we don’t know yet,” said Kate. “We just discovered each other in a new way this week, but we’ve known each other forever.”

“You’ve discovered each other sexually? Is that what you mean? You don’t have to answer that.”

“Yes, sexually,” said Kate. “We both have had feelings for each other that way but we only admitted to having them this week. You kind of opened my eyes, Sue.”

“It’s been an interesting week,” said Emily. “We went to the Pink Iris last night and saw Mrs. McClintock and Mrs. Jenke going at each other like horny dikes. Who’d thought?”

“Ah, now, Emily,” said Sue. “That’s their secret, isn’t it? Did they both see you two? Do you want them telling everyone, like your parents?”

Emily was taken aback. She hadn’t thought of that aspect, though she wasn’t concerned about her parents. Most likely, she would tell them herself about her now open proclivities, and soon.

“I’m sorry. You’re right. I guess there’s an etiquette to this lifestyle. You don’t out people.”

“Lifestyle?” asked Sue.

“Being gay?” said Emily.

“Are you gay?”

“Well, no. I like men. But now I like women too, some women. So I’m bi?”

“You’re open,” said Sue. “Or you can say you’re bi but I think that can be misleading. You have special feelings for Kate, right? But not women in general.”

“That’s it,” said Emily. “I’ve noticed my feelings for other women in the past but I thought that was just curiosity. I didn’t feel driven or possessed.”

“What about you, Don? Are you open to relationships with men?” asked Kate.

“No. But if Sue wanted there to be another man in the picture as a threesome, I might let it happen, but I wouldn’t touch him. So far she hasn’t expressed an interest.” He smiled at Sue, who was shaking her head.

“I’m good, honey,” said Sue. “Would you like me to bring you up to speed? I mean, about us?”

“On you and Don? Sure,” said Kate. “I was just wondering a moment ago about that, at how we came to be sitting here on the deck tonight talking like this. A week ago I never would have thought it could happen. You guys were like my parent’s friends. Do you get what I mean?”

“And now we have a sexual history. Yeah, Kate. Sometimes things move very fast.”

“Yeah.”

“I’m interested too, Sue,” said Emily. “I understand now that it was private and your secret to tell, but Kate did mention the videos and Mrs. Chelsea. How does something like that begin? I mean more with Mrs. Chelsea. Or maybe all of it, figuring out your true sexuality, your desires, limits, that kind of stuff.”

Don lit a couple of torches and turned off the deck lights to discourage the rising levels of hovering insects, and the atmosphere immediately became more cozy and confidential. He uncorked another bottle of wine. He was still wearing his tie, though he had loosened it, and now removed it and open a few more buttons of his shirt. Kate noticed this and adored the feeling it gave her.



“I’ll come back to Mrs. Chelsea to explain that,” said Sue. “Don and I feel we’re both in an experimental phase of our relationship, meaning our sexual lives. It won’t last forever, but the experiences will

 

nurture


 
our relationship forever. We intend to be a happy couple for life… But let me start at the beginning.”




 Chapter 18: Mrs. Stone’s Confession


“After three years our marriage fell into a funk,” said Sue, beginning her digression. “We were still deeply in love but the sex wasn’t working. We were only making love once every other week. We used to do it at least every day, and sometimes two or three times a day.”

Kate and Emily listened as Sue continued to outline the sum of their sexual frustrations. They had finally admitted to each other that they were dissatisfied. Don still wanted a regular and vibrant sex life with Sue, but she was cooling down and seldom in the mood. When they did make love, she was anxious and stopped having orgasms. There was no question they loved each other but wondered, without a mutual sexual attraction, could they remain a couple?

Things didn’t improve over the next year of their marriage and they reached a crisis point. They had to do something. Don suggested a trip to the Caribbean to a couples resort. She agreed. They would get away and see if she could reignite her sexual passions.



Neither of them realized they were headed to an

 

adult


 
couples resort, one that had a large swingers contingent, and neither of them felt any impulses in that direction. But as only some of the couples were into that, and not in the public areas, they felt they could cope.



Walking to the beach their first day there was a fork in the trail. A sign pointed one way for the “Prude Beach”, and another for the “Nude Beach.” They looked at each and thought, what the hell, and aimed for the nude beach. It was a short walk. When they arrived, they saw about thirty naked couples lying on loungers or towels, or standing in small groups, in and out of the surf, all in close proximity to each other. Among them appeared to be a gay male couple and a lesbian couple.

They saw two adjacent beach chairs right at the shore and aimed for them. When they arrived they looked at each other, each gave a shrug of their shoulders and took off their suits.



Don was immediately enchanted seeing Sue nude in public, despite all the naked men looking at

 

her


 
. Don felt she was the most attractive woman on the beach. That wasn’t just his opinion, as he later heard men commenting about her at the bar.



Sue felt entirely comfortable laying out naked and walking around nude among the men and women. They both decided they really enjoyed nudism. That night they made love, and it was better than it had been in a long time. But Sue still felt a certain reserve. Something was holding her back.

“I felt like I was standing on a cliff above the sea and wanted to jump off and into the waves but couldn’t. There was a fence that wouldn’t let me pass,” said Sue.

The next day there was a new lesbian couple on the nude beach. Both women were very attractive but one of the pair was absolutely stunning. She was tall and thin and blonde. Everything about her was perfect. She was lying flat on the beach with her legs spread apart, and as Sue walked passed her she couldn’t keep her eyes off her. Sue was immediately aroused and wet and felt light-headed. She was feeling more aroused than she’d ever been in her life.

Don noticed this woman too but said nothing. They got to their beach chairs after a dip in the ocean and waved for the waiter to come over. They were on their second round of drinks when the new lesbian couple walked by in front of them, just several feet away. Again, Sue could not keep her eyes off her. Nor could Don, she noticed.

When the woman disappeared into the beach cabana-bar, Sue closed her eyes. There was something about that woman that struck a chord, leading Sue to reprise a string of memories from her college days as a sophomore at Duke. There was a woman in her dorm from the Midwest, blonde and lithe like the one here on the beach. They both had tennis scholarships and got to know each other well. When they showered together for the first time after a practice, Sue remembered feeling the same fascination for her as she felt now for this woman on the beach.

In college, Sue had been horrified by her feelings for the woman from the Midwest. There was no question in her mind that they were sexual. On a road trip, when they shared a room, their close proximity was excruciating. When she walked around their room in her underwear, Sue was nearly orgasmic despite her earnest attempts to feel otherwise. She was praying for a sign from this woman but also begging that her feelings would just go away.

Sue made it to the end of term holding her feelings in. The woman didn’t return the next semester. Sue was crushed but relieved. She didn’t feel that way about any other women. Then it happened again. She fell for a tall brunette, an athletic beauty from the women’s varsity basketball team.

“You reminded me a little of her, Kate,” said Sue.

This time she reacted to her feelings and they started hanging out after school. One night, following a beer-bash on homecoming weekend, Sue and the new woman were sitting in her room drinking nightcaps, cheap wine in plastic cups. They were both very tipsy. Sue got her courage and leaned in for a kiss. The woman responded energetically and soon they embracing and feeling each other all over and, without warning, Sue felt a wave of revulsion rising in herself. Not at the girl, but at what she was doing. She was raised in a buttoned-down family. If she were to return home a lesbian, she would have been withdrawn from school and sent to a convent, or more probably to a different school.

Bursting into tears, Sue pulled away and told her they couldn’t see each other anymore. She nearly threw her out of her room. After that evening they never spoke again and from then on, Sue buried any feelings she might have for another woman.

“Seeing that naked blonde on the beach brought it all back,” she said. “I knew there was this side of me I’d keep hidden, from Don and the world. Hiding it meant I was crippling myself sexually. I knew when I was with Don now I resented him because being married to him meant I couldn’t fully be who I am. The marriage was a wall keeping me in, and I want to be out.”

Kate could see this immediately clicked with Emily, now leaning in with great attention. Sue’s logic was clear to her as well. In the past week, Kate felt she had unlocked a side to herself and that it was making her world a lot more exciting.

“Sitting there on the beach with all these revelations kicking in I started to cry inconsolably. Don tried to comfort me, not knowing what the hell was going on nor asking me to explain. He knew I’d get there, but needed to get the crying out of the way. After a while, I came around and told Don everything.

“He said he understood, that it all made sense and he was glad I told him. He said he didn’t care if I was with a woman sexually. I told him he had to be a part of it too, that I wasn’t abandoning him. He told me whatever would make her happy would make him happy. I then noticed he’d been holding his polo shirt over his lap, which he removed revealing his full erection. He said, ‘Does it look like I have any trouble with what you’re telling me?’ and smiled. Obviously, we set on a new trajectory that very moment. We’d liberated ourselves from sexual monogamy, but in a way that could work to keep us together as man and wife.

“I was so excited I swiveled around so I could give Don a deep kiss and touch his cock. I suddenly had the urge to hold it in my hands, and it had been such a long while since I felt that way. There were three empty beach chairs on his other side so didn’t think anyone would notice if I beat him off. I didn’t care anyway. I think you could have done anything on that beach. I swear, within about twenty strokes I knew he was going to come, and being a neat freak, I didn’t want him to just shoot off all over the place, so I bent down and aimed his cum into my mouth. It was the first time I’d ever let him do that.”

Kate now knew the genesis of Sue’s technique. The image in her mind of their beach sex thoroughly kindled her spine.

“After Don recovered, he led me into the water and we hugged and kissed and I wanted him to take me there, standing in the ocean. Finally, he asked me what my plan was, referring to the blond. I said I didn’t know. It excited the hell out of me that this new life could be beginning right then and there. He could see the blond standing on the open side of the cabana with her friend at the bar. Don said ‘let’s go’.

“Most of the other women in the bar had wrapped towels around their waists but Don and I both just walked in nude. I was able to stand next to the blonde and could hear she was speaking in a foreign language. That gave me an in, so I said, ‘Excuse me. What language are you speaking?’ She turned and apologized in English, saying it was Dutch.

“I told her there was no need to apologize, and introduced Don. She, in turn, introduced her friend. That startled me into being nosy, and I said, ‘Is she your partner?’. She acted a little confused and then her eyes brightened and she said, ‘Oh, no! But like a partner, in a way. We’re here for holiday’. She introduced herself as Bret and her friend as Gerdi.

“Don got us all drinks. We started talking about Holland, my trip to Amsterdam, where we were from and that sort of thing. I felt like I was really connecting with Bret. Don paired off with Gerdi, who may have been all of eighteen, so I knew he was happy.”

“She was twenty-six,” said Don.



“Okay, but she looked eighteen at most,” said Sue. “After a short time, I could tell we had a vibe going. We drank quite a bit over the next couple hours, and the sun was getting low. Don suggested a swim to clear his head and we all went in. Now, were all naked, remember, so this is a first. Hanging out with people

 

we now knew


 
naked. I asked Don how he was doing. He whispered that if I hadn’t ‘taken care of him before’ he’d really be in trouble now. It looked he might be getting hard again as we dove in.



“After a few minutes we got out of the water and resumed at the bar, had another round and after that was consumed, Gerdi said she was going to have a rest before dinner. That left the three of us, then Don said he too was going to go in for a rest and shower.

“My first thought was, he’s going after Gerdi to make love to her! I felt a little panicked. Then I quickly thought it over and decided he was probably just going to do as he said. And if he was doing the other thing, that would be okay for now. We hadn’t discussed any parameters yet. In the end, he did just go for a nap in our room, but for a moment I thought it was a real possibility and began second-guessing myself.”

“Yeah. That made my heart jump a little,” said Kate. “It’s more complicated than you think when you get down to it.”

“It’s like getting on a new road you never traveled before,” said Sue. “There’s bound to be pothole or two you don’t see at first.”

“There really haven’t been any potholes until this week,” said Don, referring to Kate’s hospital visit and the week-long anxieties leading up to that evening.

“The past week did feel like we hit one,” said Sue. “Waiting to hear from Kate. That’s what you mean Don, right? Should I go on with my story about Bret or do you want to talk this other thing? The potholes.”

“No! Tell us more about Bret,” said Emily. Don and Kate laughed. He got up to refresh all their glasses.

“Bret and I are now standing very close, occasionally brushing into each other because the bar is now crowded. When our skin touches it’s exciting, and then we started touching each other’s arms or hands, just brushing strokes like we’re adding emphasis to what we’re discussing.

“I pick up she has a good sense of humor. I tell her we didn’t know what kind of resort this was when we checked in. She laughed and said she knew and wanted the nude beach. I told her she looked lovely, very sexy, and that I noticed her right away. She said she noticed me too. Our eyes kind of locked and I felt her hand on my hip, and this time it wasn’t a touch and go but stayed there. I put a hand on her arm and we leaned in and kissed. She smiled at me as her arm went up my back, then swooped down to my ass, where she left it. I dropped my hand to her ass, so there we both holding each other’s asses.

“Two gals in a swinger’s bar holding each other’s butts,” said Emily. Kate laughed.

“She’s talking about the Pink Iris last night,” said Kate. “It’s a private joke, maybe.”

“I like it,” said Don. “I like the image. Two women naked at a bar being touchy-feely.”

“Your pants getting a little tight, dear?” asked Sue. “The girls probably wouldn’t mind if you took them off.”

“We could all take our pants off,” said Emily. She had a point, thought Kate. Summer nights in Georgia were sweltering. She felt they had already transitioned into the night being one where they would all be having sex.

“Steady people,” said Don. “Let Sue finish her story.”

“So,” continued Sue. “I told her what I had told Don earlier about my college days, missed opportunities, my guilt and finally realizing how I’d put a cork in my sexuality — oh, that didn’t come out right — and how it affected my marriage. And now it wouldn’t anymore because Don gave me permission to be myself.

“She asked if I planned to stay married and I told her I did. She said good. She said there was no reason why I shouldn’t stay married and still enjoy women, and mentioned in Holland it wasn’t a big deal.

“I told her it wasn’t about sex, but about loving completely those people I loved. She said, ‘Exactly’. She also said you can feel love right away with some people, that it doesn’t have to be part of a long courtship. Sometimes your gut just tells you what your mind will only pick up later.

“Our bodies were now touching side-by-side, our arms around each other, hands caressing up and down the curves of our hips. I was dying to reach over and fondle her breasts. I kept rubbing my thighs together. I was drenched. I wasn’t sure what the next move should be. Don or Gerdi might reappear at any moment. One door had opened, followed by a dozen more and I didn’t have a map.

“I decided to order another round. I broke gently away from Bret to lean over the bar and get the bartender’s attention. I half sat on a stool, lifting one leg over it as I did so. Bret moved into the opening between my legs, so when I turned back to face her I had to sit on the stool with my legs spread. She kissed me. The feeling of her there between my legs with my pussy wide open was just overpowering. I wanted to reach down and bury my hands between her legs.

“As the fresh drinks arrived she said, ‘You know, you are very brave and daring. I like that’. I thought she was talking about my telling Don everything. I said Don was very supportive. She said, of course he would be, and that everyone could see that. I asked what she meant and she said she was talking about the blowjob I’d given Don on the beach.

“My jaw dropped to half-mast and I said she was kidding. She insisted it was pretty evident what was going on to anyone who looked over. There were people talking about it in the bar.”

“Now you can check the public sex box on your bucket list,” said Emily.

“From her position, she couldn’t see what I could see,” said Don. “People were looking right at us when she went down on me. That’s part of what got me off so quickly, that my wife would do that in public.”

Sue laughed. “I knew there was a risk but it seemed slight. Anyway, when you’re on the beach and focused on your partner the world around you kind of disappears. Plus, I knew people probably wouldn’t mind. We saw other couples fondling each other.”

“I know one couple screwed in the water right in front of us.”

“Yeah,” said Sue. “Fun times.”

“So,” said Emily. “Did you sleep with Bret?”



“I’m getting there,” Sue laughed again. “I thought you’d like a little build-up and foreplay first. I told Bret that was the first time I’d ever let a man come in my mouth. She said she couldn’t actually see that part, but it was clear Don was having a big day - handjob on the beach, ending in my mouth, I came out of a closet. She said it was time for

 

me


 
to celebrate. I said, yeah, it was time for that. Then she said, ‘So, I will be your first woman?’.





“I looked at her and my eyes got a little teary. I couldn’t believe my luck. I nodded my head

 

yes


 
but I didn’t know how to get there from where we were. Gerdi and Don were in the background. What exactly was the program?



“I told her she would be the first. I was sealing the deal, right? But what about the other two? So I asked what being with me meant. She said it meant sleeping with me. I said, yes, but I’m married. She said, yes sleeping with me, with my husband. She added, ‘Will he mind?’.

“I told her Don would definitely not mind. I also couldn’t wait to bring her to the room, like a kid showing off. ‘Look what I brought you, Don’. Then I remembered Gerdi.



“Bret said, ‘She won’t mind. She’s Dutch too’. I think I was almost disappointed it wouldn’t be a foursome. I’m still sitting on the stool with my legs open and Bret between them. I can

 

see


 
my pussy is wet. I knew if she just touched me there I would detonate. But I wanted to wait for Don. I knew he had to be there the first time I came with a woman.



“We both wanted to freshen up before dinner. We agreed to meet an hour later at the restaurant.”

“I hope you had a very quick meal,” said Kate. “I’m on the edge here.”

“I agree,” said Emily. “Get room service.” They all laughed. Don stood up to stretch. It was clear he was enjoying the story.

“Don, really. Get out of those clothes or go put something else on. It’s still ninety degrees out here,” said Sue.

“Yeah. The first option, Don,” said Emily. “I’m the only one here that hasn’t seen you naked.”

“I flashed your neighbors, by the way,” said Kate. “You wouldn’t have seen that on your security cams.”

“Which ones?” asked Don, not surprised or concerned.

Kate pointed to Don’s left. “Those guys. They had company last weekend and I flashed them from the upstairs guest room.” It was right above the deck where they sat.

“Nude?”

“I was in my underwear, then topless. They all looked up and I heard their voices rising, especially the women’s voices. I thought one of them might come over to yell at me. I’m sorry. I was being impulsive.”

Don bent to talk to them in whispers. “Don’t worry about it. That guy deserves a break. His wife is horrible. I mean HORRIBLE. Sue’s flashed him a few times, haven’t you Sue.”

“He sees me sunbathing here nude,” said Sue. “If you’re standing on their deck you can just see over the fence. I can see his face when he’s looking over. I smile at him. He smiles back.”

“If his wife knew she’d sell their house and move,” said Don. “I feel sorry for the guy. Okay, I’m going to go slip into something more comfortable. I’ll grab another bottle while I’m at it.”

“Sue, you’re a flasher too, eh?” said Kate. “It gets the blood going, doesn’t it? That’s what I keep telling Emily.”

“I admit I get a kick out of it. There are all sorts of little ways to work that program. Don likes it when I slip a nip. But I also like just being nude, like on our vacation.”

“Let’s all strip while Don’s inside,” said Emily.

“Fine with me,” said Sue. “But let me ask something first. Are you two thinking we’re all going to have sex tonight? Is that why you’re here?”

“It’s been on my mind, Sue,” said Kate. “Am I out of line? Was last Saturday night a one-time deal? I guess I really don’t know where we are here.”

“That’s why I asked,” said Sue. “Don and I both loved being with you the other night. It was wonderful. We would like to enjoy many nights like that with you, and Emily too. We’ve known her a long time. I assumed that’s why you sent the picture, Kate. You wanted us to include Emily?”

“We were goofing off but yes, I wanted Emily to experience what I experienced with you. She came with me knowing it was a possibility.”

“Well, Don and I would both love that. Now, we’re not swingers. We’re not looking for sex partners. But when something like this comes along, where we know each other, and it feels right, we can respond to that.”

“And if we have sex with Don, that’s fine?” asked Emily. “I guess I mean if I do?”

“He would love that. You’re both beautiful young women. Why wouldn’t he?”

“So, now it’s out in the open, right?” asked Kate. “We’re people who have sex with other, and it’s okay to admit we want to?”

“I liked that you’re really being so specific, Kate. Yes, we can have sex and be friends and enjoy life in our special way and all the other ways too. If you feel the urge to feel my tits, feel them. I’ll do the same. Don too. If you’re not in the mood, just say so. That’s how it works with couples. Same difference.”

“So, that means I can take off my clothes, right?” asked Emily. “For some reason I really want Don to come back and see me naked.”

“Emily, take it easy. Let’s strip to our underwear. We’re wearing new lingerie, Sue. I think Don will like it,” said Kate.



“

 

I’ll like it


 
,” said Sue. They all stood to take off their jeans and tops.



“Oh yeah… Turn around,” said Sue, seeing Kate and Emily in their new underwear.

They did a twirl, Emily in a thong, Kate in low cut briefs.

“Wow. You two really have it all,” said Sue. “Thanks for the show. Don will be thrilled.”

“Tell Sue about your dressing room routine,” said Emily.

“Having sex in dressing rooms?” asked Sue.



“No. Well,

 

not yet


 
,” said Kate, winking at Emily. “She’s talking about my former career, the one before naked babysitting, of flashing men waiting outside women’s dressing rooms in stores.”



“You mean on purpose, right?” said Sue. Kate nodded. “Oh, yeah, That’s happened to me. Those curtains are pretty shabby sometimes and never close properly. You say what the hell and change. Don’s commented on that too. That’s why he likes shopping with me for clothes.”

Wearing gym shorts, Don returned with a fresh bottle of wine and bowl of ice covered in shrimp with cocktail sauce on the side. “In case we get hungry… Oh, my. Women in their underwear.” Don looked back over his shoulder. “Just checking to see if I passed through the Pearly Gates.”

Emily felt a rush of excitement with Don seeing her in her thong and bra.

“Just to get you up to speed, honey, the girls are hoping to have sex with you tonight.”

“With you too, Sue,” said Kate, adding depth to their hopes.

Sue laughed. “Don, I mean we’re all having sex together later if you’re up for it. So much for spontaneity, eh?” She laughed again.

Despite the low light, it was clear Don was blushing.

Sue resumed her story about their vacation and meeting the two Dutch women.

“I got back to the room after leaving Bret. Don was sleeping naked on the bed. I woke him up and dragged him into the shower. It took him a few minutes to get up to speed while I was scrubbing him front and back. I said we might be having a sleepover guest. He gave me a disbelieving look so I told him what Bret said.

“He said, ‘But this is for you, right? She’s sleeping with you. I’m just here?’ We hadn’t really talked about this side of it, that my sleeping with a woman meant he would be too. I didn’t think of it that way when it was all just spinning in my head.

“I told him Bret said she would be sleeping with both of us. Don asked if I was okay with that and I told him the truth. The idea of watching him fuck another woman excited me. The idea of him watching me fuck a woman excited me. He said all of the above really excited him. See how it all works out when you discuss these things openly? I’d held my true feelings back for what, fifteen years? It had been pointless.

“Don asked about Gerdi. I told him what Bret said, that she wouldn’t mind if Bret spent the night with us. Don said, ‘So she’s not part of this?’ No, I told him. At least not yet. I sort of wanted her to be, for Don’s sake. My eyes were on Bret.”

“Can I step in here, Sue?” said Don. Sue nodded. “We get to the restaurant and both Gerdi and Bret are looking like elevens. Blond, fair features, tall, thin, Gerdi is buxom and showing it. Sue is dressed to the nines too, or as much as you can be in the tropics. All of us are tan and looking especially healthy. Every eye in the restaurant is on the Dutch girls as we go up to them to say hello. Bret gives Sue a big kiss on the lips. I’m smiling, not expecting a kiss from anyone. Then I feel Gerdi putting her arms around me and coming in for a kiss, which I think is going to be on the cheek but no, it’s right on the lips. And she parts her lips and I feel her tongue slide over my teeth.

“I’m surprised. I look at Sue and see she’s smiling, not frowning. She looks happier than she did on our wedding day. All I’m doing here is showing up, you know? And seconds later I’m sitting at a table with three beautiful women, in the tropics, and it looks like we’re going to be getting along very well.

“I sit next to Gerdi and Sue and Bret are across from us. I’m still adjusting to everything. Then I feel Gerdi’s hand on my thigh and she leans in to say, ‘I hope you don’t mind if I join you tonight?’. I look across the table to Sue and Bret, and Bret said, ‘It’s okay, yes?’. I don’t know if she means okay for Gerdi to join us for dinner or the whole evening. I said, ‘Of course!’ and Sue smiled.

“Then I felt Gerdi’s hand move to my crotch. Of course, I have an erection. She squeezes it and I start thinking, oh, how I love the Dutch, my wife, and life in general.”

“I bet you have an erection right now,” said Sue.

Emily and Kate looked for any evidence. The light was just enough to reveal Don indeed had an erection. Sue reached over and pulled his shorts down and there it was. Emily gasped a little. Kate smiled at Sue and at Emily.

“I guess I do,” said Don. He pulled his shorts back up and Emily frowned, stood up, and pulled off her thong. “Now you,” she said, looking at Don.

Sue said, “Oh, she’s asking so nicely, Don. Don’t be rude.”

“You want me naked, huh? Let me get some towels. This webbing isn’t comfortable on bare skin.” Don stood and dropped his shorts. His erection was sticking straight up in the air. He said, “Happy now?”

All the women enthusiastically concurred they were happy. Don went over to a closet on the deck and got them all towels. Emily bent over to place hers on her chair. Kate slapped her ass and said, “Now isn’t that a fine ass?”

“You girls are beautiful everywhere we look,” said Sue. “Should I continue with the story? It goes pretty quick from here.”

“Oh, God yes,” said Emily, sitting down. Kate laughed.

“Definitely,” said Kate. Grinning, she added, “I can’t wait to hear what you had for dessert.”

“So,” continued Sue, picking up from where Don left off. “We’re sitting at dinner, Gerdi is fondling my husband, Bret and I are touching under the table, the menus come and we all look at each other and Don says, ‘Is anyone really hungry? How about we just order appetizers?’.

“We all agreed. Don ordered two bottles of champagne. It turns out to be pretty decent for the tropics, Charles Heidsieck Cuvee, about $550 a pop. We drink it in no time, barely touch the appetizers, and by now were basically all sitting there mauling each other. Don ordered two more bottles to go and we went to the girl’s room.

“They had a giant king size bed. While Don is opening another bottle of champagne, Gerdi pulls off her dress and underwear and then pulls down Don’s pants. He steps out of them and she starts sucking his cock, but really just teasing it. Don sets the bottle down, pulls Gerdi up and gives her a kiss, then picks her up and sets her on the bed. He returns to the champagne and pours us each a glass.

“We all toast. I’m already mostly undressed so I finish the job. Bret pulls off her dress and underwear. Then the women all sit on the bed with their champagne while Don is standing in front of us with a full erection. We’re all naked and drinking and looking at each and no one knows exactly how to proceed. We started laughing, at least the women did. Don is looking at us not really understanding why we’re suddenly laughing. And then it becomes clear to him. We’re kind of waiting for him to make a move, to start the ball rolling.

“So we’re having a moment of silliness. Gerdi gets up on her hands and knees on the bed with her ass facing Don. She wiggles it at him. He looks at me. I give him a ‘go for it’ look. He walks to the side of the bed and pulls Gerdie to the edge and slowly enters her. She lets out a moan and says something in Dutch. I look at Bret who translates, ‘She said she likes it. She always starts this way. She’s very orgasmic. You’ll see’. Bret and I scoot further onto the bed so we’re lying next to Gerdi. I reach over to play with her breasts while Don is fucking her from behind. I feel Don’s hand cover mine. I look at him and he looks like he’s in heaven. Gerdi leans over to kiss me. While we’re kissing I feel Bret between my legs.

“Her hair is tickling my thighs. I look down and she’s just looking at my pussy. Then her eyes come up and meet mine, and she lowers her mouth and starts kissing the top of my slit. Just kisses. It feels like wet butterflies landing and lifting off. Then she moves around the area and keeps lightly kissing me. It’s driving me mad. I want her inside me.

“I’m now so intent on Bret that I hadn’t notice Gerdi and Don switched positions. She was now on her back with her legs wrapped around Don’s shoulders. As he’s fucking her I see his tight ass bobbing, something I’d only caught in the mirror or in our videos. In the flesh, it was miraculous to behold, really.

“As I was admiring his ass, Bret’s tongue penetrated, the first time a woman has ever done that to me. I let out a gasp. She went deep then licked my lips and penetrated again. She avoided my clit on purpose. Then I felt her fingers roaming along with her tongue. She flirted with my ass. I really thought I was going to let go at any second.

“Brett sensed exactly where I was. She stood up and laid on my side, leaned over and started kissing me. My hand went to her cleft. She was so wet my fingers just slipped into her. She responded to my touch by humping my hand and soaking it. While we kissed I lost track of Gerdi and Don until I felt him filling me up, and it was like the first time. Now he was fucking me and kissing my breasts and Bret was lying on her back while Gerdi went down on her. Bret sounded like she was going to come. Not wanting to yet, she tapped Gerdi’s shoulder and said something in Dutch. Gerdi moved up Bret’s side and tapped Don. He looked at her and she motioned for him to move to Bret, who looked at me and smiled. Yes, I thought. I have to share Don. He moved over and onto Bret and just slipped in. We were all so wet by now he didn’t need to be gentle with any of us.

“Gerdi and I kissed and played with Bret’s breasts as Don fucked her. I could tell Don was getting close. Bret sensed it too. She tapped his shoulder and he pulled himself out. There we were three women lying in front of him naked. Bret again said something to Gerdi in Dutch. Gerdi looked at me and said. ‘Bret wants you now’. I positioned myself over Bret. Don laid down next to her and looked at me. I smile at him, then started kissing Bret’s pussy like she had kissed mine. Just light, feathery kisses. She reacted immediately, lifting herself into each one, begging with her moans for more, for deeper kisses, for longer kisses.

“I started licking up and down. I licked down to her ass and up again. When I reached the top I inserted a finger, then two then alternated my strokes. I was so turned on I was literally sucking now, drinking her in. And then I focused on her clit. Gently, and then with greater and greater focus. Bret erupted into a full body orgasm. I didn’t let go. I felt every quiver of her body through my tongue and down into my soul.

“I lifted myself over her to put my face on her tummy. She ran her fingers through my hair. It felt like bliss. I left my head there and rode her belly while it rose and fell regaining her normal breathing.

“I hate to interrupt,” said Emily. “I need to go hold your husband’s dick if that’s okay.” She was jumping right in, thought Kate.

“I think he’d like that,” said Sue. Don laughed. His erection was as taut as ever, looking almost painful. Emily stood up, removed her bra, grabbed her towel and laid it front of Don. She sat on her legs and leaned into Don’s lap. She grabbed his penis and pulled it over and into her mouth. Don leaned back with a moan. Emily then removed it and slapped it on her cheek, making an audible sound.”

“That was just to say hello, Don. Really, I just need to hold it for now while Sue finishes the story.” She gently held Don’s penis in her hand, her head resting on his thigh, and gave her attention to Sue.

“I hope you’re not feeling left out, Kate,” laughed Sue. “I don’t have a penis for you to hold.”

“I think watching Emily and Don will be enough for now. I guess I like watching too,” said Kate. “This is Emily’s night for new things.”

Emily sucked on Don’s cock again, then said, “He’s a little drippy. That was just some maintenance.”

Don patted Emily’s head. Sue smiled at them and continued.

“So, we were one down and three to go,” she laughed. “Really, getting four people off takes some planning. I looked at Don and he nodded at Gerdi, who was stroking Bret’s breasts and torso. I moved over between her legs and started kissing her as I’d just done with Bret’s, and she’s mine now. She tasted sweet and more aromatic than Bret. I wanted to drink her in as well. I moved more quickly and she seemed hungry for this pace. I licked her bud and swirled my fingers inside her and that was all it took. She came violently. I had my hands over her thighs and she was lifting me off the bed.

“I rose up her body kissing as I went and nestled between her breasts. I reached over to fondle Bret’s breasts. She was gently stroking Don’s cock as they kissed.

“Feeling my touch, Bret looked at me and smiled. She said something in Dutch to Gerdi, who got up and went to a suitcase and returned with a tube of something. Bret said, ‘Now you, yes? Come over me here, okay?’ She pointed to her face. Gerdi handed her a pillow, which Bret put behind her head. She pulled me over her, directing me up to her face. She said, ‘Lower.’ I lowered my pussy to Bret’s mouth, leaning my body over her head. I’m holding myself up with my arms, rocking myself over her face, her tongue working magic inside me. Then I feel something on my ass. It’s Gerdi, and she’s lubing me up. I feel her fingers enter. It sends a jolt through me. I’m not sure I like it, then I do. She’s gentle but, but going deeper and deeper, and there’s now so much going on down there I can’t focus, but then it all comes into focus, and I started coming in torrents. First in my pussy, then my ass, then both. It rose to a crescendo and then I’m just gone.

“I rolled off Bret onto my side. I can’t move. I lie there for a while and Bret is rocking me like a baby. Gerdi got a towel and cleaned me up. I pulled her over and kissed her as deeply as I could, and then Bret.

“Don is smiling. As far as I know, he hasn’t come yet. He’s in heaven staring at three naked women. He’s been inside each of us, he’s tasted us, we’ve tasted him. I’m wondering where we can go and then Gerdi is lubing up Don’s cock, really slathering it with her lube. Don shoots me a glance, looking a little uneasy. Bret got up and moved over so Gerdi could be where she was. Gerdi hands Bret the lube and gets on her hands and knees.

“Bret squirts some lube on her fingers and gently massages it into Gerdi’s ass. Gerdi moans and lowers herself down on her elbows. Bret touches Don’s arm and sort of nods to him to go for it, to fuck Gerdi in the ass. He looked at me and I just thought, go for it! I wanted to see him take her in the ass. I don’t know why. It’s never been a thing for me, but she obviously wanted him to.



“I think Bret has picked up that this wasn’t part of our routine. She looked at Don and said, ‘Slowly, then harder.’ When Don had given me that glance I’d noticed his dick wasn’t as hard as it had been, but now he’s fully erect again. Gerdi’s ass looks beautiful sticking up in the air like that, slim and taut. Don lifted himself up and gently inserted the tip of his cock into her. She said, ‘Yes, more. More is okay’ and Don obliged. I thought there’s no way all of it is going inside that Dutch woman. She kept it up, though, saying

 

more, more, more is okay


 
.



“So now my husband is fucking this other woman’s ass. That was another first. Don was panting. I could see he was loving it. Gerdi reached a stage where she’s screaming the ‘mores’ and ‘deepers’. Then it was obvious she was coming, and that Don was too.

“They fell over into a heap, literally. After a few minutes, Bret very tenderly told them to go take a shower. She got in with them, and then I did. We showered until there was no more hot water.

“Bret straightened out the bed and we all sat on it drinking champagne. It was warm by then but it didn’t matter. Gerdi nestled into Don. I guess the ass fuck was really bonding for them. We laughed, wondering if anyone had been neglected in the rotations.

“Bret asked me how I liked tasting a woman. I told her I loved the taste, and that she and Gerdi tasted differently. She snapped teasingly at Gerdi, saying something in Dutch, then told me that Gerdi used ‘aromas’ like it was cheating.

“So, ladies and gentlemen, that’s how Don and Sue became liberated. Blame the Dutch. Ever since then Don and I have lovebirds in a constant heat for each other.”

“Wow,” said Kate. “Tell us again, tell us again!”

“I liked it. I found it really moving,” said Emily, still holding Don’s cock. “Look at this,” she held out her hand. “How much precum do guys have? My hand is dripping.”

“Whatever it takes, I guess,” said Sue. “Thank God for that.”

“I don’t need any,” said Kate. “I’m soaked.” She stood up and removed her underwear and, looking at Emily, said, “Do you mind?”

Emily gave Don’s cock a kiss and said, “See ya later.” She got up and Kate took her place. She put his cock in her mouth and savored it for a few minutes, then released it with a popping sound.

“Did you guys hang out the rest of the time you were there?” Kate asked.

“They were there for three more days and then moved to a cottage further away. We wore each other out pretty thoroughly I’d say, wouldn’t you Don?”

“Yes. But we did a lot of other stuff. We sailed, scuba dived, snorkeled, played tennis. They were fun. We’re still in touch. Bret’s married now. To a guy.”

They dug into the shrimp and sipped their wine. Emily, Don, and Kate were now all naked. Sue sat in her underwear. They were all idling on a plateau of high arousal. They knew where the evening was headed and paced themselves.

“You cured your marriage,” said Kate, summarizing. “When you decided sex with other people was okay you got the hots for each other again.”

“In a way, yes. ‘Sex with other people’ is too vague, though. And it can be dangerous for some couples. There’s the risk of falling for someone else and destroying the marriage that way. But Don and I don’t want anyone else. We want to grow old together,” said Sue.

“We’re not out there looking to just have sex with people,” said Don. “We’re not swingers. But we know there are special situations that can arise, special attractions, but there has to be some substance and familiarity.”

“But you had just met the Dutch women,” said Emily. “There couldn’t have been much familiarity with them.”

“No,” said Sue. “But that was a special circumstance. We were on vacation, in the tropics. We’d just experienced a life-transforming revelation. Some situations create special circumstances and you accelerate the pace, I guess. Plus, I liked Bret immediately, and Gerdi. You would too if you met them.”

“And you guys both felt it for Kate,” said Emily. “You agreed you both wanted her in your bedroom.”

“Over time we agreed. We followed Kate’s adventures and we both fell in love with her,” said Sue. “She’s got some balls. But we weren’t planning to do anything about it. We were just open.”

“See, that’s what I keep telling you, Kate. You got balls,” said Emily.

“Style,” said Don. “She’s got a certain style. She knows herself, knows where her buttons are. It’s very seductive. Plus, she’s beautiful. So are you, Emily.”

“Honestly, you’re both young but seem wise beyond your years. Don and I aren’t prowling for young women. But Kate came to us, in a way. So have you now, Emily. You’re now sitting in our backyard naked. A few minutes ago you were holding my husband’s cock in your hand. You weren’t asked to do that, right? It’s just moved in that direction organically. We’ve got the same vibes.”

“Last Saturday night wasn’t planned,” said Don. “It just evolved. And here we are almost a week later, still evolving.”

“How did it evolve with Mrs. Chelsea? Diana? Is that something you can talk about?” asked Kate.

“She was in the midsts of her divorce. She was sad. I had her over for a drink so she could vent. She walked over, so her car wasn’t here. Don got home from work and went straight upstairs to change. I was in the kitchen with Diana and we were on our second bottle of wine, the twins were in their playpen.

“Don came down the stairs saying ‘Honey, I’m home’. I said ‘In the kitchen’ and he walked in naked carrying some towels. He was headed to the hot tub off the kitchen. He saw Diana and said something like, ‘Oh Jesus! I’m sorry! I didn’t know we had company!’ Diana just stared at him, just drank him in. I could tell she was immediately smitten. Don wrapped the towel around his waist. I laughed.

“He played with the twins. I got him a glass of wine, and then things just kind of evolved. I guess that’s our theme for the evening, ‘evolution’.”

“Hey, don’t skip the details!” said Emily. “Don’t leave it at ‘things evolved’.”

“There’s a hot tub? Where?” said Kate. “I haven’t seen it.”

“It’s in a kind of secret garden, off the nook in the kitchen.”

“Why aren’t we in it right now?”

“It’s a hot tub, Kate. We’re already hot,” said Sue.

“No, I turned the heater off. It’s just the filter running. It’s air temperature,” said Don.

“Can I see it?” asked Kate.

Don took Kate to see the hot tub off the kitchen, both of them naked.

“You really don’t mind sharing Don?” asked Emily.

“No. Not this way, not like this. We’re all sharing each other, aren’t we? I know Don is in heaven right now. He’s got two coeds naked in his backyard. The evening is still young. Wherever he goes, I go with him. Well, except right this minute.”

“What if they were fucking right now, alone?”

“What if we were fucking right now? What would it matter?”

“I suppose you’re right,” said Emily. “I’m still working it all out. I’m thinking down the road when I’m with someone and thinking of marriage, and the idea of sharing Kate with a husband. I wouldn’t want to be with anyone that didn’t love Kate too.”

“You’re much better off than I was. You’ll know going into marriage what you really want, what kind of life you want. I didn’t figure it out until much later. I’m sure if you meet a guy and tell him your situation he’ll fall completely in love with you. If he has any problem with it, you’ll know he’s not for you…”

Kate returned. “We’re getting in the tub. The water’s perfect. Don’s opening some champagne.”

They stopped in the kitchen. Sue went to the bathroom. Emily walked around the island counter, peered into the dining room, then took a quick spin of the other rooms. She came back and said, “I like it. I like being naked in someone else’s house. It feels exciting. I get it, Kate. I understand your babysitting kink a little better now.”

“And where are your clothes?” asked Kate. “They’re on the deck, right? If the doorbell rang you’d have to make a mad dash. Be careful you don’t fall and knock yourself out. You never know what could happen.”

They all laughed. Sue returned and was now naked too. They all stood around the island sipping champagne. Kate and Emily were feeling perfectly relaxed. Sue and Don had their arms around each other.

Sue looked at Don’s cock and said, “Oh, honey, are we boring you?” She moved behind him and reached around to grab and pump his penis. It quickly restored itself to Olympic form.

“I was getting used to standing here with three naked beautiful women. I actually forgot I was naked. Thanks for reminding me.”

“So, you liked the nude beach? I’d like to try that,” said Emily.

“Yes. When you get used to it you can’t imagine wearing a suit again, especially a wet suit,” said Sue. “As Don just proved, you do get used to it.”

They went to the tub and got in. The water felt like a bath.

For the first time that evening, Emily and Kate embraced. Emily sat on Kate’s legs facing her as she’d done in the grotto at the club. Don and Sue also cuddled and kissed, and both couples were lost in their own worlds for a moment, then Don proposed a toast.

“To us,” he said. They emptied their glasses and Don poured out the rest of the champagne. Don sat up on the edge of the tub to let the water’s evaporation have a cooling effect. His erection now showed no sign of acclimation to the nudity. Emily moved between Don’s legs and started sucking his cock.

Kate moved to Sue and they embraced. Kate said, “I think Em has the hots for your husband.” Emily did her best to give Kate a playful kick across the small tub.

“Let’s all suck his dick,” said Sue. She and Kate moved to either side of Don and began licking his cock along with Emily. They kept it up until he protested, saying they’d better stop or he’d come on all of them. Sue switched her attention to Emily, for which Emily now seemed ravenous.

Kate finally said, “Let’s get a room, folks.”

They got out of the tub, dried off and headed to the master bedroom.


 

Chapter 19: I Love You Emily


On the way upstairs Kate picked up her backpack. She was no longer sure about filming their pending escapade. Something told her some memories are best stored in brain matter rather than bytes. When they got to the master bedroom she saw Don hadn’t set up his Nikon. She left her backpack in a corner.

Sue lit candles. The only other light came from a small lamp on the dresser. Emily went to the bathroom, then came out asking if there was a toothbrush she could use. Sue provided her with one and brushed her teeth as well. Don and Kate followed suit. Once again Kate found herself brushing her teeth with naked people beside her, their loose bits, boobs and a penis, jiggling back at them in the mirror. A feeling of closeness warmed her spirit and enlivened her arousal.

Back in the master bedroom, Kate told Emily to lie in the center of the bed. “This is just a reminder, folks,” she said. “We’re about to take Emily across the threshold.”

Emily looked gorgeous lying naked on the bed. Kate put a pillow under her head. Don, not quite sure of what to do next, was instructed to lie next to Emily with Sue on her other side. Kate sat on her knees between Emily’s legs. Their whole evening up this point amounted to foreplay and Kate could see Emily’s excitement was at its peak.

They all began softly stroking and kissing Emily from head to toe. Kate nimbly flirted with her pussy, coming near but not touching, and Emily melted into the attention. When Kate moved up Emily’s thighs with her fingers, then parted them to just brush her pubic hair, Emily lifted her pelvis in protest, reaching for Kate’s fingers, begging them inside. Emily held Don’s penis in her left hand and stroked Sue’s thighs with her right. Their syncopating rhythms, the increasing pressure and attention moving around Emily’s body, were driving her into a state of absolute and desperate arousal.

Kate leaned over Emily and descended to kiss her breasts, then up to her mouth. Their tongues mingled as Emily moaned and heaved herself up against Kate’s belly.

Kate lifted herself and paused, looking deep into Emily’s eyes. She said, “I love you, Emily. I really, really love you.” She lowered her body to position her face over Emily’s center and started lightly kissing and licking her pubic hair, just teasing. As Emily pined for more, her breath betraying her impatience, Kate slipped her tongue into Emily’s caressing pink folds.

The effect was startling to all present. Emily let out a moan that could be heard on the other side of the moon. It was perhaps part lament for all of the time they’d lost by not acknowledging their immutable truths. She squeezed Don’s cock and her nails traced lines over Sue’s thighs. She heaved her pelvis into Kate’s kisses and tongue, writhing in ecstasy. Kate quickened her pace, escalating her penetrations, probing deeper into Emily. Kate read every quiver and pulse emanating from Emily as if her body was its reflection, a returning echo. Emily brought her hands down to Kate’s head as the earth lost all its gravity and she flew into oblivion, coming and coming again into Kate’s mouth.

Kate gently pressed her tongue against the subsiding waves of Emily’s orgasm, riding it down until it was a ripple, then calm. Kate rested her head on Emily’s belly and for a moment all was quiet.

When Kate lifted her head and looked at Emily she saw a few tears streaming down her cheeks. She moved up and kissed her face and tenderly licked the tears. Emily gave her a smothering hug.

Kate sat up on Emily’s stomach, her legs astride her. She was soaked and still a bit breathless. She saw Sue also had tears lining her cheeks.

“That was beautiful,” Sue said. “I think that was the most beautiful expression of love I’ve ever witnessed.” She leaned over and kissed Kate, then Emily, then her husband. She said, “We do good work here, don’t we?”

They all silently agreed with their smiles.

“Wow,” said Emily. “Just fucking wow.”

“Aren’t you glad we saved it up, Em?” said Kate. “I thought you might like it.”

Emily sat up and gave Kate another hug and hungry kiss. She said, “I love you, Kate. I love you more than anything in the world.” She scooted herself up the bed, past Sue and Don, and rested her back on the headboard. “Kate, come up here next to me. Help me bathe in my afterglow.” She laughed. Kate moved up to her side.

“Now, Mr. Stone, I want to see how you and your wife do it,” said Emily, smiling.

“Happy to oblige,” said Sue. She laid sideways across the bottom of the bed and looked at her husband. “Come on, honey, do me. They want to watch.” She spread her legs and bent her knees.



Don moved between her legs and buried his face in Sue. She arched her back as Don licked her lovingly back and forth, up and down, in and out. Emily squeezed Kate’s hand whispering, “Oh,

 

this is hot


 
. I’ve never watched anyone before.”



After just a few minutes, Sue’s face acquired a look of agony, straining against an invisible forces. Her fingers and toes extended as if to leave their sockets, and then she spasmed into a fury of surrender, releasing a flurry of exclamations and blasphemies, a torrent of expletives.  Don then slipped his cock into her as if to say ‘this is isn’t over yet’. She had another wave of orgasm as intense as before. Kate and Emily absorbed the spectacle with unbelieving eyes.

“Just wow,” said Emily. Kate squeezed her arm.

Don withdrew, still fully erect, and kissed Sue all over. She pulled him in for a full embrace, then dropped her arms to her side and laughed. She said, “You get me every time, you bastard. The Double Whammy.” Don kissed her a final time and sat on the edge of the bed stroking his wife’s legs.

Emily shifted herself off the bed, stood up and, looking down at herself, said, “Gosh, I’m just drippy. I need to rehydrate. She went into the bathroom with her champagne glass and filled it several times. Kate followed her in and did the same. When she was finished, Emily and kissed her, holding her tight. She then smacked Kate’s bottom and said, “Go lie down, girl, and spread ‘em.”

“Are you sure, Em?”

“I’m totally sure. We have to fully consummate our little affair here. I look at as a preview for the rest of our summer.”



Kate went to bed and spread herself out, mimicking Leonardo da Vinci’s

 

Vitruvian Man


 
. Don and Sue gave her room. Don couldn’t help but to stroke Kate’s breasts as Sue stroked her head. Emily came out of the bathroom rubbing a towel between her legs and laughed at herself. “I’m not kidding about the dripping, folks. My thighs were making a swishing sound when I walked.”



She looked at Kate spread out on the bed smiling at her. Her legs were wide open. Emily could see her engorged lips and pink center. She knelt on the bed and bent down to admire Kate there. She looked up at Sue and said, “What’s the word. Sue? Yum?”

Emily started slowly kissing Kate’s cleft, letting each kiss linger. She drew a finger up and down, then gently spread Kate’s lips. She let the tip of tongue loiter along each side down to her perineum and back up again. Kate’s pelvis undulated in appreciation.

Emily’s tongue probed and rose to curl over Kate’s clit, causing her to gasp in response. Emily inserted her fingers as her tongue pressed Kate’s clit and then swirled around it with its tip. She felt Kate’s motion sync with her own and they rode the tremors of Kate’s arriving orgasm together. They were transported as a single being into an eclipse where time stood still. Don and Sue held Kate’s arms as her body shook and this captivity added to the tension seeking release. She was now helpless, save for letting herself go completely.

Emily buried her face in Kate’s breasts, kissing them, savoring them, letting her love for Kate mingle into the afterglow. They were all quiet once again as Kate’s bliss filled the room with her joy and the joy of Kate and Emily’s full union.

Don and Sue caressed their bodies, their hands like long tapered brushes tracing their curves. Kate acknowledged their touching, turning to kiss them both. Emily lifted her head and turned to Don.

She said, “Are you up for some special bonding, Don? It feels like we’ve neglected you.”

“Are you kidding? I’m wondering now if angels are going to appear. I’m thinking you two should move in.”

Sue gave him a teasing smack. “What do you have in mind, Emily?”

“I’ve never had it the Dutch Way,” she laughed. “You know, Gerdi style. I’m wondering if Don’s up for it.”

“Honey?” said Sue.

“Emily. I love that you’re offering me your ass, but I don’t want to hurt you. Have you ever done it before?”

“Not with a man.”

“You mean you tried with a dildo, right?” said Sue.

“Yeah. Sort of,” said Emily. “But it wasn’t quite Don’s size.”

“Emily,” said Sue. “Don and I only do that on special occasions, special occasions meaning never.”

“You don’t? I still want to try. I’ve been thinking it was a possibility after hearing about Gerdi, and you saying Don loved it.”

“You’re getting me ramped up again, Emily,” said Kate.

“If she’s game, honey, I’d say get the lube,” said Sue. “I know you’ll be gentle. Emily, if it’s too much, say so.”

Don got up, his erection now looking very anticipatory. Kate winced, thinking there was no way Emily could take it in her ass. Don returned and handed the lube to Sue. She squeezed out a big dollop and spread it over Don’s cock. She handed the tube to Kate as Emily turned onto her tummy and lifted her backside into the air. Kate laughed as she teased Emily’s rectum, slathering it with lubricant. She reached down to Emily’s pussy and massaged her, and finding her soaking wet again, drew some of that moisture up to her backside.

Kate laid next to Emily and held her hand and Don got between her legs and dipped the tip of his cock into Emily. She tensed for a moment, then relaxed. She said, “I’m okay.”

“Slow, honey,” said Sue.

Don, who had been holding his breath, released it, and said, “Oh, you’re so tight, Emily. Are you sure?” He gently inserted himself deeper. Emily tensed again, then relaxed.

“Go all the way,” she said. Kate felt Emily’s grip tighten.

Don buried his cock in Emily, who gasped, then said, “It’s okay… Oh yes. You can go harder… Okay. YES! Oh Jesus… Mr Stone! You’re fucking my ass!” She was now gasping with each thrust, biting her lip, and squeezing Kate’s hand as Don’s momentum increased.

“Oh God, Emily,” said Don. He was grunting now. “JESUS!”

“KATE!” screamed Emily. “Touch me! Finger me!”

Kate did so and both Emily and Don swelled in unison into a rolling orgasm. Emily rose erect and Don cupped her breasts as his buttocks tensed and he released one final thrust. Emily slowly lowered herself. Don gestured to remove his cock but Emily said no, to let it go soft inside her. Don collapsed on top of her and clasped her hands. He kissed her neck as Sue tenderly stroked his back. Kate laid next to Emily and let her hands roam over both of them.

Once fully detumesced, Don rolled off Emily. They took a shower together then rejoined the others. They all realigned themselves side by side and formed a foursome cuddle, their limbs intertwined.

Soon they were all asleep.


 Chapter 20: Now What?


In the kitchen, Kate bounced one of the twins on her knee while Sue attempted to feed the other one breakfast. Emily sat next to Kate spreading avocado on toast while Don cooked himself a man breakfast at the stove.

“No, not in your hair, sweetie,” Sue said, as her toddler smeared oatmeal across her forehead. A good amount had also landed on Sue’s apron, which was the extent of her attire aside from panties.

“There’s no point getting dressed to feed them. You’ll have to change afterward no matter how well it goes.”

Both Kate and Emily’s clothes, left on the deck the night before, were soaked during an evening shower and were now tumbling in the dryer, adding to the morning soundtrack. They each wore a pair of Don’s briefs as a joke, which Emily supplemented with one of his dress shirts.

“How long have they been weaned,” asked Kate.

“Six months, give or take,” said Sue. She reached under her apron and lifted each breast. “That’s all they could handle. Now I’ve got mom tits.”

“Beautiful tits,” said Don from the stove.

“They look like mine,” said Kate.

“They’re a lot little less perky. I don’t mind. It was worth it.” Sue tweak her daughter’s nose, making her giggle and causing her to leak oatmeal.

There was a sound of bacon sizzling in a pan. Dust motes lazily traversed sunbeams entering from the side deck glass doors. Kate’s toddler was getting fidgety so she set her down to wander over to her toys in a nearby basket. Kitchen sounds mingling with the hum from the dryer gave the ambiance a homey feel.

“Well, this all seems like a normal Saturday morning, doesn’t it?” said Kate.

“Why shouldn’t it be?” asked Emily. “I was just sitting here wondering how to spend the day, like it’s a normal Saturday.”

“Emily, you’re sitting in your underwear in the Stone’s kitchen. We all slept together last night. It’s not even your underwear. It’s Don’s.”

Sue laughed. “Your clothes should be dry, but there’s no rush. What are you thinking of doing today, Emily? How do you two normally spend it? Together?”

That summer, Kate felt all the days were Saturdays. The summer before they both had jobs as a proof of their industry, she in addition to her babysitting. There were six weeks left before the Fall term separated them.

“Normally we start off with a run,” said Emily, smiling. “But today I’m a little sore. I think I’ll give it a pass.”

“On a normal day, we usually check in with each other around noon and go from there. We’re taking summer courses online. We usually end up at the country club or the park at some point. We don’t really go out much.”

Don sat down at their table with his breakfast and dug in.

“Well,” said Sue. “My husband is leaving me with the twins so he can go work, the brute. I’ll be all alone adult-wise.”

“Aw, honey. That must suck for you,” said Don, winking at Kate and Emily.

“You can play with us, Mrs. Stone,” said Emily. Using Sue’s surname added to the levity of her remark, she hoped, and weight to the idea. They were friends now and not just the daughters of their acquaintances.

“To tell the truth, I was just going to put the twins in the sandbox and tan on the deck with my laptop,” said Sue. “You’re welcome to hang out. I’d like that. Will your moms be wondering where you two are?”

Kate knew her mother would suspect she had stayed the night at Emily’s, and vice versa. They never bothered to check. “No. They’ll each think we’re at the other’s house. Anyway, we need to get our suits.”

“Why?” asked Sue. “I won’t be wearing mine.”

Don finished his breakfast and went upstairs with Sue, each with a twin in tow, so she could give them baths and get them dressed.

Kate turned to Emily and suggested they have a short walk. They got their clothes out of the dryer and dressed. Kate hollered up the stairs to let Sue know they heading out for a bit.

“I thought we should give them some space,” said Kate, once outdoors. “How’s your ass?”

“Tender. I bled a little. We need to change their sheets. I was a little embarrassed.”

“She’s already taken care of that. They were piled on the floor next to the washer. There’s no reason to be embarrassed, after all we’ve done with them. I mean, really. Bodily fluids aren’t a problem between us, I assure you.”

“You have a point.”

“Now that we can talk, how was it for you? Last night I mean,” asked Kate.

“Are you asking about my ass again? It’s fine. I liked it. Will I repeat it? Probably not. I should make a list so I can keep track of what I’m done, now that I’m all liberated.”

“I’m asking about us.”

“I’m walking on the clouds, Kate. I am. My dreams came true last night, and I’m talking about you. Us. I’m glad you made us wait. It was sort of extra special to have Sue and Don share that moment. It was like being told we were okay to love each other this way.”

“You know,” said Kate. “I’ve had a secret from you for a long time now.”

“Oh God,” said Emily. “Tell me.”

“I never lost my virginity that night when we both said we lost it. I chickened out. I ended up giving the guy a handjob. That was it.”

“You’re kidding… Why did you tell me you lost it?”

“So you wouldn’t pressure me. Plus, I didn’t really want to lose it to that guy.”

“So when did you lose it? College?”

“No. I lost it to Mr. Stone last Saturday night. That was my first time.”

“You lost it to Mr. Stone? Don? Did he know?”

“Yes. I told both of them beforehand. He was really gentle, made me make sure I was ready. Just before he entered me I had to assure him again.”

“So, you haven’t been screwing anybody at college,” said Emily. “You made it sound like you had a guy with ‘benefits’ all year.”

“I know. I’m sorry. Tom fingers me, I give him handjobs, that’s all. I really like him. In fact, he’s like Don in some ways. I think it’s because I like him so much that I wanted to save my virginity, you know, like, ‘for when we get married’.”

“So, Saturday night was the first time for everything, right? Intercourse, oral sex with a woman, with a man too I guess.”

“Yup,” said Kate.

“I’m a little blown away… But to be honest, I’ve only screwed less than a half-dozen times, not counting last night. I know I played it up, but…”

“So we’re sort of even.”

“You could look at it that way,” said Emily. “I’m not sure it really balances, but…”

“With you, today, I’m thinking we’re somehow always going to be together. That’s the feeling you get when you really fall in love, isn’t it? That you’ll somehow be together happily ever after?”

Emily gave Kate a big kiss, holding her cheeks in her hands. Kate didn’t resist.

With perfect timing, Don drove past them and honked his horn, waving. They waved back.

The neighborhood hummed with the usual weekend activity. Lawn mowers navigated hedges and shrubs were trimmed and flower beds tended as offspring played yard games.

“I think I’ll want this someday,” said Kate. “Not right away, but it’ll be fine when it happens. House, a mortgage… I adore the twins. Sue and Don are lucky. I don’t think I’ve ever heard either of the twins cry. They’re never fussy.”

“I know. And they’re so sweet with them, and so in love with each other, have you noticed?”

“Yeah.”

“They have this funky sex life but they’re so normal. I wouldn’t have thought the two mixed very well, like you could have one or the other, but not both,” said Emily.

“I’m not big on fate but it does seem we’re meeting them in this special way for a reason. Maybe they’re meant to be our mentors. It’s clear we can ask them anything. Sue will tell us if we’re out of line.”

As they approached the front door to go into the Stone’s residence, Emily asked, “What would you say if she said you and I should be a couple?”

Before Kate could answer, Sue was at the door with the twins.


 

Chapter 21: Girl Talk


“Hey,” said Sue. “I’m going to take the twins with me to run a few errands and get them out of the house. It’ll be their nap time when I get back. If you want, we can hang out together on the deck. It’s up to you. I’d enjoy the company.”

Kate looked at Emily to gauge her feelings just as she emitted an acceptance of the proposal. “Sure, that sounds great.”

“Great,” said Sue. “What about dinner too? I can pick something up special. Don likes to grill lobster, if that sounds good to you.”

“Yum,” said Emily. “Can we do anything while you’re away?”

“No, but thanks. Just kick back. I’m sure you two have a lot to talk about.” Sue grinned, knowing they would be Monday quarterbacking recent events.

Kate was pleased to have more private time with Emily, though she wasn’t sure what they needed to talk about. While she felt secure in her feelings for her, she was beginning to wonder how they would shape other aspects of her life. Her horizons now seemed obscured by uncertainties.

Her path had shifted, but where to?

“Why don’t we tidy up the house for Sue?” said Emily, interjecting the present into Kate’s thoughts.

“It looks pretty tidy as it is, doesn’t it?” They looked around to survey the possibilities.

“I guess you’re right,” said Emily. “We can at least remake the bed.” They went upstairs following Emily’s suggestion, but when they got to the master bedroom they saw Sue had taken care of the bed and straightened up generally. As Kate passed the dresser on the way back downstairs a thought occurred to her.

“Wait a minute, Em. You know those pictures I found when I was babysitting? They were in Don’s sock drawer. I think there were pictures of the Dutch girls in there.” She retrieved the photographs and found the nude pictures of Sue with two blonde girls.

“Wow, they are pretty, especially the one with short hair. I can see how she jarred Sue’s memory,” said Emily.

“Memory? What do you mean?”

“Of her college days. Sue said seeing the Dutch girl made her think of the girl she liked in college, unrequited love, all that,” said Emily.

“The one with short hair must be Brett. The other one has bigger boobs. Don called Gerdi ‘buxom’.”

They put the photos back in the drawer and retreated to the kitchen to make coffee. When it finished brewing they poured two cups and went to the side deck off the kitchen with the hot tub. They sat at a small French cafe style table and chairs.

“This really is like a little secret garden. Have you noticed how nice everything is here? They know how to put things together. I guess she has the flair. Don said she did all the decorating.”

“It helps you clear your mind. It’s Zen-like. My mom has shit everywhere,” said Emily. “I feel claustrophobic at home. And nothing seems to match or work together. She doesn’t have the knack.”

“It gives us something to aim for, this lifestyle. Efficient, nice, soothing. That’s their vibe.”

“I think I’ll switch to an apartment when I go back to school. The dorm isn’t working for me anymore,” said Kate. “What do you think?”

“It’ll just be more hassle. I wish we could share a place but the commute would be a killer.”

“Yeah. It’s just a couple more years. We both agreed to stick with our plans no matter what. Back when we agreed the ‘no matter what’ meant men.”

“And here we are now, two lesbos.”

Kate laughed. She’d hope to open a discussion about shaping their futures together but Emily didn’t appear to be in the right headspace, those equations not yet weighing on her mind. Maybe she would get there by the end of the summer.

Then there was Tom, her non-intercourse “benefits” friend back at school. She liked him, and the casual relationship they enjoyed and didn’t want it to end. There was no reason to disrupt it though she felt in need of a second opinion.

“You know that guy I mentioned at school?”

“Tom. Maybe I should call him the finger-banger now.”

“Thanks. Yeah. Him… I was just thinking about what to do with that situation,” said Kate.

“Why is there a need to do anything? Have you been in contact?”

“Not much. Texts. We haven’t spoken much since term ended. I meant more, what do you feel about him?”



“I don’t feel anything… Oh, you mean

 

now


 
what do I feel about him, now that we’ve crossed this bridge. I feel fine. I don’t see any reason for an adjustment there, I’m not going to be hurt if he finger-bangs you again. At least I don’t think so. What do you feel about me sleeping with a guy? Is that going to be a problem?”



“No,” said Kate. “I don’t think so. I think I’d be jealous if you slept with another woman, though.”

“You have a point there. I hadn’t thought about it. I know I liked seeing you with Sue. Imagining you with some girl at your school I don’t know. Now, that’s got some edge to it too, doesn’t it?”

They heard a car arriving in the driveway and the garage door rising. “Right on cue, our mentor-in-chief. We can grill Sue on the subject. I’m sure she’s given it some thought.” said Kate. They went to see if she needed any help.

***

“The twins were tuckered out sooner than I thought. I did get the lobster, nice monsters from Australia. Frozen, but what the hell,” said Sue. The girls helped feed the twins before Sue took them up for a nap.

“Let’s see,” said Sue when she returned. “Saturday means we can drink at two, or in forty-five minutes, but I think we can make an exception with company. How about some light rum daiquiris? We can sit on the deck and have a girl chat.”

“That sounds reasonable to me,” said Emily.

They helped with the drink making, then arranged three chaise lounges on the deck to face the sun. Sue got them towels to lay over them. Sue took off her clothes and Emily and Kate followed suit. There was a sound of activity in the neighbor’s yard, the same neighbor Kate had benefited with a show the Saturday night before.

In a whispery voice, Sue told them where to look for peeping eyes, should the husband of the pair decide to look over his fence. For the moment there were none to be seen.

The sun was of a ruthless mind, and within a few minutes, Sue was up to fetch water-spray bottles for each of them.

Watching Sue retreat to the kitchen, Emily said, “I hope I look that good after having given birth. Twins no less.”

“We’ll have to ask her how she does it.”

“She didn’t eat any breakfast. We haven’t had any lunch. That might be a clue,” said Emily.

“She may have grabbed a bite when she was out or eaten before we got up. I heard the twins around 7:30. I didn’t get downstairs until after 9:00.”

Sue returned with the spray bottles.

“Kate was just saying how great you look, Sue. How do you do it, like, after having had twins?” said Emily.

“Diet and exercise. Plus I have a fast metabolism and genetically everyone in my family is thin, so it’s a common trait among us. I’m like my mom. She never put on weight. How do you guys do it? You both look great.”

“Diet and exercise,” said Kate.

“So, not such big secret, is it. What else is on your minds?”

“How would you feel if Don slept with another woman on his own?”

“I’d kill him and serve his meat to dogs,” said Sue. “I know where you’re going with this. You’re wondering how you should feel if one of you sleeps with another girl, right?”

“Yeah,” said Emily. We’re were discussing it before you got home. Also, the idea of one of us sleeping with a guy.”

“What did you decide?”

“More or less that if one of us sleeps with a guy, the other wouldn’t mind, but if we slept with another girl in secret we might. We haven’t fully decided yet.”

“You’ll get it figured out,” said Sue. “You’re still digesting the whole experience. Thinking about it a week from now won’t have the same impact and you’ll see more clearly. Don’t worry about making big decisions now.”

“Why would you be bothered if Don slept with another woman?” asked Kate.

“That would mean he wasn’t satisfied at home. Plus, it’s cheating. We’re a committed couple. We’re in it for the long haul. We’re both sexual beings too.” Sue paused to organize her thoughts. “We’ve figured out a way to nourish and embrace our sexual desires and our marriage. If Don and I both liked a woman and felt attracted to her sexually, we’d discuss it before exploring it any further. Do you want to know how many times that’s happened? How many women have entered our relationship?”

“I’m not sure we have any right to now but I am curious,” said Emily.

“Six times. You already know about Diana, Bret, Gerdi and yourselves. That’s five. I won’t give you the other name but she’s probably not unfamiliar to you. So, you see, we’re not operating a brothel here. We’re not bringing strangers home to bang. That’s not our scene at all… Oh shit. I forgot sunscreen.” Sue got up to get some, leaving Emily and Kate alone for a moment.

“That puts it all perspective, doesn’t it?” said Kate. “I’m not sure what I expected to hear. She could have said twenty women. Six doesn’t sound like a lot, especially if that includes us.”

“I thought there would have been more but I’m glad it’s only six. Until she put a number on it I was wondering if it was a weekly thing for them. I mean, a weekly thing with new people every time. I wondered but didn’t think so. I know that isn’t where I want to go at all.”

“Here ya go,” said Sue, flipping each of them a bottle of sunscreen. “Who’s first?”

“First? Oh, you mean to get groped under the pretense of having sunscreen applied. I won’t be shy,” said Emily, with the air of being a good sport. She adjusted the lounger so she could lie on her stomach.

“Let’s divvy her up lengthwise,” said Sue. Coconut aromas rose from Emily as they slathered her with lotion.

“Don’t be shy. Spread your legs a little,” said Kate. She teased Emily’s upper inner thighs.

“Careful up there,” warned Emily. “I’m still a little tender.” Sue spanked her bottom.

“You play, you pay,” she said.

Sue and Kate did each other backs, neck to heel, and then adjusted their loungers after replenishing their drinks.

The feel of Sue’s hands over her body and the feel of Sue’s body under her own hands lingered anew in her mind. Both of them had paused to savor each other’s bottom. In twenty minutes or so the process might repeat on their front sides, though they could take care of that themselves.

“Did I startle you two when I mentioned the total number comprising our harem?” asked Sue.

“Neither one of us knew what to expect, but we also didn’t think you were having sex parties every weekend,” said Kate. “I guess I’m surprised it’s so few.”

“Six is a lot more than none. Is that a six hundred percent increase? Math isn’t my strong suit,” said Emily.

“To total lovers? No. Don and I both had others. But since being married then I guess you’re math is correct.”

“What about having other men? Do you want that?” ask Kate.

“Not so far,” said Sue. “We haven’t ruled it out though Don has no interest in being with a guy. I think he told you he would go along if I asked him to, meaning let me be with another man in a menage. The men wouldn’t cross swords. All the focus would be on me, and me them.”

“I can see that. What about you, Kate,” said Emily.

“I got a little rush there thinking about it but we need to retool the scenario for two women, don’t we? The dynamics are different. We’ll figure it out. We may need a whiteboard and markers.”

“There you go. You see, when you talk about it out loud it’s not that complicated,” said Sue. “I think you might be having a problem with the idea of Emily finding another girl, and that’s something you two have to sort out. There will be bumps in the road, hurt feelings in need of soothing. In the course of a week, your lives have changed considerably. So has mine for that matter. I’ve now been extremely intimate with two new people. My world is a little different now too. I never thought I’d have two young coeds salivating over me, literally.”

“One thing is certain. Booze makes me horny,” said Kate. “Last night, Sue, when you and Don held my arms when I had an orgasm, that was quite a sensation, I guess it was like being tied-up. Did you guys plan that?”

“A minor bondage moment, right?” said Sue. Pausing for a moment, she seemed to be making mental notes. “I’m glad you liked it. No, we didn’t plan it. When you started coming it just struck both of us to hold on tight.”

“I missed that,” said Emily.

“You were a little preoccupied,” said Kate. She flipped over to sun her front and picked up the sunscreen, flipping it over to Emily.

“Do me,” she said.

Emily got the gist. She stood up, stretched, then squirted some sunscreen into her hands and started applying it to Kate’s breasts with lingering attention.

“I could tie you up too if you want,” said Emily. “Now that you’ve added bondage to your list of perversions, I mean.”

Kate ignored the offer. “Do me all over, Em, not just the fun bits.”

Emily squirted more sunscreen to cover the rest of Kate’s body. When she got to her pubic area she said, “I’d drop down to say hello but the sunscreen might burn a little there.”

“I can verify that it does burn,” said Sue.

“We should all shave our pubic hair before Don gets home,” said Emily.

“Er, not,” said Sue. “But you two can go ahead. Don might like that.”

“Not into it?” asked Kate. “I’m not sure I want to get into that routine either.”

“It’s our week for new things,” said Emily. “Plus, I’d kinda like to see you that way, Kate. I say we both do just once for the hell of it. If we don’t like it we just let it grow back.”

Kate pondered this for a few moments and then agreed to give it a try. When Emily was done applying Kate’s sun lotion Sue was ready for her treatment. Kate then took care of Emily and they were all three lying on their backs as they heard activity from the next yard. Looking over, they saw a pair of male eyes peering at them. Sue waved, and the owner of the eyes waved back and disappeared.

“That was fun,” said Emily. “It does give me a little wave of excitement to be lying in your backyard naked with neighbors peeking over the fence. Maybe I’m an exhibitionist too, like Kate. Seeing his eyeballs on us gave me a little spike.”

“I knew you’d get there if you gave it your best shot, Em,” said Kate. “I’m proud of you.”

“If his wife saw us she’d call the police,” said Sue. “I don’t think we’re breaking any laws so I’m not worried.”

“I’m serious, Kate,” said Emily, but jokingly. “That made me hot. Go down on me please.”



“I need a little sweet-talkin’ first, babe. Anyway, maybe we

 

should


 
shave our pubes. That could be interesting.”



The baby monitor announced the twins were awake.

“Well, that was a short nap,” said Sue. She got up to take care of them. “You guys can use the tub in our bathroom if you really want to shave your pusses. You’ll find an electric razor under the right sink. Use it to trim yourselves down, then grabbed a regular razor. You’ll find those in the cabinet. Be careful.”

“Yes, Mrs. Stone,” said Emily.

“Oh, you’ll find band-aids there too,” said Sue, with a touch of snark.

The girls tidied the area up before moving indoors. They carried their clothes to the upstairs master bath. Deciding a shower to remove the sunscreen was a good idea, they stepped in to give each other a scrub.

“This is more fun than the showers we used to take together. I just love feeling your tits,” said Emily.

“I like yours, too. They’ll stand the test of time. In twenty years mine will cover my navel while yours will stay right where they are. Well, mostly.”

“Yours will be like Sue’s, probably. They look fine. Don likes ‘em too. I really love how they feel.”

“We should make Sue our role model. Whatever she does to preserve herself, we’ll do it too.”

“Yeah, but she’s not shaving her pubes, so…”

“She didn’t say she never did. She’s just opting out now.”

They located the electric razor. After taking care of the easy access areas they wondered how to deal with the rest.

“How far are we going with this?” asked Kate.

“All the way. Just spread your legs a bit and bend over and I’ll get the back and in between.”

“Oh, lovely,” said Kate. “When it’s out of context like that I’m not sure how presentable it is.”

“Yeah, well, I’m not likely to do this for anyone else, you know. Now show me your ass.”

Kate did as instructed as did Emily when it was her turn. They got regular razors and shaving cream and sat on the edge of the tub to finish the job.

“Careful, Em. Slow down there or you’ll damage yourself.”

As they were being attentive to their task they didn’t notice Don walking in.

“Oh, Jesus,” he said. “I didn’t know you guys were in here. What the hell are you doing?”

“We’re just two gals in a tub shaving our pussies, Don,” said Emily.

“I wonder if that’ll get old soon, Em… Hey, Don. It was supposed to be a surprise, I guess, but you’ve caught us.”

“Well, be careful! Where’s Sue?”

“She came in to take care of the twins. We were on the deck before.”

Don left to find Sue and Kate and Emily had a good chuckle. They repeated their earlier gymnastics to finish the job. Don returned.

“She took the twins out back. Do you guys mind if I jump in the shower?”

Kate looked at Emily and the shaving cream dripping down their legs. “Can we join you?” Kate asked, nodding to their legs.

Don, looking pleased with the prospect, said, “I’ll ask.” He left to inquire of Sue whether that sort of thing was within the bounds of their new relationship. When he returned he was taking off his clothes.

“Well?” asked Emily.

“She asked if I’d been a good boy. I said yes and she said, ‘Okay then. You can shower with the coeds’.

“Oh, goodie!” said Kate. Don started the shower and adjusted the stream and temperature and they all got in. As the water washed away the remaining shaving cream they were all amazed at the transformation.

“That’s different. I’m not sure what to say,” said Don. “But I do like it.” He was exhibiting control over himself, having attained only a half-masted erection.

Emily and Kate studied each other’s recent deforestation and both concurred they liked the result. They touched each other to judge the tactile differences accompanying the look. This forced a breach in Don’s self-control, allowing his erection to express fully. The girls took this as a compliment.

Emily held Don’s erection in her hand and said, “Well, thank you, sir.” She started to bend down to take him in her mouth and Don arrested her movement.

“Hey there… Sue said a shower. We didn’t discuss the other possibilities.”

Kate and Emily both understood. They finished rinsing off and gave the shower to Don, dried themselves, got dressed and went downstairs.

“That was quick,” said Sue. She was sitting on the edge of the sandbox, now dressed, playing with the twins.

“Don wouldn’t let us bang him, so we thought we’d let finish his shower alone,” said Emily.

“He wouldn’t? Well, that was rude of him. Could you two watch these two so I can go bang him? I mean, have a shower too.”

“Sure.”

Kate wondered whether or not Sue would have minded if they’d had sex with Don without her. “She was joking, right? About Don being rude for not banging us?”

“Duh,” said Emily. “But seriously, she was joking but I don’t think she would have minded either. I’m beginning to think she’s the coolest woman I’ve ever met.”

“I like that Don has boundaries. Any other guy in that situation would have said ‘fuck boundaries’ and let you blow him.”

“Men are the worst,” said Emily.

“Yeah, except for the ones that aren’t… Not to change the subject, but do you feel different down there? The fabric of my panties is sort of giving me a handjob.”

“It is more sensitive now. I like it but I think you probably get used to it once the newness wears off.”

They got lost for a while in the facile world of toddlers and sandboxes, played an impromptu game of tag that didn’t quite catch on with the less than two-year-old crowd, and ended up on the swingset.

“I like this — playing with the twins, hanging out with the Stones. I feel about zero pressure to be doing anything else right now,” said Kate. “Most coeds would be dying of boredom.”

“We should probably check in with the folks, don’t ya think?”

“What should we tell them?”

“Just say we’re helping out Mrs. Stone. They won’t care one way or the other. We just need to text so they can plan their dinners without us.” Emily went to get their phones while Kate stayed with the twins. Sue appeared back on the deck.

“How’s it going?” she asked, joining Kate at the swingset.

“Great. We’re really enjoying ourselves.”

“It’s a shame they grow up. They’re really fun at this age. I keep thinking when they get older it’ll be a lot different. My mother and I butted heads all the time.”

“Mom and I didn’t really have any issues,” said Kate. “It’s always been pretty smooth sailing with her.”

“You don’t really seem like the rebellious type, or to have gotten into all that silly stuff in school. I’m afraid I was pretty stupid. My mother couldn’t handle it.”

“Emily and I were just saying how cool you are, as in easy going, level headed, wise.”

“I suppose that came later,” said Sue. Emily returned with their phones so they could text their parents.

“We’re telling them we’re helping you out today, Sue, and you invited us to dinner.”

“All true,” said Sue. Don arrived and said he wanted to take the twins for a ride using his bike carrier. The women retreated to the kitchen to start dinner preparations.

***

“Did you get a chance to discuss your new lives?” asked Sue, as she rummaged through the fridge. “I imagine it was a big day for you especially, Emily, in addition to being a tender one in some places.” She said this offering a speculative grin.

“You know Sue,” said Emily. “You’re what? Ten years younger than my mom? But you seem like one of us. I can’t imagine my mom joking about anal sex with me.”



“Have you ever

 

tried


 
joking with your mom about it, Em?” asked Kate. “After the other night with my parents I’m beginning to think they know about anal sex.”



“Yeah,” said Em. “I think your parents are up to speed on butts and the possibilities there.”

“You two really had pent-up desires for each other,” said Sue. “You should both be feeling a lot of relief now that they’re out in the open. That’s how I felt when I told Don about my bi-curiosity. It took him a while to know he was fully secure with me and that I wasn’t going anywhere.”

“This may sound funny, Sue, but are Em and I just a fling to you and Don?” asked Kate.

“No,” said Sue. “Are we just a fling to you and Emily?”

Both Emily and Kate replied in the negative.

“Kate, you brought yourself into our lives, and we let you become a part of our lives. It was mutual. I already knew in our regular interactions there was more going on between us in the background. Our eyes never lied. I knew when we found you naked on the floor that the turning point had arrived.

“There was no way to handle that situation without telling you how we felt, without you knowing what we knew about you and your babysitting. We would have been wrong not to bring it all out in the open. Your little kink kind of seduced us. We couldn’t hide it any longer, especially with you lying naked on our bed.

“Everything that followed that led you to realize your true feelings for Emily, and now you’ve brought her into our lives, just like I brought Don along when I had my first real sexual encounter with a woman.”

“Brett,” said Kate.

“Right, Brett,” continued Sue. “Emily is your Don, she’s part of your package now. And none of this in any whichever direction you point is a fling, at least I’m hoping not. I hope we know each other for a very long time. In a lifetime, you don’t really let that many people know your true life. When you do, you want to hold on to them.”

“Have you seen Brett and Gerdi again? Or was that just the one time?” asked Emily.

“Brett joined us alone at our beach cottage on St. Simons one summer, and we saw her and Gerdi the following summer in Holland. Don told you Brett has since married. We haven’t met the guy.”

“What does that mean for Brett?” asked Kate.

“That’s up to her. And depending on what she decides, the rest is up to me and Don. It would be foolish to think everything lasts forever, right? People and situations change. That’s life.”

“So from now on, if I want to sleep with you and Don, I just let you know?” asked Kate. She felt like a kid asking whether Santa really existed and was afraid of the answer.

“Let me put it this way. If you were spending the night for whatever reason, I’d expect you two to sleep in our bed. What I’m saying is, let’s just say it’s a given that we sleep together if circumstances permit and we’re in the mood. If you called and said you wanted to come over for a visit, the possibility of us all having sex would exist out in the open. We don’t need to talk about it. Right now I can’t wait to have a look at the work you two did in the tub. How did Don like it?”

“He seemed a little speechless at first. I think he liked it,” said Emily. “It feels good, by the way. It’s hard to go thirty seconds without feeling a new sensation rising from my lady parts.”

“I can imagine,” said Sue. “I’ve never done it except with an electric razor on a short setting. Let me see real quick.”

Emily pulled her jeans and panties down so Sue could see the result.

“Wow. Nice.” Emily pulled her panties and jeans back up.

Don returned with the twins and for a brief moment, the kitchen had a circus atmosphere before the latter could be settled down for their dinner. Don attempted to feed them but the kitchen floor proved more hungry than the toddlers.

“What’s the program?” asked Don, once he finished feeding the kids and began cleaning up the resultant mess.

“Let’s eat after the twins go down, around seven,” said Sue. “That leaves an hour and half for the cocktails.” Sue turned to Emily and Kate. “You probably think we’re alcoholics, don’t you. We don’t really drink very often, it’s just that it’s a special occasion in a couple ways.”

“I agree,” said Emily. “Plus, it’s Saturday, so you almost have to drink.”

“Special in a couple ways how?” asked Kate.


 

Chapter 22: Big News


“I’ll tell you in a minute,” said Sue. “Let’s get some drinks and move outside.” She put the salad in the fridge and tidied up from her slicing and dicing work. Don made a pitcher of his “famous martinis” after ignoring the general dissent he encountered when proposing his specialty.

The twins returned to their yard toys and swing set as Don arranged lawn chairs in the yard near their activities. The next yard over sounded active with a gathering, and rising gray smoke and telltale odors hinted at a barbeque. In Kate’s mind, these were the signs of a normal hot summer evening in progress. Her new panty-area coiffure felt both annoyingly and pleasantly present. Being around Don and Sue gave her warm feelings. She liked their company, and the prospects their company presented. Along with Emily, she felt her world was as complete as it needed to be for the evening.

“Today was Don’s last day with the firm,” said Sue, resuming the conversation begun in the kitchen. “That’s part of what I meant by ‘special occasions’. The other part is this beginning our new friendship.” She raised her glass to toast Don, and they all followed suit.

“Is that good?” asked Kate, almost in a frenzy. “Are you going to another firm, Don? Does my dad know?”

“I’m starting my own small firm,” said Don. “Your dad has known for some time. Today I was doing some final housekeeping. I sold my shares to the other partners. Sue and I are moving to the coast and we’ll start fresh there.”

“Wow,” said Emily. “When did this happen? I mean, when did you decide to do all this?”

Kate felt an immediate rush of negative adrenaline hearing this news. She didn’t want them to leave town, especially not now, especially not after all that had just unraveled over the course of a week.

Don smiled at Sue and continued. “Last summer we decided we didn’t want a life that would ultimately suck us dry in the end. Do you know how much it costs to live like this? To keep up appearances? Belong to the club?”

About ten grand a month was Kate’s estimate, having once looked at their books nosing around Don’s computer.

“We figured out a way to have everything we wanted without Don working himself to death,” said Sue. “He was driving into work at five-thirty in the morning, getting home after eight, working weekends. The money was great, but neither of us cares about that. So what’s the point? Don bought out a small practice in St. Simons. It’ll be just him and when the twins are much older I’ll join the practice. But we’ll keep it small and manageable. We already have the house there paid for. It’s just a cottage now, but we’ll remodel it over time. Don wants a boat. We like the sea and the tidewater areas. There’s so much for the twins there, so much to explore and wonder over. Here it just backyards and ball fields. There’s only so much that can make you wonder.”

“When is this happening? When will you move?” asked Kate. Her tone betrayed her true feelings.

“In October, at least we hope then,” said Don. “The house will be listed Monday. Don’t worry, Kate. We have the summer, and we’ll look forward to your visits to the coast. Do you like it there?”

“I’ve only been to Hilton Head in South Carolina. There and once we visited Cape Hatteras. I liked it a lot as I remember. Mostly we’ve been to the Gulf.”

“The south-east of Georgia is a world unto itself, particularly along the coast,” said Sue. “It’s probably not that exciting for young people but I think you’d like it. It’s a good place to end up, or at least stay for a while. It’s possibly not so great to start out there.”

Emily saw the bright side, knowing they still had the summer to enjoy themselves, as well as an increasing awareness that she and Kate would be leaving anyway for different schools.

“Sue,” she said. “Maybe you could use a pair of nannies from time to time, say over winter and summer breaks. I know a good kinky babysitter, and she has a good friend.”

“There ya go,” said Sue. “I’m sure I’ll need more help as the twins get older. And who’s to say there won’t be more?”

“Really?” asked Kate. “It never occurred to me you’d have more. Of course you will. It’s clear you enjoy them.”

“They’re my second favorite thing.” Sue gave Don a tap with her toe. “I’m not sure what Don would say.”

“The more the merrier, up to a point. Four is a good number. But there’s no point to having them if you spend all your time in a glass building downtown. That puts a tremendous stress on a marriage too. We don’t want the stress anymore.”



“And, as you sorted out the sexy side of marriage, chances are you two are going to have a long, happy life together,” said Emily, smiling. “That’s very smart. We kind of got that vibe from Kate’s parents the other night. On the fourth bottle of wine, they

 

vino veritas’ed


 
their feelings on open style marriages. They dig it.”



“They understand it,” said Kate. “I don’t think they dig it personally.”

Sue smiled. “I suspect they understand it. Every couple married that long has certainly discussed it, or known couples that managed their ‘affairs’ that way.”

“Would you tell me if you knew anything about my parents?” asked Kate.

“That’s a no. And I don’t anyway. If you asked me if I thought it was possible, I would say it’s possible. They’re both attractive people in many ways.”

“Whew,” said Emily. “I think Kate’s head would explode if she had to process any more than what’s already on the table.”

“And now I’m dealing with a shaved pussy,” laughed Kate. “Shit, I think I’m feeling the martinis. But it does feel different down there. Every time I cross my legs I’m reminded.”

“I think that’s my cue to make another pitcher,” said Don, getting up to do so. “I knew you’d like them.”

“Honey, grab some nuts so we have something to munch on,” said Sue. Don took the instruction literally and the women moaned a pained response.

The neighbor’s barbeque escalated in size and noise levels. Kate wryly noted, “Won’t you miss living in the suburbs, Sue? Think of what you’ll be missing.”

“I’m sure I’ll miss some things, like convenience. Our nearest big town will be Brunswick. Need I say more? I’m going to change the twins and get them in jammies. That’s their signal that bedtime is coming.”

Kate and Emily helped.

Once the twins were changed and in their jammies, they rejoined Don and his fresh pitcher of martinis. He was talking on his phone.

“Did you know Diana was coming to dinner?” asked Don when he finished his call. “She’s on her way and asked if she could bring anything.”

“I’m such a ditz,” said Sue. “I forgot. I told her last week we’d be celebrating your last day of work today and that she should come over.”

“Well, she remembered. The more the merrier, right? You two don’t mind, do you?”

Emily and Kate weren’t sure whether they minded or not. Neither doubted Sue simply forgot, and were sure her invitation for them to stay for dinner was not a ruse of any kind. That still left the question of explaining their presence to Diana.

“What should we do, Sue?” asked Emily. “Do you think we should leave?”

“I already told her we had company,” said Don. “She said ‘great’.”

“No,” said Sue. “It’s fine. You like her don’t you? She’s funny as hell. I hope you don’t think this was staged, like I was planning a fivesome for later.”

“We didn’t think that,” said Kate, to which Emily nodded agreement. “I am a little curious, though. We’re not supposed to know about her and you guys. Won’t it be a little weird having us around?”

“We’ll see,” said Sue, smiling. “Don’t worry about anything. Just enjoy yourselves. We’re all friends. That’s all she’s going to know.”

“I suddenly feel underdressed,” said Emily, even though she wasn’t. “We’re both on day-two in these clothes.”

“I’ve got simple summer wraps you could slip into. They’re cut kinda sexy, which is perfect for your two. They’re in the guest room closet. Go try them on and help yourselves to anything else you need.”

“Kate, let’s go doll-up for the company. The competition’s arriving soon.”

“Diana is no competition,” said Don. “There’s no prize money being awarded tonight. Just enjoy yourselves.”

As Kate and Emily rose to get changed, a low rumble of distant thunder was accompanied by a soft breeze and minor rustle of foliage. The air felt greasy, freighted with humidity and charcoal smoke from next door. “That sounded and felt a little ominous, didn’t it?” said Kate.

“The storm clouds are gathering. It should be an interesting night.” Emily lit up her phone to check the local radar. “There’s a line of thunderstorms pretty far to the west moving this way. I love summer storms.”

Kate opened the bifold doors to the guest room closet. “This all looks kind of festive. Maybe these are her college days clothes.” She selected a short summer dress with a low neckline.

“Give this a try,” she said.

“This bra won’t work with that one.”

“We can fix that,” said Kate. “Go without. Your gals will behave.”

“Okay,” Emily took off her clothes.

Kate looked at the window overlooking the neighbor’s back deck. “Hey, wait! Put your top back on then go over to the window and strip. Give the neighbors a kick.” Kate turned on the overhead lights.

“Isn’t that your thing? I don’t want to rain on your parade or anything.”

“Just do it. It’s fun.” Kate gave Emily a shove in the direction of the window. Looking down they could see the neighbor’s deck was fully occupied with weekend merrymakers.

“I know. Stand like this.” Kate positioned Emily so they were both facing each other in front of the window. “I’ll undress you and you’ll undress me. That should make their day.”

“And we can feel each other up and kiss after.”

“That’s the ticket.” Kate slowly lifted Emily’s top over her head and turned her around to unclasp her bra, which actually had a front clasp.

“What are you doing, Einstein? It’s a front clasp.” Emily unclasped her bra and let it fall. Kate laughed while Emily removed her top and bra. There was a notable decrease in sound coming from the neighbor’s. “Are they looking at us? I’m afraid to check.”

Kate looked down at the neighbors. “Oh shit! They’re all staring up!” They both cracked up as they moved away from the window. “Maybe we revert to Plan A and just change. I don’t want the cops knocking on Sue’s door with a complaint.”



“It was kind of fun, though. It felt like bad girl stuff, or French or something.

 

Voyeur


 
. I admit it’s a little exciting.”



“Kiss me,” said Kate. They kissed and embraced for a moment and felt a return of the usual signs of their new fever for each other. Emily reached down to feel Kate over her panties and Kate reciprocated.

“That does feel smooth, doesn’t it?” said Emily. “I like it. Touching you feels different.”

“Yeah, it does. It’s nice. But we should probably get back downstairs.”

“It’s a shame to waste the moment but you’re probably right.”

They settled on what to wear, did a quick fix of their hair, and went to the kitchen, where Don stood preparing a marinade over the stove.

“Hey! Those look sharp,” he said.

Sue came into the kitchen with the twins. “Those look nice, though maybe a little loose for you on the top, Emily. Do you want me to pin it? Or are you braless? It’s funny… For a second there it felt like I was seeing my daughters about to go out on a date, and I was going to tell you shouldn’t go out without a bra.”

“My bra wouldn’t work with the dress, but I wanted to wear it anyway,” said Emily. “Should I change?”

“Not if you’re comfortable. Some of that stuff is from my school days. I thought it would work for you two, but you’re actually both wearing dresses I picked out with Bret on our vacation. Isn’t that funny?” Anyway, I’m taking the twins to bed. Say goodnight everyone.” Hugs and kisses were exchanged and Sue was off to put them in bed.

“Can we help, Don?” asked Kate. “What’s the program?”

“I just making a drizzle for the lobster. Tons of butter and garlic melted together for basting. All that’s left is to grill the lobster.” Don added another stick of butter to the saucepan. “You could make us some more drinks if you want. Sue and I finished the martinis.”

Kate found inspiration in a bowl of lemons and limes. “How about some margaritas instead?”

“Yes!” said Don. “Hey, stir this for me, Kate. Emily, can you crush that garlic? I’ll make the margaritas.” Don left to fetch ingredients from the bar in the den and returned in a flash. “I use Triple Sec and Cointreau. And tequila of course.”

Emily added the crushed garlic to the pan of melted butter. She sniffed her garlicky fingers, then stuck one under Kate’s nose. “Does this smell like vag?”

“Gross, Em. Wash your hands.”

“I’ve always felt some things are best left unsaid…” said Don. “Here, try these.” He handed them each a margarita in salt-rimmed glasses.

“Perfect,” said Emily. “Keep ‘em coming.”


 

Chapter 23: Diana


They heard the doorbell and then the rush of clickety footsteps in the foyer approaching their direction.

“In the kitchen, Diana,” said Don.

A broadly smiling Dianne entered carrying a bottle of wine. Kate was immediately reminded of how attractive Diana was. She was tall and thin but had large breasts, and had a pretty face and eyes. She gave Don a familiar kiss on the cheek. “You’ve got your harem cooking for you, eh?”

Emily and Kate attempted to not exchange looks with only minor success. “You all know each other, right?” asked Don.

Both girls nodded. “Hello, Mrs. Chelsea,” they said, almost in unison.

“Call me Diana. Sure I know everybody. How are your moms?” Once assured they were both fine, Diana asked about Sue.

“She’s getting the twins to bed. Would you like a margarita? We’re just having some now.”

“Sure thing.” Diana set the white wine in the fridge. Sue returned and Don prepared her a margarita as well. Sue raised her glass as a general acknowledgment of everyone and took a sip.

“Whose idea was this? I love margaritas.”

“Kate’s,” said Don. “You two have similar tastes.” Sue motioned like she was going to give Kate a hug of thanks and then reconsidered.

Don turned the stove to simmer and suggested they retreat to the deck while he went up to say goodnight to the twins.

As the women arranged their seating and settled on the deck Diana inquired about Don’s final day at work.

“It all went according to plan, Diana,” said Sue. “No hitches. He’s free and clear, and now we start thinking about the coast for real.”

“I’m sad to lose you but I’m going to love visiting St. Simons. I love that place. Kate and Emily, have you been? I didn’t realize you all were so close.”

Kate spoke, “No, Diana, we haven’t been, but Sue was just telling us about it earlier. It sounds heavenly. We already offered to be nannies so we could visit.”

“Oh, it will be heaven,” said Diana. “Don and Sue aren’t cut out for this life. You probably know that already. Right, Sue? Neither am I, really. You two probably also know I divorced recently.”

“I was sorry to hear about it,” said Kate.

“Me too,” said Emily.

Diana smiled with her eyes, the way one does when they possess secrets they choose not to reveal, or so thought Kate. It felt like being handed a blank receipt. It was an acknowledgment but she wasn’t sure of what. Did Diana know about Emily’s brief fling with her husband?

“It wasn’t painful,” said Diana. “We both agreed getting divorced was the right idea. We had a party to celebrate the signing of the final paperwork. Both your parents were there.”

Ensuing chit chat caught everyone up on each other’s lives. Don finally returned after his storytime with the twins. He brought a fresh pitcher of margaritas and refilled their glasses.

Kate, Emily, and Sue were feeling the booze, upon which they remarked. “Well, let me catch up with you guys,” said Diana. “Don, let’s do some shots! You’re supposed to be celebrating!”

Don thought it was a good idea and went to get the necessary equipment. He returned with a freshly opened bottle of tequila, sliced limes and lemons, a salt shaker and shot glasses for all of them.

“No! Kate and Emily! Let them do a couple rounds first!” said Sue, feeling Diana was the only one in need of catching up.

Diana took two shots in a row while Don limited himself to a sociable single. He was loosening up more than the girls had witnessed before, revealing a more animated side which they enjoyed.

The loosening up seemed contagious. The sounds of merriment from next door had resumed with a persuasive energy. Everyone was relaxed and comfortable. The air had grown even more dense with summer scents and humidity which gave the mood a jungle flavor. The sound of distant thunder randomly announced atmospheric disturbances occurring elsewhere. They did not yet seem sincere locally.

Kate liked Diana’s confidence, tone and demeanor. Listening to her sidebar conversations with Don and Sue revealed a striking intelligence and enviable forthrightness. They discussed things not quite on her or Emily’s radar, adult things perhaps, that would later become meaningful to them. For now, Kate was happy for these glimmers of insight into life’s later concerns and topics. She felt no need to pretend they bore weight in her life today and didn’t invade their conversations to ask for explanations. They had catch-up to do and she let them do it without interfering.



It was impossible to look at Diana without noticing her effortless appeal. She had the put-together look of a well-kept southern woman, not overstated, but rather exuding an

 

understated


 
elegance, this despite her low-cut top and tight summery skirt. There was a titillating amount of bosom rising above her top, which was accented by her breathing and drew your attention. It was very feminine, or womanly. It had a quality she often noted in older movies when women showed cleavage, even in the more wholesome films.



The top was also cut short at the bottom, revealing some midriff. It was well-toned, especially for a woman in her mid-thirties. She had a son several years younger than Kate and Emily, and the facts of his existence bore no clues on Diana’s body.

At one point Sue and Diana held each other’s hands. They seemed to do it naturally. Then, realizing they were holding hands, stopped, as a young couple might do when their parents enter the room unexpectedly. It was clear they were both getting a little drunk, as were they all.

Emily and Don were having a long conversation though Kate wasn’t paying attention. After idling in her own thoughts for a while she felt Emily’s hand, then she noticed everyone one was laughing hysterically.

“Hey, you in there?” asked Emily.

“Yeah. Sorry. I was drifting,” said Kate. “What’s so funny?”

“You had to be there… Anyway, Don asked me to open some wine. Want to come?”

“Sure.” They went into the kitchen.

“So what do you think of Diana?” asked Emily. “She’s been giving me eyeballs all night. Do you think she knows I dick-sucked her ex?”



“No. Well,

 

maybe


 
. I don’t know. Maybe she’s got her eyeballs on you because she thinks you’re hot. Who knows?”



“You’re not getting a vibe?”

“Maybe a little. She really looks at you, you know, when you’re talking to her. It’s more than just eye contact.”

“And she’s got pretty eyes.”



“I can see how it was easy for Don and Sue to be attracted to her. She’s sexy

 

and


 
smart. Like us!”



“Maybe I should open two of these suckers. Can you grab the wine glasses? They’re in that hutch.” Emily pointed. She opened a bottle as she watched Kate get the glasses, which required her to reach an upper shelf. “You know, you’re pretty cute in that little dress. You just flashed me your bum.”

“You’re welcome. You know, everytime you lean forward out on the deck your tits are showing. I don’t think anyone minds.”

“Maybe that explains the eyeballs thing and Diana. She’s into small tits.”

“They’re not small. I think they’re perfect.” Kate put the glasses on the kitchen island and they both started kissing.  Emily’s hands dropped down Kate’s back to pull her in, and she raised a leg and hooked it around Emily.

“Hey! Get a room you two!” said Diana, laughing as she entered the kitchen. Kate and Emily immediately stop what they were doing with shock on their faces. “I’m kidding. Don’t mind me. I just needed a bathroom break.”

“Well, the cat is out of the bag,” said Emily. “I don’t think she could have misread that.” She pulled Kate in for another kiss before they gathered the wine and glasses to head back to the deck.

“Diana just caught us going at it in the kitchen,” said Emily, handing Sue and Don their glasses. “I guess our secret is out.” She was grinning as she said this, almost sounding relieved.

“She also knows you two were at the Pink Iris the other night. Apparently, Mrs. Jenke didn’t get the memo on minding her own business,” said Sue. “She told Diana you two were quite the pair, the hottest couple on the dance floor, and really going at it there too.”

Kate took this news without an ounce of concern. “Well, it’s just a matter of time before everyone in the club knows. I don’t care, but I think we should probably have a sit-down with our parents, don’t you, Em?”

“I was just thinking that myself. They won’t care. They love you, your parents love me. No one’s getting hurt.”

“I think you’re right, Em,” said Sue. “I wouldn’t worry. They might need time to adjust, that’s all. It’s not a crime.”

“If anything,” said Don, “You two are going to be elevated in the eyes of the men at the club. I’ve noticed any time one or the both of you appeared at the pool their tongues stop working. Literally. They’d just stare. Now they’ll be imagining the two of you together. They’ll be calling 911 the next time you two show up.”

“I guess we gave them a little preview the other day, eh? Em?”

“It’s where we had our first kiss,” explained Emily.

“I suspect that might have clued them off,” said Sue.

“Clued who off to what?” asked Diana as she rejoined them.

“That Kate and I are lovers,” said Emily. “Apparently you already knew from Mrs. Jenke.”

“Yes, but I didn’t put it all together until I saw you two tonight. I knew your moms had daughters but I wasn’t matching all the names and faces up until I walked in the kitchen. I told Jenke to chill, by the way, as far as talking about you two around the club. I do think if your parents don’t know, you might let them in on it.”

“We were just discussing that. We will,” said Kate.

“You’re beautiful girls. I was telling Sue that before I went in and saw you in the kitchen. I doubt there’s a man at that club who hasn’t noticed you two in your swimsuits. Right, Don?”

Don nodded and smiled.

“That’s funny,” said Emily. “We had the same conversation about you in the kitchen. I guess we’re all hot. Is that your opinion, Don?”

“Absolutely. Let’s all have a shot.” They all had shots.

“Our moms don’t know about us,” said Diana, nodding to Sue. “It wouldn’t serve any purpose at this point.”

Okay, now that’s out in the open, thought Kate. Either Sue told Diana that Kate and Emily knew about them or Diana intuited as much.

Emily gave Kate’s hand a squeeze, making her tense up a bit. Not at the gesture, but at what it implied Emily was about to do.

“Your moms don’t know about what?” asked Emily.

Diana didn’t miss a beat. “What you know about the three of us, and what your knowing tells me about the four of you.”

Don laughed out loud as Sue gave Diana a friendly swat. “Okay, Diana. Explain yourself.”

“Explain what, Don?” said Kate.

“Kate, Diana is a criminal defense attorney and a brilliant one at that. Her mind works like a forensics lab. Nothing gets past her. So, Diana, again. Explain.”

“I’m lost,” said Emily. “What does Don want her to explain?”

Kate thought for a moment. “Don wants her to explain how she knew that we knew about them, you know. The three of them?”

“Okay. Got it.”

Diana laughed now. “I just had a suspicion you knew. You guys have confirmed it. When I got here tonight there was a vibe in the kitchen. The three of you were standing kind of close, and then I noticed Emily’s dress was a tad large on the top, and then I recognized it as one of Sue’s. I remembered the unusual pattern.

“Why would Emily be wearing one of Sue’s dresses? Maybe the twins spilled food on Emily and Sue offered her something to change into. Or maybe Emily stayed over last night and needed something fresh to wear. And Kate’s dress looked like something Sue might wear, but not a college kid. So both of you were wearing Sue’s clothes.”

“I follow you so far,” said Don. “But that’s not enough.”

“There was another moment in the kitchen when Sue was about to touch Kate like she was going in to give her hug and then pulled away.”

“That’s true. I almost did, when Don said we had similar tastes,” said Sue. “But it was like a fraction of a second.”

“That was a bit of a tell,” said Diana. “I’ve trained myself to spot them. Also, when I said ‘harem’ Kate and Emily froze for an instant. Then there was the general vibe out here. You all were acting much more familiar than older and younger people generally do when they’re hanging out. But what did it were Emily’s boobs. They’ve been hanging out all night. They’re nice, by the way, Emily. I’ve been enjoying the view.”

Emily looked down and saw what Diana meant. Sitting down,  if she was leaning forward the fabric drooped to just below her nipples. She pulled the fabric completely down to fully reveal her breasts.

“I may as well invite them to the party then,” she said, laughing.

“Normally, if a woman has a nipple slip, the other women let her know, but you two didn’t say a word,” said Diana, nodding to Sue and Kate. “Why wouldn’t you say anything? Because it was no big deal between you all to be showing a little skin. Right? Don could see Emily’s tits as well as Sue, and neither of them seemed to mind, especially Sue. That’s sort of a giveaway that you all are tight.”

“She’s right,” said Kate. “I noticed Emily’s boobs were showing as soon as she sat down. It didn’t occur to me to say anything. Don’s seen them so what the hell. Oh, fuck! did I just go too far?”

“I think Diana has put it all together, Kate,” said Sue.

“You all have slept together. You know Don and Sue and I have slept together. Does that cover it?” said Diana.

“How do you feel about this, Diana?” asked Sue. “It was an accident, by the way, that all this happened. I mean an accident prompted it. And Kate saw the video of us on her own. We didn’t show it to her. It’s a long story…”

“I’m fine with everything. Really. But what’s the long story? Let’s all have another shot before you start.”

“Here here,” said Don. He poured another round.

Sue filled in the blanks for Diana. Don had to restock the wine, and they all were feeling no pain when Sue came to the end.

“And here we are,” said Sue. “End of Story.”

“It sounds more like you’re all at a new beginning, or just getting started on the right path. You and Don are starting on a new track. You’ve got lovely friends eager to support you. Kate and Emily are discovering new things about themselves. I think it’s all brilliant.”

“To brilliance,” said Don, holding up the tequila bottle.

“Don,” said Sue. “It’s nearly ten. Don’t you think we should eat something? I don’t want to get too wasted here.”

“You’re right. I’ll fire up the grill and cook the lobster. How about I just cook it along with some steak, dice it all up and serve it out here? I think I’m past sit-down meal stage.”

“That sounds perfect,” said Emily. “I don’t really want to break the mood to organize a meal. Agreed?” The others expressed similar sentiments.

The storm, passing at a distance, continued to announce itself with low rumbling thunder, but it brought no relief from the mugginess and heat. The air felt like damp laundry. Don started the butane grill and brought out a half dozen lobster and several nice steaks. Within ten minutes he was removing the lobster meat from its shell and slicing it all up with the steak, over which he drizzled copious amounts of garlic butter. Sue put a low table in the center of their seating area and gave everyone a fork.

“We did this at the cottage one night on the beach. It’s crazy decadent,” said Sue. They all stabbed into the pile of lobster and steak. It was so good the only sounds for a while were of lips smacking and other gustatory appreciations. Their chins dripped with butter and their foreheads beaded with perspiration. A drop of butter landed on one of Emily’s exposed nipples, bringing Kate to the rescue. She licked it off, prompting Diana to say, “Oh, do that again!”

Emily said, “Remember what Don said about walking through the Pearly Gates when he saw us stripped down out here? I think we all walked through them and this Heaven. Who knew there would be lobster and so much booze?”

Don poured from a fresh bottle of white wine. “This is only the fourth bottle. I don’t think we’re doing any real harm here.”

“As long as we don’t count the margaritas, martinis, and shots,” said Sue.

“It’s been spaced out. Plus, we’re celebrating,” said Emily. “And tomorrow is Sunday. You have to look at the big picture.”

“I know I’m not driving anywhere tonight,” said Diana.

Don said, “No worries. There’s plenty of room.”

Kate and Emily glanced at each other wearing ‘what the hell?’ expressions. But their faces quickly transformed into coy smiles to acknowledge that whatever lay ahead, they were in it together.


 

Chapter 24: Into The Night


A nearly full moon rose and peeked through the gathering clouds and sweetened the night. The heat gave a sheen to their faces and dewy mists hugged the ground. Earlier, Kate had felt some tension at the prospect of Diana joining their small group but was now glad she was there. All of the parts of the puzzle fit and there were no missing pieces. But what was the picture it formed? How would it carry forward? She decided she wouldn’t worry about any of it that evening.

Emily, feeling the need to move, goaded Sue and Diana into practicing cartwheels on the lawn. The three of them looked and sounded like college freshmen enjoying a midsummer’s night. A series of mounting challenges led to backflips and headstands and unexpectedly, in regard to Emily’s youth, Diana outperformed the others. Kate enjoyed watching their athleticism.

“You seem to be lost in your head,” said Don, snapping Kate into the present.

“I’m here. I was just admiring Diana’s athletic performances. Sue and Emily’s too. They seem to be goading each other on. Next, they’ll be climbing trees.”

“Sue really enjoys the comradery. She felt kind of sheltered with the twins until they were able to entertain themselves. Now she’s catching up.”

“She seems to handle everything so well,” said Kate. After a pause, she added, “So, Don, where is this evening headed?”

“I don’t think there’s a plan. We’re just having a good time, aren’t we? Where do you want it to go?”



“I don’t know. I guess I’m open. Earlier, I felt the four of us were now lovers, and then Diana showed up. I thought that would shut down the lovers business, you know? Change the vibe. But it didn’t. It feels like Diana belongs here with us. But I wouldn’t think that about anyone walking in the door. Sue said you weren’t looking for people to bang. I know I’m not, but then Diana shows up and I’m thinking, well,

 

okay


 
. She’s really hitting it off with Emily.”



“Does that bother you?”

“No. Not at all. I like Diana too, and I like seeing Emily like this. You wouldn’t think it, but she’s much more guarded than I am. She almost never lets anybody in.”

“And you feel secure with her. You know she’s not going to abandon you for someone else.”

“Never. Not with our friendship. I know she’s going to want a family at some point. Things will change, but we’ll be changing together. I’m just surprised at how easily Diana seems to fit into all of this.”

“In a sense, you’ve been vetting her for a long time. I mean, you’ve known her most of your life through the club and your parent’s circles. She’s a known quantity, and she has a very attractive personality. Now you know her even better. She’s not a stranger walking in the door. And you’re certainly not a stranger to her.”

“So how do you sort this all out in your brain?” asked Kate.

“Sue and I are a couple, and we’ll always be a couple. We’re also sexual beings with normal appetites. You’ve read about love chemistry, I’m sure. You might not have had the chance to learn all about it yet, but after three or four years, when a couple becomes very familiar to each other, the chemistry isn’t as strong. That happened to us, and then Sue had this other thing, a desire to be with women too, and so we explored that. We saw right away it restored the chemistry between us. And frankly, it’s never been stronger.”

“And when I become familiar, or old hat to you and Sue, what happens?”

“That will never happen. For one thing, we’re not a couple. Our lives are separate on a lot of levels and will continue to be that way. There will be times, when you’re at school or after we move, when we won’t see each other much. And then when we do, we’ll all slightly different because life changes you. You grow. Anyway, don’t think about it too hard or you’ll miss what you already have. You can only truly love what you have in the moment. The rest is all fantasy or your imaginings.”

“What about Diana? She’s not ‘coupled’ at the moment like you are with Sue or me with Emily. What’s her headspace like right now?”

“I admit it’s a problem, but she’s working through it. There’s no rush. And while she’s working things out she knows she’s still loved and she’s not sexually frustrated. She’s not going to do anything stupid because she’s lonely or horny.”

“Might she end up with a woman?”

“She says no in terms of marriage.”

“She wants to be like you and Sue?”

“She knows it’s possible now, to have this sort of understanding in a marriage, that we’re all sexual beings and to nourish our love we don’t need to also starve ourselves sexually. But in the end, Kate, this is all kind of a love story. It isn’t about lust. You can’t love honestly if you can’t honestly be yourself.”

“You mean you, Sue, Emily and I are a love story too?”

“In a way, sure. We’re helping each other experience and enjoy our true natures.”

Emily, frustrated by her continuing struggle with the ill-fitting dress, removed it. In the flickering torchlight along with the gentle hues descending from the moon, she looked like a Nature Goddess or Jungle Princess. One or the other, Kate thought. Not to be out shown, she stood up, removed her dress as well, unhooked and tossed her bra aside and joined Emily on the lawn. Together they executed consecutive cartwheels, nearly landing in shrubbery when they finished.

Don decide it was time to demonstrate his ability to walk on his hands and did so, joining them all on the lawn. Once they exhausted all of their moves and were done showing off, they retired once again to the deck. Sue provided a pitcher of water and glasses and had to refill the pitcher twice. Feeling revived, Don brought out more wine and tequila.

Emily fetched towels for her and Kate to sit on as they were now only wearing their panties.

“You two are quite the pair,” said Diana, indicating Kate and Emily. “Don must be beside himself.”

Sue reached over to Don and slid her hand down his shorts. “Not beside himself. He’s straight up,” she said, laughing. With her other hand, she unbuttoned his shorts and pulled down the zipper to expose his handsome erection. “Honey, I’m so glad you’ve made some new friends.”

Don, acting mock aggrieved rather than embarrassed, restored his penis to his shorts after removing Sue’s hands. Sue licked her fingers. “I think he’s ready ladies.”

Emily stood up, grabbed her towel and placed it in front of Don, sat on it and began tugging his shorts. After a minor protest, he consented to her moves by lifting his butt out of the chair so she could pull his shorts and underwear down. She grabbed his erect penis and gave it a kiss and lick around the tip.

“What a friendly crowd,” laughed Diana. “It looks like we’re going to watch Emily give Don a blowjob. I thought I was just coming over for a quiet dinner.”

“Diana,” said Sue, with some concern in her voice. “I hope you don’t think any of this was planned. We seem to have all gotten on the same page without saying anything. Are you okay with this?”

“Are you kidding?” said Diana. “I’m delighted.” She turned to Kate. “Are you two okay with me being here?”

Kate got up and went over to Diana, bent down, and gave her a languorous kiss on the lips while feeling her breasts. “I know we’re fine with it, Diana. Emily and I have known you, all of your really, almost all of our lives. I’m not sure what I’m saying… I feel safe being myself with you, and it feels like we’re all in the tribe or something like that. I hope you didn’t mind the kiss.”

“A coven of bisexual women?” Diana laughed. “It was a lovely kiss, Kate. And I liked you touching me.”

“Don’t forget me,” said Sue. Kate went over and they kissed.

“I guess this means it’s story time, Sue,” said Kate. “Emily’s assumed the position.”  She turned to Diana. “Last night Sue told us the story of her coming out during a vacation. Emily got so excited she needed something to hold on to.”

“You mean she told you about Bret?” said Diana. “That is a good story.”

“What’s your story, Diana?” asked Emily. She didn’t want to acknowledge Sue’s earlier mention of the time Don came home and surprised her nude in the kitchen. Sue never finished telling them what happened after that. “Did you always like women?”

“What do they already know, Sue?” asked Diana. “My mind hasn’t figured that all out. This is why I never drink in court.”

“Not much really, other than the inciting incident I suppose. They know Don surprised you in the kitchen one night when he didn’t know you were there. He walked in nude, and things progressed from there. That’s all I’ve said.”

“I was about your age, Emily. Twenty? And my story is like Sue’s,” said Diana. She looked at Sue for confirmation that the girls already knew her whole story. “In my case, a woman at college came on to me. We experimented but didn’t really have sex. I felt too guilty to go there. She touched me and I liked it, and then I was mad at myself for liking it and tried to put it out of my mind. And did.

“But I kept noticing women of a certain type, like Sue here and you two, and that my heart would race when I was around them. I’d feel drawn to them but I didn’t really understand what the attraction was. I dated lots of men and eventually married one. Like Sue probably told you about herself, I felt something was missing. When I got divorced I still didn’t know what it was.

“Sue help me through my adjustment to becoming single again. Being around her so much, I started noticing those old feelings of attraction. During one drinking session, it was just the two of us and I went on a crying jag and Sue comforted me, holding me in her arms. She kissed my forehead and it felt like a wildfire. But nothing more happened.

“Then, that night when Don walked in naked I was startled not by the nudity but by how hot he looked. Some men just have the right package, you know? You see it and you just think, ‘I want to hold that in my hands’. So that cranked me up a notch. The twins still had to be put to bed. Sue was no longer nursing but they still pulled at her top, and one of them did that night and and bang, out comes one of Sue’s tits. She managed to pull her bra down too. So I was looking at her nice, pert nipple, and I’d just seen Don naked and, along with the wine, I was feeling very attracted to both of them.

“After the twins were in bed and we’d finished dinner, we sat in the den and Don was pouring liquors along with the wine. I was sitting between them. Of course, Don was dressed by this time. His knee brushed my leg and he said, ‘Sorry’, and I said, no you’re fine. I pulled his leg over to mine again and left my hand on his thigh and smiled. Then I felt guilty and removed my hand.

“Sue said, ‘Oh, you’re fine Diana, you can touch my husband’. I put my hand back on his thigh and he laughed, but his legs opened a bit wider and I slid my hand up to his crotch. Sue didn’t do anything. She was just looking at my hand and then at me, and I kissed her, and she kissed me back.

“So, I’m still working this out in my head as it’s going on and I’m getting no clarity and start crying. Sue and Don comforted me. I told them about my strange feelings for women in my past, and she told me her story. I felt so much better after that I just let go.

“Sue and I started kissing, and then she stopped and looked at Don. He seemed okay so she went on his other side and we started kissing him together. Sue pulled his pants down and we started sucking his cock.”

“Like this?” said Emily. She sucked Don’s cock.

“Like that,” said Diana. “I think Don had the same look on his face then too, which makes me think he’s enjoying it. Anyway, we moved from focusing on Don’s cock to Sue taking my clothes off. Then she takes hers off and soon we’re all naked.

“I’m still a bit afraid of the female side of things, not sure whether to touch Sue or not, and she took my hand and put it between her legs, then put hers between mine, and we started that way. When she put a finger in me I felt my head pop. Then Sue told us to stand up. She laid a blanket on the sofa and told me to lie down. She spread my legs and started licking me. While she’s doing that Don’s fucking her from behind. The whole thing is taking me places I’ve never been or ever imagined. I had been feeling so alone and now I had two lovely people making love to me and each other, and I just felt so warm and lovely inside. Then Sue moved so Don could fuck me. He felt so good. They both did.

“Next all I know is that I’ve disappeared into another world where all is orgasmic. Every inch of my body is orgasming. I’d never felt that way before.

“And then all I could think of was tasting Sue. She laid down and I buried my face into her and soon she started coming and I started coming again, and Don is back inside me and his body shudders, and I feel him coming in me and three of just have this blended kind of final orgasm that just kept rolling through us.”

Diana paused and Kate notice how wet she’d become listening to her story. Emily broke the momentary silence following Diana’s last few words with, “I love storytime.”

“It was just like that,” said Sue. “I’ll never forget it.” She leaned over to kiss Diana, who now had tears in her eyes.

“I don’t think I will either,” said Kate. She stood up and removed her panties and held them up. They could all see the large wet circle. She twirled them around her finger and flew them off onto the deck next to her bra.



“Oh,

 

that


 
looks lovely,” said Sue, looking at Kate’s newly shorn vulva. “You’re glistening too.” Sue turned to Diana. “The girls shaved their pubes earlier today. Kate, come over here.”





Sue she ran a finger lightly up and down Kate’s slit. “Oh, that’s nice.” Kate’s response was to part her legs slightly and close her eyes. Sue leaned in and kissed her

 

mons veneris


 
.



“Okay,” said Kate. “I’m declaring an emergency. Em, move.” Emily released Don’s cock and moved over to give Kate room. Kate turned her back to Don and began lowering herself onto his cock, guiding it in. She sat down fully on his lap. “Oh, yes, oh yes, that’s perfect!” Don’s back arched in the chair forcing his cock deeper inside Kate, who continued to say, “Oh, yes. My God that’s perfect!”

Sue, Emily, and Diana watched, fully captured by the moment.

After no more than a minute Kate lifted herself off Don, gave his cock a parting kiss, and turned her head to the others, laughing. “Sometimes a girl can’t help herself… Anyone else need a fix?” She held up Don’s cock to eliminate any confusion.

Before Kate was completely out of the way Emily pulled off her panties and slowly descended her bottom onto Don’s cock, which he helpfully guided into her. She too vocalized her pleasure in doing so and was more vigorous in its pursuit. Kate stood close enough for Emily to pull her in and kiss her breasts. Then Emily slowly rose, releasing herself from Don to embrace Kate standing up.

Seeing the two of them standing naked in a sensuous embrace, with their athletic bottoms counterpoised and lit by torch fire was like witnessing art in its highest form. Their beauty arrested time and for a moment, all Don, Sue, and Diana could do was watch.

A loud clap of thunder sounded in the distance, closer than any they’d heard that night. A breeze arrived and bent the torch flames. Emily and Kate broke their embrace and stood side-by-side with an arm around each other.

“Mrs. Stone, can Kate and I sleep over?” asked Emily.

“Oh, I  like that touch. ‘Mrs. Stone.’ I think Mrs. Stone might like that, Emily,” said Diana. “I think we all would, though I don’t want to impose.”

“Of course you’re not imposing, Diana,” said Kate. “Or rather, please do impose. I’m sure we all want you to!”

“What do you think, Don? Are you up for a sleepover?” asked Sue. Her indicated her hope that he would responded in the affirmative.

“If it will please you, honey,” he said, smiling. “I’m sure we could all use a good sleep.”





Chapter 25: Let’s Get A Room


Kate and Emily both were surprised by the state of their renewed fervor. The evening before, and not yet twenty-four earlier, they had experienced sexual gratification beyond every form of measurement. It was beyond the scope of language to describe. There were simply no words for it. But rather than feeling sexually sated, they felt an enormous hunger. Perhaps they were catching up after years of hiding or willfully ignoring the depths of their passions.

Plus, thought Kate, they were young and subject, she supposed, to having unfettered enthusiasm for new experiences, especially sexual ones. The questions would follow the answers rather than beget them. She now felt sexual energy permeated all of life. It was like the engine in the car.

She believed Don was right to note that familiarity diminished the sensual side of marriage unless it was somehow reinvigorated. Don and Sue felt they’d found a way that worked for them and, down the road, they might find another way. It would be an organic and natural evolution. According to the sages of all the ages life was a journey, one that be should embraced.

Once they all agreed it was “time for bed” they ignored an urge to tidy up their mess on the deck in favor of preserving the mood. Sue grabbed another bottle of wine on their way through the kitchen, instructing those who wished to have any to grab a glass.

In contrast to the heat outdoors, the bedroom felt chilly, so Sue opened the windows and closed the AC vents. The room quickly filled with the sounds from outdoors, the continued revelry from the neighbors and the occasional clap of thunder. The heat intruded at once and was welcome as they were accustomed to it now.

Sue lit candles and adjusted the other lighting as she had done the night before.

Emily and Kate sat on the bed and looked lovely there. Don laid across the top leaning on his elbow. His erection retained his exuberance as Emily fondled his balls. There was a lull as the five of them each waited for direction from everyone else.

Noting the lull while also laughing, Sue said, “I’m going to freshen up with a quick shower. Diana, you want to join me? Anyone?” She left for the master bath with Diana following. Don got up to join them.

“So, what do you think, Em?” said Kate, after they left.

“I’m wondering how five people make love together.”

“Let’s see.” Kate thought for a moment. “There are fourteen holes, one peg, and five tongues.”

“What holes?” Emily thought for a moment. “Oh, yeah.”

There was laughter coming from the shower. “We should probably rinse off too, don’t you think?”

“Okay.”

Don was already drying off outside the shower. Diana and Sue made room for Emily and Kate. They were all done in another minute and got out to dry off. Both Kate and Emily were amazed at Diana’s body. She could have been one of them.

Don was back on the bed lying on his side near the headboard. Diana laid next to him and they kissed. She was playing with his cock and his hands were fondling her breasts. Between kisses they whispered to each other.

Sue got on the bed on her knees and gently pull Diana over on her back. She whispered something and Diana stroked Sue’s head as it went to down to kiss Diana’s navel and then lower to tease her center. Sue then swiveled, swinging a leg over Diana’s body as positioned her pussy over Diana’s face. Diana’s tongue reached eagerly as Sue lowered herself. Sue’s head tilted back as she rocked her body gently over Diana’s mouth. Sue’s spine was straight and her body looked beautiful. Her right hand gently stroked Don’s cock.

Emily felt Kate pulling her to the bed and whispered to Don to come over and lay down. Don got up and did as instructed. Kate and Emily both went down on him. Emily sucked his balls while Kate seemed to inhale his cock, wincing a bit when it got too deep, then adjusted herself to its length. She and Emily traded positions until they felt a tap from Sue.

Sue lifted herself off Diana and over Don, slipping his cock into her as she lowered herself. She let out a loud ‘Emmm’ sound. Kate and Emily moved over to Diana. At first, they cuddled and kissed face to face and exchanged whispers and giggled. Their fingers played with one another. Diana said in a normal voice, “Oh, that’s so nice. You both feel so smooth.” Then she positioned herself to go down on Kate, settling between her legs.

Kate’s new state of hairlessness made Diana’s licking feel like a never-before-felt sensation and was foreign to her memory. She pushed herself into Diana’s face, arching her back, feeling almost immediately like she was within seconds of orgasm. Sensing where Kate was at, Diana slowed her pace, not wanting her to go over the edge so soon. But this new sensation was too strong, and even with Diana’s slower pace, Kate remained perilously close. She pushed Diana back, saying, “It’s too soon. I’m too close.” Diana smiled and gave Kate one more long feathery stroke with her tongue.

“Emily?” said Kate, sitting up. In her brief delirium on the receiving end, her bearings were crossed. Sue was now rocking herself over Don’s face while Emily sucked his cock. “Em,” said Kate again. “You won’t believe this.” Emily and Diana both had to get off and back on the bed to change positions.

Kate kissed Emily and told her to lay down. She spread her legs and, without further preamble, started licking her up and down her smooth surface and then deep inside her full length. Emily responded vocally and loudly. She put her hands on Kate’s head, gently riding it. “Oh fuck!” said Emily. “God that’s so good! Kate, I love you. I love you so fucking much!”

Kate slipped her fingers in and out and circled her clit with her tongue. She could feel Emily’s frenzy rising into a knot. Her excitement increased Kate’s excitement. For a moment she wasn’t sure where Emily’s body ended and hers began. Then Emily lifted her ass into the air as if pulled by a magnetic force, taking Kate along with her. Emily held herself there for a moment, as Kate continued licking and probing. Emily erupted into a wave of convulsions and filled the air with sounds of spiraling ecstasies. When she was spent, Kate laid on top of her and rode her deep breaths until she calmed down.

While they were occupied with each other they lost track of time and place. Now they saw Diana’s face between Sue’s legs while Don took Diana from behind. Kate got up to get a glass of wine for herself and Emily and then sat with her near the headboard as they watched the others.

Kate was mesmerized by Don’s buttocks and their pulsating musculature. She also wondered at Don’s stamina. His erection had already lasted hours and showed no sign of waning. He nearly completely withdrew with each stroke and it was hard for her to imagine its entire length fitting into any of them, but she leaned into each thrust eagerly. When his thighs slapped her bottom it sent ripples through her body despite its firmness.

Diana lifted her face off Sue and her head bent back. She began moaning and focusing on Don’s attention. He cupped Diana’s breasts and pinched and played with her nipples. Diana’s face looked pained, then her mouth opened and she wailed orgasmically. Sue pulled her over herself as Don withdrew, still erect as ever. He rolled over to his side, perpendicular to Diana and tipped his head back, panting.

Instinctively, Kate got up to get him a glass of water. He smiled and drank it in one gulp. Kate went to fill the glass again and returned with a towel. She handed him the water and when he was done, she sat next to him and dried the perspiration off his forehead and chest. She bent down to kiss him on the mouth and inhaled his manly odor and liked it, then smiled at Emily. Kate was sitting with her legs open and the site of her shaved and excited lips gave Emily a rush.

A bright flash of light was followed in seconds by a loud thunderclap, startling all of them. A heavy patter of rain followed, arriving on a stiff breeze that invaded the bedroom.

“I hope the Gods aren’t angry with us,” said Diana, sitting up. “What time is it?”

Don looked at the clock on the nightstand. “It’s just midnight. The witching hour.”

“Okay,” said Sue. “I’ve lost track. Who have we forgotten here beside me? Emily, there’s was no mistaking your orgasm. I thought the roof was going to fall in.”

“I’m sorry. I did let it rip, didn’t I? Kate’s fantastic. What can I say?”

“You almost made me come when you came. I felt it throughout my body too.”

“That’s sweet, Kate. I know what you mean,” said Sue. “When we’re all lost in each other it’s like we’re in some new dimension and we’re all interconnected. The energy between you and Emily feeds into the energy between Diana and Don or me, and every which other way.”

“Sue,” said Diana. “How can we serve you?”

“Don’t forget me and Don,” said Kate.

“Let’s not forget I’m multi-orgasmic, folks. Don’t count me out,” said Emily.

“I want you all to give a round of applause to Don,” said Sue. “Have you noticed how he saves himself until we’re all satisfied?”

“Just barely,” said Don. “Don’t count on it for long.”

Diana leaned over to hold Don’s cock. “I would say he’s still fully functional, ladies.”

“This feels like a pajama party, though a really dirty one,” said Kate. “I don’t think I could have imagined this ten days ago.”



“Really,” said Sue. “You never imagined yourself in a

 

menage a trois


 
? Or

 

cinque


 
?”



“Not really. It’s never been one of my fantasies while, you know… masturbating.”

“You masturbate, Kate?” said Emily, with a tone of muted astonishment. “I learn something new every day.”

Rolling her eyes, Kate volunteered that she and Emily used to fight over the dildo Emily stole from her mother.

“Fighting over dildos?” said Diana. “I don’t think I ever read about that happening in Nancy Drew stories.”

“Isn’t girl-talk fun, Don?” said Emily. “You learn so much.”

“It is interesting. What’s one of your fantasies, Emily? I mean, if you masturbate.”



“You’ll have to be more specific, Don. Do you mean

 

now


 
or when I started?”



“When you got the hang of it,” said Don, smiling.

“I haven’t even told Kate this one. It’s still relatively new… I’m a little embarrassed to mention it. Plus, I don’t want you getting any ideas.”

“We promise,” said Sue. “We won’t make fun nor get any ideas. We know fantasies often don’t translate into life.”

“Okay,” continued Emily. “I had a crush on a professor at school. Remember I told you about Elderton, Kate?” She nodded her head. “I do something wrong in class and have to be punished. He calls me to the front and tells me to bend over his desk. He lifts my skirt and pulls my panties down to my ankles. So I’m there in front of the whole class naked from the waist down, and he spanks me. That makes me come.”

“That’s all he ever does, Emily? He doesn’t penetrate you?” asked Sue.

“Not him, no.”

“Okay, so in other fantasies, you’re penetrated. I’m all ears,” said Kate. “I had no idea about this side of you.”

Diana commented, “The spanking in front of the class indicates humiliation. You liked being humiliated, at least in the fantasy.”

“I don’t think she wants analysis, Diana,” laughed Sue. “But of course you’re right.”

“No. That’s fine,” said Emily. “I’d already thought of that. Yeah, there was something about the whole class seeing me that way that was exciting. Would I want it to happen for real? Who knows? This week seems to be revealing a lot about myself.”

“So what’s the other one where you’re penetrated?” asked Kate. “If you’re in the mood to tell us, which of course you are.”

“Why stop now? In another one, I’m in trouble again at school and I’m called into the dean. He said my punishment is I’ll be used as a live prop in sex ed. Now, there isn’t really a sex ed class like this in college but, you know, it’s a fantasy.

“So I’m given instructions on where and when to show up and told to wear pretty underwear. I show up and the professor has me stand in front of the class. He says I’m there for a demonstration and instructs me to strip to my underwear and stand on a box. I strip and stand on the box and he starts explaining, using a pointer, that women will take great care to be appealing to men, and as they can all see, I’m wearing sexy underwear. He tells the men it’s to excite them and any response they may have is normal.

“He tells me to take off my underwear, so I do and I’m standing there naked. Now he’s pointing at different parts of me explaining everything about a woman’s body. He tells me to bend over with my ass facing the class. He comes over and spreads my butt cheeks and says, ‘This is the rectum, and here is the vaginal opening.’ He spreads my lips and tells the class to note the color… This is all really sick, right? Should I go on?”

“Hell yes,” said Kate. “If you want to.”

“So,” continued Emily. “He tells the men to come up so they can feel my genitals. They come up and one by one they’re touching me and I feel fingers going in and it’s making me very wet. The professor then tells me to come down off the box and bend over his the desk and spread my legs. He tells the men to take out their penises — he doesn’t say cock of course — and penetrate me. One by one they all insert their dicks, just once, in and out. At that point I’m come for real, meaning not in the fantasy. So that’s where it ends.”

“Wow,” said Kate. “I understand how that works for you but I have no idea why.”

“In fantasies you’re safe. That’s why,” said Sue. “It is an interesting scenario, Emily. I wouldn’t worry about real world implications.”

“Let’s have some more wine. This is fun,” said Emily. “Who’s next? Don, what do men fantasize about?”

“I don’t know about men in general. Sue knows my go-to fantasies. You tell them, Sue. I’ll go rustle up some more in the beverage department.” He left to do so.

Sue laughed. “He’s so shy, isn’t he? I know a couple of his fantasies. One involves an alternate reality he’s imagined. He’s traveled someplace he’s never been. Their customs are different. Instead of shaking hands, you feel the other person’s genitals if they’re the opposite sex. If not, you just shakes hands, I guess. He didn’t say. So, he meets a woman in a bar. She stands up to introduce herself, because before they’re sitting, right, and she spreads her legs a little. She’s getting her hand ready to feel his dick, but she has to tell him to stand up because he doesn’t know the custom. He stands up and she feels his crotch, feeling his dick and balls, and says her name is Megan or something. Don still hasn’t caught on so she takes his hand and puts it on her crotch and moves it around. She forces his fingers between her legs. She asks what his name is and he tells her. As he’s doing that another woman walks up to say hello to Megan, and, as Megan introduces him, the woman reaches over to feel his crotch while spreading her legs so he can ‘introduce’ himself.

“And that’s it, basically. Other aspects are you don’t have to know a woman well to reach over and feel her breasts. Once you’ve gone through the crotch holding exchange, you can hold the woman’s breasts, you can even take them out and it’s not in their custom to mind. They just go on talking as you take out their breasts and play with them. And she can take the man’s cock out and do anything she wants with it. You can fuck at the bar because it’s the local custom to permit it. Once introduced, you can do whatever you what with the person and it’s all accepted. In his fantasy, that’s what gets him. He’s hanging out at the bar holding women’s breasts, being fondled and fucked, and it’s just considered being social.

“If that was a movie I’d go see it,” said Emily. “Maybe I could organize a meet-and-greet like that at school.”

“I like that it’s two-ways,” said Diana.

“We were in a bar in Amsterdam that wasn’t too far off that program,” said Sue. “Don didn’t dig it so much. But it’s one of his favorite fantasies. He acts it out with me all the time. I turn around and there he is with his hand on my pussy, and he says, ‘Hello. My name is Don’. So I introduce myself and grab his crotch and play with his dick, which is always hard at that point, and it makes his day.”

Don returned with a tray holding a pitcher and glasses. “I was in the mood for a pina colada. Consider them a palette cleanser.”

“Yeah, a perfect post midnight drink,” said Diana. They all accepted one and toasted the night.

“Your crotch holding fantasy got a so-so reaction, Don,” said Sue. “I’m sorry.”

“I got it,” said Kate. “I’ve been thinking about all the different angles, like meeting someone in the street. That could be kind of interesting. I doubt there’d be any strangers left in a place like that.”

Laughing, Sue said, “Should I tell the other one, honey, about fucking me at the beach bar? I like it.”

“Be my guest,” said Don.

“I told you all about the resort we went to, with the nude beach where we met Bret and Gerdi. Don says he regrets we didn’t fuck in front of everyone. We did see couples screwing in the water, and there was hanky-panky on the beach, like me giving Don a handjob slash blowjob, but no all-out fucking. He likes to imagine me standing naked in the bar, which of course happened, and which Don loves reimagining. In his fantasy, he’s lifted me so I’m half sitting on the bar and his lap, and he’s fucking me and the whole bar is watching and coaxing us on. And while he’s fucking me, other people are fondling me too.”

“It gets me every time,” said Don. “Let’s say it’s on my bucket list.”

“I see the appeal of that,” said Diana. “Sue, maybe we could plan a trip together and both fuck Don in the bar.”

“We could all go,” said Emily. “Except we’re not old enough to go in bars, at least for a few more days.”

Kate and the rest of them laughed at the implied absurdity, that they were just shy of being old enough to drink but could fuck whoever they wanted.

“Don, what’s the appeal of Sue being naked in front of everyone at that bar?” asked Kate. “You know me. I like being naked in front of strangers, but I’ve never completely figured out why.”

“I don’t know exactly. It’s the most powerful image for me, though. Sue said there may be some cuckold energy going on there, and that energy isn’t fully understood. I think nature makes one mate extremely horny if the other is in danger of mating with someone else. When I saw Sue naked around the men at the resort, all I could think of was making love to her. The more they noticed her, the more I wanted to claim her.”

Sue, now sitting next to Don at the foot of the bed, laid down and said, “Okay, claim me big guy or these other women here will claim me first.”

“Oh, I like this, Kate. They’re going to act it out,” said Emily.

“Too bad we don’t have a strap-on cock, Em. We could give Don a run for his money.”

Sue grinned and said, “Well, we do have one as a matter of fact. We got it as a joke gift but never used it. It’s still in its packaging in the top-right side of that closet.” She pointed to the closet. Emily got up to investigate. It was where Sue said it would be.

She unwrapped it and sorted out how put it on and stood in front of the dresser mirror to see how it looked. Standing otherwise naked, the effect of her sporting what appeared as a lifelike penis of enviable size silenced the room.

“This is pretty real looking,” said Emily. “And the texture and feel are pretty close.” She walked over to the bed wearing the erect penis.

“You look like Don now, Em. Make some moves on Sue like you’re picking her up,” said Diana. “We’ll test out Don’s theory.”

Emily held up a small packet. “It came with lube. It’s called Cherry Pop. Get it?” She opened the lube and smeared it over her new cock.

In the dim light, the strap-on’s flesh colored straps blended into Emily’s skin. Sue spread her legs and said, “Come on, stranger. Fuck me hard.” Don had to move away from Sue to facilitate this. His erection, about a match for Emily’s, was as hard as ever. He looked on with concentrated attention, then broke it to say, “Emily, put on a T-Shirt. Your tits are distracting.” He got one and she put it on.

“They call it verisimilitude, I think,” said Diana. “Maybe we should give her a haircut too.”

Now, wearing the T-shirt and sporting a stiff erection, and poised on her knees between Sue’s legs, thanks to the dim light she could almost pass as a man on the precipice of fucking Don’s wife. Diana scooted closer to Kate at the head of the bed so Emily and Sue would have more room.

Emily bent over to kiss Sue and the strap-on poked into her belly rather than bend, which prompted both of them to laugh. They gave up on the kiss and Emily lowered herself to insert her “cock” into Sue. She kept her eyes fixed on Sue’s as she slowly filled her up.

Sue’s expression was one of anticipation followed by wonder and finally a glassy-eyed look.

“Oh, that’s not like Don at all or a dildo… Geez, it does feel like another man is fucking me.” Emily hastened her pace and Sue responded in kind. “Oh, this is so…. This feels so real…”

Kate wasn’t sure if Sue was play acting or responding genuinely. Don’s face was intent but otherwise expressionless. Would he let Emily take his wife to orgasm with the fake cock? She felt an agreeable tension and arousal rising throughout her and the room. She and Diana were casually petting as they watched.

It was clear Sue was nearing her climax. Don, who perhaps could bear it no more as his fantasy meshed with the false reality of another man taking his wife, positioned himself atop Emily and thrust into her from behind. She gasped a response. Now each time Emily withdrew from Sue she was forcing Don’s cock into her. He barely had to move.

Sue now had nowhere to go but over the top. She released herself into the furies of her orgasm and both Emily and Don followed. Their three bodies formed a single, writhing tangle of spasms transforming into bliss. Don collapsed on Emily and Emily on Sue, then Don fell over to the side, pulling Emily with him. Diana and Kate were momentarily awestruck.

Don finally laughed and spoke. “That worked for me.”

“Honey, I hope you’re not jealous,” said Sue.

“No. I’m not. I would be if it was real, probably. I think we’ve definitely expanded our repertoire. Kate, you wouldn’t have a man’s wig, would you? It could come in handy.”

“Oh goodie,” said Sue. “I’ll start a dress-up box.”

Emily finally spoke up. “That was different. I think I now have the male perspective. You feel powerful with a dick.” She got up from the bed, removed the strap-on and went into the bathroom.

“Does it really feel real, Sue, like it’s another man’s cock?” asked Diana.

Sue looked at Don then spoke. “It feels real enough, I guess. It’s because you’re not doing anything like you do with a dildo. It’s fucking you. You’re not fucking yourself. Plus Emily’s body was attached so it all almost felt the same. There’s a way to find out for yourself, you know.”

Emily returned with a warm washcloth and towel. “Okay Don, let’s clean you up.” She washed and dried his cock. “We had a little inadvertent anal there. I must have loosened up.”

“I’m sorry,” said Don. “It sort of just went that way at first.”



“No, I maneuvered it

 

that


 
way. I guess I like it.”



“You can try it on Don now, Emily. See if he likes it,” said Sue, in a teasing voice.

“No thanks,” said Don. “I’ll pass.”

“Er, you can try it on me,” said Kate. “I mean, the normal way. I want to see what it’s like. Diana, are you game?”

“I was hoping to try it too. Let me check my schedule.” She pretended to check her schedule. “It looks like I’m available.”

“Maybe Sue could help us out.”

“Sure thing, but give me a minute. I’m still glowing here,” said Sue.

Kate got up to pour herself another pina colada. “Anyone else?” They all accepted another round. Don’s cock now looked at rest for the first time that evening. Kate sat next to him and held it in her hand.

“Even soft you’re a nice size, Don. Isn’t he, Sue? You’re lucky.”

“It’s a handsome package. I saw lots of women staring at it on the nude beach.”

“Everything hangs just right,” said Diana. “That’s what got me when I first saw it the kitchen.”

Don’s cock started to stiffen a bit in Kate’s hands. She continued her admiration.

“It feels just right inside me. And it feels so hard in my mouth. And his balls are so soft.” She felt his balls. Don was now nearing a full erection again.

“I know what you’re doing there, Kate. You’re reviving me. You can see it’s working.”

Kate laughed. “We can’t run a comparison test without your cock in play.”

“She wants to feel you inside her and then the strap-on,” said Sue. “Kate, I hope you don’t fall in love with the strap-on. That could be kind of weird.”

“No chance of that,” said Kate. “It’s just you said it felt so real. I want to test that out.” She bent down to take Don’s cock in her mouth. It was nearing full mast. Don fondled her breasts and played with her nipples.

“There are so many exposed breasts on this bed… It’s like a candy store,” he said.

“Don loves breasts. So do I,” said Sue.

“I sometimes wish mine were bigger but that would be redundant in this crowd,” said Emily.

“Nonsense,” said Sue. “Yours are adorable. They’re so taut and perky.”

“Thanks. I like yours too. All of yours. It looks like you all stood in the same line when they were handed out.”

“We have precum, folks,” said Kate. She bent down to savor Don’s most recent emission. “Sue, are you up to watching your husband fuck a couple other women for the sake of science?”

Sue indicated she was ready by standing and putting on the strap-on. “We should give it a name, shouldn’t we?”

“Handsome Stranger?” offered Diana.

“That’s a mouthful, but I like it. ‘Fuck me, Handsome Stranger’. Yeah, that could work.” said Sue. She applied some lube to Handsome Stranger.

Diana and Kate positioned themselves next to each other lengthwise on the bed. Emily stood on the side as Sue and Don positioned themselves.

Sue bent down over Kate and licked her up and down, then paused to say, “I really like how you feel shaved. I’m afraid you might have to keep it up.”

Moving into submissive character, Kate said, “Handsome Stranger, are you going to fuck me?”

Sue smiled and slowly entered Kate. Once Kate adjusted, Sue increased the pace. “Oh, this does feel real…” She put her hands over Sue’s ass to increase Sue’s speed. “Oh, yeah,” she said. “Oh, Handsome Stranger!”

Don and Diana had been kissing and petting while Sue and Kate got started. Don now moved to enter Diana. She put her legs up over his shoulders and was immediately vocalizing his praises. Kate continued exclaiming and for a moment both she and Diana made sounds of extreme contentment.

“Now switch!” said Kate, patting Sue on the ass. Sue and Don nearly crossed swords and laughed. Kate guided Don in as Diana welcomed Handsome Strange. Both Kate and Diana resumed their gasping banter, now arriving in staccato bursts. Emily climbed onto the bed and got between the couples, put her hands on both Don and Sue’s bottoms, playing with both with her fingers. As she did so the sounds of Kate’s unwinding orgasm filled the room, followed by Diana’s. Don pulled himself out of Kate and she bent down to take his streaming cum in her mouth. Sue collapsed to Diana’s side next to Kate. She motioned for Emily to climb on top of her, sliding Handsome Stranger into her as she did so. Emily responded to it with enthusiasm while fingering herself to climax. She lifted herself off the strap-on and collapsed to the foot of the bed.

Aside from their heavy breathing, silence mingled with the sounds of the approaching storm. Lightning flashed, followed by low rumbling thunder and roaming breezes drifted over their bodies. They remained quiet for a long time.

Emily snored. The rest of them laughed at the sound, made minor adjustments to their postures, and looked at each other. Kate laughed again looking at Sue, still wearing the strap-on, and said, “Hey, Handsome Stranger. You new in town?”

Sue chuckled and lifted her ass so she could pull off the strap-on. She tossed it over to the carpet.

“So, what’s your professional opinion, Kate? Diana?”

Diana spoke first. “It was different, that’s for sure. It does feel like a new guy is fucking you. But I prefer Donny.”

“Me too,” said Kate. “But the novelty is fun, and it does feel real. I like seeing a woman do that, too. It’s kinky. When Emily was on top of you Sue, and then Don on Emily, that was pretty special.”

Emily snored again. “I snore too,” said Kate. “If I don’t have my breathing thingie on I can sound like a drunk lumberjack.”

Don’s eyes were now closed and there was a general sense of vacancy about him.

“How are we going to handle this? A couple of us should move to the guest bed if it’s sleepy-time,” said Sue.

“I’m hungry as hell,” said Kate. “Can I help myself to something?”

“I could use a bite,” said Diana. “Then I plan to sleep until Monday. I’ll go with you, Kate. Sue, she and I can sleep in the guest bed. Is that okay with you, Kate?”

“Sure. Bring Handsome Stranger with you.” They all laughed.

They got off the bed. Sue turned down the sheet and bedspread as far as she could and tapped Don, telling him to move over so she could turn down the rest. Kate whispered into Emily’s ear, then gently shook her. Emily woke up just enough to reposition herself.

“Just scoot yourself up the bed, Em, and go back to sleep.”

Emily moved up to the center and cuddled up to Don. She wrapped a leg around him and he moved an arm over her side, not waking up.”

“Aww, that’s cute,” said Diana. “You’re such a liberated woman, Sue. Some women might get jealous seeing their husbands cuddle up with a coed.”

“I’ll be next to them in a minute. I guess that makes me their chaperone for the evening.”

They all kissed goodnight and Diana and Kate headed to the kitchen.


 

Chapter 26: Girl Talk 2


Kate flicked on the kitchen light and the brightness stunned her eyes. She turned it off and switched on an under counter light instead. She and Diana were both still naked. The momentary bright light had illuminated this fact, bringing it into focus.

“Doesn’t it feel funky to be in someone else’s kitchen naked?” said Kate. Diana was not the full beneficiary of knowledge about Kate’s past, at least as far as Kate knew.

“Yeah. It startled me for a minute when the light came on, though I did just follow you naked down the stairs. You have a wonderful bottom.”

“Thanks. Running helps.” Kate opened the fridge and pulled out the leftover lobster and steak. “Does this look good?”

“It looks excellent! Let’s heat it up.”

Kate put the meat on a plate and into the microwave. This was the first time she’d been alone with Diana and she felt unsure of their new relationship. She liked Diana and wanted to know her better.

Diana set out silverware on the kitchen table and Kate divvied up the heated lobster and steak on two plates. There was a half-empty bottle of wine on the island. Kate poured them each a glass and sat down. They were both ravenous but it was also clear they both wished to talk.

“Are you okay with Emily and me barging in on you guys? I was afraid you might have just been going along or something,” asked Kate.

“Are you kidding me? You’re both making me feel like I’m back in college. You two are a catch. You’ve now tripled my knowledge of being with other women in bed… And I’m not just talking about in the bedroom. I mean generally too, as friends.”

“Me too. I mean I’ve always liked you. You seemed different from our parent’s friends. Sue and Don too.”

“Now I feel old… I’m only thirty-four. How old are your parents?”

“Mid-forties.”

“They’re nice people. You’re lucky. So is Emily. Her parents are fun too.”

“We are lucky… Em and I never really had a lot of friends growing up, so unlucky there.”

Diana took a sip of her wine and thought for a moment.

“That’s because you’re both so pretty. Other girls can hold a grudge on that score, and boys might think they’re not worthy of you so they don’t try.”

“Did that happen to you too? You’re very pretty.”

“I felt it at times, but we’ll never know for sure. It’s a guess at best. I have an ‘Emily’ too. She lives in California now.”

“Do you see her much?”

“Never. Her husband is about as far from Don as you can get. A real jerk.”

“Don’s a keeper. I hope I meet a Don someday.”

“You have. Don.”

“I mean for me.”

Kate wanted to explore Diana’s feelings on women and what she hoped for her future. As the younger party, she wasn’t sure how to bring it up. We’re they equals now,  just two women talking over lobster and steak and drinking wine, or was there a hierarchy?”

“Hey you two,” said Sue, joining them in the kitchen. She was wearing a light satin robe that barely covered her bum. “One of the twins needed a change, and then I could smell the garlic and decided I was hungry too.” She grabbed a plate, fork, and knife and sat down.

“Kate was just saying she wants a Don for herself. I told her she already had a Don — Don.”

“Diana! Now I’ve got two Emilys. You just blurt out anything I say in private!” Kate didn’t really sound offended or concerned and actually liked the tone of Diana’s teasing.

“I know Don is living the dream right now. He’s sleeping like a coma patient up there, completely blissed out with naked coed wrapped around him,” said Sue. “Look at Don as a prototype, Kate. You’ll find a Don of your own eventually if that’s what you really want. Now you’ll know what to look for.”

“I’m in the same boat, Kate. We’ll find a Donny for ourselves, or someone close,” said Diana.

“Kate’s been doing some deep thinking, Diana. Her feelings for Emily have her questioning everything. How are you doing there, Kate? Any clarity yet?”

“Yeah. A bit. Emily and I need to get used to things as they are now. You said it would be clearer over time. It makes me sad though to think of us marrying someone else, and what life after will be like between us. I’m not thinking we’ll all sleep together… But will I lose Emily?”

“No one knows the future. All you have is the now, and that’s where you live. If you think too hard about the future you’ll screw things up in the present,” said Sue. “Anyway, you can see how crowded it can get in one bed. I think we reached the limit for a standard king. Tonight was a marathon. I lost track of everyone.”

“I know, but it was pretty intense. I think I get orgies now. You couldn’t live that way on a regular basis,” said Diana.

“Handsome Stranger was pretty intense,” said Kate, with expressive eyebrows. “Sue, like I think I said already, seeing Emily on top of you with Don on top of her blew me away.”

Diana laughed at a thought that came to her mind. “And I was thinking Sue’s mouth was free, and that one of us should have hopped on board, Kate.”

Kate assembled and then reassembled an image in her mind. “Okay, now I see it.”

They all laughed. Sue yawned broadly and said she was going to bed. “You girls behave,” after kissing them each goodnight.

“So, where were we?” asked Diana.

“I guess we were talking about finding a Don for ourselves… Have you ever thought about settling down with a woman?”

“That’s a tough question, and it only gets more complicated the deeper you dig. Are you sure you’re not gay? Are you sure you’re bi? Are you sure you’re not simply straight and going through a phase? I’ve Googled and Googled and still don’t have any clear answers, and I’m about fourteen years ahead of you.”

Kate was really hoping for an easy answer.

“I don’t think you’re gay, Kate. Nor am I. We just saw each other with Don, and it’s clear we enjoyed him. And we enjoyed each other. If we were lesbians I don’t think we would have wanted Don near us.”

“So we’re bi.”

“That’s my thinking. We’re also normal. There’s some thought out there that most women are bi or at least the majority. And most self-admitted bi women end up in straight relationships.”

“So you’ve researched all this,” said Kate, now feeling more secure in Diana’s knowledge.

“Endlessly. But there’s no consensus anywhere, it’s just statistics and speculation.”

“I don’t want to think that someday I’ll have to give up Emily, or what we all just did here tonight.”

“You don’t have to give anything up. You just have to make sure you know what you really want and that whoever you end up with understands who you really are.”

“And if they don’t accept who you are you move on,” said Kate.

“Yeah, but then there’s the fact that, when you truly love someone, you don’t want to be with anyone else. That’s how straight relationships work.”

“Monogamy.”

“Right,” said Diana. “That’s what you’ve really got to decide. Do you want a monogamous relationship? Do you really believe in them? If you meet a guy and fall in love and want to get married, and he says you have to give up Emily, will you be able to do that? That’s your dilemma.”

“My parents were talking about there being a time for monogamy, and then a time when the relationship can open up. You raise a family as a monogamous couple, and later you can entertain a broader sexual life.”

“So, they’re ahead of the curve. I think all we’re headed that way, as a society.”

“Like Don and Sue.”

“Like that. But what happened tonight is an anomaly. Do you think you’d want that to be a regular thing? I don’t. It was special because it was new to all of us. The next time it wouldn’t be.”

“You don’t have to answer this, and I hope it’s not too personal, but how many times have you been with Don and Sue?”

“Normally, I would say that’s too personal, but I know you’re being earnest here… Four times, including tonight. That’s over the last six months or so. When I came over tonight I was just expecting to have dinner, but I knew there could be more than just dinner on the plate, so to speak. It’s a vibe thing. Don’t assume. Read the vibe.”

“It’s all getting clearer now. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome, Kate. You’re not alone here. We’re all figuring it out, even Don and Sue. Well, I’m ready to sleep now. Shall we go upstairs? I promise I won’t molest you.”

“Well, maybe a little bit. I wouldn’t mind spooning.”

They cleaned up their mess and repaired to the guest bedroom. It was still storming and the rain and wind made them feel extra cozy snuggled together. Kate spooned Diana’s back and held her breast in her hand. Diana’s hand covered her hand, and they fell asleep


 

Chapter 27: The Beach Cottage


Over the next few weeks, Kate and Emily didn’t discuss how their futures may be changing now that they were lovers. They agreed it was too soon for either of them to make a lifelong declaration. They did feel it necessary to let their parents know of their new relationship. Both sets of parents were understanding. If they wanted to sleep together in their homes they didn’t object but encouraged them to be cautious. They were too young to be making big life decisions. Kate felt any parent would have said the same, and she agreed, thinking their concerns valid.

It quickly became the norm that Emily stayed at Kate’s house when it was a sleepover night. That was mainly due to Kate having the larger bed and connected bath. About every third or fourth night Emily stayed with her parents.

Kate missed her on those nights, and this made her dread the end of summer when they’d each go back to their schools. Emily felt the same way, and being more flexible in her academic ambitions, decided she would skip the next term and live with Kate at her school. If that worked out, she would pick up her studies there the following term.

Both parents agreed to the plan, but this left Kate with a dilemma. Her friend Tom from the year before was still on her mind, so she slowly introduced the idea of the three of them living together. Emily at first resisted the idea, but the more Kate talked about his likenesses to Don, including not just looks but also his general character, Emily became intrigued.

It was just a coincidence when Tom contacted Kate with a similar idea, though he was unaware of the full dimensions of her new situation. He agreed having a third roommate could be a good idea.

Kate told Emily Tom would be a steadying force in their lives. Being like Don, he might be receptive to a “special” arrangement. Kate was eager to make love with him, a fact she could not deny. She would only do so if Emily was included in the lovemaking. This was more or less what worked for Sue and Don and there was no reason why it wouldn’t work for them—unless she had misread Tom completely. Kate felt there was a low risk of that as anyone of Tom’s gender would view having two women at his disposal a boon.

When Sue and Don invited Kate, Emily, and Diana for a summer’s end get together at their cottage, Kate felt it would be a perfect opportunity for Emily to meet Tom. She agreed, as did Sue when asked if she could invite him. Sue felt it was a courageous step, but also a risky one. In the end, she trusted Kate’s judgment.

What Kate didn’t share with Emily was her growing awareness that she may be in love with Tom too. It wasn’t until she came to recognize her true affections for Emily that she knew she had buried her feelings for Tom as well. She felt she couldn’t let herself be close to anyone until she accepted her true passions for Emily. That had to be sorted out before she could ponder other romantic possibilities. Her feelings for Emily were the strongest, but she didn’t know if proximity to Tom would shift the balance. She knew she had to find out.

At the end of the summer, Kate and Emily packed their things into Kate’s car and headed to Sue and Don’s cottage. Diana would already be there. They had all gotten together several more times over the course of the summer, and the weekend ahead would be their last time in each other’s company until the Christmas holiday.



“These things are dripping all over me, Kate,” said Emily. “I’m going to smell like a bait shop.” She held a burlap sack of
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oysters on her lap as Kate drove. Sue had asked them to buy the oysters as they passed through town.



“You’re thinking that won’t be an improvement?” laughed Kate. “We’re almost there.”

Kate steered down a long drive bordered by giant oaks covered in ghostly Spanish moss. After another mile they reached the isolated cottage. Emily took the oysters inside while Kate unpacked their bags from the car.

“Oh, those look lovely,” said Diana, standing in the kitchen. She held a knife at the ready for some immediate shucking. “Dump them all in the sink.” Emily did so and then demonstrated the pains through which she had traveled bringing them home, pointing to her soaked thighs.

“So, you got a little oyster juice on your jeans. It’ll wash out,” said Sue, sipping tea at the kitchen island. “You’ll love eating them. Any trouble finding us?”

“It was easy. I can’t wait to look around,” said Emily. “I think I need to change first.”

Kate entered the kitchen with Don, who caught up with her in the driveway. “This ain’t no cottage, Sue. It’s a mansion.” She gave Diana a kiss and a hug as Don welcomed Emily.

“It’s big, but a little rustic too,” said Sue. “Let me show you your room first and then I’ll give you a tour.”

Sue took Emily and Kate upstairs and to their room overlooking the dunes and ocean. The room had a king bed, a plump sofa, a small writing desk and several occasional chairs, and it opened onto an upstairs balcony through French doors. A good breeze was blowing in from the Atlantic.

“Wow. Are you sure this is for us? Where’s Diana sleeping?” asked Kate.

“She’s with us.”

“Will there be any visiting back and forth during the night?” asked Emily, smiling.

“I think you two are going to busy enough with your new friend, don’t you?” said Sue. “When does Tom arrive?”

“He should roll in around four,” said Kate. “Thanks for agreeing to all this, Sue.”

“Hey, we’re here for you. Whatever you need, just ask.”

Emily took off her soaked jeans and panties and held them up. “Where can I put these? They smell like oyster vag.”

“I’ll take ‘em,” said Sue. “I’ve got a dark load to run so I’ll toss them in. You two get comfortable.”

Emily stood looking at Kate. “So, where are our clothes?”

“Oh shit. They’ve at the bottom of the stairs. I’ll get them.” Kate carried up their two bags and tossed them on the bed. “You look kind of cute like that, though.” Kate went over and patted Emily’s ass, then gave her a deep kiss.

“So, are we crazy or what?” said Emily. “You really think Tom is going to dig this?”

“Why wouldn’t he? He’s a guy.”

“But he doesn’t know everything, right?”

“No,” said Kate. “Tom only knows that you and I have a special relationship. I’m pretty sure he doesn’t know what that means, but I don’t think it’s going to be a problem. Don’s bet me on this.”

Emily was still standing half naked when Don walked in the still opened door to their room.

“You look comfortable, Emily…” he said. “So, Kate, Sue said we should discuss your plan with Tom. When he gets here we’ll socialize a bit and then you’re going to take him for a walk with Emily?”

“Yeah. And by the time we get back he’ll be up to speed on Emily and me, and be thinking about the roommate thing or running off into the woods.”

“And what about everything else?” asked Don. “He’s not going to know our history?”

“No. Sue said there was no real reason for him to know everything now.”

“I agree, but Diana gets pretty amorous when she’s drinking. I can’t make any guarantees about her.”

“I don’t care about that,” said Kate. “I can just tell him you three have a ‘special relationship’. In fact, I probably should. That may help him put things in perspective.”

Don laughed. “Or something… You know, I think what you’re doing is smart, but it’s also a little crazy too. I wish you luck.”

“And you’re not jealous, Don?” asked Emily.

“Of course I’m jealous, but that’s life. You guys are setting your own course now. I don’t think it means we won’t see each other anymore.”

Kate really didn’t know what the prospects were for her and Don if he was to shift places with Tom. She felt sad but understood what Sue had been saying about how things might evolve, and enjoying the present was all she could do.

“You can take me right now if you want, Don,” said Emily. “I’m already half naked.” She sat on the bed and spread herself.

“Thanks, but I’ve got to dig a pit for the fire,” said Don. He looked out on the lawn and turned back to them. “Is that going to be a problem?” Sue and Diana were now lying topless on lawn chairs in the sun.

Kate looked. “Don, would that have been a problem for you as a college guy visiting some friends?”

“I guess not… Still, maybe they shouldn’t meet like that. I’ll let them decide.” Don left the room and Emily attempted to sniff her thighs.

“Kate, smell my legs and tell me if they smell like oysters.” Kate sniffed her thighs.

“No. They smell like you.”

Emily took a beat before saying, “Hey! What does that mean anyway? Oysters smell like me?”

Kate pushed her down on the bed and went straight for her crotch, kissing and licking. “No. You smell yummy, as always.”

“Well, maybe you should check some more, just to be sure.” Emily scooted herself up further onto the bed and laid down. Kate descended and Emily started moaning as Diana entered the room.

“I guess I can’t say ‘get a room’ can I?” she said.

Kate lifted her head and laughed, as did Emily, and then Kate sat up, wiping her face.

“Hey, Diana. We were just trying to find out if Emily smelled like oysters.”

“I’ve never heard that one before… Look, I just came up to see if you two wanted to go for a swim. Sue doesn’t want to and Don’s busy. I don’t like going in the ocean alone.”

Diana was standing topless wearing just suit bottoms.

“How were your first two days here, Diana? Did you all have fun without us?” asked Emily.

“The first night was as you might suspect. Yesterday we just laid around in the sun and swam. Last night Don fell asleep on the sofa watching a movie, and Sue and I went to bed upstairs and straight to sleep. This morning we got a little frisky. Now you know everything. What about the swim?”

Kate looked at Emily and they both nodded.

“Clothing is optional, but bring your suits just in case,” said Diana. “There’s usually no one out this far but you never know.”

Kate and Emily stripped, grabbed their suits out of their bags, and walked naked down to the beach. There was no one around so they tossed their suits on a towel and headed into the ocean.

“This is like a bath,” said Emily. “I can’t stand cold water.”

“Me either,” said Diana. They swam out fifty yards and then stood up. It was still only about four feet deep.

“Diana,” said Emily. “Are you going to be bummed when Sue and Don finally move down here?

“Of course. But they’ll only be a few hours away. Anyway, I may have met someone.”

“From the club?” asked Kate.

“No, from the DA’s office. Another lawyer.”

“That’s exciting. Have Don and Sue met him?”

“It’s a ‘she’. No, they haven’t met. She’s just out of law school,  and has the same story as us, in a way. I don’t know where it’ll go. I guess you two will have an idea of where you’re headed by the end of the weekend.”

“Maybe,” said Kate. “I’m not sure.”

“This guy is a known entity, right? You dated him last year?”

“Kate used to let him finger-bang her,” said Emily. “So, obviously, they were real close.”

“Thanks, Em… We pseudo-dated all year and shared certain benefits. Diana, did you know I was still a virgin the first time I was with Don?”

“It’s come up, Kate. So, yes.”

“So, Tom and I haven’t had intercourse. That’s what Emily was trying so delicately to convey.”

“Your welcome,” said Emily.

“And this weekend that will change I suspect,” said Diana.

“If it seems right, yes. But the real question is will he and Emily hit it off.”

“You’re kidding me. Of course they will. He’s going to think he’s won a lottery. Emily, how do you feel about all this?”

“I know I already like him because Kate likes him.”

“I hope it works out,” said Diana. “Maybe it’ll work out for all of us… The journey’s been nice, hasn’t it?

“Our erotic journey,” said Kate. “It’s more than that. I could have wasted a lot of years not being my true self if I hadn’t met Don and Sue, and you of course.” Kate swam over and embraced Diana. Diana teared up.

“I can’t tell you how much this has all meant to me,” said Diana. “I was so lost before Sue took me in, into her secret, you know. Then when you two came along it just made me certain I was on the right path.”

They all hugged, and then swam back to shore. An elderly couple had appeared and waved as they got out of the water, oblivious to their nudity. Diana laughed and waved back. They grabbed their stuff and walked back to the cottage.

“You guys have fun?” asked Sue. “I saw that couple waving at you. They’ve got a good story for their dinner table tonight.

“They were old,” said Emily. “They may not make it home.”

They rinsed off in the semi-private outdoor shower Don had erected. It was three o’clock and Don decided it might be five o’clock in Bermuda and it was therefore the cocktail hour. He disappeared to make them drinks.

“Listen,” said Sue. “Don’s excited to try a new drink recipe and as per usual, he’s going to make us each have one. They’re coconut margaritas. Sounds awful to me.”

“It could be refreshing,” said Emily. “Plus, there’ll be alcohol in them, so… Hey, where are the twins?”

“With my in-laws. We have a weekend free of parenting unless one of you have a diaper kink I’m unaware of.”

They all agreed they did not. Don brought out a tray of white colored cocktails and passed them around and everyone sincerely liked them, resulting in Don going back in to make a pitcher.

“We’ve got about thirty minutes before Tom gets here,” said Sue. “Do you gals think maybe you should get dressed? Or are you just going to jump him the second he’s in the door.”

“Is that an option, Kate?” asked Emily.

“I’ll go with the flow,” said Diana.

“Just so you know, people,” said Sue. “If anything happens with you all, Don and I will be watching Netflix in our bedroom, so…”

“No worries from me,” said Diana. “Kate and Emily will be on their own this weekend.”

“Let’s go get dressed, Em. Diana, you coming?”

Once in the bedroom neither Kate or Emily could decide on what to wear. They emptied their bags and picked through what they’d brought. Kate stepped out on the balcony to ask Sue if she had any sundresses like she and Emily wore their first night with Diana. Sue told them they were welcome to roam her closets.

“Look,” said Emily. “This will work.” She held up a short sundress with spaghetti straps.

“Put in on,” said Kate. Emily slipped it on. “You’ve got a loose tit situation going on but not as bad as the last time. It works.”

Kate found a very short and funky floral print dress and tried it on. “How does this work?”

“You can’t wear a bra with that.”

“I know, but the print kind of lets me get by, don’t you think?”

“Plus your bum is right there, you know. If you sit down you’ll be on your ass.”

“So, that’s a yes…” said Kate.

“You want this guy to be thinking straight, don’t you?”

“It’s called persuasion, Emily. You look pretty hot.”

They decided they were good to go and went back to their room to freshen up before heading downstairs.

“This guy won’t stand a chance with you two,” said Diana, dressed not that much different than Kate and Emily.

“Just in time,” said Don. “I think that’s the front door.”


 

Chapter 28: Emily Meets Tom


“Hey Tom, you found us!” said Kate, opening the front door. She gave him a hug and a kiss, but not in a couple’s fashion. “This is my friend Emily I told you about.”

“Hi, Kate. Nice to meet you, Emily,” He shook hands with Emily. “This is a beautiful place.”

“Come on in. I’ll introduce you to everyone.” Kate and Emily took Tom out to the back veranda to meet Don, Sue and Diana. Once the introductions were complete Don gave him a drink.

“I hope you’re not allergic to coconut milk, Tom. It’s also got tequila and Cointreau.”

Tom took a swig and nodded his head. “Excellent. And not too sweet. I can taste the tequila. Is that Grand Patron?”

“Okay,” said Don. “This guy’s a keeper. He knows his liquor.”

“You’ve made a friend, Tom,” said Sue. “Don’s a connoisseur.”

Kate was instantly pleased with Tom’s easy manner. He transitioned into the group like an old friend just back from lengthy foreign travels. As a pre-law student, he was able to converse readily with everyone except Emily, who was still wavering on her major though leaning in their direction.

Most of all, Emily seemed quite taken with him, almost hanging on his every word, laughing at his jokes and witty asides, which were numerous. Kate didn’t feel the least bit jealous, but rather pleased that they seemed to enjoy each other.

Don lit his fire pit as the sun was setting and Sue lit some torches. Kate felt the evening was taking on the same vibe as her and Emily’s first night with Don, Sue and Diana. She didn’t feel there was a risk it would go in entirely the same direction. As Diana was telling Tom about one of her cases, Sue tapped Kate’s shoulder and gave her a “come with me” look. Kate followed her into the kitchen.

“He’s great, Kate. I think you and Emily may be onto something.” Sue started preparing another round of drinks.

“I’m glad you like him. You know, I’m seeing him in a new light. We never socialized like this at college. It was always just him and me doing stuff.”

“He seems smitten with you. He keeps looking at you when he gets a chance.”

“Really? How about with Emily?”

“I haven’t noticed… But she seems to like him. He’s going to be shyer around a new woman his own age. He’s probably still wondering what you have in mind. Weren’t you going to go for a walk when he got here?”

“I completely forgot about that,” said Kate. “Should we take him now?”

“You mean you and Emily?”

“Yeah.”

“I think you should take him alone. You’ll be able to speak more freely.”

“You’re right, Sue.” As Kate was about to leave Emily entered the kitchen and gave Kate a hug.

“Can we keep him?” asked Emily. “He’s so cute!”

Kate looked at Sue, who gave her a neutral expression. She was probably waiting to read Kate’s reaction to Emily’s comment. Kate was taken aback only for a moment. This is how she wanted it to go, that Emily and Tom would hit it off, but now she had to deal with her own feelings about him. Did she want him exclusively? That had never entered her mind before. Her thoughts all summer were on Emily, not Tom, and now he was back in the picture. No, she decided. She didn’t want Tom exclusively, not if meant losing Emily.

She wanted the three of them to have a special bond. It would be Tom who had to decide he was okay with Kate and Emily’s plan, not the other way around. If Don could share Sue with them and Diana, Tom could share Kate with Emily. Kate looked at Sue and smiled, nodding her head, as if she knew Sue was waiting for a sign from her.

“Emily,” said Sue. “I think you and Kate and Tom are going to have some happy times together. I’m jealous.”

“Emily, I’m glad you like him,” said Kate. “I knew that you would.”

“I can’t believe you didn’t talk more about him,” said Emily. “You only ever sort of mentioned him before this summer.’

“Emily, isn’t it obvious why? I had to get right with you first. I’d been holding myself back for you all along.” Kate only fully realized the truth of this statement as she said it.

“I know what you mean,” said Sue. “He was in the background. That’s what I did with Don before I was able to tell him my ‘truth’.”

“I get it too,” said Emily. “Maybe you and Tom should have that walk alone so, you know, he won’t feel any pressure.”

Kate looked at Sue, who was smiling affectionately.

“Emily, you can help me here. Kate, here’s two drinks for you and Tom. We won’t eat for an hour so take your time.”

Kate returned to the veranda and whispered into Tom’s ear while handing him his drink. He followed her through the dunes to the beach.

“So, how do you like my friends? Are you comfortable?” asked Kate.

“Oh, they’re great. All of them.”

“You seem to get along with everyone.”

“I really enjoy talking with them. I think that’s the most I’ve spoken all summer.”

When they got to the start of the beach Kate kicked her sandals off and Tom did the same. The light was almost gone and the first stars were visible.

“So, how was your summer, Tom?”

“I can’t say it was enjoyable. My parents are now in a bitter divorce struggle.”

“God, I’m sorry, Tom. Was there any sign of it coming?”

“For years, yes. I knew it was coming, I just never suspected they’d be so mean to each other in the end.”

“That’s really sad.”

“How was your summer?”

“Why don’t we sit down over there,” she pointed to a small dune. “I’ll fill you in.”

“Okay.”

Omitting details of her former babysitting career, and her true relationship with Don, Sue, and Diana, Kate outlined how she and Emily discovered their true emotional and sexual feelings for each other. When she was done with that she said she was surprised when Tom contacted her about sharing an apartment the next term, now a week away.

“Well, you’ve just been so honest with me, Kate, I’ll just tell it like it is with me, okay?” Kate nodded. “I was in love with you all last year, almost from the minute we met. I knew you liked me too, but not in the same way. At times you seemed to want to. There were a few times when we were fooling around that I thought we were going to make love, but then a switch seemed to flip.”

“I’m sorry, Tom. Do you understand any better?”

“You’re in love with Emily. I can understand why. That’s a great loss for men, by the way, losing the two of you.”

“We’re not gay, Tom.”

“You said you were lesbians, didn’t you?”

“I never used that word. I just said we knew we loved each other like lovers. We both still like men. We’re ‘bi’.”

“But you love Emily. You want to be with her.”

“Yes, Tom. That doesn’t mean I can’t be friends with you. Maybe even more than that.”

“What are you saying?”

“Tom, maybe we could all be together if you liked Emily too, that is.”

“You mean a threesome?”

“No. Well, don’t think of it that way. What I mean is, do you know what you truly want yet? Do you want to marry me? Am I missing something here? I don’t want to get married to anyone right now, not to you or Emily. But I don’t want to lose Emily either, or you. Do you get what I mean?”

“Polyamory?”

“Like that, I guess. But we’re too young to make a lifetime decision one way or the other, don’t you agree?”

Tom reflected for a moment, looked up at the sky and then at Kate.

“I know I don’t want to end up like my parents.”



“Here’s what Emily and I have agreed to. We know we want to be

 

like


 
a couple, at least for now. We know we still like men too. We don’t want to date anybody else. We both want to graduate with honors, and we don’t want to think about anything else until we do. In another five years we’ll be older and wiser, and we’ll look at the world again with new eyes. In the meantime, we still need to enjoy life and make the best of it.”



“I understand, I think. Why am I here with you now? Where do I fit in?”

“Do you want in?”

“You mean with you and Emily?”

“Yes. Do you want to live with us, share our bed, our good times, our bad times? Do you want to get off that other treadmill where you’re worried about finding true love or a wife or being alone?”

“What does Emily think about this?”

“In the kitchen, she asked if we could keep you.”

Tom laughed. “I’ll tell you, I liked her immediately. She’s got a great wit.”

“Her tits are nice too.”

Tom looked a little startled and unsure of what to say. Kate pulled her the straps down and lowered her dress off her breasts. “You know, Tom, these?” Kate held them up, laughing. “They’re a little smaller but cuter too.” She leaned over and kissed him then push him down flat on the dune and they kissed again.

When they broke, Tom said. “Are you sure about this? We haven’t even made love. How do you know you’ll like my lovemaking. What if I suck?”

“Do you want to show me? I’m not busy right now.” Kate stood up and took off her dress, laid it down like a towel, then took off her panties. “By the way, I shave now.” She took his hand and put it between her legs.

“I don’t know what to say, Kate. I’ve dreamt of this all summer.”

“Do you want to make love to me?”

“Yes”

“Well? You might want to take off your clothes then.”

Tom stood and removed his clothes, revealing he was completely ready to make love to her. Kate laid down and spread her legs and Tom got between her knees.”

“Don’t you want some…” said Tom, before she interrupted him.

“Foreplay? Tom, that’s all we did for a year. If you check you’ll see I’m ready for you now.”

“Kate?”

“Yes, Tom.”

“I’ve never done this before.”

Kate was completely surprised to hear this. She assumed all along he’d been with other women. She couldn’t believe she would be his first time.

“Tom, I don’t know what to say… You want to, don’t you? I know I want to feel you inside me.” That was true, and Kate now noted he was larger than Don.

“Yes, Kate. I’m just… Just tell me what to do. I know the basics, I’m just saying tell me what you want.”

“Okay, move up so I can reach you… Okay, I’m going to rub your tip up and down on me… Yes, doesn’t that feel nice?”

“You’re so warm, and wet.”

“So are you. Now, come in me a little… Okay, now all the way, and move your cock in and out a few times… Oh God yes, you’re doing great.”

“Kate, I’m already feeling close.”

“Pull out for a second,” Kate reached down and squeezed the base of his cock and held it for a moment. “Okay, come back inside me. Yes… Yes… That’s it… Now kiss my breasts. Oh God, yes… Tom, now just do what you like, whatever you want, but try not to come yet.”

Tom found his rhythm and soon they were in sync in all of their movements. He started breathing more heavily and seemed to naturally know how to vary his thrusts and rub Kate exactly where she liked it. He was now confidently in control, kissing her breasts, her lips, the nape of her neck, his hands squeezing her breasts or ass. As Kate felt herself closing in on her climax, her moaning filled the sea air, and within seconds she felt Tom’s cock pulsing as he came violently inside her, sending Kate to join in his orgasm. She bucked herself as hard as she could into Tom, and after a moment they were both fully expended. He laid on top of her as their breathing returned to normal. She kissed his face and neck and stroked his back and squeezed his muscular buttocks.

“Tom, you’re a natural,” said Kate, fully meaning it. Now they had more in common. They both lost their virginity during the same summer. “Are you okay?”

Tom lifted his head from the nape of her neck and kissed her, then moved his head down to kiss her breasts, both shiny with perspiration. She put her hands on either side of his face and looked into his eyes.

“Do you think you could use to that on a regular basis, Tom?”

He smiled. “I’m almost speechless, Kate. That was out of this world. Yes, I think I could get used to doing this on a regular basis.”

“Do you think you could take care of two women?”

“You’re making me very interested in trying, Kate.”

She felt him stiffening again already. “Are you getting another erection? So soon?”

“It appears that way.”

“My God, I think Emily is really, really going to like you.” Kate laughed.

Tom moved off Kate and sat on her side. “What if Emily ends up not liking me?”

“I told you, she already asked if we could keep you. Believe me, you have nothing to worry about there. But tell me, why were you still a virgin? I’m sure you’ve had plenty of opportunities before.”

“You would think, I guess, but there weren’t that many, and I never really wanted to do it for the sake of doing it. I might be a little odd that way.”

“No. That’s how I felt too. I didn’t want to just fuck. But I liked it with you just now. I hope we get to do it lots. We better get back now. Dinner’s probably ready.”

They stood up and got dressed and walked until they could see the torches in the cottage’s backyard.

Kate stopped and turned to Tom. “Do I look like I just got fucked? How’s my hair?”

“Just shake it out a little bit. Yeah. You look fine.”

They walked up to the group and Don handed them each a fresh drink. “Good timing, we’re about ten minutes away from dinner.” Kate left Tom with Don and went into the dining room.

“Hey, you’re back,” said Sue. She looked into Kate’s eyes and smiled. In a whisper, she said, “So, how’d it go?”

Kate smiled. “I think he understands.”

“About you and Emily, or what you’re thinking for all of you?”

“The whole enchilada.” Kate looked to see if anyone was behind her and turned back to Sue. Also in a whisper, she said, “We fucked!” She raised both thumbs. “He’s a Donny!”

Sue smiled and gave Kate a hug. “Now I’m jealous. As Emily said, he’s a cutie. Diana said he was like Tom too, meaning otherwise of course.”

Emily came in from the kitchen carrying a tray. “How’d it go?”

Kate gave her the thumbs-up signal.

“And?” said Emily, in a whisper. “Did you?”

Kate nodded her head and offered some graphic depictions using her hands and fingers. Emily did a little dance.

Don arrived with a platter of grilled steaks and seafood and they all sat down at the dinner table. As Emily took a seat and bent down to sit, Diana said, “Emily, tits!” Emily looked down and didn’t bother to adjust her dress, which had slipped off of one side.

“Was that a request for the other one?” She laughed.

Kate noticed Tom was blushing. Emily’s left breast was clearly visible to the table, so she said, “This is why we don’t take Emily out to dinner. We always get thrown out.” Everyone laughed.

Diana was well behaved through dinner and the clean up afterward. When they reconvened around the firepit Don had dug, and she was a little in her cups, she brought up Handsome Stranger. Emily laughed and Sue touched Diana’s arm, slightly shaking her head in a suggestive “no” manner, and Diana restored her good behavior. Around eleven Don, Sue, and Diana retired, leaving Tom, Emily, and Kate around the fire. Kate got them all a nightcap and sat back down next to Tom, with Emily on his other side.

Tom looked at both of them and smiled, then said, “So, I have no idea what to say now that we’re finally alone.”

“Did you enjoy the evening?” asked Kate. “Chit chat is good for warming up the conversation.”

“I really did, Kate. You’re all fun, and smart, and lively. Plus the food was terrific.”

“I understand you and Kate had some time together,” said Emily. “Do you guys want to fill me in?”

Tom looked at Kate to see if she was going to speak. Kate nodded that he should go ahead.

“Kate told me about you two, and your situation. I’m happy for both of you.”

“And she talked to you about us all living together?”

“Yes.”

“Have you decided anything?” asked Emily.

“I think I want to try it,” said Tom. “To be honest, I know I do, so I guess you have to decide if you want to live with me.”

Emily smiled. “I have it on good authority that it might be in my interest.” She put her hand on Tom’s knee and rubbed it. “Relax Tom. I know this is all a little weird. We’ve had all summer to get used to it. You don’t have to rush into anything.”

“Emily,” said Kate. “Take off your clothes. That may help him decide.”

“No, you don’t have to…” said Tom, but too late. Emily stood and within two seconds was standing in front of Tom in just her panties.

“Don’t worry, Tom,” said Kate. “This isn’t just about sex. Emily can cook too.”

“Well, in that case, I’m in,” said Tom. Emily laughed and sat down.

They talked for another hour and Emily received a crash course in all things Tom. Kate learned a lot more about him as well. Their back and forth was easy flowing and they soon knew they all had a lot in common. Finally, Kate said they should probably think about bed, and casually suggested they all go to “their room”.

“I haven’t seen my room yet. Do you know where it is?” asked Tom.



Kate looked and Emily and they both smiled. Kate said, “We’re sharing a room, Tom, if that’s okay.

 

The three of us.


 
We’ve got a nice king size bed.”



“Seriously? Tonight?”

“You don’t want to sleep with us?” asked Kate. “We don’t have to do anything.”

Emily fake coughed.

“Don’t mind Emily,” said Kate. “She has a cold.”

“I’m feeling fine, Kate. Thanks for your concern. Tom, you at least have to let me see you naked. It’s only fair.” She looked down at herself and remembered she was wearing panties. She slipped them off.

Tom laughed and nodded his head. They collected his bag from the foyer and all went to their room. They could hear noises that resembled panting from the master bedroom. Tom said, “It sounds like they’re all still up.” Emily and Kate didn’t respond.

Once in their bedroom Kate slipped out of her dress and hung it over a chair, then she and Emily looked at Tom, who was blushing again. He said, “I really can’t believe this is happening. What should I do now, just strip?”

“I can help you,” said Emily. She went over and lifted Tom’s polo off over his head and stared at his impressive chest. “Nice.” She ran her hands over him and then undid the button on his shorts and lowered the zipper. “You ready?”

Tom nodded his head. Emily pulled his shorts down and saw his erection through his briefs. She pulled the elastic band out and over his cock and drew the briefs down all the way. He stepped out of them. Emily laughed.

“You’ve got sand all over your cock.” She held it over her palm and tried to brush it off but it was stubborn. “You might have to take a shower.”

Kate studied herself and said, “Me too. I’ve got sand everywhere. If you want to go first Tom I can wait.”

“Don’t be silly, Kate,” said Emily. “we can wash each other off together.”

They went into the shower and Emily and Kate both helped Tom remove his sand situation, then he and Emily focused on Kate. Once they were dried off they returned to the bedroom.

“May I take the lead here, folks?” asked Kate. Emily and Tom agreed she could. “Tom, is it okay if we both make love to you?” He nodded. “What would you like us to do?”

“Does Emily know yet about tonight?”

“I think so… Emily, we made love on the beach.”

“Yeah, I got that.”

“I mean about the other thing,” said Tom. He looked at Emily. “I was a virgin until tonight.”

“Oh my God, you’re kidding, right?” said Emily, stifling a laugh.

“No, Em. He’s telling the truth.”

“I’m sorry,” said Emily. “That caught me off guard, I guess.”

“No, it’s okay. It is funny,” said Tom.

“I only lost my virginity this summer too, Tom,” said Kate. “It’s no big deal that we both waited.”

“I’m a virgin another way, too,” said Tom. “I’ve never tasted a woman either. That’s what I want to do first.”

“Oral sex? Okay!” said Emily, who jumped on the bed.

“There ya go, Tom,” said Kate. “I think Emily wants to help you out there. After her, you can taste me if you want to, okay?” She leaned over and kissed him and held his cock. “Then we’ll get back to you.”

Emily scooted up the bed and positioned some pillows under her back so she was half sitting up. Tom moved between her legs and bent down but stopped before reaching his destination.

“I’m not sure what to do. I’ve only seen videos.”

“Let me show you,” said Kate. Tom moved over and Kate bent over Emily. “Just tease her a bit first, like this.” Kate gave Emily’s slit little kisses up and down, then circled the area with her tongue, following her vulva. Now you try it.”

Tom took Kate’s place, and repeated what she had done. Emily started moaning and moving her pelvis up and down following Tom’s tongue. “I think she likes it, Tom,” said Kate.

Emily laughed, “God yes I like it. You’re a natural Tom.”

“Now penetrate with your tongue.” He did so and Emily responded favorably.

Kate got on Emily’s side and leaned over her tummy. “I’m going to show you something, Tom, look.” Kate put her thumb over the hood of Emily’s clitoris and gently pressed it back toward her tummy. “Feel this.” She put her finger on Emily’s clit. “Be really, really soft at first.” Tom put a finger on Emily’s clit. “Now use your tongue.” He pressed her there with his tongue and Emily gasped.

“You guys are going to drive me crazy! Oh yes. That’s it, Tom. Do that more!”

Kate felt Tom had gotten the hang of it. “Now use your fingers, just like you used to do with me.” Emily moaned more deeply.

“Tom, just come inside me now… Please…” pleaded Emily.

Tom looked at Kate and she nodded. He rose over Emily and gently rubbed his cock up and down over Emily.

“Oh God yes, Tom… Now stick it in me!” Tom thrusted and Emily shrieked, then moaned. “He’s bigger th…” Emily caught herself just in time. Kate knew she was about to say “Don”.

Kate moved over Emily’s breasts and starting kissing and pinching her nipples. Tom increased his motion and soon Emily was arching her back and releasing herself into a full body hysteria. Kate was worried Tom was coming too but he slowed his pace as Emily settled down. When he pulled out he asked Kate to do what she had done on the beach, squeeze his cock at the base and hold it.

“I thought you were going to come,” said Kate.

“Very close. A second longer and I would have.”

Kate admired Tom’s determination to gain control. She kissed his cock and swallowed the tip, which was new ground for them. “Now you get to taste me, if you still want to.”

Tom nodded and Kate laid next to Emily, still spinning in her afterglow. Tom got between Kate’s legs and started licking and kissing her, and immediately she was moaning with pleasure, rocking herself to follow him. Emily leaned over and kissed her, and their lips locked. Emily played with Kate’s nipples and she starting moaning again.



“Tom,” she said. “Come inside me now.” Tom lifted his body up and Kate’s legs encircled his back and he penetrated. “Tom, yes, that’s it, harder if you want…” Tom increased his momentum. “Okay, I’m going to come, Tom. You can come too…

 

God yes, Tom


 
… You can come in my mouth if you want… Oh shit…” Kate burst into a fresh bloom of orgasm, entering yet another chamber of bliss. She felt Tom’s cock pulsing inside, and his warm stream pooling.



When their bodies stopped tremoring Tom collapsed on Kate and Emily wrapped a leg over him. They rocked each other, slowly catching their breath. Tom rolled over to Kate’s side and put his forearm over his head.

Kate leaned over and held his cock and kissed it and then moved up to his lips and kissed him. “Are you okay, Tom? Is this all okay?”

“God yes, Kate… and Emily. I can’t believe this is happening to me. Eight hours ago I was depressed as hell thinking about my family, and now it feels like I have a new family. And we’ve all just made love.”

Emily leaned over Kate’s side. “You were terrific, Tom.”

“Thanks. Thanks for teaching me so well. That was awesome.”

“I would say your virginity has been completely wiped out,” said Kate. “How does it feel?”

“Like a new world. I feel like an adult now too. I’ve had intercourse. Twice, with two different women. Two beautiful women.”

“You’re welcome,” said Emily.

“Yeah, you’re welcome,” said Kate. “I noticed when I said you could come in my mouth you lost it. You came right away.”

“That did send me over the top. And when I came it felt like it lasted forever.”

“Don’t worry, you can come in my mouth later.”

“Mine too,” said Emily.

“Ah-oh. That seems to have had an effect on him, Emily.” Kate noticed Tom’s cock getting harder again.

“Let me see,” said Emily. “You really are nice Tom. You hit me just right.”

“Thanks. You both fit me just right too, I guess. I can’t explain how it felt to slip inside each of you.”

“So, what do you think now, Tom? Do you think living with us might work out for you?” asked Kate.

“You’re kidding, right? Of course it’ll work out, if you still want it to.”

“What do you think, Emily?”

“I think we’re good to go, but we probably have more to discuss, don’t we?”

“I’m sure we do,” said Tom. “But as far as this goes, what’s just happened here, it’s just between us, right? We’re exclusive to each other?”

“That’s the idea. One peg, two holes, if you get my drift.”

“Got it.”


 

Chapter 29: Evolution


Kate stood at her kitchen sink staring out the window. She was watching Emily put a suitcase in her car. In it were the last of her belongings from the apartment she’d shared with Kate and Tom for nearly four years. When Emily got into her car and drove off, Kate erupted into sobs, her chest heaving, her lungs groping for air. Salty droplets cascaded down her cheeks and landed with a plonk in the empty sink. There was nothing she could do to stop the flow.

She blew her nose voluminously in a kitchen towel. As the tears abated and a dry sadness followed, she sat at the kitchen table, the one where she, Emily and Tom had laughed themselves silly late into many nights. They’d also shared tears there, and love and joy. They’d enjoy their experimental cooking sitting around its worn edges, a soft pine attempt at fine furnishings, rescued from a Goodwill. The Olympic water rings of former good times competed with finger polish remover mishaps and dings from sharp corners on metal objects that blemished the surface.

Another volley of tears arrived in tandem with a poignant memory, an incidental moment of their lives together. As Kate recovered from this most recent tide of sadness she heard Tom come home. He stepped into the kitchen and she went into his arms. They hugged as another stream of tears tumbled from Kate, mingling with Tom’s sympathy tears drawing lines down his own cheeks as well.

After a few minutes, Kate collected herself, gave Tom a kiss, and returned to the table.

“She’s got the last of her things now,” she said.

“I’m sure there’s more here she’ll remember later. It’s not like she’s leaving town, Kate. She’ll just be a mile away at most.”

“I know. I’m just letting myself feel sad about the rest.”

“Kate, we’ve had a great time as a ‘Thrupple’. Now we’re going to have more great years, this time as a couple. In another five years, there will be kids, and more great years will follow…”



“I know,” said Kate. She had smiled at

 

Thrupple


 
, Emily’s borrowed term for their unique arrangement as three people in love sharing the same bed. They had enjoyed great years together, having never suffered a falling out, domestic disagreement, or misunderstanding of any kind. They had fallen into mutually beneficial routines that made their lives seamless, easy and efficient. On all accounts, their experiment in polyamory was a success.



It could have endured forever if not for the growing closeness between Kate and Tom. Within the ‘thrupple’ grew a couple, and they couldn’t deny it. It was not benign, and Emily was not blind. She knew Kate and Tom were growing closer, and though she was close to both of them, the magnetic field between them all was changing.

It was just a coincidental fact that, as Tom and Kate were drawing closer together, Emily was feeling a new magnetism pulling her in a different direction. She’d met another woman with whom she could not deny the spark. She resisted it until the forces that bound her to Kate and Tom began their transformation.

When she admitted to herself that Kate and Tom were on the cusp of a new journey, she began her own. It was not so much a deliberate act, but one that gained momentum as her resistance to it failed. Kate knew that sometimes what kept one “in bounds” was not desire but fear of the unknown. Fear registered as resistance. One thinks there may be a different path opening for them but fear its uncertainties. Emily felt her path with Kate and Tom was narrowing. Eventually, their path wouldn’t have room for her. It wasn’t a question of love or losing love, but of knowing and accepting the truth.

People evolve, things change.

The truth was, Emily found in her new love what Kate and Tom were finding in each other. There are were many names for it, but none did it absolute justice. It was a love beyond labels.

“I’ll be okay, Tom,” said Kate. “I guess my sadness right now is telling me how much I’ve always loved Emily. That won’t change, ever.”

“It doesn’t have to change,” said Tom. “We’re losing a roommate, not Emily.”

“And she’ll have what we now have.”

“We should really be celebrating that Emily has found her one true love. It’s a happy day. You and I just have to get used to her not being around all the time.”

“And her experimental cooking.”

“I think I can cover for her there. Are you hungry? We should eat something.”

“Let’s make love first.”

They went into the bedroom. Kate instantly noticed what was missing, the things that had belonged to Emily. She broke into tears once more as she undressed. When they were both naked they laid on the bed.

“Do you remember our first night here?” asked Kate. “We were all so exhausted from moving in, Emily and I just wanted to sleep. You were in the center between us and had a hopeless erection. Emily said, ‘Dude. Are you ever not horny?’.”

“I remember it well. I was dying for relief.”

“And Emily said she’d give you five minutes. She took you in her mouth and you came about thirty seconds later.”

“That must have been my personal best, or worst, depending on how you looked at.”

“And that made me so horny I told Emily to do me, and because she knows me so well I got off in about a minute.”

“Then we asked Emily how we could make her happy.”

“And she said we just did, and she went to sleep.”

Kate smiled and moved on top of Tom, guiding him inside. They made love tenderly. As a ‘Thrupple’, they had made love on that bed a thousand times and made each other happy. In truth, there would be no end to any of their happiness, but it would keep evolving. These were just the facts. Kate felt her sadness go away, and her hopes for the future brightened.


 Chapter 30: Let’s Get A Room 2


With a light heart, Kate drove the shaded lane leading to the barrier island and Don and Sue’s beach cottage. It had been five years since her first visit there with Emily and Tom. Thus had begun their journey as a threesome, a polyamorous union that kept them free from the perils and prerequisite heartbreaks of normal college romances. It was a good plan, and for the most part worked. None of them had any regrets about following and exploring that path. That it had run its course meant they all were evolving, and that was as it should be.

When Kate arrived at her destination she parked and, from a backpack that had been her constant companion since starting college, extracted a wig. It was the same style and color of the one she wore during her naked babysitting days. She smiled at herself in the rear-view mirror and exited the car, walked to the front door and rang the bell.

“Oh my God,” said Sue. “I thought you tossed that years ago.” She gave Kate a warm embrace and kiss. Behind Sue came Diana, who performed the same greeting without noticing the wig.

Kate removed it and laughed. “I did toss that other one. I found this in a thrift shop and couldn’t resist. It looks the same, doesn’t it?”

“Exactly. For a moment there I thought I’d stepped back in time.”

Sue and Diana helped Kate get her bags to her room, the same one she’d occupied with Emily and Tom. “Memories,” said Kate. “To think it all started here.”

“Let’s go to the veranda, Kate, and you can catch us all up. I’ll make us some mimosas. When will Tom and Don be home?”

“Probably not until late. Don wants to finish the painting today so they can relax over the weekend.”

On the following Tuesday, Tom would start as a junior partner in Don’s growing law practice. Don’s attempt to keep it a small enterprise was a failure. Kate had one more year of law school before graduating, so this was an interim situation and Tom could get a leg up while she finished school.

Once they were settled on the veranda with a pitcher of mimosas, Sue asked Kate to tell them about her last couple years, during which time they had seldom been in touch. Kate and Tom had carried as many credits as possible year-round and had little to no free time for visits.

“Well, you know our first few years went smoothly,” began Kate. “We all focused on school. There wasn’t much time for play except what we accomplished in the bedroom. I kept a diary for a while. We all made love together over a six hundred times. Tom was such a trooper.”

“Now I’m really jealous,” said Diana, whose luck in love had been less remarkable.

“Well, over time we started to slack off and assumed a more normal routine.”

“That’s to be expected,” said Sue.

“It was still great and everything,” said Kate. “But not like the first few years. Our dynamics were shifting.”

“So when did things really start to shift?” asked Diana.

“You mean with Emily, right? I noticed I was getting closer and closer to Tom, and he with me, but we both still felt the same about Emily. As things got heavier between Tom and me, Emily couldn’t help but notice.

“She started getting friendly with a slightly older woman interning at our local hospital. Tom and I liked her a lot. As Emily got closer to this woman, she started drifting from us. When I asked her about it, she just said point blank, ‘I know, Kate. And I hate it. I don’t want to lose what we have’. We talked about it for a long time, and then Tom was home and joined the discussion, and we decided, hey, things change. We’re all evolving, and not necessarily at the same rate or in the same direction. That’s something Don told me the night we met you, Diana.”

“He was right,” said Diana.

“So,” continued Kate. “We decided Emily needed to sort out her feelings for this woman, Gale, and not give her a pass because of us. Otherwise, she might regret it, and besides, both Tom and I knew we were starting a new path.

“After a couple months Emily was seldom around, and when she was,  she wasn’t really joining us in the bedroom, I mean not as her old self. We knew she was conflicted. It was breaking my heart, and this was frankly the worst time of my life. Without Tom, I would have been completely lost.

“Finally, she came home one day and said she was moving out to live with Gale. We were all sad but knew the time had come, hugged and cried, had a great romp in bed. Emily was her old self, horny as ever. For a moment I thought Tom wanted her to reconsider,” Kate laughed. “I know I did.”

Diana offered an aside. “I think the greatest sex I had with my ex-husband was the night we decided to get divorced.”

“It’s true, but we didn’t feel like we were getting divorced anymore. We felt like we were growing. Again, I’m thinking of what Don said. We were evolving.

“After Emily moved in with Gale, Tom and I decided it was time for us to commit to being a regular, ‘till death do us part’ couple. We both really wanted it. It just felt so wonderful to finally say, ‘This is it’. So we started planning out what our life would be like, how we’d progress, have kids. Tom even has a retirement plan sorted out. He’s a planner.”

“You’ve really scored a gem, there, Kate,” said Diana. “I remember sitting naked with you in Sue’s kitchen and you saying you needed to find a Don. You did it.”

“I remember that night too,” said Sue. “Don was cuddling naked with Emily upstairs.”

“Memories, eh?” said Kate. “I’ll never forget the first time Emily and I had sex.”

“Nor will she,” said Diana. “I still remember the first time you kissed me, Kate.”

“On the deck”

“Right.”

“So, when will Gale and Emily get here?” asked Sue.

“Any minute,” said Kate.

“I can’t wait to meet Gale,” said Sue. “She looks beautiful from what I’ve seen on Emily’s Facebook.”

“She’s a looker. The two of them together is quite a sight,” said Kate.

“So were you and Emily,” said Diana.

“Do you think Gale knows everything about us?” asked Sue.

“Of course. You know Emily,” said Kate.

“Kate,” said Sue. “Have you sorted out the other aspects of your coming married life?”

“You mean the sexual boundaries?”

“Yes.”

“We’re using you and Don as our template. We’re going to be husband and wife forever, and we’re going to keep our magic in the bedroom alive. Do we have it all sorted out? No.”

“What about sleeping with Don?” asked Diana. “Could you do that?”

“No. It would be like Sue sleeping with Tom. I don’t think Don would go for that. I wouldn’t mind. We both agree cheating is the worst crime one can commit in a relationship. He’s still working out how that relates to having sex with other people, even if we agree on those people.”

“I don’t frankly know what Don would say,” said Sue. “But I get your point. It’s not an issue we have to deal with.”



“It’s funny,” said Kate. “Now that Tom knows our history, he likes me to tell him the details. ‘What’s Diana like in bed?’, ‘What does Sue

 

like


 
in bed?’. It always gets him going.”



“Well, he’s seen us all naked hot tubbing,” said Diana. “He won’t have problems imagining us in bed.”

“You’ll have those memories forever, Kate,” said Sue. “I don’t think your sex lives will ever get dull. Tom’s just lived with two women for, what? Four or five years? That’s going to keep his fire going forever. Yours too. When you get older you’ll look at the richness of your past as much as you hope for it in the future. It takes the pressure off too.”

“I know,” said Kate. “Sometimes I think of our first time together, when I woke up naked in your bed after babysitting, and I have to drag Tom into the bedroom to settle me down. It always gets me going.”

After a little more chatting Sue, Diana and Kate went to the kitchen to begin dinner preparations. At five Don and Tom returned from remodeling their new offices, and Emily and Gale arrived shortly after. Gale proved to be a sparkling presence, and she and Emily seemed well matched. They outlined their plans to be married the next summer in California, at a ranch in Big Sur, and all were invited to attend.

Kate and Tom planned to be wed after she graduated, and there was some discussion over having a duel wedding. They all liked the idea, and Diana offered that by then she too might be looking at marriage. Kate felt sorry for her, as her several attempts at finding the right man or woman hadn’t worked out, and a few times in a less than amicable way. In the meantime, Don and Sue were able to keep her level-headed and happy.

As per usual, on the first nights of any vacation, alcohol was present and enjoyed, and Gale and Emily did not make an exception to the rule. Don lit the fire pit and they all sat around sharing war stories and life histories.

Kate was finally able to pair off with Emily for a walk on the moonlit beach. It was the first time they were without Tom or Gale in six months.

“How’s it going, Em? We haven’t talked much in a while.”

“I’m really happy with Gale. I miss you guys, but I think I’m on the right path now. I was before too, but as you kept saying, we’re always evolving. This is how my life is evolving.”

“We helped each other.”

“You’re not scared about settling with Tom?”

“No, but it’s different for us. You know, a traditional marriage.”

Emily was quiet.

“What are you thinking?” asked Kate.

“Why didn’t we ever talk more seriously about getting married?”

“We said we weren’t going to decide anything until after college.”

“And we both thought living with Tom would be like having our own Don.”

“Yeah. It was, for the most part.”

“I guess it was natural that one or the other of us would end up closer to him.”

“I didn’t notice it was happening. You did, Emily. I think that’s why Gale came into the picture. You needed more than you were getting from Tom or me.”

“I knew you were getting closer to Tom and I didn’t feel I was. I loved him, and I still do, but I knew you were loving him more than I was, so… Anyway, I think being bi is a lot harder than being lesbian or straight.”

“I know,” said Kate. She felt they understood each other. There would be no black holes in their pasts to plague the future. Kate stopped walking and embraced Emily. Their prior passions became present, and they ended up lying on the sand, groping and fondling like it was their first time, quickly bringing each other to orgasm. Once the eruptions subsided, they both laid on their backs to catch their breath.

“You stopped shaving,” said Kate.

“Gale likes bush. What can I say?”

Kate laughed. “I just can’t break the habit, I guess. I still like how smooth it feels.”

“So do I.” Emily leaned over and kissed her.

“Will you tell Gale about this?”

“Of course. She knows nothing’s changed between us. Will you tell Tom?”

“Of course. That we would continue to have sex with each other was never in doubt… What about Tom? Would Gale mind if you slept with him?”



“With you

 

and


 
Tom, together? She wouldn’t mind. If I slept with Tom alone she wouldn’t like it.”



“What if we all slept together?”

“She’d go for it. She’s never done anything like that. In fact, she wondered if this weekend we would all sleep together. She can’t believe my stories.”

“So she knows everything?”

“This is Emily, Kate, you know me.”

“Right. Well, we should probably head back.”

When they returned to the fire pit only Gale and Tom remained. Kate decided a nightcap was in order and brought out a fresh bottle of wine and refilled their glasses.

Gale looked at Emily and laughed. “You should see your hair. It looks like you’ve been rolling around in the sand.” She shook out Emily’s hair and sand flew everywhere.

Tom looked at Kate and smiled. “Old times?”

“Guess what,” said Kate. “Emily’s bush is back. You never saw her that way.” Emily lowered her jeans and panties and showed Tom her bush. Gale laughed, which pleased Kate.

“It’s nice, Emily. I’m happy for you,” said Tom, who seemed to feel that covered the topic well enough. There was sand on Emily’s bum, which Gale brushed off while laughing.

“Look,” said Gale. “I think we all know everything about each other. I’m happy if Emily and Kate enjoyed themselves on their walk. I just thought I should say that in case anyone was wondering.”

“Thanks, Gale,” said Kate. “I’m really happy for you and Emily. I wouldn’t want to do anything to screw that up.”

“You couldn’t,” said Gale. “That’s why I don’t mind if you still enjoy each other.” Kate felt there was more being said, but wasn’t sure what. Who was included in the ‘you’?

Kate noted Gale and Emily whispering together, so she turned to Tom and whispered in his ear. “What are your thoughts on where this evening might be headed?”

Smiling, and whispering back, he said, “I guess I’m following your lead here.”

“Emily,” said Kate. “We’re thinking of heading to bed now.” She stood and Tom followed suit.

Emily and Gale stood too. “We were just talking about that. We need to get rested if we’re going to lie around in the sun all day tomorrow.” She smiled and gave Kate and Tom a kiss.

They walked to their rooms together and when they reached Kate and Tom’s, which was first on the landing, they paused. Kate turned to Emily to say goodnight.

Emily smiled and grabbed Gale’s hand, leading her into Tom and Kate’s room. Kate and Tom followed and closed the door.

“What do you think?” asked Gale. “Would you mind some company?”

Kate looked at Tom, who was smiling. He shrugged his shoulders. “Like I said, I’m following your lead.”

Gale and Emily pulled off everything but their underwear, which was identical. “You like?” asked Emily, Kate felt they looked like twins, matched in every detail, including their breasts.

“Wow. I have a feeling there’s been some planning here.”

“Maybe a touch,” said Emily. “Gale’s a menage virgin, so I thought it would only be right if it was the three of us who carried her over the threshold.”

“Only if you’re both into it,” said Gale. “It’s just that Emily keeps telling me these stories, and…”

“You know me,” said Emily. She went over to Tom and gave him a big, long kiss. “I’ve missed you, buddy.”

“I’ve missed you too, Emily.”

“Gale, come give him a kiss so he knows you’re friendly,” said Emily.

Gale crossed the room, put her arms around Tom’s shoulders and gave him a deep, smoldering kiss. “Hi,” she said.

“Hi,” said Tom blushing.

“Okay, let’s get his clothes off,” said Emily. “You don’t mind, do you, Kate?”

“Be my guest,” said Kate. “I suspect he already has a happy surprise for you.”

Emily pulled Tom’s shirt off and Gale worked on his shorts. When she saw Tom’s erection through his briefs, she looked at Emily. “I see what you mean.” Gale pulled down his briefs and took his erection in her hand. “It’s been a long time.”

“It’s been a while for both of us,” said Emily.

Kate took off her clothes and underwear and first kissed Tom, then Emily and Gale. “Maybe we should move to the bed now?” As Kate got to the side of the bed she noticed a brown grocery bag with a note stapled to it. It said, ‘Thought this might come in handy tonight’. She opened the bag and laughed.

“Look,” she said. “It’s Handsome Stranger. Sue left it.”

Emily laughed and grabbed it. “I told you about this, Gale.” Emily held it against herself to demonstrate its usefulness. Gale laughed and Tom didn’t seem to know how to react.

“We won’t use on you, Tom. Don’t worry,” said Kate. She pulled down the bed covers and padded the bed. “Guests first”

Gale grabbed Tom’s hand and led him to the bed. “Are you sure you don’t mind, Kate?”

“I’m sure. And you don’t mind if Emily and I have a visit?”

“No. I want you too. And I want to watch,” said Gale.

Kate and Emily climbed onto one side of the bed. They started kissing and fondling and giggling, once again like it was their first time, though it had only really been a couple hours since their last “visit”. Gale and Tom sat on the other side of the bed and alternated watching Emily and Kate with timid fondling.

Finally, Gale picked up Tom’s cock with her fingers rolled around it. “It’s been a long time, Tom, since I’ve touched a man.” She bent down and swirled her tongue around the crown, then looked into his eyes. “Maybe we should start by kissing.” She gave him a deep kiss and they both laid down on the bed embracing.

She moved his head to her breasts and he reached a hand down to feel between her legs. Kate started watching Tom with Gale as Emily kissed her breasts and began gently stroking and probing her with her fingers.

Tom moved down between Gale’s legs and started licking and kissing her there. She leaned back and moaned encouragingly, and Kate moved over to kiss her lips and wrapped a leg over Tom. Emily moved to approach Kate from behind, putting her head between her legs. Both Kate and Gale moaned and whimpered, still kissing, and for a moment they all moved in a sort of unison.

Emily was moving Kate to the edge, who rolled away from Gale to lie on her back while Emily repositioned. She knew how to pleasure every inch of Kate’s body and did so. Kate erupted into her second orgasm of the night. When she settled down, Emily put her head on Kate’s stomach and smiled at Gale, who smiled back and stroked Emily’s head.

Gale’s moaning was getting louder, and she was rolling her body in sync with Tom’s various attentions. Emily tapped his shoulder and indicated with her eyes and eyebrows that he was to enter Gale now. Emily smiled back at Gale and she nodded her head. Emily sat up, still between Kate’s legs, to watch Tom take Gale.

First, they kissed, and then Tom lowered his tip into Gale, who gasped, and then gasped again as he entered all the way and began thrusting. She wrapped her legs around his back. Emily held and squeezed her left hand as Gale became ever more vocal, pleading for Tom to thrust harder and harder. When she reached her peak and slipped into orgasm, she announced the fact to the neighborhood, literally screaming out her pleasure.

Once Gale settled down, both Tom and Kate looked at Emily and laughed. “I should have mentioned that she’s a screamer,” said Emily. “But that’s the loudest I’ve ever heard.”

Gale laughed. “I’m sorry! God, that was awesome, Tom… I now believe every word Emily has ever told me about you.”

“You owe your thanks to Kate and Emily, Gale. They were my teachers.”

“Thanks, Emily and Kate.” Gale sat up and leaned against the headboard. “I think I need a gallon of water.”

Tom got up to get Gale water.

“I’ve always loved seeing his ass when he walks away naked,” said Emily.

Tom followed his erection back to the bed. “Here ya go.” Gale drank the water in one long gulp.

“Emily told me that the funny thing about a menage is you lose track of where everyone is at,” said Gale. “I see what she means.”

“Not to mention who’s on their second or thirds,” said Kate.

“Don’t worry about Gale. She’ll keep coming until your dick falls off,” said Emily. “Or whatever you’re using, that is.”

“Emily, I want to see you and Tom now,” said Gale. “Is it okay if ask that? I don’t know the etiquette of menages.”

“What do you think, Tom?” asked Emily. “Want to come visit your old friend? It’s hairy now.”

“If Gale wishes it, of course.”

Kate moved next to Gale, freeing up the other side of the bed. Emily laid down and spread her legs and stroked herself. “I’m all ready for you, big guy.”

Tom moved between her legs and slipped his cock up and down her slit, then entered Emily, audibly signaling how good she felt. Her body heaved as she exclaimed, “Oh God, Tom. You just fill me up!”

Kate looked at Gale and smiled. She was touching herself as she watched Tom and Emily. Kate moved a hand down to help out, letting her fingers slip inside Gale’s folds and wetness. She moaned in response and put her hand over Kate’s, applying even more pressure.

As Emily reached orgasm Kate felt one rising in Gale as well. She circled her finger over her clit and pinched her nipples with her other hand. As before, Gale vocalized, and both she and Emily rode through their orgasms nearly simultaneously. The bed began to shake, which made the headboard bang the wall. When they both quieted down, Kate wondered if the sound effects of their lovemaking were reaching Sue, Don, and Diana.

“Holy Golly,” said Emily. “I am so fucked.”

Kate turned to Gale. “Emily’s always been a romantic.” They all laughed.

“Tom,” said Kate. “How are you doing?”

“Excellent. Thanks.”

“Can we pay some attention to you now?”

“I’m not feeling left out by any means.”

“Let me blow him,” said Gale. “It’s been a while, and I want to thank Tom for being so courteous.”

“Would you like our new friend to blow you, honey?” asked Kate. She used ‘honey’ to make the question sound ironic, and it worked.

“I have an idea,” said Emily. She got off the bed and located Handsome Stranger. “Hey, don’t mind me.” She strapped on Handsome Stranger and sat on the bed, looking like a hermaphrodite with an excellent figure.

Tom laid on the center of the bed and Gale positioned herself over him, bending down to take him in her mouth. “I don’t know how much of you I can take in this way, Tom.” She slowly attempted to take him all in but started choking. “Plan B,” she said, smiling. She took him about halfway comfortably and stroked his shaft. Tom was immediately enthusiastic about this approach.

Kate looked at Emily as Gale picked up her pace and Tom started moaning. Pointing at her mouth, Kate mined whether Gale intended to “swallow”, finishing her mine with an exaggerated gesture of one swallowing. Emily shrugged her shoulders, indicating she didn’t know.

Kate tapped Gale’s shoulder and whispered into her ear. Gale nodded her head without stopping her activities. Within another minute Tom’s legs fully extended and he held himself rigged, then his body delivered the international signs of a man in orgasm. Gale stayed right on him to the last drop.

When she lifted her head she kissed Tom’s tip and rubbed his tummy with her free hand, then sat up, wiping her face. Tom leaned up on his elbows and smiled. “Wow,” he said. Gale leaned over and gave him a kiss.

Kate looked at Emily, still sitting with Handsome Stranger affixed to her body. “I was going to jump in there and take my future wife from behind, but I got too caught up with watching her blow Tom.” She laughed.

Kate scooted up the bed alongside Tom and spread her legs. “Well, you may as use Handsome Stranger on someone, unless you want dibs, Tom.”

“By all means, no thanks.”

Emily climbed up between Kate’s legs and introduced herself, then slowly inserted Handsome Stranger. Kate responded favorably, and soon she was experiencing another orgasm. She rolled over and withered in Tom’s arms, who rubbed her shoulders and calmly stroked her back.

“Gale,” said Emily. “Lie down.” Gale laid across the front of the bed and Emily mounted her, but was much slower, almost teasing, as she introduced Gale to Handsome Stranger. This made Gale urgent to experience him fully, and Emily complied, reading Gale perfectly. She emitted another round of expletives, spastically banging herself against Emily’s prosthetic, until finally collapsing into another shower of afterglow.

Emily got off the bed and went into the bathroom to grab a hand towel, then returned and gently dried Gale off, and then herself.

“That’s the problem with having heavy bushes,” she said. “The wetness lingers.” She laughed and snuggled up to Kate, who was nearly asleep lying across Tom.

“Tom,” said Emily. “Is it okay if we sleep here?”

He nodded and Emily tapped Gale, motioning for her to come to the head of the bed. They got themselves aligned and variously entwined and soon fell asleep.


 

Chapter 31: And Here We Are


“So, what would you call this journey we’ve all been on? Love stories?” asked Kate, sitting in a jacuzzi spa with Sue overlooking the Pacific Ocean. They were discussing Kate and Emily’s impending nuptials to Tom and Gale.

“Well, you all found true love,” said Sue. “I don’t think it matters how you got there. You could also call them your erotic journeys. It wasn’t exactly a traditional path to finding your one and only, but maybe it was the better way in the end.”

“Maybe,” said Kate.

“Don and I lost six years of our marriage before he took me on that vacation and I met Bret. You figured yourself out before marriage. I think that’s smart.”

“It’s because I banged my head on your coffee table. That’s why I’m sitting here in the spa waiting to get married in two days. Gale and Emily too. You and Don are at the nexus, or whatever they call it.”

“Aren’t you glad you and Emily didn’t do anything rash? That summer you two talked about getting married.”

“I know. But then we both decided to wait until after college.”

“And you’d already met Tom. He was in the wings.”

Kate thought for a moment. “What do you think about all the sex? Are we normal?”

“Because we enjoy it so much? Yeah. We’re normal. People that deny its power are the ones that get in real trouble, but that’s just my opinion.”

“You mean like divorces, lying, cheating…”

“That just on the surface. A lot of people are in agony over their sex lives way before those things happen.”

“So they screw around.”

“There’s your mother!” said Sue, waving. “Hi, Kathy.”

“Hey Mom, join us.”

“I am joining you,” said Kate’s mother. She took off her robe and got in the tub. “This place is amazing, Kate, but couldn’t you have found somewhere more expensive? You dad and I still have some money left.”

“Sorry, Mom. Emily picked the place.”

“When do her parents get here? I thought they said Friday.”

“Tomorrow’s Friday, Mom. That’s when they get here.”

“Oh. It’s too bad she’s missing ladies night. Where are Emily and Gale?”

“They’ll be joining us soon.”

“It’s too bad Tom’s mother couldn’t be here.”

“Not really. Tom says she psycho. He’s glad she’s not here.”

Emily and Gale appeared. “Hey ladies,” said the former. “What’s with the suits? We’re in California, people.” Emily and Gale removed their robes to reveal they were naked.

“Oh, that looks like fun,” said Kathi, removing her suit. “You don’t mind, do you, Sue? Kate?”

“No Kathy,” said Sue. “I’ll join you.”

Kate, who didn’t normally get naked with her mother, was too embarrassed to take off her suit.

“Wow, Kathy, you got a great bod,” said Emily. “I hope I look that good at your age.”

“Emily kind of offers a compliment, then takes it right away, have you ever noticed?” said Kate.

“I know I’m a lot older,” said her mom. “Anyway, thanks, Emily. It’s, funny. I just met two cute sisters from Ohio who got married today, along with their mother. Isn’t that something?”

“Wait… What?” asked Emily.

“She means two sisters married two guys, not each other,” said Kate. “And their mom got married too. To another guy. Right, Mom?”

“That’s what I said, isn’t it?”

Sue got up to get the champagne cooling in a bucket, opened it, and they all had a glass. Every room had its own spa, and they were using the one that came with Kate’s.

Her mother, feeling warm, sat up on the edge of the tub to cool down. “Mom!” said Kate, sounding incredulous. “You shave?”

“Your dad likes it,” she said.

Gross, thought Kate. She didn’t want to have that information in her head.

“You look nice, Mrs. S,” said Emily. “Gale and I have gone the other way. For the first time ever, we haven’t trimmed or anything in like a year.” Emily stood up to demonstrate, in case they had all forgotten. Her pubic hair looked especially lush and long wet. She sat back in the tub.

“They’ll have to change the filter and we’re done here,” said Kate.

“No one used to do anything when I was growing up,” said Kathy. “My mother could have braided hers.”

“Okay, enough with the pubic hair,” said Kate, quite seriously.

“It’s only natural,” said Sue, laughing.

Tom poked his head out the sliding glass door. “You all having fun?” Kate noted her mother, still sitting on the edge of the tub, displayed not an ounce of modesty.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” said Kate. “Ladies night and all that.”

“I know. I just wanted to grab your Nikon if that’s alright. Your dad wants me to get some good pictures of our bachelor dinner.”

“Go ahead.”

“Okay, bye.”

“Well, Mom, now Tom’s seen you naked. Did you get a little thrill out of him seeing you like this?”

“No. I don’t care. He’s as good as family. Anyway, that’s your thing, isn’t it?”

“What do you mean?”

“Babysitting?”

“What?…” That was all Kate could manage, as she turned beet red and looked at Emily. Her mother was smiling, so apparently, it was old news or at least news of the kind that didn’t matter anymore.

Sue changed the direction of the conversation by suggesting they all get dressed for dinner. All but Emily left to go to their rooms to change. When she and Kate were alone, Emily said, “Honest, Kate, I didn’t mean to tell your mom about the babysitting. She tricked me.”

“I didn’t know it was you… What do you mean she tricked you?” asked Kate.

“She asked me if I knew about your naked babysitting,”

“That’s not a trick, Em. You just say ‘no’ to questions like that.”

“I didn’t think.”

“Well, anyway, what did she say?”

“She said she’d heard a rumor. She thought maybe you’d been caught with a guy while you were babysitting, and you were naked. She didn’t really know any details.”



“

 

So you filled her in?


 
Em, sometimes I think you’ve got a few loose bolts or something.”



“She wasn’t mad. In fact, she laughed, and said something like ‘girls do the strangest things these days’.”

“So, she doesn’t know anything else, right? About Don, Sue, Diana, you, Gale and me and Tom?”

Emily thought for a moment. “No.”

“Why did you have to think about it?”

“To make sure, I guess.”

“Anyway, what are you wearing tonight? I’ve got to figure something out.”

“I’ll help you, but first give me a kiss,” said Emily. “I don’t want you to be mad at me.”

“I’m not mad. It was just a shock, that’s all.” She kissed Emily, who pulled her over and onto the bed.

“I knew it wouldn’t be a simple kiss,” said Kate, not really annoyed.

“I just want a little touchy-feely.”

“Okay.” They fooled around for a few minutes, long enough for Sue to get dressed and be back at Kate’s door, which she entered after a quick knock.

“Oh. You two at it again? I thought we’d finish off that champagne before heading out.”

Emily got up from the bed. “You two go ahead. I’ll go get dressed too.” Kate put on fresh underwear and looked at her closet while Sue emptied what was left of the champagne into two glasses. Kate looked at what Sue was wearing, then opted for a similar dress and slipped it on.

“So, your mom seems to know about the babysitting.”

“Emily told her.”

“That surprises me.”

“She said my mom tricked her by asking her if she knew about it.”

Sue snorted and laughed. “I see. She beat it out of her.”

“That’s the sum of it. Anyway, she wasn’t upset, so no harm was done.”

“No. She probably wrote it off as girl stuff. I think every woman growing up got a kick out of hanging around in their room naked. I did.”

“That’s a little different. You weren’t masturbating into a web camera.”

“No,” said Sue. “That was your twist. Like I’ve said before, you were trying to get at something inside yourself. Hey. It worked!”

“And here we are,” said Kate.

“And here we are.”



“I’m in love, you’re

 

still


 
in love, Emily’s in love.”



“And Diana is off on her honeymoon. Who’d thought?”


 

Chapter 32: Blue Eyes


“Look at you!” said Sue, welcoming Diana.



“

 

Look at you!


 
” said Diana.



“I know. We’re almost twins. Five months! Hi, Bill.” Sue gave Diana’s husband a hug. “I’m glad you finally made it to the cottage.”

“Is anyone else here yet?” asked Diana.

“Kate’s in the kitchen. You’re going to ache when you see her.”

“Eight months?”

“Almost nine. It’s going to be raining babies soon.”

“I’m so happy for them, and you too. You and Don have been hoping for years.”

“I know. It’s a miracle.”

“Or something,” said Diana. They all went into the kitchen to see Kate.

“Sue was right! Ouch!” Diana gave Kate a hug and they bumped bellies.

“I’ve been doing that a lot lately,” said Kate. Her skin was glistening, but she made looking frazzled attractive. She was cleaning shrimp in the sink.

“Kate, you can leave that. Let’s go out on the back lawn and get in that breeze.

Kate did her best to waddle gracefully outdoors and sit with her friends. She had gotten to know Bill over the past year and really liked him, a perfect match for Diana. Now forty-one, she was expecting her second child. At forty-two, Sue was having her third.

“When will Emily get here?” asked Diana. “I can’t wait to see her and Gale.”

“Soon,” said Kate. “She’s as big as I am.”

“What great timing for the two of you,” said Diana. “Well, for all of us, I guess.”

Sue poured lemonade for everyone except Bill, who brought along his favorite bourbon. As she sat down, she heard Don coming through the house with company.

“Look who I found stuck in the driveway,” he said. He had his arm around Emily, who looked fit to burst. Tom and Gale followed them out. For now, Gale was the only non-pregnant woman in the group.

Everyone got up for hugs and kisses, and then settled down in a cozy circle, chatting over each other and catching up generally. Tom and Don were growing their law practice, and when Kate was further down the road, she would work there, as would Sue, if she wanted to pursue the option. Gale was starting her residency at Piedmont in Atlanta, and Emily would for now be a stay-at-home mom. Bill and Diana were moving to Hilton Head in the spring, where she would resume her legal career while Bill managed his apparent wealth.

Kate was having trouble pinning down the years. Was it five years ago that she first brought Tom to the cottage, when they began their life together with Emily? They’d been married a year. Two years before that they had their first “sleepover” with Gale. She decided precision with dates wasn’t her forte, and let go of wondering. What pleased her now was that they were all together and everyone was happy.

Four babies were on their way. Their mother’s ripe bellies were now warming under the end-of-summer Georgia sun. A soft ocean breeze stirred the oak trees shading the lawn, and the air was scented with sweetshrub and jasmine. Five fine women and three fine men had managed to find happiness in life, and there was lobster for dinner. Life really couldn’t be any better.

Kate knew that later, after the others had gone to bed, she, Gale, Emily, and Tom would sit around the fire pit. They’d talk and joke and share their serious thoughts and feelings. Tom would be rubbing coconut oil and gelatin over Kate’s belly, as would Gale on Emily’s. They would wonder aloud about the future and express their fears and comfort each other if they sounded too real.

She knew they all hoped their babies would have Tom’s eyes. They were blue, and all the women thought they were lovely.

One journey was ending, another beginning.

And that was fine.


The End
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There is no denying that Kate, Sue, Diana, Gale, and Emily qualify as “hot wives”, women with broad attitudes when it comes to the bedroom. For some men, having one is a dream. But how does a wife become a

 

hotwife


 
? As part of

 

The Wife Chronicles


 
, the following preview from

 

The Hotwife Project


 
offers some clues:



 



One Of Those Calls









 



“I’m really, really sorry to hear this, Adam,” I said. I was also sorry Adam had chosen this moment to tell me about his bad luck. I loved the guy, but I was expected to tee off in twenty minutes. “It’s terrible news. We thought you guys were so happy.”


 



“Who was that?” asked Laurie, my wife of six years. She was bouncing a pencil off her forehead and as she strained to compose a shopping list.


 



“Adam,” I said. “Liz left him.”


 



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


 



“That’s what I thought,” I said. “That’s the problem with appearances. They’re often false. Anyway, I’ll tell you all about it later. I’m late for my tee-off. Ben will be pissed if we miss our slot.”


 



“You hate golf, Ethan. Screw it.”


 



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


 



“Then go,” she said. “I’m meeting Stacy for lunch and then we’re going shopping.”


 



“So I’ll see you this afternoon.” I grabbed my keys and headed for the door.


 



“You know,” she said, forcing me to delay my exit. “Adam won’t have any trouble finding someone. He’s a hottie. Stacy thought he was a hunk when she first met him.”


 



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


 



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


 



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


 





“Yeah. Stacy will

 

rock his boat


 
. I would if I wasn’t stuck with you. I’d be all over him in a second—oh, did I say that out loud?” She laughed at her joke, gave me a chaste, couple’s kiss, and we walked out the door together.




 



As Laurie was parked behind me, I had to wait for her to complete her usual departure routine. She tossed her bag in the passenger seat, set up her music, dithering a bit before making a final selection, air-kissed the mirror and fingered her bangs to sort them out, reached for and attached her seat belt, checked the mirror again, then turned to back out of the driveway. She then realized the car wasn’t in gear, put it in reverse, then turned again to finally exit the driveway. As she reached the street she failed to yield, forcing a passing car to screech its tires. She gave the driver a wave and sped off.


 



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


 



Watching in the rear-view mirror as she prepared to leave I felt a surge of pride. This pride made her last comment to me before leaving sting a little bit. She said she would rock Adam’s boat if she wasn’t stuck with me. I envisioned her doing just that, the two of them naked, petting each other, she holding his cock, him kissing her breasts. I was surprised that this vision gave me an erection, the evidence of which was my need to shift in my seat to accommodate stirrings in my shorts.


 



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


 



Poor Adam.


 



He had sounded very heartbroken. I should have canceled my golf date and taken him to lunch. I would have to make it up to him later.


 



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


 



I had to give it a good think, but it would have to wait until after my round of golf with Ben. For now, there was no denying that the idea of my wife sleeping with Adam was having a profoundly peculiar effect on me.




 



Holy Hell











 



“How was your game?” asked Laurie.


 



“Terrible,” I said. I’d just walked in from several hours of golfing with Ben in tropical heat. She was putting groceries away looking as fresh as the first day of Spring. I, on the other hand, looked like damp laundry that had blown off the line.


 



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


 



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


 



“Good. I told her all about Adam.”


 



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


 



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


 



How could they have, unless they’d had an affair? Up until that morning, Adam had been a married man. For a scant second, I felt jealous of Stacy. I hadn’t stopped thinking about my wife and Adam as a possibility. I had no idea why I was thinking about this. It was absurd. Why would I ever consider sharing my wife with another man?


 



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


 



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


 



“Liz was having an affair with her boss.”


 



“Oh, God.” Laurie was thoughtful for a moment. “You know, I did wonder about her at times, the way she would go on about her job and her great boss. She would get gaga-eyed when she spoke about him. And frankly, she was never that loving toward Adam or warm to us. She just seemed to tolerate our company.”


 



“I never noticed,” I said. “But that’s not the real stinger. Liz is pregnant.”


 



“Oh, Jesus. What does Adam want to do? Are they going to keep it?”


 



“Adam said it isn’t his. He said he and Liz haven’t slept together in three months. She’s six weeks pregnant.”


 



“Holy Hell,” said Laurie. She seemed genuinely jarred by this news and, frankly, it was just sinking in on my end as well.


 



“I know, Laurie. I really should have canceled the golf. Now I feel like a real shit. I should give Adam a call.”


 



“Yeah, go do that, Nathan. But take a shower first. You’re stinking up the joint.” She laughed. “We’ll talk after you’ve chatted with him. By the way, Stacy is coming for dinner. Should we invite Adam?”


 



“Let me talk to him first and see where his head’s at.” I left her to shower. As I was finishing up, the shower door opened and Laurie popped in naked. I felt this was a nice turn and decided to hang around.


 



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


 



“No. I’ll watch you. Be thorough.”


 



“I didn’t think you’d mind.” She did a few turns in front of the torrent and handed me her wash mitt. She knew scrubbing her down was one of my favorite hobbies. It had been a while.


 



“I can’t believe Liz got herself pregnant by another man,” she said. “That’s not too classy.”


 



“No, it isn’t. But what did you think about the other thing?”


 



“The other what?” she asked.


 



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


 



“Ethan?”


 



“Yes?”


 



“When did we last make love?”


 



I had to think about this. It didn’t seem that long ago. “A week? Two weeks ago?”


 



“Almost four weeks, Ethan.”


 



“Jesus.”


 



“I know, Ethan. We used to screw like rabbits. You used to make me sore!”


 



“I know. Maybe we could do something right…”


 



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


 



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


 



“You a little excited there, bub?” She held my cock in her hand and gave it a shy pump, then bent down to kiss it. “You know, Ethan. I do love you, and I love your cock. I don’t know why it’s been four weeks since we last made love.” She gave me a real kiss. “Hey, kiss my titties! They miss you!”


 



I kissed her nipples and it dawned me that I missed them too. I used to fall asleep every night with one of her breasts cupped in my hand.


 



“Aw, that’s nice,” she said. “It’s too bad we don’t have any time.”


 



I watched her get dressed. She had the loveliest lingerie, a testament to her all around good taste. Every detail mattered, even the ones others weren’t likely to see. I really wished we’d had more time.


 



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


 



Laurie took this as an opportunity to offer a serious and apparently previously meditated reply. “We’re familiar to each other now, Ethan. We know each other’s moves. It’s to be expected, I guess.” She ended her comment with a long sigh.


 



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


 



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


 



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


 



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


 



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


 



We finished dressing. Laurie went downstairs to greet Stacy and I called Adam. As I was dialing, I wondered what Laurie meant when she said, “I want us to be creative”.


 




Continues…
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