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We were watching shows one night, my wife Rose and me, along with Lance. Lance is my old friend from the ‘hood, a professional couch-surfer and one of those forever-students by then on his third PhD. I’d never known how he does it — he never really worked, he seldom had an address, he doesn’t even own anything. And yet, women love him, including my wife. I guess he’s a very charming guy.

They were teasing each other on the couch together the way they do, slapping each other over silly predictions in reality shows, laughing over things so hard they couldn’t breathe or talk or stop, and wrestling and tickling each other to distraction like a couple of kids.

Lance had been passing through town like he always seemed to be doing and we let him stay a few nights, which turned into a week, and then a month, and then longer. I made him go live in the garage. I usually had work in the morning and so did Rose, even though she hated going to bed early and yet still managed to be a very effective legal secretary at one of the top firms in town on little sleep.

I couldn’t exactly send Lance to his garage, but the idea in my mind was, if it’s bedtime, he ought to be out of the house. He never got the hint though and Rose never got the memo. I went to bed with Rose and Lance catching their breath and, distracted by the show but holding each other’s wrists with their legs  entwined, they both twisted around to watch the screen.

“I’ll be along in a while,” Rose said breathlessly without looking.

“When I’m done with her,” growled Lance in mock-menacing tone.

“You!” Rose sniggered and I heard the squeals and screams and grunts and laughs of two people playfully wrestling and tickling again. I shut the bedroom door all the way to block out their sounds.

Back in college, Lance and I shared a cheap basement apartment. He was doing a dual degree then — physics and math, of course — but spent most of his time, as far as I could see, being an artist, filling the place up with half-done abstract canvases and dog-eared old books.

He always had girls over. And if he didn’t have one, he’d go out for an hour and come back with one. My college experience had a soundtrack to it, and the music was a loop of girls laughing and crying out and inhaling in short, sharp gasps, and moaning loudly.

One night, he came staggering out of his room with some crazy clown pants on and no top. He slumped on our big old couch.

“Why don’t you go and take a shot at that?” he gestured his head to his open bedroom door.

I stared at him a long few moments and he just stared back at me with that stoned look he usually wore. “What the fuck you talking about?” I squinted at him.

“Go and fuck it, I asked her, she’s good for it.”

“She didn’t say that.”

“She did. She wants to taste the life of the artiste. She’s waiting for you.”

I got up and peeked around the doorway. The girl was there with the messy sheet up around her chin, and a big smile on her languid face. She flung the sheet back to show me her nude body.

I stepped back. “Lance what the fuck did you say to her?”

“I explained to her,” he rolled his head down and gesticulated grandly with his hand stretched far out to his side as though he were suddenly a professor. “One-on-one sex is a social construct, it’s a bourgeoisie conceit, that the way primates rose to the top of the food chain in every niche they ever invaded was certainly not by limiting their natural desires.”

I looked around the edge of the wall again and back at Lance. The girl had rolled on her back and spread her legs to rub herself for my entertainment.

“Why do they always go for your bullshit like that? I don’t get it.”

“Dude,” he grinned so full of confidence it rolled off him like dry ice. “Chicks love it when you talk about desire and oppression and animals and shit.” He leaned his head back over the couch. “Don’t you babe?” he shouted through the doorway.

“Uh-huh,” she replied breathily as though she was nearly peaking.

“I told her,” he leaned forward and lowered his voice as though telling me some secret, “that when guys know another guy is getting fucked, they want to go fuck that too, that’s their natural way.” He leaned back again and shrugged as though powerless to change things. “The only reason they don’t is because of their Waspish straightjackets.” He winked at me and chick-chicked.

“I can get my own, you know.”

“No doubt, right?” he said shrugging and bugging his eyes out. “Just saying, she’s there now. Drag her back to your own room if you want. I’m sure she’d love that. In fact, I insist, I need my bed, I need my sleep.”

I thought better of it, but he was right. Hearing his girls, not just that one, but all of them, cry and gasp and cum night after night, yeah, I desperately wanted it. I wanted them specifically because they were fucking him. I had no idea about the psychology of it, but as uncomfortable as Lance usually left me, he was almost always right.

In truth it never bothered me to imagine taking them after he’d already had them. Maybe I’d shower them down first, have them douche themselves out if I wanted to go down on them, but in general, yeah, not in his bed, not at the same time, but fucking a young lady already in that mode and warmed up like that girl was in his bed that night, it turned me on to imagine it.

I leaned around the edge of the wall and gestured with my head for her to follow me. She giggled, padded out of the room, and took my offered hand to follow me to my room.

“There you go, sport,” Lance said barely raising his gaze from the screen.

I’d never experienced a girl having an orgasm from fucking before that girl. It wasn’t the last time I had one of Lance’s off-cuts after that and it wasn’t the last time I enjoyed that overwhelming orgasmic experience with them. Lance was like that with morals, seemingly making up rules on the fly and then convincing everyone it was always the way it was. He was the only person I ever knew who brought to life that phrase, “If you know how to make rules, you don’t have to follow rules.”

Now he was settling into Rose’s and my house spreading his tentacles through our lives and our relationship like some dark-dwelling fungus. In three weeks ensconced in our garage, which was supposed to be a quick fix to give him the idea to move on, he’d transformed it with art and found-furniture and pallets and spools and that sort of voodoo juice he seemed to have, into a more comfortable, more cool little hovel than the rest of the house it was attached to.

I couldn’t get rid of him. When he borrowed my car, he returned it having tuned it up in a way I’d never experienced it before. When he replaced the “borrowed” beers in my bar fridge, he’d stocked me up with rare brew-house products ten times better. And when my wife finally came to bed that night, she carried herself with a swagger and grace I’d never seen in her before.

In the days after that night when I left her and Lance on the couch together through half the night, she remained relaxed, calm, and happy in ways no stress from work could dent. I seriously wondered if they took things further than teasing and tickling, but there was no doubt, just like my garage, my car, and my beer, that if that piece of shit did borrow her, he returned her to me better than how he found her, just like my beer, my car, and my garage.

Another night came and Rose wanted to invite Lance down for shows. She seemed antsy, almost like she was climbing the walls. She kept changing her clothes.

“Why don’t we just see what he’s up to?”

“If you want to have him over to watch a show, it’s fine with me.”

“I’ll go up and see — I mean, why call, right?”

“Uh,” I stared at her unable to read what she was struggling with. “Because it’s easier?” I suggested with a tinge of sarcasm.

She missed it entirely, though. “I’ll just phone.” She went to the bedroom again and came out later wearing very short white shorts and a pale pink crop-top t-shirt.

“He’s got a lady-friend over, are you okay if he brings her down too?”

“Jesus Rose,” I said. “I don’t know, I guess so.”

You’d think I was Rose’s dad and that she was a teen, the way she jumped and squealed and texted her friend straight back. I kept at what I was doing with the fridge but I noticed over my shoulder and out the corner of my eye Rose was holding her phone up over her head and making a peace sign and puckering her lips at it. And of course I heard the swoosh of her sending the selfie to who I knew had to be Lance.

I kept my head in the fridge but I noticed her reflection behind my back in the door handle. She took another selfie, this time holding out the top of her t-shirt and aiming the camera down from high overhead. She chuckled this time when she sent it, before darting again upstairs.

Up down, up down, up down, she was like a hungry cat the way she was unable to settle herself, until Lance’s tap-tap-tap on our back door. Rose nearly hit the ceiling and ran to get it.

“This is, uh,” Lance paused, guiding what had to be at best a 21-year-old girl up in front of himself.

She held out her hand and finished his sentence. “Carrie, nice to meet you!” To say Carrie was a hottie would understate things. She was hard not to stare at.

“What do you do, Carrie?” Rose was immediately friendly and welcoming, and not all threatened as I had presumed she would be. Maybe she wasn’t having an affair with Lance after all.

“I’m a student,” Carrie brightly replied. She tilted her head back to Lance over her shoulder. His hand was around her waist. “He’s my anthropology TA.” She made herself instantly at home and padded into our kitchen and helped herself to a sampling of the charcuterie board I’d been putting together. She was wearing a short pleated cotton skirt and a crop-top hoodie so short, if she reached, as she did to get around me to the prosciutto, the soft tender rise of the bottom of her breasts emerged in the shadows against her skin. I instinctively licked my lip and swallowed and stepped back.

“Excuse me,” she said so softly and sweetly I shivered. She made eye contact with me and smiled like she knew what she was doing to me.

We got drinks and settled all around the large brown semi-circular couch, Lance, Rose, Carrie, and finally me. Carrie twisted her lips and kept glancing at me and when she caught me glancing at her, and she grinned with a private satisfaction, and nailed me with her eyes — blue, deep, clear, and big — held hard on mine.

Whatever show we were watching drifted into a droning background of music, voices and exotic imagery of tropical islands and dense jungles. Lance was droning too, but he had a way, a timing, a rising and falling pattern of intonation, that captivated anyone within ear-shot like a small, still flame to our mothy brains.

“You wonder really what the impetus was to fitted clothes.” There was on the screen some depiction of early people with spears creeping up on some unsuspecting animals, wearing nothing but loincloths. “Warmth doesn’t explain it, not in all climates, not in all seasons. And anyway, as we all know each night,” he landed his hand on Rose’s bare leg beside him where it was folded up and under her, “sleeping naked under a loose blanket is how to maximize body warmth.”

I caught Rose looking down and then glancing at me as though checking if I noticed something. I didn’t — aside from the thought that she sleeps in pjs in our bed. I saw her look back at Lance and grin and puff air out her nose.

Carrie turned to me and even with my wife sitting right beside her, she lifted her striking, intoxicating face to me and said, as though it were the most everyday question, “Do you sleep naked?”

I glanced at Rose but she didn’t seem to notice. Lance was talking again and she was absorbed entirely in him and his voice rolling like gentle hills in the country.

“Summer,” I said to Carrie.

“Year round here,” she said back to me, and after holding my gaze with hers for interminable moments, she finally released me from her DC current and grinned to herself, letting her eyes flow like honey back to the screen. She leaned nearly doubled over to reach for more crackers and cheese and I could not stop myself letting my eyes run up her tight, toned side, to her exposed ribs, and the side of her breast where it hung firm and round from her chest. She caught me too, darting her face around over her shoulders, but staying in that position as though to offer me as long a gaze on her body as I wished. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

“You take something away, you deny what was once free, and you make a market for it, you create desire for it.” Lance went on and on. Anybody else and you’d roll your eyes and ask him to stop talking so much.

But not Lance. He had a way of speaking past your ears and directly into your mind as though his voice was your own thinking. And what he said was usually so interesting, he made everyone feel smart, because it seemed we were thinking those things that he spoke.

I’d long been used to it since back in college. It was the unique register of his voice box, I surmised. That, and his innate sense of pace and his ability to time his pauses just enough to let your mind roll around with the words he gave you. 

I hated him for how he got everything for nothing and I had to work for it all. But I loved him too. If I overlooked the fact he was a fellow man, a fellow human, and instead thought of him as removed from the human race altogether, he was one of the joys of being alive, just him being himself. He didn’t belong in the registry as a “friend,” but rather along such things as “most striking painting I’d ever seen” or “best meal ever in life,” or “best wine or whiskey ever tasted.” He gazed at the screen but his hand slowly rubbed up and down my wife’s upper thigh, even sliding inside and around. I could see Rose trying to control her breathing and trying to keep her eyes open on the screen, but I could also see her chest rise with jagged inhalations and her back arch away slightly from the couch cushion behind her.

“When we wear clothes in a private space, inside our homes, we’re internalizing the instrument of power wielded on us by the clan that domesticated us,” he droned.

His comment hung in the air like a pallid smoke. “Did you make this?” Carrie broke my spell but in a voice that was as quiet and private as a lover over a pillow.

I looked over my shoulder and down at her. Her hand, soft, white, small and cool, tapped on my leg. Her fingernails were glossy pink with sparkles. She’d surreptitiously unzipped her hoody further down her front and it was impossible not to see the entire side of her breast inside. Her tongue darted out to pick off crumbs on her equally glossy lips. She got my attention and stopped tapping on my thigh, but she left her hand on me there.

“I did,” I said, glancing toward Rose. She had sunk back into the couch and rolled her head back. Her eyes were closed. Lance was still staring ahead at the screen, but his hand was so high up around the inside of her thigh he could be, I thought, resting his pinky against her crotch. Or rubbing her there.

Carrie pushed herself up and before I could react, she pressed her lips to my cheek and said so close in my ear it made me shudder, “It’s good.” When she leaned back again, she’d let her pulled-up knee fall sideways and land across my thigh, spreading her legs apart with her other knee flopped down the other way. My eyes were involuntarily tugged to the tiny strip of shorts that remained covering her there, and her shoulders poked up and she emitted a tiny satisfied chirp.

Nobody bothered asking him what clan was that that domesticated us. It made no sense but the way he planted it in our minds, it appeared as though a commonplace idea, one that we’d all had all along. Of course, yes, that clan!

“When we undress we relax, we become ourselves, we return to the world we’ve known forever, the one inside our home, away from the regulated public space, away from legislation and control.” He turned to Rose and without saying anything, he tugged her skimpy pink t-shirt up her body. She only lifted her arms and let it float free from her.

“Come on,” Carrie said, scrunching her hand hard into the tender flesh of my inside thigh. She immediately unzipped her hoody all the way and turned her back to me to enlist my help in pulling it down her arms and off her body. “Now you,” she said, and she didn’t hesitate pulling my t-shirt up my body and over my head. I could see around her topless body that Rose had pulled Lance’s top off as well.

I wanted to resist but I couldn’t. Carrie was wearing a scent that mixed the damp musk of a nightclub with the feminine cinnamon of a girl in bed, and it made me lean toward her, it made me float and experience a paralysis. Her body was so fresh, so clean, so pure, I struggled to hold my shaking hands back from her.

Carrie didn’t stop. She raised her hips from the couch and undid the button of her shorts and wriggled and tugged until she was sitting beside me in nothing but white thong panties. She stuck her chest up at me and collapsed her arms to her sides and wiggled herself. “Nice?” she said with the grin of someone offering you a cookie.

I looked down. My breath caught like someone standing on the ledge of a high-rise. She grabbed my hand and said, “Show me the pool.” We had a guest shed by the pool, a garden path partly like a labyrinth, and a hot tub too, all round the kidney-shaped pool. She picked up the charcuterie board and took it with her, leading me by the hand and away from the den and my wife and Lance who stayed behind, and who, I noticed, before Carrie touched me electrically with her hand on my chin to steer me gently away with her, were embracing, were kissing on the couch. My wife was only in her shorts. Lance hod lost his pants.

“He’s right, you know,” Carrie said walking like a lover with me around the twisting sidewalk. “Let me help you,” she said. She stopped and faced me and, entranced like some fungus had invaded my brain, she rose on her bare painted toes and cupped her gentle hand around the back of my neck. Her other hand deftly undid the button of my shorts and she caught her tongue between her teeth and tilted her head as she tugged and pushed till my shorts fell to my ankles. She didn’t stop. She wrapped her fingers around the waist of my underwear and pulled them off my hips too. It seemed to mean nothing more to her that I was  probably 14 years older than her, my wife was just behind the windows, and I was completely naked outside.

She hooked her thumbs into the waist of her own panties and shrugged with an excitement as she peeled them over her round peach ass and down her legs. “We don’t have to have sex,” she assured me, taking me by the hand again and leading me through my own built labyrinth in a parallel world where nothing was recognizable.

She gasped with surprise at the tiny shed my wife had turned into a mini-version of a stately old-south mansion, and she let go of my hand and ran up to it. She pushed the tiny front door open and leaned inside. “Oh my god,” she twisted around and smiled broadly at me through her strands of whipped blonde hair all over her face and shoulders and back and breasts, “It’s so cool!”

She went inside. It looked like two floors on the outside, but of course it was just one normal height room inside. When I got to the doorway and leaned over to peer inside, Carrie was bouncing on the bed and shrieking and laughing. I turned toward the den windows worried her shrieking would be heard. The curtains had remained closed though.

A shadow played on them from the light of the screen behind. It was a head and shoulders rising and falling at a regular pace over the straight line of the back of the couch. I could only tell what it was when arms flung out from the shoulders, rose toward the ceiling pulling hair up and letting it fall, before the bent arms grabbed ahold of the back of the couch.

Carrie pulled my hand and took me inside the shed while I still stared at the shape inside the curtains rising and falling. “Lay down with me,” she said. “It’s an experiment.”

I looked at the expanse of the white guest bed. Carrie, as fertile and fresh as a ripe fruit, kicked her heels to push herself up and over to one side. “No touching, okay?” she glared at me with big, excited eyes and a wide open grin. “You lie down,” she said. “And tuck your hands under your back! Promise!”

I laid on my back as she said, and I pushed my hands under my back like she asked.

“No touching,” she said again only very softly. She stifled giggles as she carefully lifted herself over my prone body and settled herself onto her hands and knees over me. She pulled her blonde locks over her head and let her hair fall down around both our faces. “Hair doesn’t count,” she said in a husky, quiet voice. She moved her head and her chest to sweep her hair over my chest and she laughed and leaned down as though to kiss me.

I was ready to. But she stopped a fraction of an inch from my lips with hers. Her breath was sweet and she made such a tiny chirp of a moan from so deep inside I was nearly twisting up with desire to grab her. “Good boy,” she said, and she wriggled up so that her breast, firm and glorious, hung suspended over my mouth. She squeezed it and rubbed it and flicked her finger over her nipple. She emitted more groans and moans as though I wasn’t alone in feeling the struggle to resist.

She chuckled and stopped short with a deeply sexual, nearly animal-like groan and I could sense her body shiver. She moved further up. The no-touching thing didn’t seem to extend to her legs where she was crawling up over my chest and arms and shoulders.

I was feeling intoxicated. It was more like a lucid dream than reality. She seemed to know, too. “Interesting isn’t it,” she managed to squeeze out in a weak voice between her gasps. She leaned herself against the headboard and wiggled on her knees until her hips were above my face. She lowered herself with difficulty, trying to avoid bringing her pelvis to my mouth with her body quaking. My arms struggled to come out from behind my back but she squeezed her knees down. “Uh-uh,” she shook her head and half chuckled, half moaned. “You promised,” she said in such a soft, quiet whisper, I had to look up in her face to confirm that her eyes were closed and her mouth was dropped open. I looked down her magnificent young body in front of my nose to between her legs where she had suspended herself above my mouth. Her delicate fingers had slid down the front of her stomach and with long, painted nails, she spread the lips of her pussy. She was wet all over.

She writhed over me and shook. She sucked air in short, sharp inhalations of breath. I again struggled against her knees and strained my head up from the pillows but she cupped her hand over her pussy and she whisper-shouted, “Wait!” She slowly let go her pussy and resumed masturbating herself over top of me. “Never the first time, he says.”

I died inside when she mentioned Lance again, and simultaneously that young thing trembled and gasped and groaned as she threw her head all the way back and jutted her chest all the way out. She pulled her hand away an inch where it shook in a clawing paralysis. She stopped breathing and her entire body went as rigid as a tree. She suddenly crunched her stomach and hurled forward. Her spine curled and her hips jutted forward. She gushed from her pussy and splashed my face and neck before flying off me and out the tiny door.

I came out a few moments later and she was already back inside the house. When I came, my wife, dressed now, pushed my clothes into my stomach and rushed away down the hall. Carrie and Lance were dressed as well.

“Going to turn in, probably enough for one night, hey?” he said. Before I could muster anything to say, he took Carrie’s hand and guided her out the door and over to the garage. She flashed a tiny smile at me and waved with light, lilting fingers as he pulled her behind him.

The next day and for a few days after that, Rose was again transcendent. She didn’t walk as much as she floated. She was blissful no matter what was going on at work. She was also extra affectionate to me and it didn’t feel fake.

It was my birthday and my wife thought it would be a great idea for us to throw a party. Lance, naturally, was not only invited, but was given permission by my wife to invite other people he knew. I would have told her that that was not a wise idea, but it was too late. Besides, if Carrie was one of the people on Lance’s list, I wasn’t going to be the party spoiler.

The “few friends” that Lance invited turned out to be a hundred or so artists, students, Bohemians and anarchists. Also, one could not help notice that his guest list was female-heavy, especially of the eye-popping variety.

It had been a few years since I’d been going to big crowded parties and I would have been unhappy with Lance taking advantage of us to invite so many strangers, except there was nothing threatening about any of them, and after I calmed down, I settled into the weird cult-like vibe to the crowd milling around our house. Everyone was smiling, everyone was dancing, everyone was making sure not to spill things or knock anything over. Somebody washed dishes, somebody else took the used towels by the pool to the laundry room.

I was wandering room to room in a sort of blissful daze when a young female body pressed me from behind and two soft cool hands wrapped lightly around my eyes. “Guess who,” cooed a sweet familiar voice. When I turned around, Carrie raised herself on her toes and threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me on the mouth for far too long. “Happy birthday to you,” she sang the last bar to the song nearly into my mouth. She was wearing a tiny pure white bikini with middle eastern things around her ankles and wrists. “Come,” she said, “my friend wants to meet you.” She took my hand in hers and pulled me through the party and out the back door.

She kept turning around and smiling at me over her shoulder, leading me deeper through the labyrinth. “She’s already waiting for us,” she said when she skipped ahead to the tiny house. “But wait!” she said when I reached for the small door. She took off from her wrist what turned out to be a long wound up band of silky material. “Turn around,” she said, and she tied it over my eyes.

She nudged me through the small door and squealed and giggled when she steered my legs to the edge of the bed and urged me to lie down. There was rhythmic Indian music playing softly, the smell of musky incense, and I could see through seams in the blindfold spots of flashing lights. I heard more than one voice chirping in tiny squeals of delight and felt more than one set of hands gently pull my wrists up to the corners of the headboard. Something was put between my lips and a voice, not Carrie’s, groaned huskily in my ear, “Breathe in.”

It was cool and smooth and moments later, my senses flooded with sensitivity. My shirt was opened and slipped down my arms and off and my shorts and underwear equally smoothly evaporated from my body like smoke. I was stroked by fingernails down my sides and over my abdomen. I felt warm oil drip on my legs and arms and over my stomach and chest, and four warm soft hands roam over my entire body, rubbing the aromatic oil into my skin. I tried to say something but  lips appeared against my ear and a voice appeared so light and small it sounded like it was inside my head. “Shh,” it said.  “Just feel. Do nothing.”

It was still cooing to me when a mouth enclosed around my cock and pulled up with lips tightening and tongue swirling like a water snake inside. The blindfold was lifted off my eyes and when I opened them, I saw two girls, Carrie being one, kneeling on either side of my hips and embracing each other, kissing each other, both naked except for waist chains and bracelets and anklets and earrings and rings and tiny things woven in their hair.

They pressed their bodies tighter and pressed each other’s breasts, before both seemed to remember me beneath them at the same time, and they both giggled, kissed, and came down to stroke me, scratch me, kiss me all over, and to suck me in turns.

The music beat on, the lights one of them projected from her phone filled the place with thrumming flashes in time to the beats, and the girls were hot and oiled so that every body part was slippery without friction at all. Aromas of cinnamon and cloves swirled in my mind and I passed in and out of consciousness and awareness.

When the other girl lowered her hips and took my cock inside her hot, wet flowing pussy, I strained against the restraints and arched my back. Carrie lowered herself over my face and this time, she brought her soaking lips to my mouth and I feasted on her. The girls held themselves and me in a state of tantric edging for what felt like a timeless eternity.

When I came, it was into Carries warm, inviting, enthusiastic mouth, and she dribbled me all over her friend’s neck and breasts. They squirmed in my cum like it was some sort of elixir. They had so prepared things that they even had warmed and dampened cloths in a bag to wipe us all up with after.

The rest of the party passed in a state of an all-accepting trance. I danced, I swam, I made out with girls on the couch and I ate from the fingers of others. At one point I got it in my head with barely sufficient focus to find Rose with some vaguely formed idea that I wanted to share with her what had been happening to me at the best birthday party there ever was. But there was no finding her, especially with so many young and cute distractions making me constantly forget what I was looking for. I recalled seeing light coming from the garage window and deep bass beats emanating from within. I thought I’d better not disturb but I didn’t know why.

The party wound down and I went to bed. I went upstairs thinking Rose was already there because how could she not be, there was no one left. Too tired and too blissed with the lingering feeling that all is connected and we are all one, I fell into a deep and completely restful sleep.

In the morning there was still no Rose in my bed. More alarmed than I had been the previous night, I explored the rooms and went out to look in the pool, because given the state of things the previous night, one never knew. The back door to the garage opened and I stepped back behind a wall. Rose came out wearing her shorts and halter from the previous night, and she darted like a deer to our back door and slipped noiseless inside.

I had conflicted thoughts, of course. I was not exactly a clean pot to accuse the kettle. Lance came in as though he knew I was making breakfast for us all. We ate in quiet contemplation and afterword, we got fresh coffees.

“We need to talk,” I started, and Rose immediately made a single large nod. Lance gestured to me to begin. “Things happened last night, but it’s not just last night,” I said.

“Yes,” Rose nodded again with exaggeration, still with her eyes locked on the small round table between us. The silence was long and awkward.

“Maybe we should all begin with how we feel,” Lance suggested. “For example, I feel great.”

Rose stifled a laugh and I felt the steam rise up inside me.

“What do you feel right now?” he said to me with a challenge in his tone.

I searched for the words but he sat up. He said, “Let’s explore it, let’s completely know what we’re talking about. Rose,” he said, “come here.”

She glanced at me but Lance urged her with his hand around her shoulder to lean close to him. He turned to her and kissed her on the mouth.

“What do you feel now?” he said looking at me. Rose grinned and turned her face away from me. I felt my throat constrict.

He pulled her again and pressed his mouth to the lips of my wife and I could see her, after a couple of moments, melt into his arms and roll her head back yieldingly. My breath tightened in my chest and my heart rate bounded. He pulled away from her but Rose draped her arms around his shoulders and leaned her forehead into his forehead trying to catch her breath.

“What about now?” he said, and he kept his eyes on mine as I did mine on his, even as he raised his hand up her stomach and over her chest. Rose stifled a moan and seemed to struggle to keep her back from arching. But Lance didn’t stop. His hand drifted down her front and pulled her top up to explore her stomach. He pushed it further up to expose her bare breasts. He began to rub her there, to flick his fingers over her nipples, to squeeze her. She didn’t stop him. Instead, she exhaled, she lowered her head into his neck and shoulder, and she moaned on him.

“I feel you should stop,” I managed to squeeze out.

He looked at me and said to Rose, “Stand.”

She did as told. He undid her shorts and pulled them down with her panties at the same time. Rose grinned and demurred and turned away as though in shame, but she didn’t do anything to resist him. She stepped out of her panties where they crumpled around her ankles. He lifted her top over her head and, naked, she stepped gently over his lap and sat down facing him, hiding her face in his neck. He looked around her head of hair that sank down into his shoulder. “Nothing can stop it,” he said.

I wanted to stand up, I wanted to shout, I wanted to pull my naked wife off his lap. But I was paralyzed. Lance reached down between them and undid his pants and pulled his fly down. My wife breathed hard and squirmed and writhed on his lap, shaking her head “No” and hiding her face further into his neck. But she also shifted herself, she seemed to cry in a series of high-pitched whimpers, and she raised herself over him. I could see his cock stand up under her, between her legs, and I could see her delicate hand wrap around it. I was frozen as I watched my wife’s pussy lips, glistening in the morning light, spread around the head of his cock, moisten him, and widen as they sank down over his shaft until he completely disappeared inside her.

That’s when I felt a gush of warmth fill my veins and something akin to opium roll me back in my chair and suck my strength from my veins. I hadn’t noticed her come in, but the girl I had been with in the little house was on her knees between my legs under the table, and she had completely engulfed my cock in her sweet, warm mouth.

I looked up to see the contorting and twisting back of my wife in the yellow slanting beam of sunlight flooding through the tall windows as she raised and lowered herself on Lance’s lap, corkscrewing her pussy down over his cock and moaning loudly enough to fill the house. I looked down in my own lap to see the girl’s silky waves of hair flash and dance over my lap and stomach, to feel her cool fingers wrap around and squeeze the base of my cock, and to be sucked back into a world of lights and aromas and entrancing beats deep inside her expert mouth. She didn’t relent until I erupted more explosively than I ever had before, and until every drop of me was drained through her throat.

When I looked up, Lance and Rose were gone. I could hear her though, in the living room, squealing, laughing, and moaning. I went for a swim.

One night not much later, Rose got up from the couch and stretched. It was bedtime. She looked down at me as I gathered up glasses and my phone. “Um,” she started, “going to go . . . “ she trailed off, and nudged her head in the direction of the garage.

I stopped and stared not at her but at the door. She slowly drifted backward before turning and opening the door behind her. She paused and looked over her shoulder. “Good night,” she said softly, and she kept looking at me over her shoulder as she slipped out and closed the door behind her.

In the morning, I got a text from her. “Breakfast?” it simply said.

I stared at my phone wondering what to do, how to answer, how to react. But all I did was write back, “Same orders as last time?”

She was instant. “Yes please!” A moment later, she wrote again. “Lance says you make the best scrambled eggs!”

“Fine,” I wrote. And it was fine. But by my count, Lance now owed me another of his young students . . . .






Books By This Author





My Friend Borrowed My Wife
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