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My wife’s best friend is a grade one teacher. I don’t remember my own elementary teachers since that was 20 years ago, but I’m pretty sure they didn’t look like Camie.

Tall and slim with caramel eyes and long straight chestnut brown hair, when she listened to you, she wore an expression like she was barely keeping herself back from jumping your bones.

It had been a while for me since high school and that feeling of drying up and choking on my words when trying to talk to a beautiful girl. I was well passed that, except for when Marie brought Camie over. They worked together at the same school and had lots to discuss and plan. I circled around every time she was over trying both to avoid her and be closer to her at the same time. She bewitched me.

Camie wasn’t married. She always complained that there were no men out there who were right for her, yet she always seemed to have stories from the weekend for Marie which I’d hear only in bits and pieces. It was enough though to make me need to leave the room, blink my eyes out, and squeeze my cock back down into submission.

Marie often put her on speaker and Camie didn’t always know. I’d make bugged-out eyes at Marie but she’d just smirk and shake her head. She’d sometimes tell Camie that I was in the room, but sometimes not, but it didn’t seem to matter too much to Camie either way. Only sometimes, she’d tell Marie to take her off speaker for a minute — what happened next in her stories was something I wasn’t allowed to hear.

This time, she’d come over for dinner and we relaxed outside in the dark on the patio after. “I don’t want a relationship, but I don’t want to be just treated like trash either,” she said to Marie, glancing furtively at me. She had a strong French accent and always spoke in a breathy tone like everything was an intimate secret. Marie complained to me that Camie was always at odds with herself, but I think she secretly loved living the crazy single life vicariously through her.

“John doesn’t want to hear me complain about men though,” she looked up at me through strands of hair that had fallen over her eyes.

Marie laughed and patted my thigh, “John’s married now, he’s allowed to hear all the gruesome details. Besides,” she shrugged, “he’s already heard most of it.”

Camie looked down and puffed air out her nose with a grin on half her face. “It’s embarrassing.”

“Don’t be embarrassed in front of John, really. He’s in the cone. He’s a tamed one,” she laughed.

“They always fall in love,” she pouted, looking up at me with her eyes narrowing at mine as though she were conveying some hidden message to me with my wife leaning against me on our patio swing seat. What was I supposed to say about that? I was half in love with her myself and we barely said anything to each other.

It was a soothing mid-September night with warm breezes and distant crickets chirping. We had our fire pit on, which didn’t help with how warm and inviting Camie looked in the flickering glow.

“Which I don’t mind, I guess,” she went on looking down demurely, “but just not right now, you know what I mean?” She looked up at Marie but glanced at me again. 

“I thought the man was the one who wanted the quick thing with no strings, but I don’t’ think that it’s true.” She drove her fingers through her hair from her forehead over the back of her head to her neck and drew her fingers slowly around the front of her neck and down onto her chest, trailing lightly until she was barely gracing the shimmering front of her halter.

“Yeah, what is with that, John,” Marie slapped my leg again without opening her eyes.

Camie drew her fingernails, painted chocolate brown, in tiny circles on her bare midriff and casually let her eyes slide indulgently up my legs and over my body taking her sweet time to reach my eyes whereupon she stifled a tiny grin.

“I dunno, guy’s need to put on a show in front of other guys I guess, pretend they’re the alpha with the harem. But in reality, we’re all the same — it’s all musical chairs and nobody knows when the music stops.”

The school year had just started and they were both inundated with paperwork and planning. “I just don’t have time for it,” Camie said. “Not now anyway.”

“Hopefully when you’re ready, you’ll find someone like John,” Marie smiled up at me from where she nestled into my shoulder. “He’s kind of smart when he puts his thinking cap on.” She wrapped her hands around my bicep and slumped further down into the seat to stretch her legs out far enough so her toes grasped the front edge of Camie’s seat. Camie instinctively began to massage my wife’s bare foot, pressing her thumbs into her soles with her shoulders rising up to her ears. She was wearing white cuffed shorts and a pink camisole halter. I struggled to look away.

“In the meantime, I just need the bedroom part of it,” Camie bit her lip and smiled mischievously. “Do you know what I mean?” Her jaw dropped and her lips formed a circle as she dug into Marie’s sole.

“I’d be happy to lend you John,” Marie suddenly blurted out. “But I’m sure that wouldn’t work out well in the end,” she laughed and patted my leg again. “I’ve read stories about that sort of thing.”

Camie, though, darted her gaze at me and back to Marie. She wasn’t laughing. “I don’t know,” Camie said, rubbing her feet and tilting her head side to side. “Is he any good though?” she asked Marie, dropping her mouth open with her lips slightly curling like she was barely holding off saying something further, trying hard not to laugh or smile all the while pretending she asked the question honestly.

Marie took her up on the joke though. “He has his moments. Pretty satisfied over here, I have to say,” she squeezed my leg, pressed her protruding tongue between her smiling teeth, and chuckled.

“And what position does he like the best?” Camie asked her, now pretending I wasn’t there, teasing me, prodding me. I was pretending to be enjoying the joking banter, but in truth, I was dying inside. This was her not-so-innocent side coming out. She played at being the coy, innocent schoolteacher, but had weekend stories that curled my hair. She talked about sex with my wife like others talked about cooking. Maybe that was her European background. But it put me right back in high school looking for lockers to press myself against or into.

“Well,” Marie fluttered her eyes shut and pushed herself up. She beckoned Camie to lean forward — she had a secret to whisper in her ear. Camie smiled and pulled her hair from the side of her head and pulled it in a cord over her opposite shoulder. She leaned so far over that if I let my eyes drop down from hers, I’d easily see down the top of her billowing satin halter. I think she knew it too. She slightly wiggled on her hips.

Camie made a point of staring hard and seductively into my face, roaming all around except to my eyes, as Marie cupped her hand around her ear and stifled her giggles whispering. Camie flared her eyes wide at me. She touched the tip of her tongue to her upper lip and closed her eyes nearly but not quite all the way, squinting at me like I was suddenly inconceivably evil. She smiled at me too — she knew what she was doing to me. When she sat back, she glanced at me as though to convey that that was a secret communication between her and me only. I had to be careful. Marie and Camie shared everything between them and I wasn’t sure she wouldn’t tell Marie about how I looked at her, or even if Marie would mind knowing. She either didn’t know what Camie did to me, or enjoyed it, so trusting of me that she didn’t suspect in the least that anything would transpire. But even then, I couldn’t be entirely sure that if something did take place, that it would be a problem. The whole situation between her, Camie and me was murky.

“I don’t believe it,” she said, tugging her eyes back to Marie. I had no idea what Marie told her. “It does not seem possible,” she flicked her wrist and looked away.

Marie held up three fingers and nodded with exaggeration. 

“Oh wow!” Camie said, playing along. “In the same . . . ?” She shot her eyes at me putting a mock surprised expression on her face.

Marie nodded. “Yep.”

They were enjoying teasing me, knowing I didn’t know what they were talking about and probably dying for me to explode with questions. But what neither of them seemed to realize was that I really was exploding, only not with questions.

Camie pulled her seat closer to sit right in front of Marie facing her and she began to massage up the backs of her calves. “He didn’t get tired? Most men fall asleep I find and cannot manage.” Her bare legs fell open to accommodate both of Marie’s legs resting on their heels on the edge of her seat close to the crotch of Camie’s shorts. Her knee grazed mine. 

“Oh god, Camie, that feels so good, you have no idea,” Marie said, slumping further down in the swing seat beside me “In between, yes,” she offered Marie her other leg, laying her first one back down. “I think I did too, I had to,” she raised her eyebrows even with her eyes closed. “It was exhausting.”

Camie rubbed the back of her legs and shot her eyes to their corners and grinned at me. “Is he gentle though?” she said to Marie while still looking at me taking advantage of Marie’s closed eyes, or not caring if there were or not, I couldn’t be sure.

“Mm-hm,” Marie moaned.

“Does he take his time?” she said softly, her eyes now appearing to drift down from my eyes to my mouth.

“Only until he can’t restrain himself anymore.”

“And then he’s an animal?” She bit her lip looking at me and flared her eyes wide. Her French accent was nearly killing me.

“Every time,” my wife grinned with her eyes still shut.

“Alright, alright,” I said, standing up. “You guys are getting out of control, who wants a wine refill?”

“What’s the matter?” Marie said as though drugged through a hazy smile. “We’re talking about cooking, what are you talking about?”

I stood facing down at both of them. I wasn’t often at a loss for words, but like I said, Camie did that to me just standing there. I beckoned Marie to hand me her empty glass. They both laughed hard.

“Don’t forget me,” Camie said softly. She poked her bare toes into my ass to make me turn around. She made me wait and watch as she took her time downing the remaining wine in her glass and then made me lean over her to take it from her hand, looking up at me from about waist-height, licking her lips.

I went inside and could hear through the patio door Camie and Marie laughing out loud like two conspiring schoolgirls. I shook my head at the kitchen sink and tried to regain my composure. But my peace was short-lived. Camie came in.

“Bathroom!” she tittered. She could easily have gone around the far side of the kitchen island, but she chose to squeeze between me and the counter when my hands were full with a bottle and a corkscrew. I lifted up my arms to give her room to pass. She turned sideways, brushing her perfect round ass against the front of my body, moving slowly. She chuckled and turned when she was halfway down the hallway to see through her flying strands of dark hair if I was watching. I was, of course, and she grinned knowing it.

I came back out and handed Marie her glass, settling in beside her.

“Poor thing,” she said, taking it from my hand. “She needs a good fuck, I think.”

“Yeah,” I composed myself as noncommittally as possible. “Sounds like it.”

“Where are we going to find a good fuck for her?”

“We?”

“You must know somebody who’s exactly like what she needs — good man, nice guy, but no relationship yearnings. Can fuck good.”

“Jesus, Marie. What the fuck?”

“Oh I forgot, you guys never talk.”

“Kind of private business really, so yeah, no.”

“They’re your friends!” She looked up at me and shook her head with exaggerated disdain.

“Best to keep out of each other’s wheelhouse I maintain. Besides, do I want to hear guys and their details of how exactly they fuck.”

“So you can’t think of anyone?”

“Why’s it on me? She’s your friend, don’t you know anyone?” I paused a beat or two. “You know what I mean.”

Marie didn’t reply. She just swirled her wine and watched it rinse along the side of her globular glass. “Makes you wonder,” she finally said.

“What’s that?”

“I guess I do know one person.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. Good in bed. Nice guy. And I’m positive he won’t want a relationship with her.”

My mind was distracted by Camie again, seeing her move through our kitchen, stopping to look in our fridge. “Any of the cheese left we got at the farmers’ market last weekend Marie?” she called loudly over her shoulder.

“Look for it,” Marie called back.

“I a—amm!” Camie sang back.

“I’ll go help,” Marie said, patting my leg and easing herself up. She went through the patio door. I could see glimpses of them pulling out cheeses and crackers and some sausage and other meats. I also saw them talking quietly and grinning and looking at each other thoughtfully. More than once Camie looked at me through the doorway while Marie was talking to her. They were even both looking at me at one point, before they both cracked up and laughed together.

Finally they came out together. Marie dragged the little round table over and set out some plates they’d prepared. “So,” Marie began tentatively. “It’s Saturday tomorrow and we don’t have work.”

I nodded. “Nor me.”

“I’m going to fix up the spare room so Camie can stay over, that way she and I can get some planning we want to do out of the way over breakfast tomorrow, right Camie?”

Camie just sat and grinned like a cat that swallowed a canary.

I shrugged. “Can I help?”

“No,” she said thoughtfully. “Not with that.” Camie was quietly eating little bits of cheese on crackers. “Besides, she’s had too much to drink to drive home now. Haven’t you Camsters.” 

“Good thinking,” I said. Camie remained silent, even nervous looking.

“Why don’t we bring this inside and put on a show like a proper kind of sleepover?” Marie said.

She glared a second at Camie before Camie finally, and abruptly, spoke. “It’s a good idea, let’s all go inside.”

We brought our wines and plates with us. Marie and I had a white L-sectional and Marie quickly plopped down in the middle of one section and pulled my hand to sit beside her in the fold of the L. Camie backed up watching the screen come on with the remote in her hand setting us up. She sat down a foot away from me on the other part of the L.

“This is fun,” Marie said with an exaggerated smile. “Isn’t it, Camie?”

Camie pushed her hair back from her face with her spread fingers and looked past me to Marie as though purposefully ignoring me. “Like old times,” she said in a low-toned and breathy purr.

“We should get into our pjs!” Marie blurted out.

Camie shrugged and made a pretend-sad face. “Come with me, I have lots of things. We’re the same size.” Marie quickly lead Camie to the bedroom by the hand.

I got a show ready and could hear them tittering and squealing from the bedroom upstairs together telling some kind of joke. My wife was up to something, I knew that. I just couldn’t quite figure out what it was.

They came back together hand in hand wearing two of my wife’s robes. They didn’t say anything, but only resumed sitting where they earlier got up from. I swallowed and tried to relax but it wasn’t easy.  Camie’s robe fell open showing most of her bare leg all the way up.

“You should get changed too John,” Marie said to me, watching the opening credits and tapping my leg. It was in an odd tone of voice that I couldn’t place.

“I don’t exactly have pjs,” I replied.

“I’m sure you can think of something,” she said.

I went to the bedroom and all I could come up with was the long red and black silk smoking jacket she got me one year for Christmas. I put it on over a pair of silk boxing shorts she also bought for me on another Christmas and came out tying up the sash.

I tried not to react, but while I was gone, Marie had turned our lights way down and both Marie and Camie had taken off their robes. They pretended like nothing was different, as though both were absorbed by the opening of the movie. Marie was wearing her ash-green satin slip that came only a third the way down her thighs and was sitting with her legs tucked under herself, focused on the screen.

Camie, meanwhile, was dressed in Marie’s Oxford blue satin and lace baby doll that was shorter yet. She also sat with her legs tucked under herself and was also focused on the screen. I squeezed in front of Marie and sat down between them. I closed my eyes and tried to regulate my breathing. I draped both my arms over the back of the couch and drilled my eyes into the screen. It was the kind of thing you could imagine you understood what was going on, and soon find yourself extremely and regretfully wrong.

“This is fun!” Marie said in a low tone again. She pushed over and leaned against my side, pulling my hand behind her off the back of the couch and around her far shoulder. “Come on, Camie!” she said. “He won’t mind. He’s warm and comfy.”

Camie looked over her shoulder at Marie snuggling against my side and pulled thoughtfully at her lower lip between her finger and thumb.

“Quickly!” Marie said.

Camie obeyed and dug her heels into the couch cushions to push herself over toward me. She eased her back into my chest and ribs and lowered her elbow onto my upper thigh. I could smell her. I held my breath and drew my arm around her back the same way I held Marie. When my hand cupped the bare orb of her far shoulder, she melted deeper into me.

“Can you see?” she turned around and spoke so closely and intimately to me I nearly emptied my lungs. She pulled her hair around her neck and smiled at me with her glassy eyes glistening at mine, before turning back and exposing her long and slender bare neck to me.

“I’m fine,” I said. She did that thing again, puffing air out her nose, and adjusted herself till her elbow poked lightly into my abdomen. I stayed as still as a boy with a butterfly landed on his nose.

Marie reached down beside the couch to the lower shelf of the side table and pulled up the blanket. “Little chilly since sitting by the fire all night,” she said.

“Me too!” Camie said, smiling over at her.

Marie flicked the blanket and spread it out over all our laps and settled back down against me. Her elbow rested in my hip and her hand sat on my thigh. Under the blanket, showing nothing on her face, she wormed her hand under the open edge of my robe and slowly, mindlessly, it seemed, rubbed my skin there.

I sank back into the L further and struggled to focus on the show. Marie was being mischievous I thought. Slowly, surreptitiously, she eased open the knot on my robe belt below the blanket. She turned and checked that Camie was still staring innocently at the screen and she twisted slowly around to smile at me silently just as her hand passed lightly over the front of my satin boxers.

She looked back at the screen and slowly inserted her hand inside the slot of my boxers. Camie meanwhile kept adjusting and re-adjusting herself against my other side, getting lower and lower and pressing her back into my side tighter and tighter. My hand slipped from her shoulder and dragged down her bicep and I pulled it up again, but since she smiled up to me in private, probably thinking I was rubbing her arm, I did it again, up and down, slowly and not far enough to draw Marie’s attention. Her arm slowly, clandestinely, moved over my stomach and her hand moved over my thigh. She found her way under the edge of my robe on my other leg and very slowly rubbed her fingertip into my skin in a tiny, repeating circle.

My wife pressed hard against me on the other side and craned her neck around and up, asking with her body and with a tiny moan for a kiss. She had found my cock and groaned privately and appreciatively at how hard I was inside her palm. She might not have known exactly and completely why it was.

She pulled my head down with her other hand so my ear came to her mouth. She whispered, “I might have to nibble you a little bit.” That was her way of describing giving me head.

I slowly moved my head and she rotated hers so I was whispering in her ear now. “Here?”

She sniggered and squeezed my cock hard like the thought was deliciously wrong.

“I can hear you two whispering, you know,” Camie said without turning around. Her fingers scrunched up and her nails scratched my skin. The heel of her hand was nearly at the top of my thigh she was so high up. 

“Don’t pause the movie, I just have to go pee,” my wife said, throwing the blanket off her and darting up from the couch. “No doing anything either!” she cried from the bathroom door she ran to.

Camie and I sat tight together slumped far down in the couch with all her fingertips scrunching and releasing on the inside of my thigh as close to the edge of my boxers as possible without going beneath. Suddenly Camie leaned directly over me and craned her neck to see over my far shoulder and the back of the couch down the hall checking if the bathroom door was closed. With her face very close to mine, she puffed air out her nose and smiled. Her mouth pulled into a tiny circle just as her hand slipped through the bottom of my shorts and over my cock inside. Her hand was warm where Marie’s was cool.

“Is this okay?” she whispered.

“Fuck Camie,” was all I was able to say in reply. She squeezed my cock hard and bit down on the tip of her tongue with a scrunched and cute smile.

“Does she make love to you wearing this?” she whispered. She jutted her chest up at me. We both darted a glance over my shoulder and checked down the hall.

When I came back to her, her face was so close to mine we’d have kissed if I didn’t retract my head on my neck. Her eyes darted from my eyes to my mouth and back to my eyes.

“I guess, I don’t know, maybe.”

She laughed in a whisper and then tugged the blanket away from my lap. She pulled my hand up from where I held her around the side of her torso over her breast and she inhaled sharply and grinned. She looked over my shoulder again and dropped down in my lap. She tugged the waist of my shorts out and brought out my cock like it was a precious piece of art. Before I could stop her, she pressed her lips around the head and brought her tongue out to wrap around me like a tight little writhing snake. I closed my eyes from nearly fainting and felt her wet warm mouth envelope me all the way to the top.

She pulled off, let the waist of my shorts snap back, and tugged the blanket back over my lap. My hand had fallen between us and she tugged it under the blanket and between her legs. She pulled up her feet and leaned against me pulling her long legs into cross-legged position. Marie came back around the couch and fell back against me on the other side.

“What did I miss?”

“Nothing much, right Gary?”

“You can imagine,” I said to her.

She immediately slipped her hand under my shorts and resumed stroking me slowly, wrapping her hand tightly around my shaft still wet from having just been extracted from deep in Camie’s mouth.

Camie meanwhile slipped her own hands under the blanket and had guided my hand by wrist and by finger to the apex between her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties and was so wet, I was amazed. Marie becomes wet, but not like Camie. She felt like someone had already cum inside her, she was so hot and sticky. I didn’t even mean to, but my two fingers slipped and fell right inside her deeply. She gasped and then cleared her throat to cover herself.

“Oh Gary,” Marie suddenly sat up. “I just realized I have a mattress cover I can use on Camie’s bed, it’ll be way more comfortable for her, come and help me.”

I pulled my hand from between Camie’s legs, but she teased me first, shutting her legs to trap me there and pulling on my wrist to keep me from getting up. Marie was pulling me already by the hand as she scurried around the side of the couch, and the two women were pulling me apart.

In the guest room, Marie pushed me aggressively in front of her and shoved me around to make me sit on the edge of Camie’s bed. She dropped on her knees and pulled my robe aside and my shorts down. “Baby!” she exhaled, and she pressed her tight lips down over my cock.

She bobbed on a me a few times before pulling off and stroking me against her lace-covered chest. “You’re enjoying Camie dressed like that leaning against you, aren’t you.” She sucked my cock back between her lips.

I considered how to reply. The answer was obviously yes, but the contrast between Marie’s mouth and Camie’s mouth over my cock was clouding my mind. “Sure,” I managed to squeeze out. “We going to fix her bed?”

“It’s already on. I just had to suck you a little bit,” she smirked and tittered.

When we came back, we found Camie stretched out on the couch with her head nestled into where I had been sitting. “Sorry!” she said. “It’s just too comfortable!” She didn’t move.

“No matter,” Marie said, “I think I’m bagged anyway. I’m barely watching the movie. You stay there, I’m going up.”

“Okay. Going to keep watching if that’s alright,” Camie said.

Marie turned to me. “Gary, you coming up with me, or staying to watch the show?”

“Stay!” Camie play-shouted. “It’s too scary to watch alone!”

I looked at Marie.

“Up to you,” she shrugged and let my hand go. “Seriously, I’m just going to sleep. If you want to watch the show, stay.”

I didn’t know what was going on. Nothing was certain. I looked at Camie over the back of the couch. She made a praying sign with her hands at her chest looking up from nearly directly below me where she was almost entirely prone on our couch. My bulging shorts obscured her face.

“Pretty please?” she pleaded.

“I’m fine either way, Gary, really.” Marie began to pull away and, out of sight of Camie, she lifted her slip and spread her legs standing and bit hard on her lower lip as she scrunched her hand into her bare pussy. She wasn’t wearing panties either.

“Wait here,” I said to Camie. “I’m going up to tuck my wife in and I’ll come back down.”

Camie clapped her hands and Marie nearly skipped up the stairs. She dragged me to our bed and pulled me down with her, rubbing her hands aggressively all over my body, tugging my robe from my body and tearing my shorts down and off my legs.

She sucked me hard where I knelt on the bed and she pushed my head down as she squirmed up to the pillows. She loved me licking her out and when I went down on her, she typically erupted in a matter of minutes — all the faster the lighter and slower I went down on her.

When she moaned so loudly, twisting the sheets in her grasping hands so hard she pulled them off the mattress, I reached up to cover her mouth. She was certainly loud enough for Camie to hear. When she finally subsided and caught her breath, she pulled me up beside her and covered my face and neck and shoulders with kisses.

“Thank you for coming up, I know you wanted to stay and watch.” I barely knew what the movie was about.  “Go on, I know you want to go down.”

“I’ll stay, I’m tired.”

“We can’t leave Camie all alone down there. She’s waiting for you.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course I’m sure. Go down and keep her company. She’s lonely.” My wife waved me off and rolled over, tugging the blankets over her to make her point.

I paused halfway down the stairs. I could see from there through the living room and the white sectional, and Camie’s bare legs from about the knees down. She was still lying nearly flat on the couch on her back. Her toenails were painted sparkling white.

I still wore my robe, but open. I sauntered over to behind the couch where her head rested. She’d let her slip ride up her legs far enough to show the whisper of a hint of her tiny strip of pubic hair. I stood over her face and looked down.

She was upside down to me and without being surprised by me there or alarmed in any way, she reached up over her head and pulled the waist of my boxers down to my thighs. She wrapped both her hands around my cock and pulled on me.

“I could hear you two,” she said, tickling me and squeezing me.

“Marie thought you might.”

She tittered and pushed with her heels dug into the couch again until she was in a nearly straight-up sitting position, and she rolled her head far back over the back of the couch and allowed my cock to rest on her face. She shot her tongue out and slithered it around me.

“Either you’re a quick recovery, or Marie left you for me,” she grinned.

I inhaled and gripped the back of the couch. She must have known I grew nervous and tongue tied around her, even with my cock in her hands and pressed into her face. She pushed herself higher up and rolled her head further back. Her head dropped over the back of the couch and she opened her mouth and urged me, with her fingernails digging into my ass, to push into her. She didn’t let me stop pushing until I saw her lips press to my abdomen and her throat bulge.

“Can she do that?” she coughed and laughed when I pulled back out. I dropped my robe and my shorts and came around to the couch. She’d pulled off Marie’s slip and reached out for me and when we kissed, she fell back and pulled me over top of her and spread her legs around my waist to dig her heels hard into my back.

When I entered her, she arched hard and rose on her head far enough to face backward. I pummeled her into the couch and she tore the skin on my back open with her nails. We both tried hard to shush each other but we both cried and moaned. I rammed her hard enough to loosen teeth, but she was no passive recipient, ramming me back at least as hard.

We rolled over and fell on the floor and she laughed and mounted me, curling her hips in and out, sucking my whole being into her pussy. She might carry herself professionally like an elementary teacher, but she was anything but proper in bed, or on a couch or floor. We fucked and rolled and sucked and licked all over the downstairs. I banged her against the wall and she shoved me below her on the kitchen counter.

My orgasm seemed to bring on hers and we slammed into each other back on the couch like two teens discovering it all over for the first time. Even as we lay panting and gulping, my phone buzzed. It was Marie.

“Movie must be over by now, no?”

Fuck me, I thought. What have I done? I kissed Camie, I left her there, I stopped in the guest bathroom long enough to wipe myself down cock and mouth and sped upstairs. I’d forgotten my robe and shorts but I was already coming into our bedroom.

Marie didn’t seem to notice. “Taking a long time,” she said.

“Just chatting,” I said.

“Chatting . . . “ she repeated. “While your wife is up here all alone feeling like she got everything and she left her husband high and dry. Poor thing. I wasn’t thinking about you. Come here.” She flung the blankets aside so show her naked body to me. She was every bit the honey pot Camie was.

I climbed in and I was immediately relieved I had wiped off. She took my cock in her mouth with vigor. She spun around and lowered her sweet pussy on my face and ground down on me, moaning and gyrating.

She’d got me hard again and spun around to ride me. She thrashed and writhed so hard, she brought me back to the brink in minutes. I don’t know how much cum I ejected when I came, but Marie was overly spasmodic on top of me and wouldn’t have noticed.

After we caught our breath and even drifted off into sleep for a bit, Marie nudged me. “I think I hear the TV on, you better go down and turn it off, I don’t think Camie did.”

“I’m sure it’s fine,” I said, trying to sleep.

“I can hear it, it’ll drive me crazy trying to sleep, can you please?”

I didn’t hear anything but I got up and sleepwalked down the stairs to check anyway. The living room was dark and quiet. I turned around but ran right into Camie who stood in the entrance naked and strikingly beautiful in the non-light.

She raised herself on her toes and kissed me and took my hand. I tried to pull away but she murmured to me, “Tuck me in too?”

I brought her to her room and she shut the door. She pulled me to her bed and brought me down on top of her. She was so soft and smooth and she moved with such supple grace and lightness, it was as if I was being seduced by tentacles into a netherworld. She cooed in my ear in that damned French accent of hers, saying things in French I didn’t know what, but I could probably guess the gist of.

When she raised her knees up my sides and curled her hips, my cock surprised me being hard again, and I slipped right into her she was so wet all over again. I raised myself on my elbows so I could look down into her devastatingly beautiful face as I ploughed her only hard enough to make her jolt slightly beneath me. She lifted her head and closed her eyes and yearned to kiss me and I lowered myself again on her and we rocked together into a long, low-intensity and indeterminate orgasm together that was more trance than wakefulness.

I woke up completely entwined in Camie’s limbs with first morning light making the curtains glow. “Oh my fuck!” I breathed. I shot up and rubbed my face. Camie only rolled over and pulled her knees up. I crept out of her room and quietly mounted the stairs unsure what I was going to find up top.

I poked my head into the bedroom and saw Marie sound asleep. I slipped into the bed with as little possible disturbance as I could manage. She rolled over. “Restless sleep, baby?” she said.

“Sh-sh,” I said back.

In the morning, we all went out for breakfast and when we got back, Marie and Camie got to work on their planning. Nothing was said about what happened. I skirted around the issue all week, without giving anything unknown away, still unsure who knew what.

I was so unsure, I didn’t want to be the one to bring it up, but Marie was giving no opening. Is it possible she didn’t know? She pretty much asked me to go fuck her friend, or so it seemed. It was the tiniest shred of doubt that kept me from saying anything. What if I was wrong? Obviously, Camie wasn’t saying anything either. It was either a terrible thing I did, or my wife and her friend were having a laugh on me.

Nothing was clear even with the approach of the following weekend, and plans drawn up again for Camie to come over, and to sleep over too, “it was so much fun last weekend!”

This time, when they changed, Camie came out in her own pjs. She was wearing a pale pink long-sleeve crop top knit and tight shorts. She immediately jumped into the couch with me and leaned against me, pulling my arm over her shoulder and hugging it to her chest. I could feel her breasts beneath and she spread my hand out and pushed it into her bare stomach.

Marie came out dressed in a shimmering grey satin cami and loose, high-riding shorts. She immediately threw the blanket over our laps and both girls nestled down tight against me. Marie pulled my finger to her pussy and began to lightly masturbate herself with my fingertip. Under the blanket, Camie had slipped her hand over my leg, cupped my balls, and scratched her nails lightly along the length of my cock.

With my wife’s head pressed against my shoulder, Camie slowly twisted and put her lips to my ear. She slipped the tip of her tongue around and she whispered as quiet as a mouse, “Come down to fuck me tonight?”

I slowly turned my head to see if Marie was aware. But her mouth was open and her eyes were closed. I was lightly, delicately, touching her clitoris and she was aware of nothing else.

“I need you,” Camie moaned in my ear. And so a second week came and passed without any discussion about what was going on. When Saturday came around again, another teacher friend also came over.

“Gary,” said Marie, “this is Sara. She’s going to sleep over too! Isn’t that fun?”

“Hi Sara,” I said, surprising myself with how I was able to talk. She was every bit as hot as both Marie and Camie. This time, though, my wife was really tired and went to bed early. It was just me and Camie and Sara on the couch.
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