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    “This is getting to be a habit,” I say to Mahak as I slide into the front seat of his car. 
 
    “A good one, I hope,” he smiles at me, all white teeth and dark eyes. 
 
    Mahak and I have been ‘accidentally’ meeting in the mornings. He leaves for work about the same time I’m walking Frodo. It hasn’t quite been a weekly event, but pretty close. This is the fourth time? Fifth? 
 
    “At least it warmer,” I say.  It’s the end of April and I only need to wear a hoodie when I walk the dog rather than the layers that protected me for months from the frigid suburban winters. I can’t find any scientific proof it is colder living this far from the city, in the far reaches of suburbia, but it certainly seems like it. 
 
    “Are you cold? I’ll be happy to warm you up,” Mahak says. I let him take me in his arms, kissing my neck, his warm hands reaching for my breasts, braless under my pajama top. 
 
    Fooling around in the front seat of Mahak’s car, early in the morning isn’t the most romantic thing. We both know why we’re here in the car. There are no necessary preliminaries.  
 
    But it still continues to be exciting. Mahak is…very talented. 
 
    His talented fingers make their way into my pajama pants. Wasting no time and finding no impediment like underwear, Mahak begins stroking me. There’s no time to waste. He does have to go to work, and I do have to get home with Frodo. Dominic knows about my little rendezvous with Mahak, but I don’t think Melissa has been told, at least not by me. I don’t want to know what she’d say about it. I think maybe – 
 
    Then I stop thinking as Mahak finds my clit.  
 
    He thrusts a finger inside me as his fleshy thumbs circles my clit. These days when I leave to take Frodo for his morning constitutional in the morning, I’m excited already, not knowing if Mahak will pull up beside me in his pretty white car. Even if I wasn’t, Mahak knows my body and has the ability to bring me halfway to orgasm in a matter of moments. I’m already wet and my breath is beginning to hitch in my throat as he plays with me with his fingers. 
 
    “I do like your pussy,” he says in a low voice, reluctantly removing his hand and helping me pull down my pants. He adjusts his position in the driver’s seat and I prop myself up with my hands as he leans over. Oh, his tongue… 
 
    This is why I keep coming back. And coming and coming… Dominic might be good at oral sex but Mahak is a true master. I’m moaning before he even touches me with his mouth. Knowing how much I enjoy it, Mahak teases me a little – kissing my inner thighs, running his tongue lazily over my lips with the barest flick against my clit – but I’m having none of it this morning. I impatiently push his head down and give a sigh as he goes to work. 
 
    Propping one of my legs against his seat, Mahak lifts my hips higher and his tongue plunges inside me, again and again, like a small penis while his thumb rubs my clit. And then he starts to lick me. There’s no teasing me now. Mahak uses strong strokes against my clit and I can’t stop from crying out. I only get louder as he sucks on my clit, thrusting two fingers inside me at the same time. 
 
    “Please! Don’t stop,” I pant. I feel an orgasm beginning already. Part of me wishes I have longer to enjoy the sensations, but most of me can’t wait. I press my pussy shamelessly against his face as the waves of pleasure crash over me, and my cries startle the dog waiting in the back seat. 
 
    “That was quick,” Mahak says with a smug smile as he lifts his head. 
 
    “Yes, well, you’re good at what you do,” I retort. 
 
    “So are you.” He waits until I pull up my pants, but doesn’t let me catch my breath before helping me lean over with my head in his lap. He’s hard and ready and I smile as I unzip his pants. Melissa might have relented on her no-blowjob rule, but he still comes back to me. For Mahak, I’m always happy to reciprocate.   
 
    He’s so big. I twirl my tongue around the head of his thick cock, but Mahak must be in a hurry this morning and pushes my head for me to take him in my mouth.   
 
    It doesn’t take him long either. I like to think it’s because of my prowess. I know for a fact Mahak has excellent stamina. 
 
    “See you Saturday night?” Mahak asks after we both have everything pulled up and tucked in. 
 
    “Saturday night,” I agree as I open the door. “Have a good day at work.” 
 
    “I always do after I see you in the morning. Have a good day, Jacey.” 
 
    He drives away after I pull Frodo from the back of the car and wave goodbye. At first, the dog complained about me interrupting his walk, but he’s gotten quite comfortable with the situation.  Just like me living here. 
 
    Saturday night will be another party at Tia’s where a group of neighbours have sex with each other. Not all at once, and not all together. It’s not an orgy. It’s a key party; an evening where friends get to play with each other in the privacy of Tia’s home. 
 
    If you’d asked me a year ago if I could ever see myself in this situation, the answer would be a resounding no. Dominic and I have always had an active and exciting sex life; before him, I’d experienced enough in my life to make a lesser adventurous woman’s toes curl. I never imagined I’d be living the swinging lifestyle.   
 
    And it’s not just Tia’s parties. Mahak and I have our little arrangement; he and his wife Melissa also enjoy my company from time to time. Tia and I have been known to get comfortable after a glass or two of wine. And then there was the time with Jackson, and then Melissa’s ‘session’ with all the wives… 
 
    And Dominic knows all about it. And he’s fine with it.  In fact, he quite likes me coming home and telling him all about what I get up to with the neighbours.   
 
    I have the best husband.    
 
    I can go home and tell Dominic about what happened and he’s going to get all excited… 
 
    “Was that your husband?” a voice says. 
 
    Frodo barks and I just about fall over. I didn’t notice anyone on the street with me as Mahak drove away and then all of a sudden this little person appears in jogging gear beside me. 
 
    “Who are you?” I ask bluntly. Okay, rudely, but she scared me. 
 
    The person in question is short; tiny; minuscule compared to me. Or maybe she just looks small because she’s wearing the latest in Lululemon running attire, and it’s skin-tight. And there are no wobbly bits showing anywhere. 
 
    “I’m Emma,” the tiny munchkin says brightly. “We just moved in.” She gestures to the house Mahak had parked in front of while he was servicing me. 
 
    The new neighbours. 
 
    The For Sale sign went up in front of the Demato’s house at the end of January; it only lasted a week before SOLD replaced it. There have been a few sightings of the new neighbours since they bought the house, but no one has officially met them. We had seen the moving truck invade our quiet cul- de sac last weekend but Melissa and Tia must be preoccupied because neither one had made the suggestion yet for us to pay them a visit to welcome them to Honeysuckle Court. It had only been a few days, though. We had been moved in for weeks before they came to visit us. 
 
    And look where that got us.  
 
    But why do I have to be the first one to greet them? 
 
    “Oh. I’m Jacey,” I say after an uncomfortable pause. I think I’m getting better at being social, but it’s still not my strong suit. “Jacey Hess. I live there.” I pointed to our place three doors down, still dark except for the front light. 
 
    “Hi, Jacey,” Emma says a little too perkily for my liking. And then she takes my hand to shake, the hand that is still warm from holding Mahak’s penis. “And that was your husband in the car? He’s so good-looking!” 
 
    “No. No, that was Mahak. He’s Melissa’s…someone else’s husband. He was…we were…we’re friends. Just friends. We’re all friends here. I was just saying good morning.” 
 
    Emma eyes me suspiciously and I think what I was doing with Mahak must be written all over my face. Then she smiles cheerfully at me. “I’m glad everyone is so friendly. I love neighbourhoods where you can call on anyone for a cup of flour or a chat across the fence.” 
 
    “You can definitely do that here,” I tell her. 
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    I don’t have a chance to tell Dominic about my tryst with Mahak until that night. It’s better that way. Dominic tends to get a little …exuberant…after I give him my reports and I wouldn’t want him to be late for work. He’s a teacher at a nearby school.    
 
    Dominic has returned from taking Frodo out for his last pee of the night. I can’t help but wonder if there’s anyone he’s meeting during his late night walks, but quickly disregard the idea. Dominic is happy to participate during the parties at Tia’s and I’m sure if the opportunity arose with Wendy or Tia, he’d make the most of it, but most of the time I think Dominic really gets off hearing about how I get off with our neighbours. Plus, with the exception of Melissa, I doubt anyone could compare to me. I realize that makes me sound disgustingly arrogant about my bedroom skills, but I know my husband. I know what he likes. And as unconventional as it is, I really think likes me fucking the neighbours. 
 
    “You were quick tonight,” I comment to Dominic when he’s getting ready for bed.  “Frodo usually takes forever for me.” 
 
    “You were a while this morning,” Dominic says with a grin. “Bump into anyone we know?” 
 
    “Yes,” I say reluctantly. Dom might enjoy hearing about what I get up to, but it’s never easy to tell your husband what you’re doing with someone else’s husband. 
 
    “Mahak?” I shrug as a reply. “And how was Mahak this morning?” 
 
    “Fine,” I say shortly. 
 
    “C’mon, Jacey,” Dominic laughs. “We have a deal!” 
 
    “But are you sure,” I demand. From all accounts, Dominic is fine with the arrangement, but I still have a need to confirm from time to time. “Are you sure you’re okay with me…doing what I do…with the other husbands?” 
 
    “And women. Don’t forget the women,” Dominic sings. I make a face and he comes over to where I’m standing at the window and puts his hands on my hips. “Look, Jace, if there is ever a time where I’m not okay with this time, then I’ll tell you. Or if there’s someone I don’t feel comfortable with you being with. Other than that – go for it.” 
 
    “Go for it,” I echo with a lot less enthusiasm than Dominic. 
 
    “Sure. Why not? We’re not hurting anyone. You obviously have a need –” 
 
    “I’m happy with you. I’m perfectly satisfied with you,” I interrupt. “I don’t need –” 
 
    “Yes, I know,” Dominic reassures me, patiently, like he’s speaking to five-year-old Hanna. “You have a desire to be adventurous. And I’m okay with that. It’s not hurting either of us and you have to agree, it’s made things with us, just a little bit better.” 
 
    “They were fine before,” I tell him staunchly. 
 
    “I know they were,” he agrees. “But things are just that much hotter with us now, aren’t they?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I say slowly and Dominic laughs.   
 
    “Oh, baby, just feel how okay I am with it,” he tells me, taking his hand and placing on the ever-growing bulge in his jogging pants. 
 
    “Hmm,” I raise an eyebrow as I feel his hardness, stroking him through the material.  “You seem to be taking a very firm stance on things tonight.” 
 
    “I’m very rigid in regards to my decision. Very inflexible.” 
 
    “I can be flexible,” I tell him coyly. 
 
    “I know you can. Wanna show me how much?” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” I pretend indifference as Dominic slides his hands down the back of my pajama pants. The same pants I was wearing with Mahak this morning. I really should have thrown them in the laundry hamper, I think to myself as Dominic kisses me. And then I stop thinking about anything but the feel of my husband’s lips on mine. His hands caressing my bare ass – molding, squeezing, pressing me against him.  I wonder what he has in store for me tonight. Dominic has always been a good lover but after I – when I tell him things – he’s a lot more forceful. Aggressive.   
 
    And I like it. 
 
    “So what did he do to you this morning?” Dominic asks into my neck, punctuating his words with nips of his teeth against the sensitive skin. 
 
    “Same as before,” I tell him blithely and yelp as one of Dominic’s nips is a little harder. “He went down on me. He gave me oral pleasure,” I say, quoting what Mahak had said to me once.   
 
    “You like oral pleasure.” 
 
    “I do.”  
 
    Dominic suddenly spins me around so that I’m facing the window. I lean on the low dresser in front of it as he pulls down my pajamas. Our house is on the curve of the cul-de sac and close enough so it’s possible for our neighbours to see into the window, especially since I haven’t closed the curtains. Anyone could see me like this, with Dominic standing behind me and guess what we’re doing. 
 
    The thought doesn’t disturb me. 
 
    The streetlights illuminate the area, but there are no lights on in the houses. No one is awake to see us. 
 
    “Do you want me to give you oral pleasure?” he asks, sliding his hand between my legs. 
 
    “Yes. Please.” 
 
    “I don’t think I will,” Dominic says absently as he thrusts two fingers inside me. “I don’t know what I’ll do to you. I might not even let you come. How about that? Would you like that?” As he spoke, he was still using his fingers inside me, but suddenly pulled them out and rubbed them along my clit hard enough to make me shiver. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’d like me to make you come.” 
 
    “Yes. Please.” 
 
    “But you already came with Mahak. And I haven’t. So to be fair…” 
 
    Dominic often goes for a bit of punishment after our True Confessions sessions. 
 
    “How many times did you come?” 
 
    “Just…once.” His fingers moved quickly and relentlessly and if he thought I’m not going to come tonight, he has another thing coming. 
 
    “What did he do to you?” 
 
    “He licked me…and used his fingers.” 
 
    “Like what I’m doing?” Dominic pushed his fingers inside me again. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you like that?” 
 
    “I’d like it if you lick me,” I say before I can stop myself. 
 
    Dominic slapped my ass. 
 
    “I don’t think you have a say in this,” he says. “Do you?” 
 
    “No,” I gasp as he slaps me again.   
 
    “I’m going to fuck you,” he says, almost as if he’s speaking to himself. “Did he fuck you?” 
 
    “No. He doesn’t.” 
 
    “Only when his wife watches.” 
 
    “No. He watched us.” 
 
    “That’s right.” Suddenly Dominic moves his hand and thrusts his cock into me, hard enough to make me gasp. “I’m sure he’d like to fuck you. Everyone wants to fuck you.” I don’t know how to answer that so I don’t, concentrating on the sensation of Dominic driving his cock into me with enough intensity to bang my hips against the dresser. I don’t tell him to stop though. “But you’re mine, aren’t you? You’ll always come back to me.” 
 
    “Yes – oh, God, Dominic!” He thrusts into me slowly, deliberately; pulling out so that just the tip of his cock is inside, and then ramming it in again. He’s teasing me because he knows I want it hard and fast but there’s no point telling him what I want. He’s going to take me however he wants to and I’m going to let him. 
 
    I’m half -sprawled on the top of the dresser and I grip the edges as Dominic drives into me harder. And harder. His hands grip my waist and the force of his thrusts lift me up to my tiptoes. I can hear his grunts mixing with my cries and do my best to keep my voice down. He’s going to make me come whether he wants to or not! 
 
    I’m facing the window as Dominic fucks me. Suddenly I notice a light goes on in the Demato house. The new neighbours’ house. I see a figure in front of the window. It’s small and I can see her blonde hair. Emma. They obviously haven’t hung their curtains yet. 
 
    “Dom…someone could see us. Look.” I point towards the window.   
 
    Then drop my hand when Emma’s husband joins her. At least I assume it’s her husband but you really can’t tell around here. The two figures combine into one… 
 
    Looks like we have something in common with them. 
 
    She – Emma – has her back against the window and as I watch, he – I don’t know his name – picks her up. Her legs wrap around his waist. 
 
    “They’re having sex!” I cry. 
 
    “So are we, if you haven’t noticed,” Dominic grunts, and slows. “Do you want to close the curtains?” 
 
    “I don’t want you to stop,” I tell him. “Just leave it. Maybe they’ll like it.” 
 
    I like it. I can’t see Emma’s face and I don’t think I want to, but I like watching them together. I can’t see him either, but he’s tall and built. There’s no way Dominic could hold me like that, but I wonder if the new neighbour could? I wonder if he’ll – they – will be invited to Tia’s? 
 
    And then I stop thinking about anything but Dominic. 
 
    He picks up speed and drives into me as hard as he can. “Make yourself come,” he orders me and I don’t have to be asked twice. My hand finds my clit and I rub it between my two fingers quickly. Dominic feels so good inside me, but I can tell he’s not going to take long. I know I’ll need a little help. 
 
    Is he making Emma come? Does she make noise?  
 
    I keep my eyes on the window, rubbing myself. I can feel the orgasm coming, and I can feel Dominic’s too. His thrusts are harder, deeper. I’m at the edge, the cusp. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I beg him, stroking myself desperately. And then I come, hard enough that I give a little scream as surges of sensation flood my body. Dominic gives one final thrust and empties himself inside me with a growl-like groan. 
 
    “Oh, my god,” I tell him, resting my head on my arms. “You’re going to kill me.” 
 
    “But it would be a fun way to go,” he laughs. He stays inside me for a moment longer, hunched over and wrapping his arms around me. I feel his lips on my back. “Maybe we should move.” 
 
    “They’re still going at it.” I lift my head so I can see the neighbours, still against the window. 
 
    “We shouldn’t watch.” 
 
    “Probably not.” But we both stay like that, being voyeurs. “I’ve never watched anyone before.  At least not like this.” 
 
    “Me neither. Do you like it?” 
 
    “I’m not sure.” 
 
    He finally pulls out and stands up. I feel exposed after he moves, so I pull up my pants but continue watching out the window. 
 
    “Jacey, stop,” Dominic tells me. “What if they were watching us? Would you like that?” 
 
    “They might have been.” Reluctantly I move away from the window. I’m not sure why I feel such a fascination with watching two people make love. I was in the room when Mahak was with Melissa and when Melissa and Wendy were together but that was different because I was involved as well. Emma and her husband couldn’t see me and I wasn’t a part of it. 
 
    I guess it’s another thing I haven’t experienced yet. 
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    I meet the husband a few days later. 
 
    I’m coming back from Melissa’s where we indulged in a morning of yoga. Just yoga. As I walk up the front walk with Ben in my arms, I catch sight of another runner swinging onto the cul de sac and I pause for a moment, wondering who it is.   
 
    And then I notice the body on him. Tall and muscular with the broadest shoulders I’ve ever seen. He’s – wow. I stop in my tracks and once again stare unabashedly at my new neighbour.   
 
    How did that little person get a guy like this? 
 
    “Hey!” He raises an arm in greeting and even the dark spots of sweat on his shirt can’t dissipate his hotness. Is that a word? How about sex on a stick? Not since I first met Joe did I ever feel such instant attraction to a man. Meeting him in person is as good as watching him have sex. 
 
    I’m not letting myself think about Joe. It’s too complicated right now.   
 
    Actually, it’s not. I want to have sex with him. He wants to have sex with me. He refuses to act on his wants. Therefore, he is stupid. 
 
    Childish, maybe, but it’s all I’ve got right now. 
 
    “Hi,” I call in response to the sexy running man. “Welcome to the neighbourhood.” 
 
    Only a few months ago I would have never thought about welcoming someone anywhere, let alone into the neighbourhood which I greatly resented moving into. See how I’ve changed from living here? I’ve become polite and I have sex with the neighbours. 
 
    I hope Tia invites him to the next Saturday night! 
 
    “Thanks. Nathan Poole,” he introduces himself, walking across the yard. Most of the snow has disappeared but the lawn is still brown and muddy in patches. He extends a hand when he reaches me, first wiping it on his shorts with a grin. “Shouldn’t be too sweaty.” 
 
    “It’s – no. Hi. Jacey Hess. Your neighbour,” I say stupidly. At least it sounds stupid in my head. 
 
    “Who’s this little guy?” Nathan asks, catching Ben’s foot. 
 
    “My son, Ben.” Why do I sound so dumb around him? He’s just a man – an extremely well-built icon of hotness, but still, just a man. 
 
    “He’s cute.” Nathan’s grin widens. “Looks just like you.” 
 
    “Really? I don’t think it’s a compliment when you say a child resembles the parent of the opposite sex. Are you inferring I look masculine, or Ben is feminine looking? In any event, I don’t think he resembles me at all. We may have the same facial structure but his eyes are much narrower and…” I trail off as I notice the expression of bewilderment on his face. “Sorry. I tend to babble at times.” 
 
    “I just meant, that you’re cute, too,” Nathan says sheepishly. 
 
    “Oh. Oh!  I – uh, so you’re a runner. You run.” This is getting embarrassing, even for me.   
 
    “I am. I do. I’m a firefighter,” he says after an awkward pause, when it’s apparent, I can’t think of anything else stupid to say. 
 
    “Oh? That’s – I feel very safe, then, with you living here.” 
 
    “Think you might need a rescue in the middle of the night?” he asks. His grin is very cute, and there’s even a dimple nestled in his cheek.   
 
    “Do you flirt with everyone?” 
 
    “Pretty much,” Nathan laughs. “I’m in the firehouse for twenty-four-hour shifts, with no one but guys to talk to. When I see a pretty woman, I like to make the most out of it.” 
 
    “I thought I was cute.” 
 
    “Can’t you be both?” 
 
    “Bunnies are cute. Flowers are pretty. I am neither.” 
 
    “What about sexy moms with babies? Oh, wait, isn’t that what a MILF is?” 
 
    “Mother I’d like to fuck. But Mr. Fireman, we hardly know each other.” 
 
    Nathan smiles at that, a slow easy smile that makes my stomach turn over. The grin indicated harmless flirtation, which I’m fine with once I manage to remove the stupid sticker from my brain, but that smile… 
 
    That smile says possibility. 
 
    “Well, we’ll have lots of time to get to know each other with us living here now, won’t we?” he says. 
 
    “We will? We will. It’s a very neighbourly…neighbourhood. Everyone is extremely friendly. I’m sure we’ll be over with cookies and stuff to welcome you soon.” And with a little white card inviting them to the next Saturday night play-time. I hope. 
 
    “Cookies are great. I like cookies.” 
 
    “Your wife? I think I met her a few days ago.” There’s that stupid sticker back. Why did I mention the wife? “At least I talked to her for a minute.” 
 
    “Em? Emma. She said she met someone, but I guess you didn’t get into names.” 
 
    “I’m not always good with names and small-talk,” I tell him bluntly. 
 
    “You’re pretty good with me,” he says.   
 
    “That’s because you’re flirting. I can handle male attention and interest much better than introductions and inane conversation about the weather.” 
 
    “Looks like it’s a nice day today, doesn’t it?” 
 
    I burst out laughing when he says that, startling Ben. Nathan joins in. “I think I’ll like living here,” he says admiringly. “I wasn’t really into moving out here to the ‘burbs.” 
 
    “Neither was I!” I cried. “I hated the thought. There’s nothing out here.” 
 
    “But the people are nice. You said that they’re neighbourly.” 
 
    “They are on this street. I don’t talk to anyone else. Except for Joe, I guess. He lives on the street behind us. He’s a – I’m not sure what he is. Carpenter, painter, makes furniture. He does everything. If you need someone to do anything around your place, he’s your guy.” 
 
    “I do,” Nathan says, suddenly serious. “There are lots of little things I’ve noticed. Did you…” he pauses. “Did you know the people who lived here?” 
 
    “The Demato’s? Not really. They weren’t really that social. Or at least they weren’t with me. Or maybe it was me who wasn’t very social,” I laugh. “We only moved in at Christmas.” 
 
    “Lots of turnover on this street.” 
 
    “Not really. Just us. And now you.” 
 
    “What’s your – I’m assuming you have a husband, but I guess I shouldn’t make that assumption. You could be a single mom. Or have a wife, now that’s it legal.” 
 
    “I could have a wife.” 
 
    “Do you have a wife?” 
 
    “I don’t,” I relent. “I have a husband and his name is Dominic. He’s a teacher.” 
 
    “So is Emma. She’ll want to meet him.” 
 
    “Maybe the four of us…” Never once in all our years of marriage, have I ever initiated anything with another couple. What would Dominic think? “Maybe we could do something. Do you have kids? Oh, my God, how did I end up sounding like a suburban housewife all of a sudden?” I moan. 
 
    “You don’t,” Nathan assures me. “But, sure.  That sounds great. I’ll tell Emma, and we’ll figure out a night. It depends on my schedule. And no, we don’t have kids.” 
 
    Unlike most married couples with no kids, there was no yet dangling on the end of the sentence. I pat myself on the back for noticing. 
 
    “That’s fine. Kids are…we have a daughter, too. Hanna. She’s in kindergarten.” 
 
    “Emma loves kids. I like them.” 
 
    “You sound like me. I like my kids, not so much other people’s.” 
 
    “Exactly. I’m sure I’ll like yours, though,” he says with a grin. “He seems low-maintenance.” 
 
    “Wait til he wants something,” I promise, jiggling Ben in my arms. He must be tired. In the last few months, he’s gone from being whiny and crying when he needs a nap, to growing quiet until all of a sudden he falls asleep. Yes, Ben is the definition of a low-maintenance baby. 
 
    “Well, look,” Nathan says. “As much as I’ve thoroughly enjoyed chatting with you, I’d better get in the shower.” 
 
    “Yes, you’ve been a very dirty boy,” I say with a deadpan expression. A fleeting expression of concern crosses Nathan’s face and I smile to show I’m teasing. 
 
    “I can be,” he says lightly. 
 
    “Really? Better get in there, then. Nice to meet you,” I tell him, backing up the walk. 
 
    “You too, Jacey Hess. I’m sure I’ll be seeing lots of you.” 
 
    “I already have. FYI, you might want to think about closing your curtains sometimes.” 
 
    Nathan’s mouth drops open and I immediately regret saying that. Why would I tell him I’ve been spying into his bedroom? 
 
    And then he smiles. “What’s the fun of that? And just so you know, it goes both ways.  Miss pink panties. 
 
    Now it’s my turn for my mouth to fall open. 
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    Tia invites new guests to the party Saturday night. 
 
    But they are not the new neighbours. 
 
    She asked us about it last week when she came over with her little white cards to invite us. She sat at the table and had a glass of with us and all I could think about was how she wanted to be our unicorn. She wanted both of us – together. She thought the three of us would be a good fit.   
 
    But I had told her no, we didn’t need the extra excitement in our marriage. God knows, moving to Honeysuckle Court had proven to be exciting enough! But being around Tia, looking into her dark eyes and remembering how it felt to be with her was making me doubt myself. Maybe a little more excitement would be okay. 
 
    As Dom and I walk across the street to Tia’s, I can’t help wondering what excitement tonight might bring. We’ve been playing with our neighbours for a few months now and while it’s definitely more comfortable than it was when we first joined in, there’s still a lot of excitement. 
 
    “Who do you think these guests are that Tia told us she was inviting?” Dominic asks as we head up Tia’s front walk. “Have you heard anything about them?” 
 
    “They’ve come a few times,” I tell him. “Before us.” 
 
    “I guess there was a before us,” he muses. “I like to think we’ve made things a little more exciting since we’ve moved in, though. Especially you, from what I hear.”   
 
    He gives me a wink as we reach the door. And that’s the kind of husband I have. He’s fine with whatever I do, and whoever I do it with, as long as I report back to him, with lots of details.    
 
    “Jacey!” Tia greets us with outstretched arms as she opens the door. “And Dominic!  So glad you could come over.” Tia brushes her lips over mine before hugging me warmly.  “Come in. Everyone is here and I want you both to meet Declan and Nathalie.” 
 
    I paste a smile on my face as I follow Tia into the living room. I don’t like meeting new people. I have finally gotten comfortable with the people on the street, helped out, I’m sure, by having sex of some sort with most of them, but I’m not good with new folks.   
 
    Unless I have sex with them, I guess. Which is always possible. 
 
    The thought makes me smile as Tia leads us to the group clustered in the middle of the room, all holding glasses filled with wine. What’s an evening of playing with your neighbours without alcohol? Paige meets my eye and gives me a grin. She’s standing next to a stranger. One of the guests Tia invited to join in the fun. 
 
    “This is Declan,” Tia announces. 
 
    My first thought of Declan is that he is a big boy. Dominic is only an inch or so taller than I am, and Declan towers over us both, with shoulders broad enough to withstand the weight of several weeping women. Not that anyone is weeping over him. In fact, Paige looks quite pleased to be standing in his shadow.   
 
    Declan steps forward to take Dominic’s proffered hand. “Dominic Hess,” he introduces himself. “My wife, Jacey.” 
 
    “Great to meet you.” Declan smiles at me and I’m surprised to find myself returning the smile so easily. It might have a little to do with how attractive he is. I’m struck at first by the bright blue eyes, which are actually twinkling at me, and a smile that is both sexy and warm. And then I notice he’s old, or at least older than the rest of us. Considerably older. But really good looking, like Liam Neeson or Sean Connery good looking. 
 
    “I’ve known Declan for years,” Tia is saying as I’m checking him out. I don’t think it’s rude of me since there is that possibility I might be enjoying his company in the most carnal of ways later that evening. And besides, he’s totally checking me out. And despite never being into older men, I find myself pulling in the belly and pushing out the chest as his eyes travel over me. There’s a first time for everything, especially with this group.   
 
    “And this is Nathalie,” Tia continues, as a woman strolls over to us. My first thought about Nathalie is that I want to look like her when I grow. I’ve always thought Tia was the sexiest woman I’ve ever met, and now I’m not so sure.   
 
    Nathalie is as tall as I am, with a tumble of dark curls like my own, only hers are streaked with gray. Her eyes are dark and sleepy looking and she smiles at me appraisingly as she holds out her hand to me. It takes me a moment to take her hand because I’m distracted by her body. 
 
    “You have amazing breasts,” I blurt out. Silence falls as everyone realizes what I’ve said, and then laughter, Declan and Nathalie included. 
 
    “Seriously,” I tell her. “And I don’t normally say that. I think they’re better than mine, and mine are really good.” 
 
    “Yes, I can see that,” Nathalie tells me admiringly, with a hint of a French accent in her voice. The rest of her body is just as good – curvy but clearly fit, and shown off to its advantage in a clinging, low cut dark red dress. And she’s older, at least in her fifties. I’m beyond impressed. 
 
    “Leave it to Jacey to make sure her breasts are the centre of attention,” Melissa says drily. I know she’s just jealous of them and ignore her. 
 
    “As they well should be,” Declan says, holding out his hand to me.  “Let me get you a drink so I can bend over and admire them more.”  And he leads me away before I can say anything else. 
 
    “Sometimes I say things I should keep to myself,” I tell Declan as he pours me a glass of wine. 
 
    “Your thoughts about my wife’s breasts are definitely something you should never keep to yourself,” he reassures me with a smile. “They are quite lovely, as are yours. But I think I’ll need a closer look to really be able to compare them.” 
 
    “That’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?” I ask as Declan clinks my glass with his. “You know what happens at these parties?” 
 
    “What happens at these parties, Jacey?” 
 
    “Tia selects a man’s keys for each woman, and they go into the bedroom and…” 
 
    “Play?” Declan arches an eyebrow. “That’s probably the best term for it.” 
 
    “If you know what’s going on, why did you want me to describe it? You’ve obviously been here before and I’m sure you’ve …played… with some of the others.” This intrigues me and I’m not opposed to turning around and asking whoever he had been with for details. Melissa would undoubtedly tell me everything I wanted to know about him. Declan is older than anyone I’d ever been attracted to, and I am attracted to him. It’s not usually instantaneous –it was with Mahak but took a little longer for Jackson and Colin. As for Joe…again, I’m not thinking about Joe right now. I’m focused on Declan; on how tall and broad he is and what nice eyes and smile and how good he smells, and wondering if the rest of him is just as big… 
 
    “Your take on things is very refreshing,” Declan says and I hope he can’t read my thoughts. “Tia told me a lot about you. She enjoys your perspective and bluntness. You and your husband are the most recent recruits?” 
 
    “Dom and I moved in just after Christmas.” 
 
    “Tia works fast,” Declan nods. “The way she talks about you, I thought she had known you for a lot longer.” 
 
    “Tia talks about me?” 
 
    “Of course. She told us all about you and Dominic.” 
 
    “Are you – why are you here tonight?” That comes out ruder than I intended but I don’t think Declan minds. 
 
    “To meet you, of course,” he says slyly. 
 
    “No, seriously. How do you know Tia?  Have you been to her parties before?”   
 
    “A few,” Declan says. 
 
    “What about the age factor? Is that why you don’t come very often?” 
 
    “I’m only sixty-four, Jacey, and trust me, I can still come fairly often.” 
 
    It takes me a moment to realize what he’s said. “Oh. Well, then I guess I should apologize for my comment on your age. Sixty-four isn’t old at all.” 
 
    “I like to think it isn’t,” Declan smiles down at me. He looks amused rather than annoyed. “No apologies necessary.” 
 
    “It’s just that I don’t have any experience with older men,” I explain. 
 
    “And would you like to?”  
 
    “I would expect an older man would have more experience; a wealth of familiarity and knowledge about certain sexual situations that a younger man might not, but you’d also have to factor in the age causing a possible lack of lack of energy, stamina, and vigor during lovemaking.” 
 
    “Trust me. I’ve never had any complaints. At any age.” 
 
    “That’s good to know.”  
 
    “We live in Montreal and like to see Tia when we come to Toronto, which isn’t as often as we like,” Declan explains. 
 
    “Do you both ‘see’ Tia when you’re here?”  
 
    I’ll give Declan credit – he doesn’t even blink at my inappropriate questions and comments. Tia must have warned him about me and my mouth. 
 
    It’s only been recently that I’ve been aware how I often speak before I think. I’ve always done that, and never been concerned with the reaction, but lately, I’ve started to think maybe I should employ some sort of filter on my brain so I don’t blurt out everything. I guess that’s what happens when you start to care about people. 
 
    “Yes, both Nat and I enjoy Tia’s company,” Declan says diplomatically. “And we always like to meet her friends.” 
 
    “So you’ve met everyone before.” 
 
    “Some…” he trails the word, both of us knowing exactly what we’re referring to. “It’s always nice to meet new people, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I never thought so until we moved here,” I say truthfully. 
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    I’m still struggling to make small talk with Declan when he looks over my shoulder with a big smile. Not that it’s difficult to talk to him; I do find myself enjoying his company, not to mention those eyes and craggy features, but I am aware I do lack certain social skills and small talk is still tough for me. 
 
    “There he is!” Declan calls. I glance to see who has stolen Declan’s attention from my cleavage. 
 
    Joe. 
 
    “You know Joe?” I ask stupidly. 
 
    “That’s how we met Tia. Through Joe’s ex, Michelle. Did you…” 
 
    “I’ve never met her. I know about their arrangement. Tia and Joe and Michelle,” I explain in response to Declan’s blank expression. “Did you not know about that? Because since you and your wife seem to have a similar association…” 
 
    “Yes, I’m aware of Tia’s relationships,” Declan says with a chuckle. “It’s never really been brought up quite like that, however.” 
 
    “Sometimes I need to filter my comments.” 
 
    “Please don’t. I think it’s charming. You’re charming. Now, you said you don’t have any experience with older men, but Joe would be a least ten years older than you. Does that mean…?” 
 
    “I’ve never had sex with Joe,” I say carefully, which is the truth. I glance over at Joe again, who is laughing with Nathalie. I feel a nasty surge of jealousy in my belly. 
 
    “But you’d like to,” Declan says softly. “Let’s go speak to my wife.”  
 
    Declan put his hand on the small of my back and steers me over to where Joe was standing with Nathalie, Jackson, Mahak, and Paige. The older woman is clearly enjoying being the centre of attention. 
 
    Jackson throws an arm around my shoulder and pulls me beside him, away from Declan. I haven’t seen him much since my birthday. That was the night of the threesome – Colin and Jackson and I.   
 
    That was my second threesome; third if you count what happened with Melissa and Joe.  Maybe they’re getting to be a habit. 
 
    It still surprises me how any of this is becoming a habit. 
 
    “How’re you doing?” Jackson asks, kissing the side of my head. 
 
    “I wondered if Declan would monopolize you all night,” Mahak says, smiling down at me with dark eyes that could eat me up, something he’s been doing a lot of recently.  
 
    “I would like to,” Declan murmurs. If it isn’t for Joe standing in front of me, refusing to meet my eyes, I would be very intrigued by his comment. But I don’t like waiting for Joe to acknowledge me. 
 
    “Hello, Joe,” I say curtly. 
 
    “Jacey.” 
 
    Nathalie is the only one who notices this exchange. I can’t understand why no one else can see it – I feel as if I’m a live wire vibrating with electricity whenever I’m with Joe. And I can’t turn away from him. But Nathalie observes it and I know she does because she touches Joe’s shoulder, running her slender fingers slowly down his arm to his hand. 
 
    Possessive? I think so. 
 
    “You don’t have a drink,” Nathalie says to Joe.   
 
    It’s gratifying that Joe turns away from me with difficulty. “Haven’t yet had a chance to get one.” 
 
    “Come, let’s get one for you,” she instructs, and he allows Nathalie to lead him away. I watch him leave, remembering the feel of his lips on me, his hand between my legs. 
 
    It shouldn’t be like this. I should be able to have sex with these men, and then move on. No emotional attachment other than friendship. It should be just sex.      
 
    Maybe if I had sex with Joe, it could be like that. 
 
    “You’re looking as lovely as ever, Jacey,” Mahak says to me. 
 
    I’ve had sex with Mahak; I’ve fooled around with him in his car and I’ve had a threesome with him and Melissa. It’s just sex with Mahak so there’s no awkwardness and heated glances between us. 
 
    Okay, maybe Mahak is giving me a heated glance right now, but I don’t think he knows any other type of glances. 
 
    “Are you enjoying your morning walks?” Mahak asks with his smirk. “Now that it’s getting warmer out?” 
 
    “Yes, they’ve been very enjoyable,” I return politely. I wonder if any of them realizes we’re not talking about the weather.  
 
    Joe returns, with a drink in hand and Nathalie trailing him. “I think Tia’s almost ready to begin,” she reports. 
 
    “It’s been a while, Nathalie,” Mahak says to her now, with his heated look. He really doesn’t know how to look at a woman any other way. I sense Joe staring at me, but his attention is on Jackson when I glance at him. 
 
    Declan’s warm hand touches my elbow. “Would you mind?” he asks in a low voice, leaning down so I feel his breath on my neck. He inclines his head to the door of the living room. 
 
    “Sure,” I say, allowing him to lead me away from the group. He must know the house because he takes me to the only secluded spot on the main floor, right outside the laundry room. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I can’t help but ask. I don’t know this man so I don’t know what to expect from him. But that doesn’t stop the tendril of anticipation curling in my belly. I have a feeling Declan does things a little differently than my other husbands.  
 
    The other husbands. They’re not mine. 
 
    Maybe they are in a way. My husbands. 
 
    “I would like you to take off your underpants,” Declan surprises me by saying. This is different. 
 
    “Excuse me?” I sputter. 
 
    “I’m going to enjoy fucking you later and I’d like you to start thinking about what it’s going to be like,” Declan says matter-of-factly. “I’d like to think of you with nothing on under your skirt.”  
 
    “How do you…did you say something to Tia?” I demand. I’ve always suspected Tia of rigging the key pulling and this is proof! 
 
    Declan shakes his head. “Tia knows what I want.” 
 
    “And you want me?” 
 
    “Doesn’t everyone?” Declan smiles at me. “Don’t you want me? Shall I give you a taste?”   
 
    Before I can respond, Declan pushes me back against the wall. We’re hidden in case anyone walks down the hall with an urge to put something in the washing machine. He puts those big hands on my hips, firm enough so it would be an effort to move away from him. If I want to move away from him.  
 
    And then Declan kisses me. 
 
    Immediately I know I’m absolutely correct about an older man having the knowledge of a woman and the wealth of experience a younger man wouldn’t. I have never been kissed the way Declan kisses me – like he’s devouring me, but savouring every mouthful.  
 
    I’m happy to admit my stomach still flips over when Dominic kisses me even after our years together but sometimes it’s more of a slower flip. But still a flip, like riding a roller coaster.   
 
    With Declan, it happens right away. My stomach flips, my breath leaves my lungs and my knees weaken – all the good stuff. It’s instantaneous with Declan, just like it is with Joe. But maybe better. 
 
    Declan’s hands move from my hips to my waist, then one slides up my back, to the nape of my neck under my hair. My arms are boneless and can barely find the strength to reach up to his arms. Suddenly I’m pressed against him. Did Declan pull me against him so I can feel his hardness or did I push myself against him for the same reason? 
 
    He pulls my leg up so he can press even closer to me and slides his hand along the back of my thigh, under my skirt, slowly, tantalizingly, scraping his nails against the skin.  His big hand cups my bottom and a finger slips under the lace of my underwear.   
 
    Declan pulls back ever so slightly. “Will you take them off?” he breathes, his lips still against mine. 
 
    “Uh huh,” I manage to reply with my mouth still open, my eyes still closed. 
 
    “Will you like Tia to pull out my key for you?”  
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    He presses his lips against mine again, this time sliding his tongue into my mouth. I can honestly say I don’t care much about keys right now. I’m ready for Declan to take me anywhere he wants right now. 
 
    “There you are,” a voice says.   
 
    Declan has me pinned against the wall so I can’t move. My only hope is for the floor to open and swallow me up because it’s Nathalie standing before us, smiling at her husband with his hand up my skirt.   
 
    “Enjoying yourself already, my love?” she asks him. 
 
    “Jacey needed some persuading,” Declan replies without moving away from me. I put my hands on his chest as if to push him away and Nathalie notices.   
 
    “Don’t mind me, my dear.  I knew you were his target as soon as you walked in the door. I’m only jealous that I don’t get a chance with you.” 
 
    “No one is here now,” Declan says.   
 
    Nathalie cocks her head to the side. “True. Tia wants to begin, but she certainly can’t start without us. But I don’t want to keep them waiting…maybe just a kiss?” Without waiting for a response, Nathalie comes close enough to touch my cheek. Declan shifts a little, still holding my leg with his hand still inches from my pussy. “May I?” 
 
    “Ok?” Like I have a choice. They can do whatever they want to me right about now. 
 
    Nathalie leans in and kisses me. Her lips are softer than Declan’s and a little gentler but that’s about it. It’s just as good. 
 
    Especially when Declan moves his hand so it’s cupping my pussy. 
 
    “You need to take these off,” he whispers. 
 
    Nathalie finally pulls away before I begin to embarrass myself. Declan’s arms around me are the only reason I’m still standing. 
 
    “Lovely,” Nathalie says, smiling at me. “Just like I thought. You are delicious. I might have to pay you a visit before I go back to Montreal.” 
 
    I nod dumbly. Declan removes his hand and lowers my leg and I sink against the wall. 
 
    “Has your husband ever seen you with a woman?” Nathalie asks. 
 
    “No.” Although I’m not sure of anything right about now, not even my own name. 
 
    “Mmm,” Nathalie says with a sly smile. She touches my lips with her finger. “We’ll talk. Enjoy my husband. He’s magnificent.” 
 
    “Now, Nathalie,” Declan chides. “How will I live up to that?” 
 
    “It’s easy for you, my love. Now, let Jacey catch her breath and come along back to the others,” Nathalie orders. 
 
    “Let’s just take these off,” Declan reminds me. 
 
    I slip off my underwear obediently. Declan takes it from me with a smile and folds it neatly and puts it into his pants pocket. “Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” is all I can think of to say and follow them back into the living room, wondering what is in store for me tonight. 
 
    Tia is standing with the crystal bowl full of keys when we come back into the room.  She sees me with Nathalie and Declan, and a pained expression darts across her face. She moves towards me. 
 
    “Don’t tell me they’ve convinced you,” she says to me in a soft voice. 
 
    “Convinced me of what?” I ask, still a little dazed by Declan and the intensity of Nathalie’s kiss. 
 
    “You didn’t like my suggestion,” she reminds me. “About the three of us.” 
 
    “They didn’t suggest anything.” Did they? Nathalie said something about a visit? Was Dominic included in that suggestion? “Are you…jealous?” 
 
    Tia closes her eyes for longer than a blink. “Of course not,” she says finally, making it seem that she is jealous. But why? “Declan and Nathalie are a wonderful couple and I’m sure you’ll enjoy any time you spend with them. Now, let’s begin.”  Turning her back on me, she moves to the front of the room. “Welcome everyone,” she cries, her smile back in place. “Are we ready to begin?” 
 
    “What was that about?” Dominic whispers in my ear. 
 
    “I have no idea,” I shrug.   
 
    Declan is standing across the room from us, beside Nathalie and Joe. I know Joe is going to end up with her, just as I know Tia will pick Declan’s key for me. I wonder who Dominic will get. 
 
    “And for Melissa tonight – she will be enjoying the company of…” Tia pauses as she fishes a familiar set of keys from the bowl. “Dominic!” 
 
    “Your first repeat,” I grin at my husband. “Have fun.” 
 
    “You too.” He kisses me on the forehead and moves over to where Melissa has a huge smile on her face. That’s nice. She’s looking forward to him. 
 
    My name is the third one Tia calls and as predicted, Declan is selected for me. As I watch him move across the room towards me, I notice how graceful he is for such a big man. 
 
    I wonder if he’ll be graceful in bed. 
 
    I wonder if he’s big all over. 
 
    Declan also kisses me on the forehead and moves to stand behind me. “I’m excited,” he murmurs, leaning down over me. “Are you? Let’s check.” 
 
    Before I can respond, he slides a hand down the back of my skirt where he encounters bare bottom, as my underwear is now safely in his pocket. His arms are so long and his hands so big that it’s easy for him to reach between my legs. I stifle a gasp as his finger nudges my clit. 
 
    “Yes?” he breathes. I open my legs as he slips his finger inside me. “I think so.”  
 
    We stand at the back of the room, with Declan slowly fingering me as Tia pairs up the others. Colin and Wendy, Mahak and Paige, and Jackson with herself. 
 
    Just as I’m getting really excited by Declan’s finger play, Tia puts Joe with Nathalie. I knew it was going to happen but it doesn’t stop the pang.  
 
    Joe glances over at me once. I’m not sure if he knows what Declan is doing, and his eyes don’t linger. Then they are gone. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here,” Declan tells me and removes his finger. I’m ready for more than just a finger, so I follow him to a room upstairs. 
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    Declan ushers me into the room and as soon as he closes the door behind us, his hands are on my waist again and he pulls me against him. 
 
    “Did you like what I was doing to you?” he asks, running a hand up my leg and cupping my pussy. His finger slides inside once more. 
 
    “Yes,” I gasp, surprised at his speed. No small talk here. 
 
    “And you like this?” His thumb rubs my clit as he moves another finger inside me. 
 
    “Yes!”  
 
    “This is why I asked you to take off your underwear. “ 
 
    “It’s a good reason.” 
 
    “But you hesitated.” 
 
    “Because…because no one had ever asked me to do that before.” 
 
    “Will you hesitate if I want to fuck you in a new position?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Don’t hesitate when I ask you something. Do it.” 
 
    There was an authority in his voice that I am unaccustomed to. 
 
    I think I like it. 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “Put your hands on the bed. Bend over,” he instructs me. 
 
    I do as he asks and Declan pulls up my skirt. “Mmm,” he says, running his hands along my thighs and ass. “Lovely ass.” 
 
    And then he spanks me. 
 
    It’s not that hard but I cry out anyway, partly in shock and partly with excitement. 
 
    “Next time, do as I ask,” Declan orders, spanking me again. 
 
    “Next time?” I hang on to the wooden footboard as he hits me once more. 
 
    “Oh, lovely Jacey, I will definitely want a next time.” Two more slaps and I’m sure my ass is bright red. “Kneel on the bed. Head down.” 
 
    I scramble onto the bed, surprised at how excited I am. Dominic has spanked me a few times during sex, but nothing as deliberate as Declan’s actions. I have never been one for BDSM, but you never know. 
 
    I kneel on the bed, head down, ass up, waiting for the sting of his hand. Instead, Declan spreads my cheeks and I can feel his breath between my legs an instant before his tongue.   
 
    I moan as he begins to lick me. I can’t help it. To be in such a vulnerable position, knowing I’m letting him have full control of me…His tongue swirls and dips, tiny licks of my clit, his pace quickening along with my breathing. Then he’s tracing a line between my clit and my asshole, lingering there; probing with his tongue and then his finger. I feel his tongue inside me, to be replaced by his fingers as his mouth finds my clit again.   
 
    The silence in the room is broken only by the sounds of wetness and my ragged breathing.   
 
    Declan’s hand is warm on my ass and I spread my legs as much as I can to give him better access. I cry out as he sucks on my clit at the same time as his finger pushes into my ass. Then he lifts his head. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I moan. His fingers thrust inside my pussy. They seem to be everywhere. 
 
    “You like that?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “What do you want me to do to you?” 
 
    “Lick me. Please! Make me come.” 
 
    “Are you close? Do you think you’ll come soon?” Two fingers thrust inside me inexorably, another probing my ass. Then the thrusting stops and Declan rubs my clit, tiny circles increasing in speed. “Will you be a good girl?” 
 
    “I’ll do whatever you want,” I cry, desperate for the release I can feel approaching. 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Yes! Anything!” 
 
    In one swift move, Declan flips me over onto my back and pulls my hips off the bed so only my shoulders are on the bed and my legs are over his shoulders. I have a moment to marvel how quickly I get in this position, and then Declan’s tongue is in my pussy again. 
 
    I can feel my orgasm barreling down on my like the stereotypical freight train but I’m in no condition to think of another metaphor. Declan licks and sucks, leaving no part of my pussy untouched. I cry out, again and again, pushing against him as he holds me up. 
 
    And then he stops. 
 
    “Please,” I shout, on the verge of an orgasm. 
 
    “Will you do anything?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Will you let my wife fuck you while I watch?” 
 
    “Yes!” Even if I hadn’t been excited by Nathalie earlier, I would still agree to anything right now. 
 
    “Good girl,” Declan purrs and resumes with his tongue. I press down his head with both my hands, desperate he does not stop again. It doesn’t take long. His tongue licks me with frenzied flicks as his fingers thrust inside me again, hitting my g-spot at just the right time. My cries turn to screams as my orgasm crashes into me, again and again as Declan continues, sucking my clit relentlessly, holding me up as I convulse. 
 
    Finally, he stops and lowers me to the bed. I lay back, thoroughly spent. 
 
    “How did you like that?” Declan asks politely. 
 
    I can only give him a weak smile and a thumbs-up. 
 
    “I’ll be right back,” he tells me. 
 
    “What? Where are you going?” 
 
    “To get Nathalie. You promised,” Declan reminds me. 
 
    “But…now? I thought you meant later.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “No time like the present. This is what she wanted.” 
 
    “But… she’s with Joe…” 
 
    Declan smiles at me. “Won’t that be fun?” And then he leaves.  
 
    Panicked, I sit upright. Part of me wants to run out the door, and part of me wants to stay right there in the bed, waiting for Declan to come back with Nathalie. But what about Joe? Is he coming? Will he watch? Will he…do I want him to watch me with someone else?   
 
    The door opens. 
 
    Declan comes in with Nathalie, both with big smiles on their faces. “Hello, my dear,” Nathalie says, moving to the bed and sitting down beside me. “Look at you. Declan didn’t even bother to undress you.” 
 
    I don’t reply because I’m too busy looking at Joe standing in the doorway. 
 
    “Is this what you want?” Joe asks me. 
 
    “Of course it is!” Nathalie responds for me. “It’ll be just like it was with Michelle. Only better, because it’s Jacey, and just look at her. Don’t you want to eat her up?” 
 
    “I just did,” Declan says and Joe winces. 
 
    “Come on, Joe,” Nathalie chides. She leans forward and kisses me lingeringly. Joe or no Joe in the room, I kiss her just as passionately. I can feel her hands on my breasts. “Beautiful,” she breathes. “Let’s get you out of these clothes.” 
 
    Nathalie undresses me like a child. I can tell from Joe’s expression he’s just as torn as I am – desire mixed with discomfort. I half expect him to run out of the room any moment. 
 
    Nathalie has me naked in mere moments and gently leans me against the pillows. “You don’t have to do anything,” she tells me. “This is what I like. Just lie back and enjoy.” 
 
    I give Joe one last final look.  He’s standing at the foot at the bed watching Nathalie run her hands across my bare breasts. Suddenly it’s not awkward any longer. I want Joe here. I want him to see what he’s missing.   
 
    Nathalie’s lips are against my breast and I raise my hand and stroke her hair. She gives a little purring noise, the sound vibrating against my sensitive skin. Even after my orgasm, I’m still aroused by her touch. I moan as she flicks her tongue against my nipple. 
 
    “Beautiful,” Declan says as his wife licks and sucks at one of my breasts and then the other. Her fingers trail down my stomach and I open my legs for her to explore. She gently strokes my pussy, refusing to touch my clit, just slipping her finger between my lips. But soon her gentle caress isn’t enough. I arch my back and push against her hand. 
 
    “Use your mouth,” Declan instructs. “She likes that. But take off your clothes first. 
 
    Like me earlier, Nathalie obeys. I pull my legs up and drop my knees so I’m spread for them all to see. 
 
    “Touch yourself,” Declan says to me. 
 
    “I want her to.” 
 
    “Didn’t you learn your lesson about doing as I ask?”  
 
    I touched myself obediently as Nathalie quickly undresses, stroking my pussy and circling my clit the way I like to. Nathalie watches me as she sheds her clothes. So does Declan.   
 
    And Joe. 
 
    Joe stands there watching me play with myself. As much as I want Nathalie’s touch, I want Joe as well. I want him to touch me like he did the day at Melissa’s, but more. I want more of him. 
 
    But I want Nathalie as well. And Declan. 
 
    When Nathalie undresses, she positions me in the middle of the bed so my legs are hanging over the end and she stands between them. Sliding her hands up my legs, she pulls them up and spreads them like I did before. With both hands on my inner thighs, she opens my lips with her thumbs, stroking them gently, barely nudging my clit. 
 
    “Use your mouth,” Declan orders, clearly in charge this evening. 
 
    “Please,” I echo.   
 
    “I give the instructions here,” Declan informs me. “If you continue to demand, I’ll have to punish you.” 
 
    “Punish her, Declan,” Nathalie says, looking at him with a gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “Next time,” he tells her. 
 
    With all the talk of punishing and next times, I’m becoming almost unbearably excited. Joe and Declan are standing behind Nathalie, Declan absently caressing her ass with one hand as they watch her stroke me. I whimper as she crouches over my pussy and blows gently on the exposed area. 
 
    “We could have so much fun with you,” Declan muses. “Have you had her?” he asks Joe. 
 
    I open my eyes to see Joe staring fixedly at me. 
 
    “No,” he says shortly. 
 
    “Sorry old friend, but I don’t think it’s going to happen tonight,” Declan tells him, slapping him on the shoulder. “But my wife has certainly missed you.” 
 
    That’s when Nathalie begins to lick me so I don’t hear Joe’s response. 
 
    Nathalie uses her thumbs to keep my lips spread and begins to tongue me; little teasing flickers with no rhyme nor reason except to tease me. Then she uses her lips like she’s kissing me, everywhere but my clit, the one place I’m desperate for her to touch.   
 
    It’s like she’s French kissing my pussy. I’ve never experienced this before. 
 
    It feels really good. 
 
    Finally, after I begin moaning aloud – but not demanding, as per Declan’s orders – Nathalie lays her tongue along my clit and leaves it there, heavy and tortuous. I lift my hips off the bed then and begin to whimper. 
 
    “Stop playing with her, my dear. She’s more than ready,” Declan says mildly. 
 
    “But it’s fun,” Nathalie pouts. 
 
    “But I don’t think I can wait much more,” he says, just as Nathalie plunges her tongue inside me and I cry out.  
 
    The teasing is over and Nathalie begins to tongue me with abandon. For once, there are no fingers involved but she doesn’t need them. She probes me with her tongue, hard and fast, licking my perineum with long strokes before moving to my clit. Circling it slowly at first, then faster. I can feel my tiny bud swelling. 
 
    And then she sucks it hard and I almost scream. 
 
    And then she starts from the beginning, teasing me, kissing me and I cry out with frustration. 
 
    My eyes are closed, arms to the sides, gripping the bedspread and I arch my back, trying to give more of my pussy for Nathalie to explore. I’m so caught up in the sensations she’s creating in my body that I don’t notice Declan on the bed beside me. Suddenly he grabs my head and lifts it. 
 
    He’s kneeling on the bed with his cock in his hand. “Suck it,” Declan orders. 
 
    I give a quick glance at Joe. As I watch, Joe thrusts into Nathalie from behind her, still with his eyes on my face.   
 
    “Now,” Declan says, and pulls my head to him. I open my mouth hungrily and take him in at the same time Nathalie begins to suck my clit again, so my cries are muffled by Declan’s cock. 
 
    He’s as big as I thought he would be, easily reaching the back of my throat. It’s not the most comfortable position but I give it my best, raising up and twisting my torso so I can take in as much of him as I can. He keeps a hand on the back of my head as I move my mouth along the length of him. And then I forget about my discomfort as Nathalie begins to lick me faster. 
 
    I know Joe is fucking her but I can’t see and don’t know if I want to. I can tell because Nathalie begins to moan as she’s licking me, giving me an extra vibration. I’m doing the same thing with Declan’s cock in my mouth and I wonder if it’s giving him a buzz as well. 
 
    And then I stop thinking as I feel my orgasm building.   
 
    Nathalie’s tongue is back inside me, thrusting in and out like a determined little penis. But I want her to suck my clit, but have no way of telling her that with my mouth full. I reach down and find the back of her head with my hand and press, hoping she’ll get the message. 
 
    She doesn’t. She begins licking me with long strokes like she’s trying to prolong things. I’m way beyond prolonging though. I can feel myself start to come, close to the edge but not there yet. I cry out with frustration, still with Declan’s cock in my mouth as she continues to lick me. 
 
    “Now, Nathalie,” Declan tells her, somehow aware of my need. 
 
    And she obeys, bringing her hot, hungry mouth back to my clit and sucking it hard. 
 
    I explode with the sensations, crying out again and again as the convulsions race through me, arching up so my back is off the bed, pressing Nathalie’s head against my pussy. 
 
    Declan pulls out of my mouth as I finally collapse on the bed. “My turn now,” he tells me.   
 
    Nathalie moves to the side of me, still bent over and holding the end of the bed. Joe is still behind her, thrusting deeply, without making a sound. I watch his face watching me. 
 
    Is he wishing he was fucking me when he’s inside Nathalie? 
 
    Declan moves to where Nathalie was and yanks me down the bed by my legs. I’m spent from the power of my orgasm and let myself be manhandled. Declan has me off the bed, bent over in the same position as Nathalie in no time.   
 
    “You taste delicious,” Nathalie tells me, as Joe continues fucking her. “Get ready. He’s a big boy.” 
 
    Her warning is a moment too late and I cry out as Declan plunges roughly into me. He is quite large and fills me completely. There’s nothing gentle as he grasps my hips and thrusts in and out, hard and fast, the way I like but he’s so big that there’s pain mixed with the pleasure. 
 
    Nathalie takes my hand and kisses my fingers. 
 
    I can only imagine what we must look like, bent over the bed holding hands as Joe and Declan fuck us. They are not in sync; I can tell Joe is smoother and slower from Nathalie’s moans and gasps. As for me, it feels so good but Declan is so big. Almost too big. 
 
    And then he begins to thrust so had my feet leave the floor. I can tell by his growling groans he’s getting close and from Nathalie’s little whimpering cries she is too. Joe doesn’t make a sound. 
 
    “Now,” Declan shouts. 
 
    That’s when Nathalie lets go of my hand and reaches over and between my legs to finger my clit. It’s just enough stimulation added to the feeling of Declan’s thrusting so when Declan comes with a roar, and Nathalie joins in with her cries, I manage to come as well, a shallow, weak orgasm, but still, I come. I hope Joe came as well. 
 
    I wonder if we’ll be able to ever talk about this night. 
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    “You met him.” Melissa greets me at the door the next day with her usual directness.   
 
    “You met him too,” I retort, thinking she’s referring to Declan. 
 
    Declan, who I’m still thinking about two days later. 
 
    Declan, who kissed me goodbye with the promise of a return visit.   
 
    Declan, with the sexy wife I want just as much as I want him. 
 
    But Melissa isn’t referring to him. 
 
    “The new neighbours. Both of them. Why is it always you who gets the good stuff?” 
 
    “I’ve no idea.” I push past her, looking for the others. 
 
    “Well? What was he like?” she demands, trotting after me. “Tell me!” 
 
    “I will if you give me a chance to have a coffee. And there’s no sense telling you and then having to tell the others, although if I tell you then you’ll just repeat it to them, and I’ll have to end up clarifying things or it will be more like a game of Broken Telephone that Hanna plays…” My little tirade is successful in keeping her mouth from moving and gets me into the kitchen where the smell of coffee fills the air along with the chatter of Paige and Wendy. 
 
    Not for long. 
 
    “She met them!” Melissa announces my arrival. 
 
    “Of course she did,” Paige says with a smile and none of the rancor in Melissa’s voice. 
 
    “It was a few days ago,” I say defensively. “It was last week.” 
 
    I don’t think I’ll tell them about watching Nathan and Emma have sex. I think I’ll keep that to myself. 
 
    “You need to tell us these things,” Melissa cries. “We tell you everything.” 
 
    “Sometimes more than I need to know,” I remind her. 
 
    “Like how I practiced my blowjob technique on Dominic on Saturday. He was really impressed with how I’ve improved. I’m sure he told you.” 
 
    I close my eyes, trying to rid my brain of that mental picture. “I’m sure he didn’t.” Even though Dominic did want to know everything that happened with Declan at Tia’s.  Dominic likes to know details, so I told him. And then he wanted to try out the positions. But I made no request for him to tell me about his evening and he didn’t offer. It’s about the only thing that isn’t fair and equal in our home and I’m okay with that. 
 
    “So?” Wendy demands, with the ability to insist I tell her something without irritating me like Melissa does. “Back to the new neighbours. Although I would like to know about Declan,” she adds with a smile. 
 
    Declan. 
 
    “Neighbours,” I say, wrenching my mind back from the bedroom. “She’s little. And perky,” I tell them with a scowl, sitting down and accepting the coffee Wendy thoughtfully pours for me. Paige takes Ben out of the car seat for me and pops him in the playpen in the corner of the kitchen, full of Max’s old baby toys. It is nice of Melissa to set up a play area for him, ruining the painstaking order of her kitchen. The playpen is the only thing without a chicken adornment. 
 
    I guess Melissa’s not that bad. 
 
    “Yes, we know perky isn’t your thing,” Paige says with another grin. She smiles more than anyone I know. 
 
    “What’s wrong with perky?” Melissa wants to know. “I’m perky!” 
 
    “So. Little and perky,” Wendy says after the pause where we all pretend to ignore Melissa’s words. “Cute, I’m sure.” 
 
    “Very.  Like a little Lululemon model. But I guess models aren’t normally short. I think the height requirement must be at least 5’9 and she – Emma – isn’t. She isn’t classically beautiful either, or attractive in an adorable puppy sort of way…” 
 
    “Got it,” Wendy interrupts.  “But what about him.” 
 
    “Nathan. He’s hot,” I tell them decisively. “He’s a fireman.” 
 
    “Oooh!” The collective sigh has me nodding along with them. 
 
    “Yes. Very attractive. And seems nice enough. Very flirty.” 
 
    “That’s high praise from you,” Paige says appreciatively. “He must be a keeper.” 
 
    “I’m not about to keep him. Although if I had the chance to keep him in my room without Dominic finding out…” Paige is the first to give a hoot of laughter. She gets me better than anyone else. 
 
    They pepper me with questions but since there isn’t much more I can tell them, we move on to yoga. 
 
    “So what did you think of Declan?” Melissa asks me later when we’re back seated around the table. I’m surprised she makes it through the entire yoga session before pouncing on me. 
 
    “Are we going through this again? I told you before, I don’t kiss and tell.” 
 
    “But that time it was my husband you were kissing. Declan doesn’t belong to any of us,” Melissa points out. 
 
    “We don’t need details,” Wendy says in a wheedling voice. “But he was your first older man, so what did you think?” 
 
    Even Paige looks eager to hear my opinion on Declan. “Fine,” I relent. “He was…surprising,” I begin slowly. I’m not sure if I’m supposed to tell them about Nathalie and Joe joining us. I think I’ll keep that little tidbit to myself. I didn’t even tell Dominic. 
 
    I’m not sure why I didn’t tell him. 
 
    “That’s it!” Melissa bursts out. 
 
    “Surprisingly amazing,” I concede.   
 
    “That’s more like it,” Paige smiled. “If we gave him to you, at least you should enjoy yourself.” 
 
    “What do you mean, you gave him to me?” I wonder.   
 
    “Tia won’t admit it, but she knows exactly who is going to end up with whom. Notice we never get the same guy two weeks in a row? She must plan it out, put the keys just so,” Wendy tells me, pushing the sugar closer to me on the table. “Both Paige and I told her you deserved a night with Declan, and you got him.” 
 
    “I didn’t,” Melissa announces. “Why should you get all the fun? Next to Mahak, Declan gives the best head for any man I’ve ever known.” 
 
    “He was pretty talented in that department. But I think Dominic can hold his own against anyone.” 
 
    Paige pats my arm. “Never compare your own husband with those you play with. I thought you’d learned that by now. Dom’s in a little box over here,” Paige mimes holding a box in her hands and moves it away from me. “He’s yours, and what you two do together is special and private.” Another box in front of her. “Everyone else is here, all jumbled together.” 
 
    “That would be like a five-way,” Wendy says with a gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “Can we stop talking about how Jacey gets all the fun for a minute so I can tell you about my Valentine’s Day,” Melissa interrupts rudely. 
 
    “That was months ago,” I point out. 
 
    “Yes, but we haven’t talked about sex in a while, so I waited. It’s not something you can bring up in regular conversation.” 
 
    “Obviously Melissa doesn’t feel the need to compartmentalize,” Paige points. “Everything is open for discussion with her, even romantic evenings.” 
 
    “There was absolutely nothing romantic about this evening,” Melissa exclaims. “We went to an orgy! At least I think that’s what it was.” 
 
    “Really?” I’m interested despite myself.   
 
    “What happened? Who was it for? Was Mahak with you? Were you all together?” Wendy asks with confusion and more than a note of eager interest in her voice. 
 
    “It was for Mahak’s boss, Will, at his gorgeous place on the lake, for his birthday. He was older, like Declan, and just as sexy.” Melissa puts her arms on the table, leaning forward so we're all focused on her. 
 
    “So what happened?” Paige says impatiently when Melissa pauses. 
 
    “They all took turns with me,” she tells us in a breathless whisper. 
 
    “Whaaat?” Wendy gasps. 
 
    Melissa, wide-eyed with excitement, nods her blonde head. “It was for his birthday and they brought me in as a present for him. It was in this room with a huge pool table and we sat around drinking for a bit, and finally, Mahak’s boss takes off my dress and plops me on the table. There was four of them that took turns playing with me –” 
 
    “They all had sex with you?” I wonder. I’m not sure how I feel about this. One part of me is slightly grossed out, and the other is intrigued and slightly jealous Melissa got to experience this. 
 
    I have changed since moving here! 
 
    “No, just oral. Lots and lots and lots of oral.” Melissa shivers. “So good. This one woman had a tongue ring and this other one used ice and –” 
 
    “Wasn’t that cold?” Paige interrupts. 
 
    “Pain and pleasure,” Melissa tells her condescendingly. “They’re into a whole bunch of stuff. I got to come once with his wife. She used the ice. She was all pouty until she got her turn with me. And then after he strapped me to the table and used a riding crop before he fucked me.” 
 
    “Riding crop to - oh, ok.  I get it.” For a minute I pictured Melissa being fucked with a riding crop.    
 
    “Sounds kinky,” Wendy says. 
 
    “Definitely. I’ve never experienced something like that before.” 
 
    “And you liked it?” Paige wants to know. 
 
    “What was Mahak doing while you were off being enjoyed?” I want to know. 
 
    “I loved it! The whole time Mahak was watching and then he and the tongue ring woman started going at it with another guy.” 
 
    “Mahak and another guy?” Wendy laughs. “I can’t see that.” 
 
    Melissa shakes her head. “She was going down on him, the other guy was doing her. You get the position?” She turns to me.  “You’ve had a threesome, so you should get it.” She smiles smugly. “At one time there were two guys sampling me, so that means I have, too.” 
 
    “If you’re in some sort of competition with me about sex experiences, I think you have me beat, hands down, from the sounds of that night,” I tell her. 
 
    “There’s no need to compete with each other,” Wendy, ever the mediator says. 
 
    “Why not? This is all a game and a little competition makes everything even more exciting,” Melissa says, 
 
    “I’m not competing with you about how much sex I have!”  
 
    “Of course not, you’d never win. I adore Dom, but he can’t compare to Mahak’s stamina and libido,” Melissa says matter-of-factly. 
 
    “I think she might be right,” Paige says. “I know Colin can’t compete with him, and he’s nothing more than a little bunny sometimes.” 
 
    “You’re comparing him to a rabbit?” Wendy laughs so hard she almost spits out her mouthful of coffee.  
 
    “You know – fucks like a rabbit,” Paige is quick to explain, but I’m already laughing at Wendy’s reaction. “Not that he’s anything like a rabbit.” 
 
    Paige leaves Melissa's at the same time as I do. We slowly cross the end of the cul de sac. Maybe if I was more of a perceptive judge of human character I could tell she has something on her mind, but I'm not.  I have no idea until Paige opens her mouth. 
 
    “I need a favour,” she says. 
 
    “From me?” 
 
    “That’s normally the reason I would ask you.” 
 
    “What does it entail?” A small part of me knows that isn’t the correct response. “Okay, sure,” I try again. “We’re friends, so of course.” 
 
    “I need you to have sex with my husband.” 
 
    “I’ve already done that. I thought you knew. Why did you just roll your eyes at me?” I demand as I catch her in the act. 
 
    “Because sometimes I can't believe how a genius like you can be so dense,” she says with an exasperated grin. 
 
    “You want me to have sex with Colin and I already have. If you’d like me to do it again with him, you need to bring it up with Tia, because she's the one who decides that, even though she says it’s random. It can’t be random. The odds of me pulling Dominic's key is one in five and it’s never happened, even though we've had more than six parties so –”  
 
    “I want you to have sex with him outside Tia's.” 
 
    I stop in the middle of the street. “Why?  Is that even allowed?” I hedge. 
 
    Paige gives me another smile. “Jacey, I know what you’re up to.” 
 
    “What exactly do you know?”   
 
    “I know you and Mahak have this car thing going on. Wendy told me about her and Dominic one night you guys were over there, so I'm sure something happened with you and Jackson. I think you and Tia...” 
 
    “There really are no secrets on this street.” 
 
    “Not everyone knows. I just listen more than others. And see what's going on. I'm not judging you...” 
 
    “So you don't do this sort of thing outside Tia’s?” 
 
    “Colin and I don’t. But mainly because the situation has never come where we would.” 
 
    “And now you want a situation?” 
 
    Paige resumes walking. “You know that job interview I went on a couple of weeks ago? I had sex with him.” 
 
    “During the interview? Is that legal? Is that supposed to happen during interviews, because I've been on a lot, and I’ve never had sex with anyone.” 
 
    Paige tells me about her sexy dentist then, with enough details to carry us to my front door and thoroughly impress me. 
 
    “Wow. I would never have thought...” I stop myself. “No, I would have thought. You’re a very sensual woman. Why wouldn’t you be so turned on by your first lover that you’d do him in a dentist chair?” 
 
    “It was either that or the floor,” she confesses. “I’m not sure the chair would have been my first choice but I’m not into floors and his desk was too messy.” 
 
    “I’ve never done it in a dentist’s chair.” 
 
    “And I’ve never done it in a car. I really don’t think it needs to go on your bucket list.” 
 
    “We didn’t exactly do it in the car,” I tell her. 
 
    “I’m sure I can imagine exactly what went on with you and Mahak. Which is why I thought you could help me.” 
 
    “By having sex with Colin. Because you were with Sexy Dentist. Did you get the job, by the way?” 
 
    Paige shakes her head. “I told him there was no way I could work for him.” 
 
    “No, I agree. You can't really do that sort of thing when there are patients around. So you want me and Colin because you feel guilty.” 
 
    “No, not really. Sure, I feel a little guilty but Colin said...” she trails off. “I’m sure he never thought I’d actually do it. No, I want you to seduce my husband to even the playing field. I had something on the side, he can have something on the side.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t you let him pick his own side?” 
 
    “Don’t you want to have sex with my husband?” Paige demands. I’m not sure if she’s pretending to be affronted or not. 
 
    Of course, I agree.
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    I’m spying on the new neighbours again. 
 
    It’s not exactly spying. If I’m in the bedroom and happen to look out our window into their window and someone happens to be there… 
 
    Who am I trying to kid? 
 
    I’m spying. When I know Nathan is home – if his SUV is in the drive, he’s home – I constantly make excuses to run upstairs and see if he’s in their bedroom. There’s nothing accidental about it because you really have to make an effort to be able to see. The houses are close, but they do live 3 doors away but it’s the angle and the pie-shaped lots that make it possible. But I’ve managed to catch sight of him on more than one occasion. 
 
    I’ve seen Nathan changing twice - he goes straight upstairs when he gets home from the fire station - sleeping, hanging a picture, and having sex three times. The sex wasn’t that exciting – once they started by the window but all three times most of the excitement took place horizontally on the bed. I don’t know the new neighbours, but based on what I’ve seen, they’re not that exciting. 
 
    Except for one afternoon. 
 
    Ben is taking a nap and I’m putting away laundry. I like doing laundry. It’s mundane and repetitive, but it’s one of the household chores I’m good at. Dominic never has to look for clean socks. When I carry the pile of T-shirts and underwear over to the dresser by the window, I naturally look over to see if anyone is in the window at the new neighbours. 
 
    Nathan is standing there, looking straight back at me. 
 
    I jump and then give an embarrassed little wave. So now he really knows I look. I’m a peeper. I’m a voyeur. 
 
    Nathan waves back. With the other hand, he’s holding a towel around his waist. 
 
    Oh, my. 
 
    I can’t see too well, but what I see is pretty nice. Just as I suspected from our brief meet the other day, Nathan is built. 
 
    I wave again. Then I stand staring, unsure if I should walk away. 
 
    Nathan holds his hands up to his bare chest like he’s trying to cover himself. He has a big smile on his face. I shake my head and motion for him to move his hands. 
 
    He poses coyly for a moment, then gestures to me. I’m confused for a minute before I finally understand – he wants me to take off my shirt too!  
 
    This is a man I’ve barely spoken to, who I know nothing about. He lives three houses away. He’s my neighbour and he wants to see me naked? 
 
    Why not? I’ve done it before and more. Maybe it’s a good way to get to know them. 
 
    Disregarding the little voice in my head saying this is kinky, I pull off my shirt quickly and unhook my bra, standing in the window with my hands on my hips. I know my breasts look good – they are full and firm and men love them. Nathan is no exception.  He gives me a two-thumbs up from the window. I laugh.  
 
    With hand signals and facial expressions, I can tell Nathan wants me to touch myself. I bring my hands to my breasts and squeeze them, making exaggerated expressions of pleasure. 
 
    “Oooh! Aaah,” I cry, even though he can’t hear me. 
 
    And then I start fingering my nipples, tugging and rolling them between my fingers and don’t have to fake the arrow of desire shooting into my nether regions. 
 
    Nathan is staring at me with a rapt expression, nodding the whole time, which excites me more. 
 
    It doesn’t take much these days. 
 
    Nathan motions for me to continue but I stop instead hold out my hand. “You first,” I say aloud, holding he can read lips from this distance. I pantomime taking off the towel. 
 
    And he does. 
 
    My breath catches in my throat. Dominic has a good body. Frequent workouts ensure Mahak has an even better one. Nathan on the other hand… 
 
    Nathan is amazing. 
 
    Broad shoulders, muscular chest tapering to a narrow waist. Abs without a hint of beer and wings extra padding. One of those V indentations at his hips. And his cock… 
 
    It rears up to say hello. Welcome to the neighbourhood, Nathan! 
 
    I give him a thumbs-up sign and a big smile, which he returns. And then he motions for me to keep undressing. I have no problem continuing this little play, but the dresser is in front of the window so even if I take off my pants, there would be nothing for him to see. 
 
    So I pull the dresser away from the window, leaving enough space to squeeze behind it. Quickly pulling off my jeans, I stand in front of the window so Nathan can see me, turning and posing and giving a little shriek when my bare ass touches the cold pane of glass. 
 
    Nathan cheers and claps, showing his appreciation with every part of his body. 
 
    We both stand at our windows, naked, staring at each other. It gets awkward pretty quickly. 
 
    What next? 
 
    With a big smile on his face, Nathan reaches down and grasps his cock with his hand. 
 
    So this is how he wants to play? 
 
    I hop on the dresser, spreading my legs open with my hands. Nathan nods eagerly, so I run my fingers along my inner thighs. He keeps nodding and smiling and getting me excited. 
 
    This is definitely new for me. I’ve touched myself in front of men during sex but never have I masturbated while being watched. 
 
    Why not? 
 
    Pulling a leg onto the dresser beside me, I spread my legs as wide as I can, giving Nathan a clear view. Then I drop my hand into my pussy. 
 
    Nathan’s mouth falls open. 
 
    I can’t believe how aroused this has made me. My finger slides in and I’m surprised at the wetness. I add another and thrust in and out, watching Nathan’s face the whole time.  And then I look at his hand slowly stroking himself. 
 
    He really wants to play. 
 
    I move my fingers to my clit, circling slowly, deliberately while I watch Nathan. 
 
    This might be something I’ve never tried before, but I’m liking it! 
 
    I rub my clit with my fingers as I play with my nipple with the other hand. My fingers move faster and my breath catches. I give a low moan. 
 
    I hope Nathan doesn’t take long because this is going to be quick. 
 
    Abandoning my breast, I lean back on my arm and really start to work my pussy.   
 
    I thrust my fingers inside me as deep as they can go and then move to my clit, rubbing it slowly at first, then faster. And faster as I feel the buildup begin. I start to make little-moaning noises, knowing Nathan can’t hear me but he should be able to tell from my face what’s happening.  
 
    Nathan has a firm on his cock and he strokes it steadily. I watch him, wondering what it would be like inside me. I thrust my fingers inside, pretending they are his cock and that he’s fucking me, right here on the dresser. 
 
    I’m going to come.   
 
    I go back to my clit, rubbing it hard and fast, my hips arching forward, my legs spreading even wider, imagining Nathan fucking me with that cock. I cry out as I can feel the waves rising, rising and I rub myself faster as my orgasm hits. I curve forward, convulsing from my seat on the dresser. I open my eyes just in time to see Nathan with his eyes closed, holding a wad of Kleenex in his hand as he comes as well. 
 
    No cleanup necessary for him.  
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    Just as I walked down the stairs after my little interlude with Nathan, the door bell rings. 
 
    Oh, God. Is it him? Is he here to continue, does he want a taste of the real thing? I hold my breath as I open the door. 
 
    It’s Joe. 
 
    Joe dressed in jeans and a simple T-shirt, which makes him as appealing as naked Nathan.   
 
    I think I have it bad for Joe. 
 
    “Hi,” I manage to say. “What’s up?” 
 
    Joe lifts the shelf he is carrying to shoulder level. “Ok to put the shelf up?” 
 
    “Sure,” I tell him. Did I push the dresser back in front of the window? Is there any evidence upstairs about what I was doing with Nathan? Not exactly with him, but sort of doing stuff at the same time? “Come on up.” 
 
    Joe follows me up the stairs and I’m conscious of what my ass looks like in my jeans. Is Joe staring at it? Does he like it? Does he want to touch it? 
 
    Will he touch it? 
 
    How can I be asking myself that if I just got off? Am I that insatiable? 
 
    Maybe? 
 
    Because regardless of what happened with Nathan, when Joe walks in my bedroom, all I can think of is throwing him down on the bed and climbing on top of him. 
 
    “Same place?” Joe asks. For a moment I think he’s talking about in front of the window, then I realize he’s referring to the spot on the wall where the shelf had been. The former owners had done a shoddy job attaching it to the wall, and I had managed to rip it off, damaging the wall in the process. Joe has fixed that and refinished the shelf as well, giving it a new paint job. And now he is here to reattach it to the wall. 
 
    And that is the only reason he is in my bedroom. 
 
    As he gets to work, I glance wildly around the room to make sure I put everything in place, that there is no indication of what I was doing up here not ten minutes ago. If he had come a few moments sooner… 
 
    “What did you think of Declan?” Joe surprises me by asking. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What did you think of him? Simple question.” 
 
    “Of him personally or what you witnessed in the bedroom? I guess you didn’t see all of it, though. You and Nathalie –” 
 
    “Him personally,” Joe interrupts.   
 
    “He seemed nice enough. But since I didn’t spend much time with him outside the bedroom, it’s hard to form an opinion on him. I take it you don’t wish to discuss what happened in the bedroom?” Joe still has his back to me and I notice he back stiffens when I ask him that. Yes, he brought up the subject of Declan but he obviously has limits of what he wants to discuss. 
 
    “Do you?” he asks slowly. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you normally discuss what happened with others?” 
 
    I think about that for a moment. “Not really. Melissa tries to talk about things. But I feel a little more comfortable with them. I’m not walking on eggshells when they are around.” 
 
    Joe turns, one hand holding the shelf on the wall. “I make you uncomfortable?” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “I don’t mean to.” 
 
    I throw up my arms with exasperation. “What do you expect!? There’s this thing going on between us that you barely acknowledge but must be obvious to everyone. And you won’t do anything about it!” 
 
    Joe takes his time responding; carefully nailing one side of the shelf into the wall before he says anything. “I don’t think it’s obvious,” he finally says. 
 
    “Well, everyone knows we’re the only ones who haven't yet…you know. I’m not sure if they know you’re the only one I really want to.” 
 
    This time he nails the other side a little quicker then puts his hammer down and turns to face me. “Want to what?” 
 
    “Do you need me to spell it out? Because I will.” 
 
    My heart skips a beat as Joe takes a step towards me, then another. And then he’s standing in front of me. He hooks his fingers into the belt loops of my jeans and gives them tug. I fall into his arms and my mouth meets his.  
 
    I hope I closed the curtains. And if I didn’t, then I hope Nathan doesn’t find a reason to go into his bedroom. 
 
    This isn’t my first kiss with Joe and I hope it’s not my last but it has to be the best. His arms are around me, his hand fisted in my hair, his mouth conveying what he hasn’t been able to tell me – this man wants me. 
 
    Badly. 
 
    There’s no holding back from either of us. My kiss is as deep and as passionate as I can make it, wrapping my arms around his shoulders, pushing my body against his. I can feel his hardness and I’m about to slide my hand down the front of his pants when I feel his hands travel down my back and then under my T-shirt. He pushes the fabric up along with his hands until he finds my breasts. Tearing my lips away from Joe’s, I yank at my shirt, pulling it over my head once again this afternoon. 
 
    Joe touches my breasts with his fingers, tracing the edge of my bra, the boring, nude coloured one I need to wash. This is really going to happen with Joe. It’s really going to happen and I’m wearing the wrong underwear. It’s really going to happen just after I got all kinky with the naked neighbour. 
 
    I don’t really care about either of those things right now. Especially when Joe slips a hand in my boring bra and fingers my nipple. And then he bends his head and nuzzles the tops of my breasts, kissing them softly, running his tongue along my cleavage. 
 
    This is really going to happen. 
 
    And then Ben wakes up.   
 
    He doesn’t just wake up. He wakes up with a howl that threatens to shake the foundation of the house. 
 
    “Oh no,” I breathe. “Little bugger.” 
 
    Joe runs his fingers across the swell of my breasts one last time and drops a kiss on the right one. “Go get him.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    ‘I don’t think he’s going to give you a choice. I’ll finish here and get on my way.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to go.” My arms are still around his shoulders but Joe is doing his best to break free of my grip. 
 
    “I don’t think you have a choice.” He kisses my lips softly and manages to free himself. “Jacey…” 
 
    “Don’t you say this is a bad idea!” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” 
 
    “No. It isn’t. And if we ever get a chance, I will definitely show you how good an idea it is.” I stomp out of the room to fetch my howling child and am mollified by the one word Joe calls after me. 
 
    “Promise?” 
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    Paige invites us over the next weekend with the guise of letting Hanna try out the new trampoline Colin bought for the boys. We are invited for late afternoon, to stay for dinner.   
 
    Sometime in those few hours, Paige expects me to have sex with her husband. 
 
    I don’t have a problem with having sex with Colin. I’ve done it before and it was very enjoyable. And somehow I understand her rationalization for wanting me to do it. I’m not sure what that says about Paige’s reasoning though. 
 
    I like Paige. And I like Colin. There’s never been an opportunity for just the four of us to get together and Dominic was glad to get the invitation. He likes to socialize. He likes to make friends. 
 
    I suppose I’ll have to tell him why we were invited over. Let’s see if I can first manage to get Colin alone. This isn’t something to do in front of the kids. Although Paige’s twins are so hyper they might not notice. They’d think it’s some game and want to join in. 
 
    It’s not as difficult as I expect to get Colin alone, thanks to Paige. The four of us are in the backyard watching Hanna and the boys jump on the new trampoline like orangutans. Dominic has just given in to Hanna’s request to come jump with her. Hanna likes playing with boys – Melissa’s Max has quickly become one of her best friends – but Drew and Theo are older and might possibly have some hyperactivity disorder. I suspect she wants her father on the trampoline with her for protection. 
 
    I stand with Colin and Paige idly chatting. I think I’m getting better with small talk. At least it’s getting easier when I like the people. Colin finishes his beer and calls to Dominic if he wants another.  
 
    “What about you, Jacey? Time for a drink?” When I agree, he continues, “Beer, wine, Scotch…” 
 
    “Why don’t you go in with Colin and see if there’s anything in there you like?” Paige suggests. She gives me a covert wink. “I’m going to have a jump myself.” 
 
    “Sure,” I say slowly. If this is what she really wants… 
 
    I follow Colin into the house as Paige climbs aboard the trampoline. “That’s a good idea for the kids,” I tell him.   
 
    “Dom’s going to want one,” Colin replies with a laugh. “It’s fun for grown-ups too.” 
 
    “I think you could have a lot of fun with it,” I look out the kitchen window at Paige and Dominic laughing and falling over, surrounded by the three kids. “Maybe without the kids, though.” 
 
    Colin raises an eyebrow. “Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?” 
 
    I shrug and give him a coy smile. “You’d have to get the right bounce going.” 
 
    “I think it might be more complicated than that!” 
 
    “I think you could handle it.” 
 
    Colin looked sideways at me as he pulled 2 beer bottles out of the fridge. “Are you flirting with me, Mrs. Hess?” 
 
    “I’m certainly trying to!” 
 
    “Why, Jacey. I never knew you cared.” 
 
    “It’s been a long since I’ve pulled out your key, Colin.” I glance at him from under my cast down eyelashes. 
 
    “Maybe we’ll have to see what we can do about that next time we’re at Tia’s,” he says, depositing the beer bottles on the counter and wrapping his arms around me. We’re standing in front of the window but off to the side, so we can see into the backyard but no one can see what we’re doing. 
 
    “Maybe we don’t have to wait that long?” I suggest. I wrap my hands around his biceps – Colin has very muscular arms – and lean in to whisper in his ear. This also allows me to press my breasts against his chest. “I’m not wearing any underwear.” 
 
    “Really?” It’s cute the way Colin’s voice cracks on the word. I’ll have to thank Declan for the idea. 
 
    “You could check.” Colin’s hands automatically head south. I am going commando under my denim skirt, only because I took off my panties when I used the washroom earlier. The bit of fabric is tucked into my pocket, along with a condom I brought over. Boy Scouts have nothing on me. 
 
    Colin’s hands slide under my skirt, up my thighs and he grabs my bare ass with both hands. “Nope. Not finding anything here.” 
 
    “Now, why would I leave off my underwear?” I muse, tapping my cheek with my finger and running my other hand across the front of Colin’s shorts. 
 
    “Are you for real?” Colin exclaims. I can’t tell if he’s angry or delighted and I whip my hand away just in case. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’m just not used to hot women grabbing my dick in my kitchen.” 
 
    This time he sounds happy at the thought. Surprised, and happy. 
 
    “It’s because it’s such a hot dick,” I whisper, returning my hand to his crotch. 
 
    I swear I’ve heard better dialogue in a porno.   
 
    “But Paige and Dom are outside…” Colin says with dismay. 
 
    “Outside,” I repeat, using both hands to unbutton his shorts. “You can be quick, can’t you?” 
 
    “Seriously? Now?” 
 
    “I've missed you, Colin. It’s been a while.” I’ve got hold of him now. His penis is still flaccid but I can feel the definite potential beginning. 
 
    “Jacey…I don’t want to say stop…” 
 
    “Then don’t. Dominic won’t mind. And neither will Paige. I’ve had her outside Tia’s as well. Did she tell you about that?” 
 
    “She said…she might have mentioned it…” Colin is growing harder by the second. His hands are still on my ass and finally, he remembers that as he began massaging me. “Your ass is so hot.” 
 
    “You like my ass? You know, your wife is hot. The way she touched me…the way she fucked me.” What I’m doing is working on Colin, plus getting me excited as well. The idea of his thick cock sliding inside me is a pretty good idea right now. “I bet you’d like to see that.” 
 
    “I would.” 
 
    “Maybe we could arrange that.  I think she’d be up for it. She seemed to enjoy herself.  I know I did. I got to have her, and now I want you. Do you want me, Colin? Do you want to fuck me? Right now?” The heavy cock pulsing in my hand told me his answer but I still want to hear it from him. 
 
    “God, yes,” he groans. “Where? How?” 
 
    I spin away from him and turn to the counter, my back to Colin. With a quick move, I pull my skirt up so my ass is showing and bend over and spread my legs. “Right here works. Come on, Colin. I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard and fast. Make me come. Right here.” 
 
    I don’t have to ask twice. I had him the condom. 
 
    Colin’s shorts are around his ankles along with his jockeys and his hands are on my hips before I’ve had time to position myself comfortably on my arms on the counter. I can see the other still on the trampoline outside. 
 
    “If this is what you really want,” Colin mutters, plunging inside me without any finesse or foreplay. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” I whisper huskily. 
 
    And fuck me he does.   
 
    What he may lack in stamina, Colin more than makes up for with technique. He thrusts with sort of rocking, rolling motion; pulling back so only the tip of his cock is inside, then slamming the length into my pussy. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” I groan, resting my head on the counter before realizing I have to be the one keeping watch. “Just like that.” 
 
    I push back against him, meeting his thrusts, standing on my tiptoes to get a better angle. With one hand I hold on to the edge of the counter and the other I slide to my pussy, fingering my clit. I know Colin doesn’t last long and while this feels very good… 
 
    “Oh, God,” a little cry escapes me, despite my attempts to be quiet. 
 
    …I’m going to need a little something extra. 
 
    Colin continues to plunge into me, low groans mixing with my soft cries and the sound of slapping bodies filling the room. I rub my clit furiously, feeling the beginning of an orgasm build in my core. Colin’s groans are getting louder, so it won’t be long for him. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I breathe. “I’m almost…” 
 
    Colin increases his tempo, his thrusts slamming the front of my thighs against the counter. I can’t keep quiet now, no matter how hard I try. I can feel it in the pit of my stomach, racing through my arms and legs, making me cry out. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Colin roars, making a final thrust and then I’m joining him, coming with a half-whimper, half moan, still rubbing my clit as the tremors rock my body. 
 
    “That’s what you wanted?” Colin asks, his voice hoarse. 
 
    “Apparently,” I mumble, sinking my head back down. Doing favours for friends can be fun. 
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    Tuesday night I assemble at Tia’s with Wendy and Melissa and Paige and we march on the new neighbours at exactly 7:15. My contribution is cookies, which Hanna helped me bake after school. I’ve never been part of a welcome wagon, nor have I ever wanted to welcome neighbours. I’m still not sure if I want to welcome these ones. 
 
    Nathan, yes; at least after our little bout of exhibitionism the other day. I’m not sure about Emma. She opens the door with a smile. 
 
    She’s very perky. And cute, with short blonde hair in an angled bob grazing her chin. There’s no evidence of running gear this time but the jeans and tank top she’s wearing show everything to their advantage. I’ve never seen such defined arm muscles in a woman. 
 
    She’s practically as flat as a boy, though. 
 
    Emma seems delighted to see us stop by, seriously welcoming us with open arms. I’m not sure if she has many friends or she’s always happy to see people but she hugs us. All of us. I’m not a big hugger, either. And this is before Tia introduces us. It’s interesting how she does it; name, house number, husband and something that defines our house. 
 
    “I’m so glad you stopped by,” Emma says gleefully, ushering us into the kitchen to drop off our assorted Tupperware containers. “I’ve meant to come by and introduce myself but I haven’t had the time.” 
 
    “I heard you’re a teacher?” Tia prompts. 
 
    “I am, but how did you know?” Emma wonders, narrowing her eyes. 
 
    I passed that little bit of information along, but it’s Paige who answers with her wide smile. “There are no secrets here.” 
 
    “That works if everyone is nice and friendly like you seem to be. Cookies!” Emma exclaims, peering into the clear container I brought. “I’ll have to hide these from Nathan. He’ll take them into the station and share them with the boys there and leave none for me. What kind are they? Chocolate chip?” I nod because it seems the thing to do, but Emma continues. “I have a great recipe for them; gluten-free, made with quinoa flour and dark chocolate. I’ll pass it along to you.” 
 
    “Oh dear, are you gluten-intolerance?” Tia asks, glancing at our offerings, which I’m pretty sure are all made with some sort of wheat product. 
 
    “Oh, no,” Emma assures us. “I just like trying new recipes. Taking out the wheat from my diet does seem to help with my digestion but I can’t seem to give it up entirely. It’s fun to try new foods though, isn’t it? ” 
 
    Cookies made from quinoa doesn’t sound fun to me. 
 
    “And where is Nathan?” Melissa wants to know. “We need to meet him as well.” 
 
    I’m sure that’s only because I told them he was hot. 
 
    “He’s at work,” Emma says sadly. 
 
    “And he’s a fireman?” I think Wendy almost licks her lips at the thought. 
 
    “It’s like you know everything about us,” Emma says, again narrowing her eyes at Wendy. She snaps to attention at the sign of Emma’s displeasure. 
 
    “Well, Jacey met Nathan the other day,” she says, throwing me under the bus. 
 
    “Oh,” Emma turns her attention to me. “That’s right. Nate told me he met you.” Her eyes rake over my body and I find myself standing straighter and sucking it all in. What else did he tell her? 
 
    “I’m sure you heard everything about me,” I offer. I seriously hope not. 
 
    “I heard quite a bit but I’m sure there are some secrets my hubby forgot to mention. He is a man, you know, and they can be quite forgetful.” I’m sure Emma wouldn’t be smiling like that if Nathan had told her everything. 
 
    “They can be,” Melissa commiserates. 
 
    “And you’re Melissa; with the tall, dark and handsome husband who drives the white Lexus?” Emma asks. “Although I’m just guessing he’s tall. Looked pretty handsome.” 
 
    “Have you met Mahak?” Melissa asks with surprise. 
 
    “I’ve seen him a few mornings when I’m out for a run. He’s always in his car, though. And that’s when I met Jacey as well – she was saying good morning to him one day before he went to work.” 
 
    I stop breathing. I can hear Paige’s intake of air as well, but that’s the only response. Melissa smiles cheerfully at Emma. “Mahak is very friendly with all the wives on the street.” 
 
    “He’s the best,” Paige says truthfully. 
 
    I resume breathing and glance nervously at Melissa. I don’t think Mahak ever told her what was going on between the two of us during our morning visits. In fact, I’m sure of it.I brace myself. 
 
    My turn, Melissa mouths at me. I think I have an idea what that means. 
 
    “That’s so great you are so friendly with each other!” Emma actually claps her hands. “Do you socialize? Other than baking cookies together?” 
 
    “We do quite a bit together,” Wendy says with a straight face. “Along with our husbands.” 
 
    “Well, I really hope you’ll let Nathan and I come play with you,” Emma says as I choke back a laugh, hiding it behind the guise of a sudden coughing fit. 
 
    “That would be lovely,” Tia says, with a wide smile. “In fact, Melissa…” she glances at Melissa, who steps forward. 
 
    “Why don’t the two of you come over Sunday morning for brunch? Everyone will be there and it will give Nathan a chance to meet everyone. We can get to know you.” 
 
    “That sounds wonderful!” Emma claps her hands with delight again. “Thank you so much. What can I bring?” 
 
    “Just yourselves.” 
 
    “Oh, no! I’ll bring my lemon-cranberry muffins with the 12-grain flour. I mix the flour myself, you know. It’s just a little healthier than plain white flour.” 
 
    “Don’t go to any trouble,” Wendy suggests. 
 
    “Not at all. I like to. And we’ll have to return the invitation and have you and your menfolk over here some evening. I’ll check Nathan’s schedule.” 
 
    “That would be lovely,” Tia tells her. 
 
    We make our escape soon after. 
 
    “Do I want to know how you’re saying good morning to my husband?” Melissa asks in a low voice, grabbing my arm to hold me back. 
 
    “Probably not.” 
 
    “I’ll need a turn too, you know. That’s how it works. You can’t have one without the other.” She smiles suggestively at me and I have a vision of her head between my legs. 
 
    “Okay,” I reply slowly, not to seem too eager.  
 
    “She seems nice,” Melissa says loudly, letting getting go of my arm to catch up with the others.  “Too bad the husband wasn’t home.” 
 
    “Does this mean they’ll be invited to your place,” I ask Tia as we’re walking away from the house, far enough so Emma can’t hear in case she’s listening. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Tia says slowly. 
 
    “Jacey says he’s s hot,” Paige points out. 
 
    “Yes, I’ve seen him and he is attractive, and so is she but I’m not sure how they would respond to an invitation,” Tia muses. 
 
    I glance over at Tia.  “How did you think Dom and I would respond to the invitation?”  Melissa gives a snort of laughter. “What’s that for?  I wasn’t – I didn’t…before…” 
 
    “You jumped into things pretty quick,’ Melissa says. “After the surprise – ‘you have orgies!?’ she mocks. 
 
    “I didn’t say that!” 
 
    “You did bring up that word,” Wendy says with a grin. “You were a little shocked.” 
 
    “Do you blame me?” 
 
    ‘Of course not,” Tia cuts in, checking us as effectively as if we are children. “And that’s why I’m hesitating. I could see your potential, Jacey, but I’m not I can say the same about Emma.” 
 
    “Maybe she just needs a little help to bring it out of her,” Paige suggests. I’m not sure if she’s saying that to be nice or because she wants to get her hands on Nathan. After hearing about her sexy dentist, I think it’s probably Nathan. 
 
    I’m still surprised at Paige’s interview exploits and her request for me to take care of Colin, but maybe I shouldn’t be. Being involved in this type of lifestyle has changed me – rather quickly – and it’s not unexpected for Paige to undergo a similar transformation, especially since she has been involved for longer than I have. Look at Melissa, with her tales of the Valentine’s Day taste test. 
 
    I wonder if something like that – some event – has happened to change Wendy? 
 
    “I think we should invite them,” I say to Tia. I leave it at that, uncertain if I want to share my thoughts, but Tia looks over, giving a nod like I should continue. “We’ve all changed because of this, done things outside our comfort zone and I don’t think it’s a bad thing.” 
 
    “How has it changed you, other than you getting to have sex with my husband?” Melissa asks drily.  
 
    “Don’t forget mine!” Paige chimes in with a smile, reminding me about last weekend. 
 
    “It’s made me more adventurous,” I say in a rush. “Which means I’ve become more courageous.  I know what I want and I’m not afraid to ask for it. And it’s not just sex. I went into to Home Depot last week to pick some things for the garden. If I had done that last year – well, I wouldn’t have because I didn’t care less about gardening back then– but if so, I would have made Dom go because I didn’t know what I needed and didn’t want to ask. But I walked up to the guy in the store, told him exactly what I needed, argued with him for a bit and left with what I wanted.” 
 
    “Did you have sex with him, too?” Melissa asks bitchily.   
 
    “No. I decided against it.” 
 
    “Melissa, stop,” Tia says. “Jacey is making a good point.” 
 
    “Would you have gone to that party on Valentine’s Day if you weren’t also allowed to sleep with Jacey’s husband?” Wendy points out, making up for her teasing remark earlier. 
 
    “I had no idea what was going to happen before I walked in,” Melissa retorts. 
 
    “But Mahak would have never taken you if he didn’t realize you’d be comfortable with the situation,” Paige says. “And you’re comfortable with the situation because you’re much more adventurous now, because of Tia. You’ve changed. We all have.” 
 
    “I’m not taking credit for this,” Tia raises a hand in protest. 
 
    “You came up with the idea,” Wendy says. 
 
    “You’re our queen,” I say simply. “Queen of kink.” 
 
    “I am, aren’t I?” Tia says, her smile widening with delight. “So you think Emma is in need of a transformation as well?” she asks me. 
 
    I’ve never mentioned to them what I witnessed through the open curtains. Emma and Nathan have an active sex life. But so did Dominic and I. And now it’s even better. 
 
    “I think it’s made me a stronger person,” I tell Tia slower. “It’s given me more power if I can call it that.” 
 
    “Emma’s a Type A personality,” Wendy says. “I think she might have enough power already.” 
 
    I shake my head. “There’s something missing. I think it would be good for them. You can always ask, right? What’s the worst that can happen?” 
 
    Tia looks at me but doesn’t say anything. “We can be the laughingstock of the rest of the neighbourhood if everyone knew what we were doing,” Paige says instead. 
 
    “Why would people laugh?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you? If you knew what your neighbours were up to behind closed doors?” 
 
    “Not anymore.” I smile at them. “I’d want to join in.” 
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    Saturday night I go on a date. 
 
    With my husband. 
 
    Hanna is invited to her first sleepover, for her friend’s birthday. Dominic drops her off at 5 pm and we’re to pick her up at 10 on Sunday morning before going to Melissa’s for the meet-Emma-and-Nathan brunch. It’s the longest I’ve been away from her. 
 
    “Five five-year-olds attempting to sleep together in the same room,” I say to Dominic as I get dressed. “Sounds hell.” 
 
    “Didn’t you have sleepovers as a little girl?” he asks. 
 
    “Two, and one was only because the girl’s mother made her invite me. She didn’t want me to sleep over and she told me several times.” 
 
    “That’s not nice,” Dominic says sympathetically. 
 
    “Girls aren’t nice. At least the ones I knew.” I shrug indifferently. “It’s better when I learned how to be a bitch.” 
 
    “And that’s something you needed to learn?” It takes a moment for me to realize Dominic is teasing me. 
 
    “Yes,” I told him, moving to where he was buttoning up his shirt and wrapping my arms around him. “I did a good job learning to be a bitch, and aren’t you glad? Especially when I boss you around and tell you what to do in bed.” 
 
    “I thought you were the one who liked me to do that to you?” His hands automatically reach for my breasts but I dance away with a laugh. 
 
    “We’ll have to see about that.” 
 
    “Now?” he asks hopefully but I shake my head. 
 
    “No, we have to drop Ben off with Wendy. And you made reservations, didn’t you?” 
 
    When Wendy discovered Hanna had a sleepover, she offered to take Ben for the night, giving Dominic and I a much needed night to ourselves. Even I recognize the thoughtfulness of her gesture. 
 
    “Does that mean I’m going to have to look after her kids some night?” I ask Dominic as we walk across the street to Wendy’s. 
 
    “I think you with five kids to watch would defeat the purpose of giving her a relaxing night out,” Dom says. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, it would stress me out leaving you with someone else’s kids,” he tells me truthfully. 
 
    “Hey, I protest, before rethinking things. “You’re probably right. I’m not a kid person. I like ours. I like you,” I tell Ben, who is peering at me from over his father’s shoulder as we head to the door. 
 
    “And that’s all that matters.” 
 
    It was relatively painless to leave Ben, although I pretend it’s more difficult than it is, mainly for Wendy’s sake. She went on about the first time she left her kids and how upset she had been and how she had cried throughout the entire movie. Ben doesn’t seem to mind me leaving him, so why should I? He’s comfortably ensconced in Wendy’s arms and barely turns his head to me as I drop a kiss on his head, with its recent eruption of dark curls. I feel a momentary pang at being ignored – me, the woman who birthed him – but it passes as Dominic and I head out for a night sans kids. 
 
    It has been a while since Dominic and I have been out on our own and it’s fun. Not only is Dom a good husband and father, but as a person, I still enjoy his company. I like Dominic and I think that’s a good thing for a married couple. You always love the person, but it’s when you don’t like them that you get into trouble. I love Dom with all my heart and I still like him. Even though I am committing what many would regard as sins, I still like him. That’s not the reason I do it. 
 
    So why do I? I love my husband and we have a healthy and exciting sex life. Why do I feel the need to have sex with almost every person I’ve met since we moved here? Maybe it’s my personality. Maybe I’m a sex addict.   
 
    Maybe I’m just having fun. Wouldn’t you if you could get away with it? I’ve got permission to explore any fantasies and satisfy myself completely with whoever I like. Wouldn’t you if you could? 
 
    Dominic waits until we’re almost finished dinner to bring up the subject. I knew he would. I would have, only I can’t think how to broach the topic. We have many conversations about many things and tonight is no exception, but whenever we have a moment alone, the subject we always return to is our neighbours and what we’re doing with them. 
 
    “Are you still okay with everything?” Dominic begins. 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    “I asked you first.” 
 
    Proof that we still like each other. Reluctance to be the first to admit we still want to play with the neighbours.  
 
    “I guess so,” I tell him slowly. “If you are.” 
 
    Dominic nods. “I think so. That’s pretty bad, isn’t it? I love you so much, but I want to have sex,” he whispers the word so no one will overhear. “With other people. And I still love doing it with you.” 
 
    “Monogamy isn’t natural,” I explain to him. “It’s only something culture and society have constituted, evolving because of the need for paternal care of offspring. And extra-marital relationships are universal in six different cultures. So it’s not bad. Lots are people are doing it.” 
 
    “In different cultures,” Dominic nods. 
 
    “And right on our street.” 
 
    He smiles at me. “You’re obviously fine with our arrangement.” 
 
    I shrug. “I am and I refuse to feel guilty for it. I love you and that will never change.  But right now, at this stage of my life, I have a desire to explore and be adventurous. The way I look at it, not everyone has that chance, but if you do, why not go for it? It won’t be forever. I’m sure in a few years my breasts with sag and I’ll start to look my age and no one will want me.” 
 
    “I’ll still want you,” Dom says as he takes my hand. “I won’t care what you look like.” 
 
    “And that’s why I love you. Because you have poor eyesight. That and because you’re going to take me home now and fuck me just like I like.” 
 
    “Jacey?” My mouth falls open and I turn slowly in my chair, hoping whoever is standing there didn’t hear that.  
 
    It’s Nathan and Emma and I have a feeling they did. 
 
    “Hi,” I manage. 
 
    “Hey,” Nathan says in a friendly voice. “Thought it was you.” 
 
    “We wanted to come over and say hello,” Emma gushes. 
 
    “Hello,” I say again. Then after a pause where Dominic is looking expectantly at me, “This is my husband.” 
 
    “Dominic Hess,” he says, rising in his chair as he extends his hand to Nathan. 
 
    “Nathan and Emma Poole. The new neighbours on the street.” 
 
    Comprehension registers in Dominic’s face. “It’s great to finally meet you. Sorry I haven’t been over to introduce myself yet.” 
 
    “Your wife has been over, along with the other ladies of the ‘hood,” Nathan tells him. 
 
    “That’s right, she mentioned that,” Dominic says casually like we didn’t discuss the visit in detail, as well my thoughts on whether they would be invited to join our gatherings at Tia’s. 
 
    “Aren’t you – don’t you work at Our Lady of Perpetual Peace,” Emma cuts in. 
 
    Recognition dawns on Dominic’s face. “You took over for Patty’s grade six class!” 
 
    “I did! I started last week.”   
 
    Dominic and Emma are almost giddy with excitement when they discover Emma is covering for a maternity leave at the school Dominic works at.   
 
    I raise my eyebrow at Nathan. “I guess they work together.” 
 
    “At least they have something in common, too,” he says with a smirk. I frown at him, but the sparkle in his eye changes it to a smile. He is very cute. 
 
    “Now I’ll have someone to sit with in the staffroom,” Emma says in what can only be called a flirtatious tone. 
 
    “I would have tried to sit with you even if you weren’t my neighbour,” Dom tells her with a twinkle in his eye. 
 
    They are definitely flirting, even though Dominic is still holding my hand. 
 
    “That’s cool you two are at the same school,” Nathan says. My head is exactly level with his crotch and I have to look up at his face to avoid staring. I haven’t seen him lately.  At least not in that way. There’s no way I can be jealous or upset with the twinkles and the smiles between Emma and my husband when I have pretty good authority what her husband looks like when he comes. 
 
    “We don’t want to interrupt,” Emma is saying and I wrench my thoughts away from Nathan standing with cock in hand. “But we’re just heading home and wondered if you wanted to join us there for a drink.” 
 
    “You can come over whenever you’re through here,” Nathan adds, with a glance at me. 
 
    I look at Dominic and shrug. “We don’t have anyone waiting at home,” Dominic reminds me. “Kids are both out for the night.” 
 
    “Sure,” I agree and Dominic has a quick expression of surprise flit across his face. Normally it takes me a lot longer to decide to socialize with someone. “We’re going to get the check in a minute.” 
 
    “Great!” Emma squeaks. “We’ll meet you at our place. You know where we live!” 
 
    “It’s etched in my mind,” I murmur, but Nathan hears me and flashes me a grin. 
 
    They leave and Dominic calls the waiter over. “You sure,” he asks suspiciously. “It’s not like you to want to hang out with someone you’ve only met.” 
 
    “I’ve been trying a lot of new things lately,” I tell him seriously. “I need to work on my social skills.” 
 
    “But I thought you wanted to go home so I could have my way with you.” 
 
    I grin at him. “Maybe we could go over to their place and have our way with them!” 
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    We don’t have our way with them. But we do drop off the car and walk over to Emma and Nathan’s when we get home. 
 
    “Where did you move from?” Dominic asks after we have drinks and the preliminary chit-chat is over and we’ve moved on to the serious, get-to-know-you small talk. We’re sitting in the living room, which seems completely unpacked and put together and they’ve only been moved in a couple of weeks. I still have boxes taped shut in the basement with items I have no idea what to do with, and we’ve been in the house over four months. The layout of the house is almost the same as ours except they have a bigger living room and a smaller kitchen. I have no doubt the upstairs is the same, which I don’t want to think about. I refuse to even look at the stairs because then my mind wanders upstairs and the image of a naked Nathan in his window, cock in hand. 
 
    I don’t think there is ever going to be a good time to mention that little fact. I need to erase that image so I don’t blurt it out. It’s been known to happen. 
 
    Emma names the next town, also a suburban mecca full of subdivisions similar to ours. “There were too many kids,” she complains. “I like kids. I’m a teacher. But there’s a problem when you can’t pull out of your garage for fear of running one over. They were wild and I got tired of it.” 
 
    “Some of the older kids were getting into petty vandalism,” Nathan explains. “And it seemed like I was the only one who ever caught them doing it.” 
 
    “This seems like a much nicer neighbourhood,” Emma adds. 
 
    “The kids don’t run loose yet,” I say. 
 
    Emma looks at me warily. “Do you have kids?” 
 
    “Two. Hanna is five and Ben is eight months.” I glance around and see no evidence of children. “You don’t.” 
 
    “I have no desire to have children,” Emma says bluntly like she’s making an opening statement and expects a rebuttal. Nathan rolls his eyes. 
 
    She isn’t getting much of a reaction from me. “I was like that too. We weren’t together very long before I got pregnant with Hanna. And then we got married.” 
 
    “You begged me to marry you,” Dominic teases. 
 
    “I didn’t. I asked once, very nicely. My mother wanted to know I was going to be taken care of before she passed away and I did all I could to grant her wish.” 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you asked me,” Dom smiles at me and takes my hand. 
 
    “It was a good decision,” I tell him. “And that’s the story of us. Even though you didn’t ask for it.” 
 
    “The Coles’ notes version,” Dominic adds. “How long have you been married?” 
 
    “Longer than you,” Emma tells us. “We got married when I was twenty-one.”  
 
    “What’s that – two years ago?” I ask. Emma looks absurdly young with her tiny little body. 
 
    She glances at Nathan, who dutifully steps up. 
 
    “Seven years in May,” he informs us.   
 
    “Isn’t that a blue Rodeo song,” Dominic muses. “I used to go see their concerts at Ontario Place when I was a kid.” 
 
    “Me too,” Nathan cries. “I grew up in the west end.” 
 
    “North York,” Dominic tells him. 
 
    “Leaside,” I add. I look over at Emma. 
 
    “Mount Forest,” she says primly. “I would never live in the city.” She doesn’t appear as young when she states that. Her eyes harden and her lips tighten and I can see what Emma will look like when she gets old. Then it’s gone. 
 
    “Which is why we’re in the ‘burbs,” Nathan explains patiently. 
 
    “Where did you meet?” Dominic wants to know. 
 
    “Waterloo, of all places. I went to visit a friend when at school –” 
 
    “Girlfriend,” Emma corrects. 
 
    “Soon to be ex. Emma lived in the same residence as she did and I bumped into her.” 
 
    “Literally bumped into me. He was wandering around the girls’ floor wearing only his underwear in the middle of the afternoon. It was quite the talk of the floor.” 
 
    “I needed the bathroom and I forgot where I was,” Nathan says sheepishly. “She pointed me in the right direction and would have banished me if she could. Then we ended up at the same party that night and got to talking.” 
 
    “With the girlfriend there?” I ask. 
 
    “Yeah, well, she was well on her way to being the ex by then,” Nathan shrugs. 
 
    “We got married the next summer,” Emma supplies. 
 
    “When you were still in school?” Dominic wonders. 
 
    “I had another year to go. But we were in love and knew we were right for each other. Can I get you another beer, Dominic?” Emma interrupts her story as she notices Dom’s empty glass. 
 
    “Better refill Jacey’s wine,” Nathan adds. 
 
    Emma glances at my glass. “Goodness. I don’t drink that much. Or that quickly. I’ll be just a minute. Talk amongst yourselves.” She hurries into the kitchen. 
 
    “She refused to have sex with me,” Nathan says in a low voice as soon as Emma is out of earshot. “That’s why we got married so young. I was twenty-four and driving an hour every weekend for a hello kiss. Em’s dad is some freaky religious guy and she grew up thinking sex is a sin. She’s getting a bit better now but back then she convinced me there would be absolutely no action unless there was a ring on her finger. Not that it was a bad thing marrying her,” he adds. “Em’s great.” 
 
    “She seems sweet,” Dominic agrees. “She’s off to a good start at the school.”    
 
    “She really likes it there so far.” 
 
    They continue to discuss Emma and all I’m thinking is how she’s never going to go for playing with the neighbours at Tia’s. Too bad. Nathan is something else. 
 
    “Do you work?” Emma asks me, returning with a tray with beer poured in glasses for the boys and the bottle of wine for me. She tops me up and I do my best not to wince. It’s white zinfandel – the same pink wine I used to get extremely drunk on when I was in my twenties and have refused to touch for years because it’s so sickly sweet. But I’m doing my best to be socially polite so any liquid assistance is appreciated, regardless of the colour.  
 
    “Maternity leave,” I say shortly. 
 
    “What are you on leave from?” she persists. 
 
    “IBM,” I tell her reluctantly. 
 
    “You’re like an I.T. person? I thought they would all be geeks with pocket protectors,” Emma asks. 
 
    “Jacey’s one of the biggest geeks there is,” Dominic says fondly. “She is super smart and works in the think tank figuring out problems too vast for us mere mortals. What were you working on before you left, Jace?” 
 
    “The economic ramifications of e-technology on a global scale. The time before that was how to make the individual components of a computer more cost-effective so that they could be more easily sold in third world countries,” I recite dutifully. “I’m like a project manager.” 
 
    Emma’s mouth has fallen open. “You’re like…” 
 
    “She’s brilliant. Genius I.Q,” Dominic says proudly. 
 
    “I’m a math teacher,” Emma tells me weakly. 
 
    “I couldn’t be a teacher,’ I say magnanimously. 
 
    The conversation moves on to Nathan’s firefighting skills, which impress me. It’s interesting seeing the dynamic between the two of them. They clearly adore one another but are so different. Emma is so straight-laced and concerned with the impression she is making where Nathan is all laid-back charm. I can’t help thinking of how they would make out with the rest of the street and whether Tia will deem them worthy of an invite. 
 
    Why does Tia make the decisions? 
 
    Why can’t I invite them? That thought only lasts a moment and then I disregard it. I don’t want that responsibility on my shoulders. And I’m not even sure if I’d want them to come. We’ve only just met Emma but I can see she would have issues with the arrangement. Nathan, on the other hand – the image of him at the window holding his cock refuses to leave my mind. He’d have a great time with so many to choose from. I think I’d have a great time with him. Melissa would eat him up. 
 
    But Emma… 
 
    I’m not used to thinking of other people. 
 
    It’s a tolerably good time but Dominic makes us leave just after ten when Emma can’t hide her yawns. 
 
    “I’m up so early,” she explains as she walks us to the door. “It’s hard for me to stay up much past ten, especially when Nate is at work.” 
 
    “I get a lot of sleep because of her,” Nathan says. 
 
    I wonder if I go home and open the curtains, I’ll be able to watch them having sex. Not that I know that’s what they’re going to do. I know that’s what I want to do. 
 
    “We’re really looking forward to getting to know everyone tomorrow,” Emma says when we’re preparing to leave. “It was so nice for Melissa to have us over. Is there anything we should know about the neighbours?” 
 
    Dominic meets my eyes and I can see he’s trying not to laugh as well. “Nope, not really,” he says fighting to sound casual. “They’re a good group. You’ll have fun getting to know them all.” 
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    Once again my amorous intentions are thwarted. Instead of going home and crawling naked between the sheets, I agree to walk Frodo with Dominic. “It’s a nice night,” is his reasoning. “And we can never leave with kids to walk him together.” 
 
    So we’re out walking headed for home, holding hands with Frodo’s leash looped around Dominic’s wrist when Tia’s front door opens. “I thought that was you,” she calls. She’s wearing silky pajama pants in a light gray colour that seems to glow in the moonlight. “Come and join me for a drink.” 
 
    Dominic looks at me; I can tell he wants to accept. “Sure,” I say, for the second time this evening. It’s not that I don’t want to spend time with Tia, it’s that I do want to spend time with my husband. I wonder if we could do both. 
 
    Do I want to? Tia might just be making an innocent invitation to us. But it is 10:30 at night; most folks are getting ready for bed, not offering to crack open a bottle of wine. And it’s Tia. Who offered to be our unicorn. What better way to give yourself a trial run?  Get me drunk, when I’m already in the mood because I’m thinking of how good sex with my husband is going to be tonight. 
 
    “I’ll take the dog home and be right back,” Dominic offers, taking the leash from my hand. “You girls go start without me.” 
 
    I didn’t say a word about that. “Where are the girls?” I ask instead as I follow her into the kitchen and watch as she pulls a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc from the refrigerator.  
 
    “The twins are a sleepover party and April is with my sister for the weekend.” 
 
    “I didn’t know you had a sister.”   
 
    “Yes, she’s older. Never married. She loves the girls but prefers one on one time with them, so every month or so one of them heads to her place for the weekend. They enjoy it.” 
 
    “It’s strange that I don’t know about your family,” I say slowly. 
 
    “Why is that?” Tia asks with a strange smile, handing me a glass of wine. “It’s not like I talk about them a great deal.” 
 
    “Yes, but…”  I’m having difficulty understanding how it is that Tia has become such an integral part of our life, but I know so little about her. “It’s just that it’s something I should know,” I finish lamely. 
 
    “It’s quite alright, Jacey,” Tia says in a way that suggests she knows exactly what I thinking about. “Just because we share an intimate relationship doesn’t mean we need to know everything about each other. I don’t even know where you’re from originally. I know you moved from Toronto, but is that where you were born?” 
 
    “I lived there my whole life. Until we came here.” 
 
    “Do you miss it?” 
 
    “I did at first, but now that we’re settled here, I look back and wonder why I missed it. I was happy and we had friends, but we didn’t have – we didn’t have this. Not this – playtime with the neighbours, but…I’m not sure how to describe it. It’s not something I’m used to.” 
 
    “Community,” Tia offers, motioning for me to sit on the couch. I don’t want to think about how I did more than just sit on that couch the last time I was here alone with Tia.  “We all share a friendship, but it’s something more, isn’t it. That’s why I enjoy it so much. It’s not just the sexual satisfaction for me, but the companionship from all of you.” 
 
    “I like the sex,” I tell her bluntly. “I’ve never been one who spent much effort on friendships.” 
 
    “But that has changed, hasn’t it? You’ve changed. Not in a bad way,” Tia hastens to reassure me. “But you definitely have changed in a few ways since you moved here. You say you’re not one to spend much effort on friendships yet I see you with Paige and Wendy and even Melissa and it’s obvious that you share a close relationship with them.” 
 
    “I think it’s mandatory when you’re sleeping with a woman’s husband.” 
 
    “Maybe so, but you seem happy about it. You’re content in their company.” 
 
    “I guess I am.” 
 
    “Even with Melissa. I see you biting your tongue at times, to stop yourself from saying something that might hurt her.” 
 
    I frown at the observation. “I don’t think I care about hurting her but I’m able to stop myself from saying things that others might consider inappropriate. I call it using my filter.” 
 
    “Always a good thing to use,” Tia smiles and leans forward to touch my glass with hers. “You’ve changed sexually, as well.” 
 
    “That’s a given.” I roll my eyes. “But I like to think I was always a bit adventurous.” 
 
    “I’m sure you were. But now…even tonight. When I suggested a relationship with you and Dominic and myself, your first reaction was to refuse. But now, only a few weeks later, you’re contemplating it. You’ve given it some serious thought. Even before you came here tonight.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” I ask. There’s no point in bluffing with Tia. She has this uncanny and even frightening way of reading my mind.   
 
    Tia gives a delicate shrug. “It’s the way you look at me now. You’re wondering what it would be like. What would change between you and Dominic? What would change with you and me? Would there be jealousy and how would you deal with that?” 
 
    I don’t say a thing because Tia has picked up on all my fears. “I can assure you, there needn’t be a reason for any sort of jealousy. Our relationship – if there is to be one – would begin and end in the bedroom. I would have no impact on your marriage.” 
 
    “But you would.” 
 
    Tia shakes her head. “But it wouldn’t be in a negative way. At least I hope not. I find the two of you very attractive, Jacey, and I’m very intrigued by you. I thought I’ve made that clear.” 
 
    “Oh, you have. But I don’t understand what’s in it for you?” 
 
    “I enjoy being with both men and women and I’m not currently, or probably ever be looking for a relationship. So this would give me the satisfaction I want, without the emotional upheavals. I already care about the two of you, so the framework has already been established.” 
 
    “And that’s all you want?” 
 
    “That’s all I’m looking for.” Tia is holding my gaze when I hear a soft knock on the door and then Dominic’s voice.   
 
    “I let myself in…hope that’s okay.” 
 
    “It’s fine, Dominic. Come in. The girls aren’t here so no need to be quiet. There’s wine in the fridge – help yourself.” 
 
    I can’t hear his reply. I can’t seem to look away from Tia either. “Is that why you invited us over tonight?” I demand. “So something would happen?” 
 
    Tia shakes her head, a sly smile at the corner of her mouth. “Not at all. Of course, I’d hoped something, possibly might happen , but that wasn’t my intent. I like you, Jacey and I like Dominic. I enjoy spending time with you. It’s as simple as that.” 
 
    “So if I leaned over and kissed you right now, and left it at that, you’d be fine with it?” I demand. “You wouldn’t expect anything else?” 
 
    To say Tia looks surprised is an understatement. I can see her throat move as she swallows in an almost-audible gulp. It’s that swallow that prompts me to put my glass on the table beside me and lean over and kiss Tia’s full mouth. Her lips are cool and taste like wine and her tongue darts into my mouth as I touch her cheek with my hand. 
 
    “I didn’t really expect you to start without me…” Dominic says in a strangled voice. 
 
    I continue kissing Tia for another minute before I pull away and look at my husband standing in the doorway, holding the bottle of wine and a glass. “Is this okay?” I ask. 
 
    “Uh – yes! But I thought…you said…” 
 
    “I’ve thought about it,” I say casually, my hand still caressing Tia’s cheek. “I’ve been thinking about it,” I correct. “And this won’t mean I’m saying yes, I want that sort of relationship. I still don’t know about that. But I thought – I thought it might be fun.” 
 
    “Fun,” Dominic echoes, his eyes glazing a bit. “Sure.” 
 
    “Why don’t we go upstairs?” Tia suggests. 
 
    “No, here,” I tell her. 
 
    “Whatever you like. Dominic, would you like to join us?” 
 
    “Uh, sure. Why don’t the two of you just continue on and I’ll join in whenever.” 
 
    I press my lips against Tia’s and don’t answer him. 
 
    Kissing Tia is like eating a sundae – you know it’s not good to have one too often but sometimes you can’t help yourself. I’ve spent the evening in a heightened sense of sexual anticipation and I’m done waiting. If it wasn’t Tia, to would have been someone else. Nathan is lucky I left him in one piece. 
 
    Tia’s lips are firm and her tongue is busy darting into my mouth before I can get too comfortable. Her hands are on my breasts, under my shirt. 
 
    “Let me help you with that,” I hear Dominic say as if from a distance. Then his hands are on my back and I pull away in time for him to pull my shirt over my head. Tia’s mouth is back on mine as my husband takes off my bra.   
 
    My husband is undressing me in front of a woman. I’ve had threesomes before but never with Dominic. 
 
    Can I do this? Am I really going to do this? 
 
    Dominic moves behind me on the couch and I can feel his hands sliding my skirt up. I know it’s him and not Tia because her hands are on my breast as she takes a nipple into her mouth. Dominic’s finger burrows under the elastic of my underwear with difficulty and I squirm because I want him to feel my wetness but the positioning isn’t working. 
 
    “This isn’t working,” I say aloud. 
 
    Tia’s head pops up from my breast, an expression of dismay on her face. “You’re changing your mind?” Dominic says from behind me. 
 
    “No, the position,” I say, pushing Tia away from me so I can stand. “And I’m taking off the rest of my clothes.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Dom says with delight as I pull off my skirt. Both he and Tia join me and soon our clothes on in a heap on the floor. 
 
    Tia lays on her back on the floor, her head at one end. She motions for me to come to her, running her hand along my leg as I hesitate, wondering where she wants me. And then I figure out she wants me to straddle her so she can work my pussy with her mouth.   
 
    I crouch over her and she maneuvers me so that I’m on all fours over her, my pussy over her face low enough for her to reach up with her tongue. But she doesn’t touch me yet. 
 
    “Dominic, from behind if you like,” she suggests. I’m not sure what she means until I feel Dominic’s hands on my hips and his cock pushing inside me. Once in, he waits until Tia lowers me to her mouth. 
 
    Dominic fucks me as Tia licks my clit. I close my eyes and enjoy. 
 
    Tia’s tongue starts slowly, as does Dominic as they both work out their rhythm. I have nothing to do but try and keep my balance, keeping as still as I can. And enjoy. It’s like being fingered when you’re being fucked. Only better. 
 
    Tia picks up speed and Dominic’s thrust becomes harder and faster but controlled since he’s trying not to disturb Tia. I drop my head and look underneath me when Dominic moves a hand; I see it between Tia’s legs, fingering her in time with his thrusts. 
 
    They must have done this before. It’s too well-orchestrated for a first-time thing. 
 
    The thought doesn’t deter from my excitement, especially as Tia begins to suck my clit. As soon as I feel her mouth surrounding it I come so fast I cry out with surprise. 
 
    But neither of them stop. The sensations continue with each thrust of Dominic’s cock, every lick of Tia’s tongue. They keep it up until my cries fill the room, mixed with the sound of slapping bodies and the wet noise of Tia’s tongue. 
 
    I can tell Dominic is getting close from his breathing. He thrusts hard so my pussy is rocking against Tia’s mouth. I begin to move as well, pressing backward against Dominic and then against Tia’s mouth. 
 
    The surprise orgasm I had will be nothing compared to what is building inside me now. 
 
    Tia begins to come, her moans and cries vibrating my pussy, even more, sending me over the edge once more. I cry out harshly for Dominic, wanting him to come as well. He complies; thrusting hard a few times and then goes rigid, with his own cry. 
 
    So that’s what it would be like with Tia and Dominic.  
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    The next morning we go to brunch at Melissa’s. 
 
    Nathan and Emma have been invited and Emma shows up with so many Tupperware containers and covered plates she can barely make it through the door. From the beginning, Melissa and Emma get along like a house on fire, which is surprising to me because it seems like Emma would be more of a threat to Melissa competitive nature.   
 
    Or maybe she’s looking at her like a conquest. 
 
    Speaking of conquests, Joe is there. 
 
    I haven’t seen him since the afternoon he came by the put up the shelf. Now there isn’t any snow to shovel, I miss seeing him during Frodo’s walks. It might be better this way; I’m sure it would be beyond awkward if I was to hop in Mahak’s car with Joe standing by.   
 
    Would I pick Mahak over Joe? 
 
    I glance up to see Joe across the room talking to Colin and Nathan but looking at me. He gives me a ghost of a smile and turns away. 
 
    No. 
 
    “Have you and Joe ever got together?” Paige asks in a low voice. I hadn’t even seen her coming to stand next to me. 
 
    “No. Not really. Sort of,” I hedge. 
 
    “How do you sort of get together?” Paige asks with her customary grin. “Oh, I forgot.  You don’t give details.” 
 
    “Unlike you, Mr. Sexy Dentist.” 
 
    Paige’s smile turns lascivious. “How could I not tell you? I’ve never done something like that before.” 
 
    “And are you planning on another check-up? I don’t blame you if you do, but I would like to know if you’ll be needing me to take care of your husband.” 
 
    “You didn’t mind, did you?” Paige asks worriedly. 
 
    “That’s not a fair question, you know. If I answer yes, I look like a bad friend and indirectly insult your husband. If I say no, I look like some sort of sex-crazed housewife.” 
 
    “Let’s say, horny housewives, because that’s what we all are!” She clinks her coffee cup against mine with a grin. “I know you liked having sex with my husband. How could you not?” 
 
    “Guilty,” I admit with a rueful grin. 
 
    “Do you think we’ll be adding new recruits anytime soon?” Paige asks, nodding her head in Emma’s direction. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” I say slowly. “We were over there last night. We bumped into them when we were out for dinner and they invited us back for a drink.” 
 
    “And…” 
 
    “And I think it was the first time I’ve been invited into someone’s home for a drink and it was just for a drink!” 
 
    Paige laughs out loud. “Ah, Jacey. You are my God. Goddess, I guess. I want to be just like you.” 
 
    I glance curiously at her.  “Really?” 
 
    “You’ve got it all and I’m jealous. Hot husband, amazing sex life…” 
 
    I find Dominic in the crowd. “I am pretty lucky.”    
 
    “But you have to get together with Joe!” 
 
    I turn back to Paige. “It’s never happened at Tia’s. I don’t know if it ever will.” 
 
    “You know you don’t need Tia’s. I know you don’t need to wait until Tia’s.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s different with Joe.” 
 
    “He’s the only one you haven’t. Plus, he’s got it bad for you,” Paige says drily. 
 
    “Don’t say that. It makes it more difficult. The others…” 
 
    “…love you, and think you’re awesome but don’t love love you. Joe…but Joe is amazing. Really. Really really.” 
 
    “I’ve sort of got that impression…” 
 
    “Who’s Joe?” chirps a little voice beside me. 
 
    Paige and I whirl around to see Emma standing behind me. People should start wearing bells around me so I can hear them coming. Emma is so small she can sneak through a crowd without anyone noticing. 
 
    “That’s Joe,” Paige points across the room. 
 
    “How is he amazing?” Emma demands. 
 
    “He’s a really good carpenter,” I manage with a straight face. 
 
    “Really good with his hands,” Paige says with a smirk. 
 
    “He can build anything,” I add, frowning at Paige who gives me another grin. 
 
    “He’s good looking,” Emma notices. “There are a lot of attractive men on this street.” 
 
    “That there is,” Paige agrees. 
 
    Emma is standing beside me. She is quite small and I am not and apparently, she is hidden where she’s standing because Wendy apparently doesn’t notice her when she rushes up to us. 
 
    “That Nathan is hot hot hot! I can’t wait until they get an invite to Tia’s! I just want to get my hands on him and have him put out my fire.” 
 
    I freeze. So does Paige. Emma peeks out from the other side of me. “What happens at Tia’s?” 
 
    Wendy’s face falls. “Oh fuck,” she whispers. 
 
    Once again the women sit around the table, the men vanishing with the kids, this time taking them to Paige and Colin’s for a jump on the trampoline.  
 
    I wonder if there was a signal for the husbands to disappear back when the wives explained to me how we had moved into a neighbourhood of swingers. There was definitely one today. Paige went to Melissa, who went to Tia and then to Mahak. After the plates were cleared of food – making it a very awkward fifteen minutes or so with Emma – Mahak said loudly he wanted to see the trampoline and of course, all the kids wanted to go. Quickly the house emptied, leaving the wives sitting around the kitchen table. 
 
    Emma glances from face to face, looking confused and a little pissed off. “Is there something I don’t know about?” We all look at Tia, Wendy a little abashed for letting the cat out of the bag early. “You said something about Tia’s. I don’t mind if you’re planning something we’re not invited to, but why would you want Nathan there?” Emma continues. 
 
    “We were hoping to invite you,” Tia says slowly, “But we were waiting until we got to know you a little more.” 
 
    “To see if we make the cut?” Emma says bitterly. “I’ve got a hot husband, so he’s okay?” 
 
    “To see if you would be open to joining us. Our gatherings are not the norm,” Tia explains. 
 
    “What’s so abnormal about them?” 
 
    “Every so often, I host a party where we look for…companionship from others. Not our normal partners,” Tia says patiently. 
 
    I think she said the same thing to me way back when. 
 
    Emma looks at each of us, finishing with me. “You said there was nothing to know about the neighbours,” she accuses. 
 
    “It’s not something we just blurt out,” I say coolly. 
 
    “I can see why. You’re swingers. You have orgies!” 
 
    “No. It’s not an orgy. An orgy is a sex party where guests engage in promiscuous or multifarious sexual activity of group sex,” I recite. “Did you know in ancient Greek religion an orgy was a secret nightlife cultic congregation overseen by an orgiophant?” 
 
    If Tia gets to reuse, so do I. 
 
    “Thank you, Jacey,” Tia says. 
 
    “I thought the same thing when they told me,” I add. “But it’s not an orgy.  It’s more like a key party.” 
 
    “It’s a sin,” Emma hisses, courtesy of her ultra-religious upbringing. “You’re married and you’re sharing husbands with each other? Do you want to have sex with my Nathan? And you think it’s okay for me to have sex with your husbands’?” She’s back to looking at me. “With Dominic…” 
 
    Am I imagining the interest that lights up Emma’s eyes? 
 
    “And Mahak, and Colin and Jackson. And Joe, as well,” Paige adds. 
 
    “We care a great deal about each other, and treasure the relationships we share. But we also realize it’s not for everyone. If this is something you can’t abide with, the only thing we ask –” 
 
    “Who says I can’t abide by it?” Emma interrupts. “This is something you all do?” 
 
    “Yes,” Tia says. 
 
    “When is the next one?” Emma shocks us all by asking. 
 
    I guess they are in.  
 
    I don’t know who is more surprised – Emma or the rest of us. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    16 
 
      
 
      
 
    Joe stops by a few days later. 
 
    He didn’t call and I’m not expecting him. I’m still wearing my yoga pants and a T-shirt covered in Ben’s cereal he flung at me when he managed to grab the spoon as I was feeding him. 
 
    “Hello, Jacey,” he says when I open the door. He has to speak over Ben’s wailing. 
 
    “Hi. Sorry about the noise. I’m trying to get him to sleep.” 
 
    “Sounds like you’re succeeding.” 
 
    “He’s decided he doesn’t need to nap. I say he still does. I’m going to win.” 
 
    Joe raises an eyebrow. “I didn’t realize motherhood is a competition.” 
 
    “Everything is a competition around here.” I open the door wider. “Are you coming in?” 
 
    “Not if this is a bad time.” 
 
    “No, he’ll quiet down in about five minutes.” It’s awkward between us. I suspected it would be but I hoped it wouldn’t. Too much has happened between me and Joe for us to go back to the friendship we began with. And I’m not sure if either of us is ready to progress further. I want it; he wants it. But he wants more than just a neighbour to play with. He wants me to stop being with everyone else, too. 
 
    And I’m not sure if I want to do that. 
 
    Look at what happened with Colin last weekend. What’s happens with Mahak on an almost weekly basis. I’m enjoying myself and I don’t know if I want it to stop. What if he’s not worth it? 
 
    “Are you here to talk about what happened?” I ask as soon as he steps through the door. 
 
    “Did you want to talk about what happened?” 
 
    “Did you know it’s rude to answer a question with a question?” 
 
    “I don’t mean to be rude.” 
 
    We stand staring at each other for a long minute. I have no idea why he’s here, and by the expression on his face, I’m not sure Joe does either.  
 
    “You were right,” he says. 
 
    “I’m always right,” I say, which is my automatic response whenever Dominic says that. “About what?” 
 
    Joe tilts up his head and I notice the silence. “Baby fell asleep.” 
 
    “Just like clockwork. Mommy knows best.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    Silence from Ben, silence between us. And then Joe moves. 
 
    He takes a step forward, and then another, grabbing the back of my head with his big hand and drawing me towards him. I’m too surprised to resist. Even if I wanted to. His mouth meets mine and I think I sigh. 
 
    Joe kisses me, both hands cradling my head, tangled in my hair. My arms go around his waist, and I press my hands against his back, feeling the muscles under his shirt. He kisses me on and on, his lips firm but gentle, his tongue darting into my mouth. I can do nothing but kiss him back and try to stay on my feet. A few times I feel myself beginning to sway.   
 
    And then Joe releases me. “There,” he mutters as he steps away. 
 
    My arms clench around him but I let go at the last minute. “What was that for?” 
 
    “You came into my home and did that to me. I thought I’d return the favour.” 
 
    “What? You came over here just to kiss me?” 
 
    “You’re complaining?” 
 
    “No. No! It’s just that…” Arguing with Joe isn’t going to get me anywhere. The man wants me – I can feel it. And I want him too. “Let’s just do this. Let’s just get it over with.” 
 
    “I have no intention being something you just ‘get it over with.’” 
 
    “You come over here, kiss me like that? You want me as much as I do – I can tell.” Joe simply shrugs. “You are the most frustrating man!” 
 
    “Possibly,” he says with a hint of a smile.   
 
    “You want to play dirty…” I taunt him. “You asked for it.” 
 
    With a lightning quick move, I pull the cereal-covered T-shirt over my head and unhook my bra. As it falls to the floor, I slip off my pants and underwear at the same time. 
 
    I stand naked before Joe. Right there at door in front of the stairs. 
 
    “Tell me you don’t want me. Because you can have me. Right now.” 
 
    Joe stares at me for longer than he should need to; long enough for me to begin to feel a little embarrassed standing naked in front of him, a little offended it’s taking him so long. And a little bit stupid. 
 
    “Fine,” I say, my voice tight with anger when I’ve had enough. I reach down to snatch up my clothes. “You’ve made things very clear here.” 
 
    But then he’s bending down with me, and grabbing my wrist instead of my pants and his face is so close to mine I notice his eyes are blue instead of gray. I can’t read the expression on his face as we stand but then I don’t need to because he kisses me and I close my eyes. 
 
    I’ve thought about what it would be like when it finally happened with Joe and me, because I knew it would happen one day. I thought it would be more like making love than fucking; Joe would be soft and tender and romantic. I thought he would take the time to express his true feelings for me whatever they were, and we would have pillow talk afterward discussing things.  
 
    It’s not like that at all. 
 
    Joe isn’t rough when he kisses me, but there’s not much gentle about it. He kisses me like a man; like a hungry man. Like a man who has been pushed just a little too far. I guess that’s my fault but I’m not complaining. 
 
    His hands are on my breasts, molding, cupping, squeezing as he kisses me. It’s like he’s devouring me. Like he can’t get enough. I know I can’t get enough of his mouth, his hands. I touch every part of him I can, tugging off his shirt so I can have his skin against mine. When he finally breaks free so I can yank it off his back, I pull at his waistband to get rid of his jeans. After he kicks them off, he takes me in his arms again, but instead of resuming, he walks me back to the stairs. I don’t know if he means to get me all the way upstairs, but I trip on the third stair and sit down. We don’t make it any further. 
 
    Joe crouches in front of me and his mouth finds my breast, his hand delving between my legs, finding me hot, wet and ready. I lean back, my head on the landing, my hands gripping his bare shoulders. His fingers slide inside me, his lips teasing at my nipple. 
 
    But soon – too soon – Joe stops. I have a moment of frustration as he pulls away, only to open my eyes and find him kneeling on the floor in front of me, pulling my legs open and my hips forward so he can taste me. For the first time, I make no sound as he plunders me with his tongue, his fingers. I can hear my ragged breath as he explores me with none of Mahak’s finesse but a whole lot more passion. I pull up my legs as far as I can, throwing one over Joe’s shoulder and feel his hands on my ass. 
 
    It’s good – so good – but as I feel my orgasm building quickly, I want more. “Come inside me, please,” I say huskily, moving my leg and pulling his shoulders. Joe doesn’t wait for me to ask twice. He quickly moves above me, still lying up the stairs with my ass on the edge. There’s a moment where he looks at me questioningly, just before he enters me but the moment is gone as I reach up and kiss him, tasting myself on his mouth and he thrusts inside me. 
 
    This isn’t making love – Joe fucks me on the stairs, fucks me hard. I wrap my legs around his hips as his socked feet fight for traction on the hardwood floor. It’s nothing what I imagined it would be like with Joe. 
 
    It’s better. So much better. 
 
    The sensation of his cock thrusting inside me. The touch of his hands on my ass, pulling it against him as he thrusts. The feel of his breath as he buries his face in the crook of my neck and the sound of his own labored breathing in my ear. The press of our bodies together. 
 
    I come too fast. I want to enjoy it the feel of him inside me longer, much longer. I’ve had too many fantasies with Joe and I want to savour the real thing. But despite the utter uncomfortableness of fucking on the stairs, the build up is fast and furious and relentless.   
 
    I come all at once, without even realizing I’m about to. I come with a single cry and as I tighten around him, Joe comes as well, pulling out at the last second and spilling onto my stomach. 
 
    “Sorry,” he mutters, pulling away from me. “I didn’t have – I’ll clean you up.” I watch in amazement as he pads bare–assed with his socks still on, into my kitchen. He returned with the roll of paper towel and a wad of damp tissue in his hand. Without a word, he wipes my stomach clean, and then gently dabs it with the wet cloth. 
 
    “Thanks,” I whisper as he returns everything to the kitchen. I’m still sitting on the step as he comes back to me. I watch as he pulls on his pants before sitting beside me. 
 
    “What does this mean?” I ask him. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he shrugs. “But this was what you wanted.” 
 
    “I did. I do. But Joe…”  
 
    I want you, I need to say. I don’t want this uncertainty that I’m feeling now.   
 
    But I don’t say anything. Neither does he. We sit on the stairs for long minutes, before Joe finishes dressing. Then he leaves. 
 
    It finally happened with Joe. But I don’t know what’s going to happen now. 
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    Joe doesn’t come to Tia’s on Saturday. I’m not sure why, but I have a good guess and I think it’s about me. I’m not sure how I feel about that. 
 
    It finally happened with Joe and me. 
 
    I have to admit, it wasn’t what I expected. I wasn’t sure what to expect, but like some things you want and wait for, the end result is a bit of a let-down.   
 
    Not that I’m disappointed by Joe. It was good. Really good. But I – it’s hard to explain.  I’ve had so many fantasies about him and then it happened – right there on my stairs. And now I just don’t know what to think. 
 
    I hope it happens again. After it does, I’ll be able to figure things out. 
 
    But tonight Joe isn’t here so there’s no sense dwelling on things. On what we did and what we might do again… 
 
    Nathan is there. Nathan and Emma. Not Joe. 
 
    Emma corners me at Tia’s as soon they get there. She has a huge glass of wine in her hand and her eyes are bright with excitement – or fear. I’m not sure which. 
 
    “What’s going to happen here?” she demands of me.   
 
    I look around for Paige or Wendy or anyone to come rescue me. I’m the last person she should be talking to about this. “You’re going to have sex with someone other than your husband,” I tell her flatly. “I thought you understood that.” 
 
    Emma rolls her eyes at me. “I know that.  I mean – how? Who? How I do I know?” 
 
    “It’s supposed to be random,” I tell her, happy to have an easier explanation to provide. “Tia puts all the boys’ keys in a bowl and then calls one of our names and then picks a set of keys.” 
 
    “So I’ll have no idea. But I need to know! If I’m going to have sex,” she actually whispers the word, so I know she’s more scared than excited, “I need to know something about him!” 
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this?” I ask her. “You don’t have to.” 
 
    Emma closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. “I need to do this,” she says. Her hand is shaking a little, enough to have me worry about her wine. 
 
    “Do you want me to hold that?” I ask, reaching for her glass. She shakes her head and drains half her glass. “That might help. Or it might not.” 
 
    “I’m a prude,” Emma tells me bluntly. “My sexuality is repressed because of my upbringing. I was told sex is wrong wrong wrong. Nathan has tried so much, and I think I’ve gotten better –” 
 
    “You looked like you were doing okay,” I blurt out before I can stop myself. She probably had no idea I have watched them having sex. Why would I say that? “I mean…” 
 
    “Nathan tried to get me to watch you, too,” Emma says, surprises me once again. “I couldn’t do it.” 
 
    “That’s okay.” I guess it’s only fair that Nathan watched us too, but the thought leaves me a bit unsettled, and I’m not a prude like Emma claims to be. She’s handling this quite well. 
 
    “I thought this would help me open up. Nathan is – he’s amazing. He’s everything I’ve ever wanted.”  
 
    It’s sweet how her face softens when she talks about him. It makes her look years younger like she’s the pure twenty-one-year-old marrying the love of her life. 
 
    “But you can work on things together,” I suggest. 
 
    “It would take too long. I’m tired of being this way, of looking at sex as something I have to endure.” 
 
    “It shouldn’t be like that.” 
 
    “I know. It’s good, but if I were more adventurous it would be better, right?” she looks earnestly at me. 
 
    “That’s what happened to me,” I tell her truthfully. “Dominic and I were great before, but now…Wow. Just wow.” 
 
    Emma nods her head decisively. “I want wow. Nathan deserves wow. I need to do this for him.” 
 
    “No, you need to do it for you,” I correct. 
 
    “For us,” Emma relents. “Besides, I think he really wants to.” 
 
    “Ok, then. Tia will probably put you with Mahak,” I tell her, glancing around the room at the husbands assembled. “That’s who I had my first time. He’s – amazing,” I whisper. “You’ll definitely enjoy yourself. Just relax.”   
 
    I don’t know what other advice to give to someone completely freaked out about having sex with someone other than their partner. 
 
    “Relax,” Emma echoes. “Anything else?” 
 
    “Afterwards, have sex with Nathan as soon as you can,” I suggest. “Like tomorrow morning. You’ll still be excited about being with Mahak and it will carry over with Nathan. It’ll be great, better than ever with Nathan. Or it should be. You can’t let yourself think about what Nathan did. Don’t let yourself get upset or jealous. Just don’t think about it.” 
 
    “Relax. Don’t think. Have sex tomorrow. Who do you think Nathan will be with?” 
 
    “Probably me,” I tell her honestly. I don’t know for a fact, but without Joe here…I really think Tia will put me with Nathan. 
 
    “You,” Emma says nervously. “That’s good and bad. Don’t be too good, okay?” 
 
    “”I’m not sure how not to be,” I say slowly. 
 
    “You know what I mean.” 
 
    “Not really. But don’t think about us – what we’re doing or did or anything. Just think about how much fun you’ll have with Mahak. His tongue…” 
 
    “Really?” Emma squeaks. Then she drains her glass of wine. 
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    “I’m glad it’s you,” Nathan says after I lead him into a bedroom. I’ve never taken the lead on these evenings and so I’m not really sure which room to use. I wait until everyone is paired up – or three-ed up in the case of Paige, Melissa, and a very excited Jackson – and then head to an unused room upstairs. Dominic waves as he and Wendy slip into one of the basement rooms. 
 
    “I thought it might be,” I admit. “Tia likes to say it’s random but I think she picks and chooses.” 
 
    “Did you ask for me?” he asks with a cocky smile. 
 
    “No. I did not. But I think I might be the reason you’re here.” 
 
    “So I should thank you.” 
 
    “Why don’t you wait and see before you thank me for anything?” 
 
    “I think I know what I’m in for,” he says, still with the cocky grin. 
 
    “Oh, really?” I ask archly.   
 
    “So what do we do?” Nathan wonders. “Just start going at it?” 
 
    “And that is why you are here. First,” I give his chest a little push with my fingers.  “You need to take some clothes off.” 
 
    “What about you?”  
 
    “You’re asking too many questions.” I pull his polo shirt up and Nathan has to help me get it over his head. Then I unbutton his khakis and pull them down to his ankles, leaving him standing in only gray boxer briefs. I step back and gaze admiringly at him.   
 
    “How come you get to be the boss?” Nathan asks, kicking his pants away. 
 
    “I don’t know. I just feel like it.” I slide my hand onto his crotch, feeling him harden and grow beneath my hand. “Are you complaining?” 
 
    “Hell, no.” 
 
    I keep my hand where it is and lean up to kiss him. Seeing Nathan in all his full frontal glory in the window that day is nothing like being able to see him close up.   
 
    And touch him. 
 
    There nothing tender about the way I kiss him. I rub my hand along his length, and move my other hand up his stomach, across his chest. His skin is soft without any hair marring the expense and I can feel the muscles firm beneath the surface. Nathan is really something else. 
 
    We don’t kiss very long. I want something else in my mouth. 
 
    I pull back and his briefs soon go the way of his pants. His cock juts up, long and lean; more length than girth. Makes no difference to me. Still fully dressed, I kneel on the floor before him. 
 
    “Whoa,” Nathan groans softly as I take him in my mouth. There’s no foreplay, no licking or touching or stroking. I just take him all in.  
 
    His hands find the back of my head, my hands grasp his hips. I try and relax my throat as I take him deep. His cock is so hard and so long I grasp the base and slide along in time with my mouth. Still with him in my mouth, I tease his tip with my tongue and then suck hard. Nathan groans. 
 
    I continue for a few minutes until his grip on the back of my head tightens and he begins to thrust his hips. And then I pull away just enough. 
 
    “I’m going to stop now.” 
 
    He groans in response. 
 
    “And I want you to lie in the middle of the bed.” 
 
    By the time I stand, Nathan has done as I ask. I watch him watch me as I quickly shed my clothes. And then I kneel on the bed, straddling him and crawl up his body, using my mouth and tongue and fingers as I go, exploring every part of him. 
 
    “Jeezus, Jacey,” Nathan says hoarsely as I reach his inner thighs. I tickle his balls with the tips of my fingers, caressing the softness where his legs join his hips. I spend a few minutes teasing and tickling with my fingers without ever touching his cock. Then suddenly I lick it from base to tip with one firm stroke before working the tip with my tongue. Just as Nathan’s hand reaches for my head again, I move, straddling him so that my pussy is pressed against his length. I have to stop myself from grinding myself on him. 
 
    I use both my hands on his chest; beginning with his hips, those chiseled abs, I run my hands over him. When I reach his shoulders, I lean forward so that my breasts are hanging over his face and brush my nipples against his mouth. He takes the bait, grasping the sides of my breasts and pushing them together so he can run his tongue between the two. 
 
    “I like that,” I tell him softly as his tongue traveled from my cleavage to the swell of my breast.   
 
    “I like these,” he says before taking a nipple into his mouth and teasing it with his teeth. 
 
    It feels so good but I want more. I pull away and drop a kiss on his mouth still reaching for my breasts. Then I continue to crawl until I’m crouched over his face. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he groans, grasping my hips. I stay where I am, just far enough so that Nathan’s tongue can reach with the barest of flicks, teasing both of us, but I soon tire of that. I lower myself and gasp as his tongue plunges into me.   
 
    I try to control the rhythm of Nathan’s mouth but it becomes more and more difficult and soon he has a hold of my hips so that I can’t rock against him. He licks the length of me with firm strokes of his tongue and when he finds my clit and begins to suck it, he thrusts his fingers into me at the same time.   
 
    I cry out as his fingers find my G-spot almost immediately. 
 
    As Nathan plunges his fingers inside me while sucking my clit, I begin to come, feeling the rush of pleasure race through me, only to moan with frustration as his begins to lick me again, strong, firm strokes of his tongue, this time letting me rock against him.  
 
    I grasp the headboard with my hands and throw my head back. He finds my nub with his tongue, circling it quickly before sucking it again and I explode above him with a sharp cry. 
 
    Nathan doesn’t give me a chance to move; suddenly he slides out from under me and is behind me as I’m still quivering from my orgasm. 
 
    “Condoms in the drawer,” I gasp. 
 
    I’ve never known a man to put a condom on so quickly. In no time, Nathan is pushing my head towards the pillows and forces himself inside me from behind.   
 
    “My turn,” he says, thrusting roughly. He’s so long it’s almost painful, but as he drives in and out my pussy, I forget the pain, focusing on the pleasure, how good it feels as he fucks me roughly. Grasping my hips, he pulls me back against him so that we’re rocking together hard enough for the bed to hit the wall. 
 
    It feels so good I press my face into the pillow to muffle my cries, which are quite loud. He continues, managing to increase his speed and intensity so that the bed is pitching forward at an alarming rate and I feel the beginning of another orgasm. 
 
    “Oh, God! Don’t stop,” I cry, turning my head from the pillow. 
 
    “I want to make you scream. Tell me you like it,” Nathan orders. Now he’s firmly in control and I can only endure the fierce pummeling, helpless in the throes of such pleasure.   
 
    “Please! It’s good – so good.” 
 
    “Tell me you love it. Do you love me fucking you like this?” 
 
    “Yes! I love it! Don’t stop fucking me!” My cries are loud, the bed is hitting the wall with an unmistakable rhythm and Nathan fucking me feels so good that I couldn’t care if we are heard. “Yes! Yes!” I cry as his hand snakes between my legs and he teases my clit between his fingers. It’s all it takes to send me tumbling over the edge and I come with a scream that he must approve of. 
 
    With a toe-curling groan, Nathan comes as well, finally stopping his furious thrusting. 
 
    “Next time I’ll show you how good it can be when I’m in charge,” he tells me, dropping a kiss on my shoulder as he slides out. 
 
    Next time? I can’t wait. 
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    In the Husbands and Wives series, follow new neighbours Jacey and Dominic as they learn to navigate the slippery sidewalks of suburban swinger lifestyle. Being a good neighbour has never been so much fun!  
 
      
 
    Her series, One, returns to the swinger lifestyle with three married couples looking to spice up their marriages. One Summer, One Week, and One Night, all coming soon!  
 
      
 
    Her Office Plays series takes you to the workplace to meet the most excitable group of office employees you would ever want to work with. They give coffee breaks a new meaning. 
 
      
 
    The series Touch is an unconventional love story about a woman who falls in love with a man...and his wife. All nine books are available now, Touch, Caress, and Embrace. Each has three separate points of view from Kenna, Iliya, and Del.  
 
      
 
    Adults Only follows Morena and Lorde, who run a B&B especially for swingers. The four book series includes characters from other series—Jacey and Dominic from Husbands and Wives, Callie, from Office Plays, and Iliya from Touch. While you don’t need to read the other series first, it would improve your pleasure!  
 
      
 
    And her latest series, Fantasies Book Club, brings back a few favourites as a book club reads dirty stories that seem to mirror their own lives.  
 
      
 
    Anna also writes women's fiction/chick lit under the name Holly Kerr. If you're looking for something a little less steamy (but still hot!) check out her books.www.hollykerr.ca 
 
      
 
    Visit Anna at www.annaellis.ca or Facebook  
 
    Or visit Holly at www.hollykerr.ca/ 
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    Friday Afternoon 
 
      
 
    Brienne 
 
      
 
      
 
    I wince as Ian escorts Agatha into his corner office. Why does he always have to walk right past my desk? It’s bad enough the close proximity of his office has the ability to distract me at all hours of the day, but when he walks by, I just can’t stop looking at his ass. 
 
    I realize I’ve still got the pencil stuck through the bun at the back of my neck and yank it out with a scowl. 
 
    Ian is the controller for Hever Construction; I work in the finance department so this makes him my boss. Agatha is one of our new receptionists. I’m not saying she’s responsible, but I’ve worked here for almost eight years and I’ve never seen such turmoil as I have in the last few months. 
 
    I’ve also never met anyone quite as sexy as Agatha. It’s not obvious and she doesn’t dress like some sort of sex-crazed Really Desperate Housewives of Some City but you can tell with a quick second glance that Agatha is rocking a Victoria’s Secret body under her conservative attire. And it’s not like I’m into women. Never–not even once. I’ve never thought of myself as the experimental type, but I suppose if the opportunity arose, I’d give it a try.  
 
    Not with Agatha. She might be sexy, but I think she’s a bit of a bitch.  
 
    Back to Hever. All the drama lately–new hires, terminations and even one executive being escorted out by security; I’ve seen it all in the last six weeks. The fall-out from the new owners taking control has been stressful for all of us. Hever is a small company and its employees are quite close. Things have thankfully quieted down this week. I thought the tension of wondering if we were all going to lose our jobs has dissipated, until I see Ian marching Agatha to his office. 
 
    It’s rumoured the former administrative assistant who Agatha replaced–the elderly, but still stunning Mrs. Busey, had been sleeping with old Mr. Hever for as long as she worked here. I’ve heard stories of the two of them getting it on in his office, the boardroom, in the staff washroom and even in the back of one of the dump trucks. Either Hever is a pretty gossipy workplace where we have nothing better to do than make up sexy stories, or old Mr. Hever was a horny old guy.  
 
    I’d say it’s a mixture of both; the accounting department alone is rife with gossip, and the last time I saw Mr. Hever, he couldn’t stop staring at my breasts, in a strangely flattering, non-offensive way. I believe the stories. I say, good for Mr. Hever, and Mrs. Busey. We spend at least eight hours a day in this office and like Callie always says, why not make it as exciting as you can?   
 
    Callie is one who likes as much excitement as she can get, if you know what I mean. 
 
    Poor, sweet, horny Mr. Hever died last year, leaving his incompetent and completely misogynistic sons in charge. The first time the younger one, Paul came to the office, he actually patted my ass when he stopped by, and there was nothing at all flattering about it.  
 
    But happily, the Hever brothers are gone now, as well quite a few others. The new owners hired two administrative assistants retired Mrs. Busey and hired Agatha and Alma, the Double As, as the work boys call them. Because women are the minority in our little construction company, I made a point of trying to get to know them when they started. Alma seems a little more outgoing but Agatha is quiet and serious and prefers not to socialize with anyone. It may be shyness, or she could be just stuck-up; she was rude so I tend to believe the latter.  
 
    Still, I feel bad for Agatha. It’s bad enough being pulled into the boss’s office during your second week of work, but especially difficult when he’s as much of a bastard as Ian is. 
 
    Even though Ian is acknowledged as a supreme jerk, he’s also incredibly, unfortunately, very good looking. He wears a suit every day with fitted, tapered pants; those pants that men wear when they have a good body and want to show it off. I don’t mind Ian showing it off because it’s nice to have some eye candy in the office and those pants make his ass look amazing. They make other areas look amazing as well, but I suspect I might spend enough time obsessing about that. Ian looks a lot like the actor Michael Fassbender, which accounts for the number of times I’ve watched X-Men, First Class on Netflix. 
 
    My desk is directly in front of Ian’s office and I purposefully don’t make eye contact as Ian marches by so he has no reason to reprimand me but I can’t help shooting Agatha a sympathetic glance as she trots dutifully behind him. 
 
    Once again, she takes no notice of me. Agatha is staring straight forward with an odd little smile at the corners of her lips as she walks by.   
 
    “Draw the blinds,” I overhear Ian barking at her as she shuts the door.   
 
    Poor thing, I think to myself, but definitely a bitch. I return to my email; today’s What Would You Rather… question from Callie is rather interesting, given her disinterest in history. 
 
    Would you rather have sex with Henry VIII or Prince William? 
 
    These days I wouldn’t much care who I had sex with, as long as he has a penis and is prepared to use it. It’s been a while. 
 
    I’m not opposed to casual sex; I’ve just never had much opportunity. I may be thirty- five years old, but I’m pretty inexperienced, sexually. I’ve had an acceptable number of partners (seven) but as far as variety and trying different things, I’ve always been pretty vanilla. Callie is a lot more adventurous that I ever have been. Plus, I’ve got Eli. 
 
    Not that I really have him now. But we were together six years, six years of the most tumultuous, heart-breaking, yet amazing love affair you can image. And I can image a lot; I devour romance novels like they are a bag of chips. Eli is my Mr. Darcy; my Rochester, my Edward Cullen. As hot as Gideon Cross, but not creepy possessive as Christian Grey. 
 
    It’s over between us now, or at least I’m trying desperately to convince myself it is. 
 
    There was a bad patch in October when Eli and I attempted to reconcile. This was against Callie’s loud and fervent judgement, but I had to give it one last try. It wasn’t the best idea. The reconciliation lasted six weeks, leaving me in a worse place than when we broke up the first time. Or even the second. Or third, actually. When I crawled out of my Eli-funk, I told myself that had been the last straw. No more Eli. No more Eli and Brienne. I instructed my lawyer to move ahead with the divorce so I could exorcise my wayward husband from my life. 
 
    I focus my attention back to Callie’s What would you rather...? question. It’s a pretty simple one when you think about it. I quickly typed my response. 
 
    I’d rather have sex with Henry, but only during his first marriage, as that was before he first began sampling the maids and beheading his wives. He was inexperienced and Katherine of Aragon (his first wife btw) wouldn’t have given him much action so he would be begging for sex. After Anne Boleyn, he got a little misogynist and demanding. Prince William on the other hand, while the sexier of the two, even with his receding hairline, would expect every woman to cater to his every need, and I expect he might be a selfish lover. 
 
    Because this is a gossipy type of place, and Callie is my best friend, I give her a postscript on the afternoon events. 
 
    Ps. Snake-bastard called Ag into his office. She didn’t last long 
 
    Pressing Send, I warily eye the files and paper still piled on my desk. Ian asked me to stay late, and while I definitely have work I need to catch up on, there’s nothing pressing enough to warrant over-time on the Friday of a long weekend. 
 
    I’m the senior accountant of Hever Construction, in charge of everything financial, and the unofficial Assistant Controller since Ian doesn’t have the personality or the compassion necessary to deal with personal staff issues. I’ve lost track of how many times I receive the little side wave, “Brienne will deal with it,” in that haughty, yet extremely sexy British accent. And of course I take care of it for him because if just being around him makes my knees weak, actually conversing with him is utter torture. 
 
    My crush on Ian is helping me get over Eli. And least that’s what I’m telling myself. I have a feeling I might be obsessing over him a little too much. It’s hard keeping my mind of Eli. Everything reminds me of him; a song on the radio; the smell of warmed-up pasta in the staff kitchen; whenever I remember how long it’s been since I last had sex. 
 
    What are you still doing there? Callie demands via email. 
 
    Snake-bastard wanted me to stay late. Not sure why... 
 
    It’s the Victoria Day long weekend here in Canada; the official start of the cottage season and one of the more profitable holidays for The Beer Store. It’s a weekend for 2-4’s of beer and twenty-sixers of vodka and rum; these days I’m more interested the romantic history of Queen Victoria rather than drinking my face off like I did when I was younger. No wonder Ian showed no qualms about asking me to work late. He obviously only sees me as yet another work drone.  
 
    The office cleared out by four o’clock and now, well after five, it’s eerily quiet with only me still left on the floor. Callie is emailing me from home. 
 
    At least I have Agatha and Ian to keep me company, but I’m not sure if she will be in any condition to work after Ian’s finished with her. 
 
    I pick at the pile of work on my desk for a bit but I’m soon distracted by noises from Ian’s office over the music from my radio. 
 
    Loud voices. A cry. A sharp sound. 
 
    What’s going on in there? I’m not particularly fond of Agatha, but no one deserves to be threatened in the workplace. 
 
    Cocking my head in that direction, I hope the noises won’t be repeated. The last thing I need is to interrupt a scene. Things are quiet and I return to work, but when I hear them again, and then again, I push my chair away from the desk. I’m not sure what I can do, but Ian shouldn’t be such a jerk to Agatha. 
 
    When I stand up, I see he’s being something to her. 
 
    Ian’s office has those cheap, plastic slat blinds that you pull up and down with a cord.  For one window, someone forgot to close them all the way and when I stand in front of my desk I can clearly see into his office, where Agatha is naked and bent over his desk. 
 
    Naked and bent over the desk. 
 
    This isn’t common behaviour in the workplace. At least not my workplace. 
 
    I drop into my chair quicker than Callie can pull off a pair of panties. But curiousity gets the best of me and I stand and take another peak. What are they doing? 
 
    Now I can see Agatha is not just bent over the desk, but strapped down, her torso prone on the surface with her arms tied underneath by cords. And Ian is standing behind her bare ass holding a ruler, like some bizarre re-enactment of a Fifty Shades scene.  
 
    Ian is looking right at me through the window. 
 
    As I watch–staring wide-eyed, physically unable to move away or move my head or even blink–Ian brings the ruler down on Agatha’s ass, which is as rosy as a beefsteak tomato. I gasp loudly at the sharp sound as Agatha cries out. 
 
    “I told you to be quiet,” Ian demands. I slap my hands over my mouth, before I realize he’s speaking to Agatha.  
 
    As well as not pulling the blinds, it appears he’s left the door ajar. No wonder I can hear everything. 
 
    I need to sit down. I shouldn’t be watching. I should leave. 
 
    If I walk out of the office, I’ll be directly in Ian’s line of vision. Not that he should be looking at me...why was he looking at me? 
 
    I’m still standing. Why am I still standing? 
 
    In the office, Ian rubs his hand over the welt on Agatha’s bum, caressing gently and then his fingers disappear between Agatha’s legs, which are spread and also attached to the desk. Her head faces the wall, so at least she can’t see I’m watching this. 
 
    Naked and strapped to the desk. 
 
    I need to stop watching. 
 
    Ian saw me; he knows I’m being a Peeping Tom. A voyeur. I’ve never done anything like this before. Furtively, I turn away, checking to make sure there is no one else on the floor, no one can see me watch them. 
 
    I couldn’t care less if anyone caught Ian and Agatha. 
 
    When I look back at the window–reluctantly drawn to the sight of the two of them like eating the last handful of chips because it’s not worth saving the bag–Ian is watching me again. 
 
    He’s watching at me while his hand is busy between Agatha’s legs and the sight of it is enough to send a jolt between my own legs. When Ian delivers another stinging slap of the ruler, I move closer to the window. 
 
    Just get out of here, Brienne! 
 
    I need to stick around to tell Callie about this! 
 
    Another slap of the ruler. That must hurt. How can she not be yelling her head off? As Ian caresses the reddened skin, I remember reading about the pleasure and pain idea of BDSM.  
 
    Is this really what I’m seeing? 
 
    As I watch, my breath already catching in my throat and a feeling begining between my legs that I haven’t felt for a while, Ian crouches on the floor behind Agatha. He’s taken his jacket off and the way his shirt is still neatly tucked into his pants is a huge contrast to the carnality of his actions. His pants tighten around his hips and thighs. I swallow as his blue eyes met mine as he slides his fingers between Agatha’s legs, slowly, like he giving a demonstration on the best way to finger fuck someone.  
 
    I want his hand between my legs. Right now. 
 
    I can’t be watching this. I can’t be getting excited by watching this. 
 
    But I am. Really excited. 
 
    Ian meets my gaze, his face devoid of expression. I can’t break the connection. This little scene is arousing me more than I ever thought possible. 
 
    Then Ian turns from me and leans forward. His tongue–I can see his tongue as he pushes it between Agatha’s legs. I know exactly when his tongue touches her pussy because her sudden cry fills the room. The office is so quiet I can hear everything. 
 
    Ian spreads Agatha’s cheeks with his hands as he positions himself for better access and to no doubt give me a better view. Agatha’s cries are becoming louder and so is my breathing. I can hear myself; I’m unbelievably excited and no one has even touched me. 
 
    I’ve never seen anything like this; live, in the flesh. I never thought I’d want to. I’m not a voyeur. I’m not even into kinky stuff. 
 
    At least I wasn’t, but right now I want to push Agatha off the desk. I want to feel Ian’s hands on me. I moan softly. 
 
    Ian lifts his head. “If you’re not quiet, I will punish you,” he says. I slap my hand over my mouth, trying to stifle my breathing before realizing he’s talking to Agatha. “Is that what you want?”  
 
    “Yes!  Please punish me!” Agatha gasps. “I’ve been very bad.” 
 
    I haven’t been bad. I’ve done nothing wrong. Why am I still watching? Why am I nodding my head? I can’t turn away. 
 
    Ian stands, ignoring Agatha’s groan of disappointment and strides to his filing cabinet in the corner. Moving behind her once more, I see he’s holding a short braided handle with strips of leather dangling from it. Snapping it loudly, he dangles the leather across her ass, then between her legs. 
 
    He keeps that in his office? What the…? 
 
    I shake my head in disbelief. Did I fall asleep? Am I dreaming this little scene, all the while sitting at my desk, head thrown back and a trail of drool hanging from my mouth? 
 
    I can hear Agatha’s eager intake of breath when Ian touches her with the flogger. I don’t think I could hear that if I was dreaming. And why would I dream about a flogger? I’ve only ever seen one of those in the Fifty Shades movies and who knows how accurate that film was. 
 
    “Is this what you want?” Ian demands. He brings back his hand and strikes her bare ass with the leather. Once, twice...five times, and with each blow Agatha cries out louder than before. My hand is still over my mouth, or Ian would hear my gasps as well. 
 
    Is this what goes on after hours? Is this a new thing, or have I just been completely oblivious for years?   
 
    Ian finally drops the flogger and swiftly unties Agatha’s arms and legs. Without giving her a chance to stand or even get some circulation in her limbs, he flips her over to her back, and yanks her legs up and over his shoulder so that she’s lying on her upper back on the desk. It looks uncomfortable, but at least she doesn’t have to lie on her obviously sore ass.   
 
    When she’s in the position, Ian buries his face between her legs. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    Agatha’s moans and gasps of pleasure are louder than ever, as well as the sounds of Ian’s mouth against her wetness. I can see his hips thrusting as he assaults her with his lips, his tongue. I want to touch the hardness in his pants.  
 
    “Don’t stop!” Agatha suddenly shrieks. “Please –oh, yes!” The yes is a drawn out wail and her hips buck in his hold. 
 
    But Ian stops and lifts his head. “I don’t want to hear you.” 
 
    Agatha whimpers as Ian returns to his ministrations, this time with his hands cupping her ass, one of his thumbs probing between her legs. Her cries and moans sound strangled, her hands pressed against her mouth.  
 
    But Agatha can’t quiet the scream a moment later as she comes, her orgasm causing her body to shake and quiver as Ian fights to hold her up. 
 
    He made her scream. 
 
    Agatha has barely earned her release when Ian pushes her to the floor by her hair. His pants are undone and his cock is out before I know what’s happening. Agatha is on her knees, and takes him eagerly in her mouth. 
 
    That’s when Ian glances back out the window at me. At me, with my hand down my own pants. 
 
    I’ve never masturbated at work but right now I have no choice. 
 
    It doesn’t take me long, because it has been so long since I’ve felt this excited and sexy and in dire need of a man. I’m so wet. My fingers surround my clit and I rub quickly, frantically. 
 
    Ian watches me, his hips thrusting against Agatha’s open mouth. Her hands press against his ass, feeding more of his cock into her mouth.   
 
    A soft cry escapes me as I feel my own orgasm begin. My legs feel weak but I can’t stop watching him, having him watch me. I’ve never wanted a man to have so much power over me, but right now I want Ian to know how much he’s exciting me. 
 
    Suddenly I’m coming with a sharp cry, my legs beginning to buckle as I jerk forward. 
 
    Ian grabs Agatha’s head with his hands and his face contorting with an expression of almost pain, he comes into her mouth. 
 
    I rush to the washroom when it’s over. 
 
    A whole bucket of water splashed on my face won’t be enough to calm me down. My cheeks are pink with pleasure and my blue eyes are sparkling. 
 
    What the hell just happened? 
 
    Never before…never have I given Ian any indication I would be so aroused by something like that. Never would I have imagined being so excited. I don’t know what to feel–embarrassed? Satisfied? Frustrated? 
 
    Still excited? 
 
    I wait until I return to my desk to collect my things to head home, hopefully giving Agatha enough time to make it back to her own desk. When I finally come out, Ian is standing outside his office. 
 
    I freeze in the aisle between the cubicles, looking like a mouse caught by the cat, which, after all that, is apparently what Ian likes. 
 
    “Will you work late next Friday as well?” he asks in his deep voice, with the faint hint of British accent. 
 
    I nod my consent.  
 
      
 
    Office Plays is the first in the Office Plays series 
 
    Secrets and Lies 
 
    Love After Hours 
 
    Lost Weekends  
 
    

  

 
   
    This book is a work of fiction.  All names, characters, locations and incidents are products of the author’s imagination.  Any resemblance to actual persons is entirely coincidental.   
 
    Intended for readers age 18+ because of sexual situations. 
 
      
 
    This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 
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